


THE BUSINESS MAN OF THE REMOVE ! Fiaher T. Fish, from New York, spends moat of his time evolving wheeres
for transferving the cash from his schoolfellows’ pockets to kis own. nd his latest businesy stunt is a corker!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
No Takers !

0l OOREERY ! mmttered William
{reorge Bunter.

“ What I

* Threae o'elack, you know.”

Iarry Wharton stared ; Inky coughed ;
winle h Cherry ed to cast up
at the clonds above & thoughtful dye.

The choms of Greviriars, in football
vig, were adorning with their presenco
the House steps. It was a Junior
practice-match that afternoon, ‘and they
were only waitdng for Jokony Bull and
Frank Nugent before getting ou down
e Little Side. .

Then, while they stood there chatting,
Punter had imued forth; and Williamn
{icorge wes dressed to the nines. Upon
his head shone loftily the shiniest of
toppers; from heneath the bottoms of his
carciully presscd frowsers twiokled the
weatest of patent-leather shovs, In ong
fat hand ho clatched kid-gloves; and
aq hecamoe ont mutiering to himself thoe
cryptie remarks, he flicked one fat leg
carelessly wilh a gold-nobbed cane.

Paniently Bob Cherry proceeded to
fimzh his serutinyg of the skies,  Baot
ihera was no st of sun overhead that
afternoon. Rathor the reverse: for, if
anrthiog. rain threatened. So that it
sonld not vory well be ihat the Owl
of tha Remove had heen out too long in
the sun.  Doh shook lus bead sadly, and
pave it G

Fishier Tarloton Fish waz connng up
from the Close, aud a3 he saw, Fisuy
doffed his cap suddenly and bowed low
before ihe Owl's resplendont figure m
wwock veneralion,

* §iail, Lucifer, son of the morning i

“ (Mookery P mmttered Buntor.

THr MaoyrET LBRARY. —No. 983

junior
procecding 1o turn
Owl a very, wery

T“FhET The Transatlantic
siraighiened himself
upon the Ihuughtfui

mirions look: Then he glanced at
Wharton, tapped his bony forehead sig-
nificantly, and murmuared ; “Bats in the

belfry, I calculate!”

“(Coortfield I said Bunfer; and then,
blinking earnestly at a little slip of
]:-i.cimr he had pulled out: “Three
'al mh“-!”

“Dippy " ecjacuiated Bab,  “Clean,
stark, staring mad ™

*“ What—what is it, Bunter?” inguired
Harry Wharton, beginming to feel really
alarmoed for the fat junior. “ Would you
Jike us to take you indoors before mo
begin the footer?! I mean, perhaps
yvou'll feel better. after a little rest, you
know.”

At that, Bunter came to carih at last
with a smort of anger. _

“Take me indoors? I should say so!
Why, I'm just ready to go out. Any of
vou chaps poing out of gates on your
niggers? You «an give me a step ever
ro Uourthield.  Cookers——"'

“Yes, wo know, old chap. We're had
ihat bit.  Cooketry, Courtfield, three
o'elork I

Fishor T. Fish rave vont to & sudden
thin chneklo. '

“Waal,” ha grinned, “I rockon it's
plain a5 the Btatue of Liberty. "Ti's j
davned on me. Cookery, Couriheld,
three o'clock. It's.a hoss, know |
Look, 1that fat clam i3 all dodled up for
the racemeeting! It's s bender, while
Dr, Locke and Quelchy aro away, yon
knoar. Buntor the punter—waal,
zwow 1

“Zo—sn that's ihe lidle game, is it,
Pumty ™ cjaculated Bob grimly. “Why,
vou fat sweep——" _

“Yah, -it ain't, T tell you! Why, I
didn's even know it was Courtfield races
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this. afterncon, yonr rolteys! Té—it's a
lecture, if you want to know !

“Lectura? Stoff!™

“ Gammon I

“The esteemed gammon i3 terrifiel”
purred the nabob.

“It is, T tell yon! Not the gammon,
vou blessed cackling msses! I mean, it
really is a Jecture. at’s what 1 'mean.
A lecture on cookery in Courtfield at
three o'clock, you knowi?

ciﬁ!htn

& ﬂ.h 1#!-

“I gmoss we all got onr eve-teeth cnt
here, Bunty!® Fishy was grinning
ﬂu-wij'. “I ‘caleulate that lecture stunt
don't get us any!”

“ And it's no use looking here for a
lift to Courtfield, cither, old fat man!”
grinned Bob Cherry. * We're practising
for the L.C.O. match thiz alternoon.™’

“Well, suppose youn fcllows got me »
faxi, thenm—"

“A—a taxii”

“Certainly! Phouna up Courtfield
Junction, vou lmow; ihere’s always a
couple or more touting for hire there.”

“PBut — but what's the big idea,
Bupty ?” Wharton was saying m puzzled
tones, © There's nothing wrong with
vonr oooking that I know of—excopting,
that you scoff the grub. In fact, cook:
ing’s the one thing yon do perfectly.
What'z the giddy game?™

“It's the chof of a g American
restaurant who's over here,” Bunter ex-
plaimed. “Iie’s come down from London
w0 give a—a jaw, you know, in Court-
freld, sand & demonstration, Why, it's
no end of an opportunity. 1'l iurn ouk
vou <haps some ripping sproads after
thiz, you see if I don't. Come on, now,
1318 & got”

“Ts what a go®”

“The taxi, you silly asses'”

“ Nothing doing, old fat man,” zanl
Ilarry Whartan, “Look, theee's sld’

[Copyright in the United States of America. ]
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Coker going out of gates on his motor- to think in & minute that you don't  Excepting for Fisher T. Fish, thereo

bike! Uo and plant yourself on him !

Bunter blinked across the Close in the
direction LBob indicated, DNear the
gates, by Gosling’s lodge, stood a motor-
cycle combination. ‘Lhe sidecar held as
unwilling ocecupant George L'otter; on
the pillion-seat swiphurcusly Ilumed
William Greene; while, straddling the
hike itself and jamming desperately at
the kick-start, was the great Horace
Coker of the Fifth!

“Lp on, DBuunter,” repeated DBob
Cherry, *“Try Coker. Neither Potter
nor Lreene would mind very much if
vou took their place, judging by their
sxpressions, ;

“la, bhe, ha!”

“Of course, you wouldn't refer o
Coker's old boneshaker as possessing
guite Lhe comtort of a Bunter Lourt
bmonsine,” went on the hwnorous Bob.
“=till, its your last resource, if you
want to get to Courtheld without fodting
i ali the way ™

Buuter shuddered at the sheer thought
of that, und proceeded to roll detce-

minedly down upon Coker and his
notor-bike.
“nallo, you blessed fag!™ Coker

greeted him uncompromisingly. " Just
cub across to the tool-2hed and boue a
couple of small spanuers, will you®”

Bunter hecdegd ot

“I--1 =ay, CUoker, arc you going o
Courtlicld ¥ ho gasped out.
 Eh”  Tne soguwie nad leapt sud-
denly and unexpectedly to lite. *1It's
all right now. 1 shan't want those
spanners,  Courtfield, did you say?

3. Whyi"

“Like to give a--a chap a lift, Coker,
old man?”

“Who's the chap®” grunted Coker
suspiciously.

1‘|Ma " grunted Bunter ungrammati-
cally.

“No jolly fear!" snorted Horece Coker
at once, with groat decision. “ Not if I

know it! Hang on, Greeney.  We're
off I '
“Hold on a minute, old man!™

Williamn Greene was clutching at the
grout Horace's arm, This was an oppor-
tunity too good fo be wasted. * Look—
look here, old fellow, let Bunter havo
my scat. 1 expect he wants to get to
Courthicld in o hurry, or something.
I don’t mind for once--really I don't!”

“That's it, Greeney,” said Bunter
cagerly. "“"Good man!”

*He's more likely to got to Court-
field on a stretchor, if he trusts himself
to this blessed contraption,” muttercd
Totier from the sidecar.

“Eh? What was that, George Potter "
Coker turned upon his henchman sus
piciously. * What did you say ¥

“Nico day for & sail,” said the
cautious Potter. *"Look here, old man,
that pillien’s no good at all for a chap
of Bunter's weight. Let him take this
sidecar. Always have o pood hefty chap
in the sidecar when you'ro poing racing,
you know, Coker—keeps the balance
round corners.’

“You blessed well sit where you arg,
George Potter, unless you're locking for
thick oars,” raid Coker, with a snort.
“Who seid anything about racing? I'm
az safo going round bends a= anybody, |
reckon, My hat! What are you getting
off for, William Greene ¥

“Let old Bunter take a ride for once,”
said Greene genevously,. “He's in a

hurry, yvou know, Coker, okl man— -
Yooooooop! Ow! You—you blessed
rotber!"

“8it where you're put, then! I can
attend to Bunter. It's my bike, and I
say I wouldn't have the fat tul of drip-
ping on it al any price! There, is that
plain enough? My hat! I shall begin

want to come!"”

“Wea dont!” (Greens muttered in a
davk undercone tromn the pulliton.

“Eh? by George! Wnuat was that
you satd, Laicene :  =ay it again!”

“{h, don't be an ass!™

“Wha-a-a-atr"”

“Stow the chinwag! Get on, if we're
going. It's two o clock already !

Hurace Coker bicutbed nard, "touched
various levers, and the bike began slowly
to move forward.

“ All right, william Greene,” he hissed
darkly, “I'll show wou! There’s only
ano boss in Study No. 4, and that's me.
You just wait!” :

Buntor was clutching at the back of
the pillion with a desperate but hopeless
clutch. Greone turned and eyed the
Ow] commiseratingly, Willingly would
William: Greene have changed places.
But next moment Coker swopt round
with & thick road-guido he had snatched
up from the ear, and gave the Owl's
detaining fingers ono for themselves.

“0Ow! Yoooooocooop! roared Bunter.
“Oh, you blessod rotter, Coker [

“There! I said I wouldn't have ydu,
and I won't! My hat! What good do
vou think my blessed motor-bike would

e afterwards? Why, you cheeky fag!”

For Bunter had treatéd Coker's back
tiyru to & vengeful lictle kick. Coker saw
the awful sacrilege and stopped the bike
suddenly. Coker's mighty hand swept
first up and then down, and next
moment DBunter's rosplendent silk hat
was crushed about his ears.

“Ow! Gug-gug-gug-gug! Ow! Gem-
meoul, somebody ™

Fisher T. Fish was passing, wheeling
his bicycle out of gates, and, seein
Bunter's predicament, Fish obligingly
strode forward, grasped by the brim
what had once been a thing of beauty,
and proceeded to yank it up. In the
process Bunter's fat cars suffered pain.
fully; but he camo to light again at last,
though his face was red and hot and
hd was gaspin

“Crumbs "
tones, pazing round wildly. ™ Where 1=
}i:z]ﬁl':“ Where is  the rotter? Why,

He broke off, and shook s podgy fist
wrathfully, Bnt Horace Coker was
maerely a speck in the distance, Indeed,
of Horace Coker himself there was no
sign, only a cloud of dust far along the
Friardale lane.

“ Beast!” roared Bunter. “Yah!”

ie muttered in warlike

[ RS S

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Buying a Bus !

L OVW,. pgentlemen, what am I
bid for this magnificent
motor-bus? Same as uszed on
the London sircets. Come

glong, please!”

It was guite an excited little crowd
that was gathored round the auction out-
side the Duck and Partridge, on the out-
skirts of Courtfeld, and Billy Dunter
wandered forward curiously.

Up till that moment the one solitary
bright spot in a bad afternoon—or so it
struck Bunter—had been the cookery
lectures and demonstration.  And that
little boano had turned out tophole.

But, apart from those pleasant
memorics, Dunter felt spiteful-—de-
cidedly spiteful!

Coker, he reflectod
joined tho auctioneer's audience, had
hehaved abominably.  With Potter and
Greene both expressing thomselves more
than willing for Bunter te take over
their seats, what had Cokev nono?

Coker badl borled insolt and injury!

sulkilv, as he

had veen no one eise going out of gates
in tne dwection of Courtheld. And
bishy s ancient bike, being a thing of
parts and preces, was 1o no wise calcu-
lated to enaure the strain of a Buuter.

So, reluctantly, st dast, there had been
no otner recourse but to sot out and foot
it.

Befora very long the patent-leather
shoes had begun to pinch Bunter's fat
feet., Lord olavieverer, from whose
wardrabe he had caumiy “ borrowed
themy, togethor with tue resplendent
toppir, toe gioves, and the gold-nobbed
stick, untortunately for William
Lieorge's comiort, had been fashioned by
Nature in rather an elegant mould.

‘Then, on top of that, half-way along
the lane to Brardale the long threaton-
ing rain had descended. For ien
minutes it had poured down hard.
Bunter, glowering and muttering, put in
the tiuwe bencath some trees, i

Warm and grunting, he had paused
again outsido the little station in Friar-
dale, blinking in "at tha booking-otheo
with a savage glare—a fat FPeri barred
from paradise! Excepting for twopence
the DBunter coffers contained no cash
even to pay for that short run o
Courtlield.

And it being a pretty forlorn hopn
trying a railway company for *tick,”
realisation canmw to him at last that
there was really nothing for it but to
roll on again oo foot!

Ho descended wupon the cockery
demonsiration quite the  aristoorat,
which was as he had fatuously intended,
but with the state of his feelings to-
wards Hoiare Uoker almost homicidal.
The aristocrat happened to be distinctiy
and Hunnishly footsore, though that was
more by reason of the aristocrat’s haviug
appropriated to himself another aristo-
crat's footwear, than because Horacc
Coker had refused him conveyance.

However, the aristoerat, being obtuse,
didn't seo that.

He came upon tha moiorsele on the
return road to Greyirviars, {Iusl: outsida
the village, and paused awhile to rest
his feet.

Two cars changed hands quickly, and
ware driven away—oune a litile two-
seater and the second a grey goupe,
Then the motor-bus was announced ; and
in the same moment Bunter spotted
Coker:

Coker, as usual, had plumped himsell
importantly right into the middle of
things. Of Potter and Greene there was
no sign. I'robably it was that, getting
fed-up with hiln—not an infrequent oc-
currence—Cokér's henchmen had slipped
off when opportunity presented itself,
leaving their leader to his own swert
devices.

Bunter's eyes glistened vindictively:
and then he availed himself. of the
obscurity aifforded by the shelter of a
burly farmer’s baok. .

“ Now, gentlemen, come along!" said
the auctioneer. *“Who'll bid me «

hundred for this bus?"

Apparently no one ssessed  Lhe
temerity to be so spendthrift with his
moncy : and the next moment the

sharp-looking  auctioneer  continued,
afier having run & speculative eyve over
the little crowd:

“Nobody-—ch?  Tifty pum, then?
Forty, thirly, twonty pun for this bus.
gontiomen, as used on the London

strects,  Look bore, whe'll start me with
a ten-pun notet” )
Again ho rangod ihe crowd with an
inguiring cve, and still there was no
TOEROn e,
Bunter blinked dubiously at the Lus
Once, appurently, it had been painted
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green; bui that ¢vent had been a long,
long time ago. The tyres were of the
suk’pci type, very much worn, and the
radiator was rusty. Apart from those
trivial dilapidations, however, it was,
as the auctioncor had urged, indubitabsy
similar te anything which ran on the
L.ondon strects,

And it was going for & ten-pound .

note | :

At least, it was there on offer fora
ten-pound note, DBut, apparently, there
was no one who. was  very anxious o
close with that remarkable offer. The
trouble, Bunter gathered; was the little

uestion of accommodatioh. A double-

cker bus was decidedly not the thin
vou could keep in a spare rabbit-hutch
out in the back-garden, neither couid
you stow it away beneath the table.

“Well, 1t's real wicked to let it go at
the price, but whe'll giva me & start
ab ve pun, then? gqueried the
auctioneer after that lengthy pause.
“Come on, who wantz to start & bus
Ee?isc?” Ly the heart

udgin ¥ the hearty response, no
one ﬁidfx It was ﬂcrl.?blful?uind'eedi
whether any among the little crowd of
gape-mouthed rustics had ever so much
as handled a steering-wheel in his life.
And then, just when the auctioneer was
obviously getting ready to say some-
thing really nasty about Courtfield’s
businesz perspieuity, William George
Bunter got his ventriloquial organs
going, and there was a sudden and
startling response.

“1 will ! said Horace Coker.

One or two farm-labourers near Coker
shifted the pipes in their mouths to stare
at him in astonishment. If the
auctioneer himself was surprised at a
schoolboy bidding, he was not going to
show it.

“Five pun I am bLid,” he was saving.
"Auy advance on five pun? e
along now! All done? Ve will [
Going—goimg—gone "  The ?ﬂlﬂli’ml‘
fell with & rap. “ Right, sir,"” said the
auctioneer, with a pleasant nod to Coker.
“Yours it is. Hpet cash, if you don's

mind." :
“Eh?" ejaculated Coker. with a
visible start, “ What's that "

“Bpot cash, I said,
You've bought it!"™

“ Draw it mild!™ said Coker.

“Wha-e-a-at "'

“Tran't he an as3s, vou know!"

Coker could feel the gaping cyes of
the rustics upon him, and he [lelt his
checks growing warm.

“Ass, am I*" snorted the auctioneer,
hﬂg.‘lhflmg te push back his sleaves.

“Ass—eh? Ho, we'll zeec about that!
Bessay you thought it a huge joke bid-
ding up for what you never intended to
buy: but let me tell you this, Misler
Clever, that that bus i3 yourz! Fiva
pun you bid me, and five pun T want!”

Thére was & light burning in the
aunetioneer’s eyea that boded il for
Coker, and wfzich made it clear thero
would be no escape.

Bunter backed caunlionsly away out
of the crowd, and took the homeward
road. stifling as he went a deep, fat
chuckle.

Bunter, the veniriloguist, was finding
revenge remarkably sweet.

—

THE THIRL) CHAPTER.

It's your bus.

Fishy's Latest !
i ALLO, hallo, hallo! ©Oh, wmy
H giddy Aunt Jane, look!™
I-"Mum—-—my hat! What
the——""

“ Great—~great pip!”

The practice match was over, and the
Remove f{oothallers, tired and hungry,

THe Macxer LiprART.—~No. 293,

but flushed with happiness, had heen
making towards the 8chool = House,
Then Bob Cherry had chanced to look
across to the gates, severel had followed
his nge, and then they had paused, in
sudden petritied astonishment, gasping.

For, ambling in gently at the old
ateway of Greyiriars, was & bus—sadly
tlapidated, tru?:l. but none the less a

bus, hugé and double-decked.
“ME at!" chuckled Frank Nugent.
"Marble Arch, Charing Cross, and

Greyiriars! The blessed thing's lost its
way, you fellows! Come on, we'll go
and have & look!™

In an excited little band they tore off
across the Close, to where, just inside
the gates, the bus had come to a stand-
still, * hesitant. There was a faint,
wispy [feather of steam escaping from
the radiator-cap, and a rich cloud of
Fuup:nnt- blue from the exhaust beneath,
or the El‘.l{[illﬂ had been left running.

“Look!"™ eried someone, as they ap-
proached. *Bee who's up in front with
the driver? It's Bunter!”

“Bunter? Why, so it is!"

#What's this blessed game, I won-
der ¥ muttered Wharton. “Has the
Owl taken to funning personally-con-
gltu_;::iiad tours of Greyfriars, or what is
it ?

Then the driver—whoever he was—
after serutinising the Close closely
through his big motor-goggles, released
his brakes, slipped in the clutch, and the
strange arrival, rumbling past Gosling's
lodge, began io penetrate the Close.

Asg they came up with it, the juniors
saw that it contained no occupants. So
it could not be a sight-sceing party.
There were no passengers at all—not
one; only the Owl perched up in front
with the driver, ming down trium-
phantly upon them through his big
glasses.

Once past Gosling’s lodpe, the bus
turned, proceeding gently along beneath
the elms, the juniors scattering hefore
it to left and nght.

“Well, I'm dashed!” velled Bob

in time out of

Cherry, just skippin
1 “Bee that,

harm’s way into safety.
you chaps? The rotter nearly ran me
down! Come on; let's go and ask the
blessed driver what the thump he thinks
he's doing! My hat, after it!"”

“On the ball, Remove!"

But even as they set off apgnly in
pursuit the huge bus lumbered to a
staridstill.’ Indignantly the juniors
awarmed round to the front, The driver
was pulling off his goggles, and the next
moement there grinned down upon them
a familiar, triumphant face.

“TFuf-Fishy ! stuttered Boly Cherry.

“Wha-a-a-ati"”

H Impossible [

“Fishy—and Bunteyr!”

“Well, so it i5! My blessed hat,
what's tha whoeze, Fighy 1"

Thev were clustered all round tho bus
now—the foothallers and a swarm «of
Removites and fags whoe had heen look-
ing on at the game—and Fisher T. Fish
was bombarded with excited queations.

“Retting up in business, Fish;r?"

“YWhose blessed bus is it you've gone
and boned ¥

“Keep your peepers open, Fishy—
there'll be a bobby along after it any
minute 1™

In the fare of which, questions and
chaff alike, Fisher T, Fish maintained o
calm, unruffled stlence.  The juniors'
cager questions he dismizsed with o
wave of the hand; and the chaff merely
caused to play about his hatchet features
o gental grin,

“Here's Gosey, Fishiv!
for squalls ™

Gosling had vcomo

Now look out

doddering  forth

from his little lodge in carpet slippers,
furtively wiping his nmutﬁ upon an
apron tied about his middle. Evidently
the strange advent of the bus had inter-
rupted Gosling rudely in the process of
imbibing some alcoholic beverage.
Gosling, brought up to a standstill,
Wl his eves as one who still cannot
believe the evidence of then, and ejacu-
lated weakly: : ;
" Well, my heye!"

Then, suddenly remembering lia
official position, as it were, Gosling ad-
vanced sternly to demand of its driver

credentials for the intrusion.

Elbowing his determined way through
the press of laughing juniors, he got
round at last to the driver's seat.

“Well, my heyve!” gasped Gosling
again, blinking up at Fisher T. Fish,
“"What I says iz this ‘ere—what's the
meaning of this 'ere, you young ript”

“Meaning of which, where, old
seout B’
“Thesa ‘ere goings-on. Which you

can just take that—that autymobble
contraption, wot ain’t got no manner of
rights ere, outside agen blessed quick!
(0 on, Master Fish, afore [ reporis
yerl” :

“I kinder reckon this Aivver stops
right hyer!’ said Fishy ecalmly.

“One last chance!” roared Gosling.
“Are yon a-takin’ of it outside agen, or
ain't yer?”

“Not, sirree!” said Fishy coolly.

“Then off I goes to report yer—bust
me bob if I don't!”

And with a fiery snort Goesling lum-
bered off across the Close, and the
watching juniors saw his grimly deter-
mined figure mount the School Houso
ﬁ L]

* Well, you've dane it now, Fishy. you
silly  ass!”  said harton seriously,
= Whi,' couldn't you take it back where
it belongs while you had tho chance?
It'll mean no end of a licking !"

“T guess I don't see it," retorted
Fisher T. Fish calmly, *“And it ain’t
a rag, either. Any rule against a galoot
keepnog & bike hyer, Wharton?"

“Fh? No, of course not. What are
you getting at?"

“Nothing agninst a galool's popper
running in the family fivver?”

“His car, do vou mean? No; a lot
of the chaps’ paters. run down by oar,
and, of course, they drive right in.
But—"

“But nothing!” sngpped Fishy. 51
rockon, then, if a galoot wants to
garage his bus on the Pr&mia-nﬂ, there's
no guy can stop him !’

¥ o8 hllt—”

“Fish is quite right, my dear Whar-
ion,” exclaimed a mild voice; and,
turning, the juniors saw Dehind them
Alonzo Todd, the eccentfic philosopher
of the Remgve. Lonzy, carrying an
umbrella aloft, had just come in at the
gates.  “The difference, Wharton, 13
merely one of degree. As Einstein
demonstrates, all ings are relative,
and here we have an instance.”

“But this bus,” broke in Wharton
hotly., “It's absurd 1”

“ Absurdity, if T may explain, dwells
in the mind of the beholder, rather than
in the thing beheld—"

“Hem "

“(Cave—here's Mr, Prout!”

During Dr. Locke’s and Mr., Quelel’s
absence, the master of the Fifth way
temporarily holding the yeins of
authority, and now he was bearing
down upon the juniars, a majestic frown
scated upon his brow, and the iraie
(osling dragging along a yard in his
rear. The jumiors fell back at once,
leaving a rvespeetful lane throngh tha
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Coker's mighty hand swept first up and then down, and. nexi moment Buntler's resplendent silk hat was 'HI.ISi]Ed about his
" "And Fisher T. Fish obligingly strode

pars. ‘' Ow.!

Gug-gug-gug ! "' gasped Bunter.
forward, grasped by the brim what had once been a thing of beaufy, and proceeded to yank it up.

“0Ow ! Gemmeoul, so0me

(See Chapter 1.)

Wien he had spotted Mr. Prout loom-
iug up ominously into view, DBunter's
amirk of self-salisfaction had disap-
poarcd, and he ‘made haste to clamber

off, offpcing himself behind a group of

the Fifth, TFisher Tarleton Fish was
Joft in sole command, as it were, to repel
boardera,

1 Hn'f !Fj‘

Ay, Prout, 1n cap-and-gown; stood at
last by the bonnet of Fishy's bus, blink-
wtg wp darzedly like a fish out of water,
aned Fishy's hatehot features momen-
tarily slipped into a wide grin, But only
for the minute: for the next moment
the attack was beginning.

“TNoy!" Mr. Prout thundered. * What
—what—what i1z the meaning of this
preposterous—thia unheard-of intruszion
into 1he grounds of a %eat of learnivg?
What do yon mean by it, sir? Whose
etnnibusg 13 this? Whence came it here?
Answer me, sic!”

4 It's mine, I reckon, sir,” Fishr said
calmly. "I bought it, T puess.™

“Yonra? You purchased it? Impos-

- sible, sir! Utterly preposterous!”

“If you want to know, I did a little
buosiness deal with 8 guy in your own
Yorm, sir,” went on Fishy coclly.

“Tishy 1" gasped Harry Wharton,

“Wha-a-at!" ejaculated Mr. Prout.
"A guy-—that is, a pupil in my own
Forma? Nonsense, utter nonsense ™

“Very well, sir! I'll give yoit his
name, 1 guess. It was Coker! Bunter
can bear me out. He was a witness.
Halln, he's gone!™

“Cokeri™

“Yep! I reckon 1 offered him two-
ten on spec and he saw me.”

“Bus-saw  vou, Fish?" gasped Mr.
Prout. ]
~ "Yep! Made it & deal, you know.

Two-ten I gave Coker for it in Friar-

dale Lane. I reckon he was glad to
sell out, topt*

“But—but whorever conld Coker
have obtained a motor-omnibus, Fish?
Ask  yourself the question, hoy!
Wherg—-"

“Waal, he roped it in at a motor-
anction in Courtheld, T caleulato, he said.
He seemed all-fired upset. Reckoned the
suctioneer let him in for it. Tried to
tell me he never bid at all, you know.
I reckon he changed his mind at the
last minute, but the auctioncer guy
allowed tho fliviwor was sure knocked
down (o him, and in order to avoid a
row with the crowd Coker had to brass
up the donrocks, siri"”

“I—[—- Really, T do not know
what to say, Fish. I will hear Coker's
version. Heally, that dolt of a lad is
capable almost of any foolishness, 1
believe. T—T munst got into communica-
tion with Dr. Locke, after which T will
3Imak further to you, Fish, Meanwhile,
thiz omnibuns cannot bo  allowed to
remain hore at Greyfriars. It—it must
go away, Fish™

* But— but what's a galoot to do with
it?" howled Iishy in sudden alarm.

“Really, Fish, what did you intend to
do when you so ridiculuus{g purchased
it from Coker?”

“ J—I— Yousee—""' Fishycast about
desperately. For once the 'cute American
junior discovered himself unexpectedly
at a loss for words. When he had pur-
chased the bus from Coker of the Fifth,
Fishy had had his own very good

reasons for so deing, & scheme into’

which he did not care to let Mr. Prout.
B0 hoe temporized, saving crafiily:

“* It—it's purely a spec, sir—a business
speculation, that is. There's lots made
in flivvers, I reckon.”

“Really, Fish, do you seriously con-
tend, then, that you will be allowed to

inaugurate here at Greyfriars—a motor
business—you, a schoolboy and a minor¥"
“ Nunno! Not exactly that, you know.
I guess I've E:plained—'it'a‘%uat a spoc.”
fr. Prout gave the ransatlantic
business-man & suspicious, searching
look, and then compressed his lips.
"“"Very well., I shall not, as I have
said, attempt to deal with. this extra-
ordinary occurrence mysolf, Fish.
will speak further to you when I liave
heard from Dr. Locke. It i3, uhdoubt-
adly, a matter only satisfactorily to be
setiled b s J Your

f his g'urisdintiuﬂ. :
father will probably =also be commu-
icatedd with, too™

u’ﬂh!u

“For the moment the ocmnibos had
botter be driven round behind the
woodshed out of sight ™ ]

“That's exactly where it was going,
I guess!” grinned Fishy calmly.

“You will see to it that orders
are carried out with despatch, Fish,
The presence in’ che Closo of such =
vehicle detracts from, rather than adds
to, the beauty of the autumn scene.”

Mr. Prout turned upon hiz heel and
rucgtled off across the Close; and Gos-
ling, - who would infinitely have pre-
ferred to see the.dilapidated old bus
ejected J’-emmpturliy inte TFriardale
Lane, had perforce to be satisfied.

“Crank -her up, Bolsy, old man!'
Fishy grinned, when the rding-party
had retired; and Bunter scrambled
back into s scat. sy swung the
big handle, the engine coughed and
spluttered into aolivity, and Fishy
steared her triumphantly across the
Close, and brought her in the rear of
the woodshed majestically to dock. .

“What's the wheeze, I wonder?” mut-
tered Harry Wharton, as they strolled
off. “Fishy's got some deep game up
his slecve.™
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Many were asking thomselves the
same question.  But, whatever 1t was
that he intended doing, Fisher T.
Fish, for the moment, was keeping
entirely to himself.

et ey
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Ragged !

éi HAT the thump—"
W “What the dickens—"
“Great Scott!”

: Tha footballers had pro-
reeded directly to the House, traversing
ihe Remove paszage en route for the
dormitories to wash and change.
Hehind the footballers came ten or a
dozen other Removites, who had fol-
lowed them wp from the Close.

Ordinarily, the fellows would have
drifted up to tea as they came in frow
their rambles, 1n two’s and three's, But
that amazing advent of Fishy's bus had
held evervone in the Close, delaying
them, -0 that they came up to the
studies mm a body.

Wharton, turning into the Romove
passage with the team, beheld it first,
and ejaculated “ What tho thuwnp ! and
then the others, crowding upon Hhis
heels, =aw it, too, and those other
expressions of amazement were forced
{rom their lips.

For it really was remarkable.

Right across the Remove passage,
iacked boldly from side to side.so that
it could not fail to meet their gaze,
Wwas # mer, And upon the banner,
painted neatly in big, black lettering.
were the words:

“One up to Higheliffe! Who's
cack of the walk now, Wharton?"

.“MF ouly hat!” exclaimed Wharten,
with a deep breath. “It's a rag! High-
cliffe’s ragged us while we've been down
on Little Sidel Look into the studies,
rhg]ps, guick's the ward ™

ugent leapt forward and threw open
the door of No L

" Good—good gracious |” he ejacnlated

faintly, staring mmto that famous apart-

ment. . :
Several juniors looked in over
Nugent's shoulder, and gasped. And

well might they bhave gasped, too, for
in Mo, 1 there was no single stick left
upon -stone, so to speak.

The table was turned upside-down in
the middle of the study, and upon it
wera dumped the fender and fire-irons,
the book-case, all the pictures from the
walls, the chairs, the study linoleum—
every single thing that was movable
had been moved

In the fireplace reposed the clock;
and self-consciously upon the mantel-
shelf in a pateh of soot was the kettle.
And the situdy carpet had been jerked
up by a rude hand from its rightful
position before the fire, and hung
around the walls like tapestry.

“M-m-m-my only hat!’ gasped the
skipper of the Remove again, from the
doorway.

MNugent darted forward. Pinned to
ong of the upturned legs of the tahle
was an envelope. NMNugent had spotted

it, and he ripﬁad it down. It was
ackdressed to . Wharton, Captain,
Removae Form, Greyfriars. Harry took

it in his hands, toro open the envelope,
and snatched out the contents:

“Highelifte,
“Dear Wharton,—Seeing that tho
tlear Mobby and Dr. Vowsey, as well as
your own rvespected Head and Form-
waster, have toddled along to this
I'ye Maigxer Liprary —No. 993

Education confab, Franky and the rest
of us considered it a [lirst-rate opportu-
nity for proving once again that High-
cliffe iz top bow-wow.

“You know what & strictly moral
bird old Franky is, and he insisted that
10 - eetual damage be done fo your
quarters,. and .we haven't munkedy up
your grub. Bul for all that I guess it
will oceupy you for more than a few
minutes sorting out and straightening
up after this lLittle lot.

“ Honestly, though, Wharion, old
scout, you don’t know how beastly
sorry Franky and.J arc at having haed

to do this, but we know you will realise
thatewith s0 many of the powers that
be away, and your own noble selves
conveniently down at Footer practice,
the opportunity was one that simply
could not be wasted.
* Cheerily yours,
“RuoprerTr pE Covrcy.™

i‘l ¥y

“* Borry uoted Frank Nugent,
compressing his lips.

“We'll make the
ounders sorry !

“*Top dog! ™ jerked out Wharton
grlmly, refolding the letter and slipping
It away into a pocket. “We'll seo
about that! Lebt 'em wait, that's all!”

Squiff bad been inspecting the little
Fllﬂ of fTurniture heaped up like a
uneral-pyre, and now he was gesticu-
lating wildly to the captain of the
Remova.

“Look here, Wharton!” ch!uEE WAS
babbling. *“This bleszed fender ain’t
yours at all! It belongs to Study No. 14
—my study; you know ! As for the fire-
irpns, they lock to me like Toddy's.
And—and, yes, that blessed chair with
the gammy front leg is Bob Cherry's!
Isn't it, Bob¥ I'd know it anywhere!"

Bob Cherry, striding forward, was
inspecting the chair: grimly.

‘"It's quite true,” he said at last.
Y This h&pngs b ‘émdgr MNo. 13. That
—that means, then, that the rotters
have mixed up all our giddy goods and
chattels. y only Aunt Sempronia,
what a ragl”

“Buppose we ga and wash and have
tea?"” suggested Wharton, *“Then we'll
all pile in on the merry job of recon-
atruction.”

" Zood wheoze. Come on!"”

“Well, thank goodness they were
decent enough not to spoil our tommy,”
Taddy . began, as they moved off, when
Bob Cherry cut him suddenly short.

“ Listen!” Bob murmured, holding up

a hand. ““What's that blessed row,
you chapsi"
. The juniors paused, listening., They
had turned from Study No. 1, tramping
along in the direction of the bath-
rooms, when the clamorous banging as-
safled their ears. 1t proceeded from the
farther end of the passage.

“Why, it's mming from somewhere
near Btudy No, 13,” said Bob in sur-
pmllﬁ, after a moment, ‘“Here, come
Ol .

But it was not from Bob's study. The
knocking wag traced to Study Wo. 11,
tha habitation of Skinner & Co. Inside
the study someone was kicking & furious
rhythmic tattoo upon the door, appar-
ently with his boots. :

“My aunt!"™ chuckled Bob, pausing
before the door. "It must be the merry
skinner & Co.  They—they're locked
in, you chaps!"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Bob stooped and applied his mouth fo
the study kevhole.

“Hallo, there, Skinner!” he ealled.
“Can' you hear me? Can't you open
the door, or what?™

Then, quickly substituting at tha key-
hole ‘an ear, Bob. waited for response.
But all that filtered through in the way

of answer was a choking, inarticulate
gurgle,

* Well, m-ni-my only hat!" Bob stam-
mered as he rose, “They must be
gagged or something !"

*A form from somewhere!" camo‘the
quick, excited suggestion from Russell,
“We'll bust in the lock!™ :
“Hold on!"” called Bob. “Half a
tick, you know. QOur key fits Skinner's
door. Get it, Inky, will youi"
Quickly ]nit:; nodded, obtained their
key from Btudy No. 13, the lock of
Skinner's study was attacked, the door
hurled open, and then in a body the
excited Removites tramped in. It was
an astounding sight that met their eyes,
On the study table lay eards and
cigarottes and money. And round the
table the three cads of the ‘Remove—

Skinner, Stott, and Snoop—sat in
chairs. Not, however, of their own
frea will, or even ecomfortably, but

bound and gagged!

In addition to Skinner & Co. there
languished within the study in durance
vileg other captives—eix of them. Laord
Mauleverer, Wun Lung, David Morgan
and Oliver Kipps, and Trevor and
Treluce. '

Chairs _had been brought in by the
raggoers for Hlsllnnar'a extra guests from
the other studies, for without exception
overvone was bound and gagged, and
glaring lugubriously from his sdat,

Study No. 11 had very evidently been
employed by the Highcliffe raggers as
an internmont camp for prisoners of
War.

Bob Cherry broke the szilence with a
chuckla,

“Well, my hat, you chaps!" he mur-
mured. “What a cheery little card-
pﬂrfﬁ-—l don't think ™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“What iz it that's biting Skinner &
Co., Johnny?"” Wharton was murmur-
ing to Johnny Bull. *“They seem to
me to be sitting in thosc chairs jolly
uncasily, or something.”

Johony | Bull looked and nodded.
Bkinner & Co. round the table certainly
did sit uneasily. The cads were wrig-
glmg in_their chairs as if in agony of
ody. They wriggled, that is to say,
as much as fellows trussed up like mum-
mies could reasonably be expected to
wriggle. And they were doing their
uwtmost, one and all, with weird
gurghng nowses to attract attention.

Johnny Bull strode forward suddenly
nndglcrkad off their gags.

“Speak, captives!” he cjaculated
dramatically. :

“"Ha, he, ha!" =

Skinner spoke first.

“Yooooop!"” Skinner burst ouk.

“Lemme up, quick!”

“What the—" Frank Nugent began
in wondorment.

“Temme up!™ roared Snoop.

“Yow-ow-ocooop !  Stott came
“"Lemmo up! Ow, the rotters!"

“Here, you chaps!” jerked out Whar-
ton, slashing away with his knifle at
Skinner's bonds. **For goodness’ sake
let them up and - see. what's wrong!
Why——" For Bkinner had bounced
up from hiz chair as if a spring pro-
pelled him.

Stott was free, and Stott went sud-
denly into the air with the whoop of
a Dervish. Frank Nugent severed the
last of tho ropes which held Snoop cap-
tive, and Bidney James SBnoop went
through the same startling perform-
ancao.

The rescuers stared in aRmazement.
The thres eads were caressing them-
solves with tender, loving care. And
tthe,l;. all at once, the juniors tumbled
4 -it,

.
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“Ha, ha, ha!"™ they roared, and
Study Neo. 11 rang with their laughter.
Courtenay and the Uata;_pilla.r and
the rest of the Highelifie raggers
avidently possessod their own strong
original sense of humgur.

Harold Skinper had been seated, not
directly upon the seat of his chair, but
instead u;;«:-n a cuuFle of short pokers
laid parallel about four inches apart.

Snoop had been thoughtfully accom-
inodated with four china egg-cups; and,
ns for Stott, that unhappy wvouth had
wriggled and writhed ho ﬁ:ss!y upon &
dozen uted aniseed
halls.

It had been to Stolt and to Snoop
like sitting in a bathing-dress upon s
particularly p&hhly beach, and Skinner
was still caressing himsclf as if he had
spent 4 month compulsorily seated upon
the top rail of an iron fence.

“Ha, Ha ha!” chortled Bol Cherry.
“Oh, my blessed ribs! Torture, you
kuow ! The Highcliffie Inqmsltmn, you
r.-haps What's it like, Bkinny, old
bean "

“It—it's  like walking about with
hard-dried peas in your dashed boots—
only Afty times worse!™ snavled Stott
vehemently.

“MNearly two blessed hours have we
bean penned up here!” Skinner ground
out savagely. I opened the door in
response to a tap, and before we could
defend ourselves the cads were upon us.
We never stood an earthly [

“What I want to know i3 what
Wharton intends doing about it!"
Snoop interjected fiercely. “A nice
thing, this, when a chap isn't gafe in
lis own dashed gtudv‘ Akout tine we
had & new captain, if you ask me!™

“Well, we don’t ask you, Snoop!
Wharton retorted curtly. “ Keep your
sneers till they're asked for! No Form
eaptain could have foresecm this; and
[ might poine out, too, that if you and
Bkinner and Etc:l,b had bLeen down on
Little Bide or out of gates, instead of
Leing stuck up here in a stuffy study
frowsting over siokes. vou'd have had
nothing at all te complain about !

By this time Mauly and the other
captivez had been released, and his
languid lordship had departed for his
study =zofa in a state of parlial collapse.

No one else but the cads had been
subjected to  Higheliffie's poeculiar
speciea of torlure. Courtenay of the
Higheliffie Fourth was as much down
upon gambling and smokes as Wharton
himself,

And as the resCUers l&ft. EEuds' No.o 11,
the consensus of opinton amoug them
was Lhat the cads of the Remove had
ot only what they richly deserved.

carciully  diskri
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Council of War!

HAT, however, was nob guite the
point, The fact for considera-
tion was not so much that the
cads had suffered deserved igno-

miny as that the entire length of the
Romove Enssaga ha.d :netaphm:mllr.
been stood upon its head

Not one single study was there, from
one end of tﬁﬂ' passage to tho other,
but gave the impression of having
systemeatically been stirred up by a
cyclone. Furniture and cther belong-
ings had been changed and interchanged
by the merry Higheliffe raggers with
a genercus and impartial hand, and, to
the Remove fell::rws, 1f was :mpm.-a-lblcr
te look upon their ragged studies and
the whole gigantic affair in any other
light but that of a humiliating degra-
dation.

Sharp after tea Wharton called a
Form meeting. The HArst thing
meet the Removites' gaze ns  they
entered the Ilag was a notice pinned
upon the opposite wall—a notice in the
well-kinown  erabbed ealigraphy of
Fisher Tarleton Fish:

“Notice! Notice! Notice!

THE GREYFRIARS TRAVEL
AGENCY (Inc.).

Fisher T. Fish, Esg.. begs to announce
that, weather permitting, the above
Travel Agency will run trips to places
of intereat in the vicinity, specitnens as
under:

Pege - - - Bd. return
“'ﬂpﬂhﬂ-t- - - - . 1Y #
Circular Tour - 2/6

Fags and other children-in-avins
half-price.

All applications for seats, inguirics,
ete., Lo Disher T Fish, Esqg., at Etud:,.r
No, 14, Remove Passng&. Greyiriars.
Mind and bock early, guys !

I'he vehicle may be hired by
at reduced rates, Apply Fisher
Eiq., No. 14, Remove Passape,
friars. Dook early, pards!

artics

Fnh

Grey-

an. roll up! This Flivver's sure the
Bees' Knces, galoots !

Franegr Tarreroxn Fise,
President, Scoretary, and General]
Manager, The OGreyiriars Travel

Agency (Ine ).

“Whew ! ejaculated the captain of

the Remove, when he had read it. “So
that's the game, is 1t "
"{ood job for Fishy D, Locke and

the Quelehy bird is away, T reckon!™

observed Bob Cherry grimly. " It'll ba
short shriit for f.I::a Travel Agency
once the powers that be return, I'm
thinking !

“ My het!” breathed Harold Skinner,
Skinner was scanning Fishy's bill as
if hypnotised by it. “ My hat! Where's

Fish? Oh, there you are, old man! I
say, Fishy, any shares going in this
concern TV

And Bkinner jerked & thumb in the
direction of the bill, linking arms with
Fishy affably.

A glint came into the American
unior's eyes, and he gently disengaget
iumseEf

“The Travel Agency, you mean?
Nope, sirred! 1 reckon Fisher T. runs
tl!gs Illti.,le bonanza right from the word
] ﬂ 11

"“In other words, S8kinner, old pippin,”
put 1n Bob Lherr:., "Flahj.r reckons thu
15 going to pan ocut a pnymg proposi-
tion. Had Fishy felt any gqualms ak
all, there would have becn sharcs om
nﬁer. don't you worry!"

“See here, old man,” urged Skinner.
“Let meé put up a couple of quid, say.
You'll necd & bit for expenses, you
know. Besides, I can help o bit.”

But Fisher T. was adamant. Evis
dently the bus was looked upon as
an uncxploited gold-mine. Working
partners wareo ngt wanted.

“ Nope. sirrea!” he said again Grmly.
“I'm seeing this little g‘nmgle through
alone, I reckon. I tell you what,
though. Let me zcll you a ticket for
my circular tour, Half-a-crown "

“Eht"

“The shekels, you know!
six !

Skinner inspected Fisher's extended
hand for one long moment as if that
Transatlantic palm were a curiosity
submitted for his obzervation, and then
abruptly he revolved upon his heel.

Turninﬁ away to the table upon which
Harry Wharton stood waiting to address
them, Bob Cherry chuckled. If it could
not l;:m a partnership, apparently Harold
Skinner was not keen upon engouraging
trade, i ]

The Remove skipper was rapping for
attention.

“Gentlemen of the Remove—"

“Hear, hoar!"

“This council of war is called, as you
already know, in order to consider
r;ml;.hm;]s of reprisal upon Highcliffe. it
is agreed that the Form cannot sit down
hgh%ty beneath this insult—"

“ Rather not, Wharton !"

“We'll give 'em beans!™

“Wea'll snatch 'em baldheaded !™

The Remove upon that point ap
to be in complete unanimity.
Wharton smiled.

(Continued on next page.)
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“There are two hours to call-over.
My idea in hustling you fellows through
tea was that we might do something
at once. Go over in foree, you know,
and strike while the iron’s hot. They
won't bhe expecting reprisals so soon,
you see. Courtenay & Co. will be fair]ly
caught napping !

“My hat! (Good wheeze!
man ! Let's start now ! )

“ Half a tick, Russell, old bean! This
is a risky undertaking. The raggers
might casily become the ragged unless
we procecd cautiously. We don't wanb
to come snesking home from Highelifie
tarred and feathered, or anything like
that, you know!"”

“No fear!”

“My plan at first was to envol the
Upper Fourth and the leading lights of
the Third, and make a regular pitched

Come on,

battle of it,” continued Wharton.
“They'd come like 2 shot. DBut this is
our bizney: and the better plan is for

little us to carry it through entirely
upon our own shoulders.”

“ Hear, hear !

“What I suggest, then, gentlemen of
the Lower Fourth, 13 that after arming
ourselves with catapults, squirts, and
guchlikn implements of war, we bike
over to Highcliffe, leave obur nggers
arainst the wall with three or four chaps
guarding them, and then effect an entry
gver tho wall, It')] be quite dusk by
that time. After that we sneak right
round the school buildings, and in
through their side-door. Regular cracks-
man stunt, you Enow.™

“Hurrah ™ . i

“What happens after thav is, I admit,
largely upon the kneez of the gods,”™
went on the captain of the Remove.
“Jlut, given any luck at all, I imagine
there are cnough of us to manage the
Highelife Fourth, even on their own
giddy battleground, Well, what do you
chaps sey? ii it & got” L

“My goodness, Wharton, it is'a great
wlheeze ! exelaimed David Morgun, rub
hing his hands enthusiastically. “ Dut,
lock vou, we are all in this, yes®

And the Welsh junior gave an éx
pressive glance towards Skinner & Co.
who stood apart.

“Don't you worry abent us, Morgan,’
gaid Skinnar sullenly, “1 sat on two
dashed pokers all the afterngon; and
you wouldn't leave mo out of this for
anylhing., Count as in!"

“Oh, jolly good man, Skinner!” ox-
claimed H);,rr:,r Wharton, agrecably
surprised. He had hardly ecapected the
cads to play up. Dut if the reprisal was
to ba a snceess they would want, ns
Motgan had said, every man jack the
Remove had. Even Bunter, for Bunter
had his uses in sitting upon fellowy’
chests ! ‘

“I guess——="

Fishy was upon his feet, the hght of
big business gleaming in his eyes, and
Wharton held aloft & hand for silence,

“I guess that what you galoots want
above anything else on this hyer razzle
15 efficient transport. Nix en the bike
stuff!  Let the Travel Ageney take a
hand, see? Look hver, Wharton, as ono
buziness man to another, I'll quote you
at o bob a nob, there and back! Coma
on, is it a deal i _

“It iz, old Tranzport Minister—a deal

tos  funny for words!” Bob Cherry
chuckled.
“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The Removites voared.

"Wait a minute,” suid Wharton
glowly, The Renove skipper was think-
ing, a deep furrow lining his brow.
*Look here, chaps,” ho said at last,
#this sirikes me a3z being a Ffrst-rate
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wheeze of Fishy's. Instead of coarting
over the bikes, let’s go by Fishy's bus.
What do you say ! _

“wWell,” grinned Vernon-Smith, “it's
utidoubtedly the chopper for the bus im-
mediately the Head comes back, so while
it remaipns to us we may as well use it.”

“ Right-ho, then! Well, here’s what
we'll -do, providing Tishy's agreeable.
Half & dozen chaps can slip down now
and board up the lower windows.
There's plenty of planks in the wood-
shed. "Lhere’s also a roll of wire-
netting ; and the froot ‘where Fishy sits
can be covered in. Then Fishy runs us
over to Highcliffe, pulling up beneath
their wall, and wo make our entry as
originally intended, After that, Fishy
waits in the lane with the bus for a
certain time—twenty minutes, say—and
then he drives straight in to the High-
cliffe quad, pulling up facing the gates
and with the back up against the School
House steps.”

“Aly hat! exclaimed Peter Todd en-
thusiastically.  “See the wheere, you
chape? After doing our deadly work,
all that remainz is to take the Tube
home, 80 to speak.”

“And on the other hand,” Wharton
went on, “in the event of our plans mis-
carrying, we're provided with a means
of exit absolutely st our back. I confess
now that how we were going to rogain
our bikes in case of a hue-and-cry was
worrying me a bit, By Jaye, you
follows, Erli'ia:ifl:...r’:a: scheme is much the best,
Can't you picture us all le_gfmg it for
dear life across the quad with a regular
hornets’ nest stirred up behind us! Onee
we reached tho bikes we'd have been all
right, but—" : |

“But Higheliffe might have reached
us first!” put in Dick Rake, with a

rin.

Bt That's it, old scout. And. besides,
with this wheezeo of Fishy's we don't
have to split our numbérs to leave chaps
with the bikes. Fishy can look after his
bus single-handed easily. The chicken-
wire protects him from attack, and once
we are all on board again the fcllows
on top repel boarders with squirts and
catapults. My only hat, it's the wheeze
of the term. What do you say, Fishy

“ One moment, Wharton!” interjected
Vernon-Smith. “What is Highcliffe
likely to say when Fishy rolls calmly
into their quad with his merry old stink-
box? He can’t oxactly explain he's
valled with the groceries, you know !

“Ha, ha! Nol! Well, we sha'n’t
keep him waiting at the front for many
nunutes, I£'ll be dark, you know.
After driving right in, he simply turns
her round, leaves his engine running,
and then sguats up in his seat like a
giddy deaf mute. ‘There, how's that
seem now, Fishy " _ ‘

““Waal, I reckon it's a cineh,” said
Fishy, with shining eyes. "1 sorter
caleulate I don't kinder enthuse over
bosrding up my bus with ;&]m‘:ks, but I
reckon wn'lhej; that pass. Go ahead.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Smithy, you take some chaps down
i the wooished straight away, then,
and get on with the boarding up. Make
a blessed armoured car of it, you know.
Peter Todd has a squirt, there's another
couple in our study that were used in
the last raid on Temple, Dahnajir'a
crowd. Goasy hasz three more which the
gardeners use, We'll just hunt v s0Mme
ropes and things, and then we'll join
you, Smithy. o on, Remove! The
AW i3 TIOW n!’ﬁciall!gu concluded ; the time
%nr mction ripe! ck I.I:l_i: everybody I

“ Hurrah, down with Higheliffe I*

“On the ball, Remove |

Smithy, marshalling what he humor-
ously termed his “fatigne-parly,” and

e w o emm =

arming them with nails and hammers
and saws, had already departed hotfoot
for the woodshed.

‘Lhe remainder of the Form, at Whay-
ton’s heels, poured out of the Ray
excitedly, Fishy grinning genially and
rubbing his hands. As secretary, presi-
dent, and general manager, Fishy was
beginning to caleulate what the cnfive
Rewmove at one “bob a nob ¥ was likely
to bring in to the Travel Agency's
coffers, It would be a lot, and Fishy's
Lrain almost boggled at the thought of
it. For a beginning, this was somo-
thing like a deal !

In the gathering dusk “Wharton
slipped  away across the Close to
negotiatoe wnt.i‘; Gosling for the cxtra
squirts. It was a dubious expression
that crossed Gosling's face when Le
heard what the Remove captain wanted ;
but Wharton dispelled it immediately by
the time-honoured method of pressing
into the horny palm a couple of ehillings.
Gosling winked knowingly then, laying a
wise forefinger alongside his nose, and
produced the squirts.

Behind the woodshed the fatigue-party
was just stepping back to survey its

diwork. Under Vernon-S8mith's
directions the windows had all very
carefully been boarded over, and the
front wherse Fishy was to sit looked like
nothing so much as a chicken-run.

“Here's the squirts from No. 1,
Harry ! panted Mugent, running up at
that moment.

“Take 'em up on top,” directed
Whartonn. “These as well. The squirts
will be our principel defensive arma-
ment. My hat, I've an idea! BSee that
tub,.Bob ¥

Under the eaves of the woodshed stood
a big hogshead which collected ran-
water from the guttering. Bob looked,
and saw that except for an inch of water
covering Lhe bottom it was cmpty.

“Think we conld got it up on topi”
said Wharton.

Bob Cherry cast & glance at the
water-butt and another at the top-deck
of Fishy's bus.

“Why not? Four of us could manage
it up the steps, I reckon—two shoving
beneath and two heaving above. Come
on, ye cripples, let's try!"

Johnny Bull and Squilf and the helty
Bolsover rushed forward, and within a
a couple of minutes the water-butt
roposed upon the upper deck of the
bus.

“Now what ! asked Bob Cherry.

“MNow get buckets, form a chain of
follows across to that tap, and half LIl
the butt with water. No more than half,
mind! It's to charge our squirts from,
of course—we don't want the juice
slopping over through the roof and
soaking our own giddy henchmen, you
know! There's a ladder inside the
shed, Squiff. Yank it out, will you,
and get it up on fop. Lay it down
between the seats; you'll see what it's
for later. Help S8quiff, Toddy. Enongh
petrol in the tank, Fishyi"

“Eh " ojaculated Fishy, “I—I
I never thought of that, you know !

“1 gucss did, though, Wharton!”
ehucklod Vernon-8mith, imitah_n_;r
Fishy’s naszal drawl. “I reckon it's
threc-quarters full, pard. The gear-box
is O.K., but I had to fill the radiator,
and to make mlt*@B I'vﬁ twisted .E'I’mi all
the greasc-cups. v the way, Fishy”
went on the Bounder, “What sbout
yvour driving-licence, y'knew. 'Think it
don't matter 1"

“(%h, Jerusalem crickets!” groaned
the hapless Fishy. " I—I say, 1 reckon
I nover thought of that, either! What

—what's & galoot to do, Bmithyi"
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squirts with them. (See Chapter 6.}

One by one the Greyfriars juniors crawled along the ladder and dropped within the grounds of Highﬂ]iiiﬁ, carrying thelr loaded J

“Well, they sulpply,r ‘et in Courtfield,
1 believe. Too late now, of course.”
“0Oh, hellup! Hyer—look hyer,
Wharton, I—1'll risk it! I've said it's
a deal, and a deal I guess it is. A
galoot don’t want to let down the Form
at this stage. Come on, all aboard !”
Smithy glanced at him in some
surprise. ut, had they but known,
it was not so much that Fishy loathed
breaking a contract, or even feared
letting down his Form, as that Fishy
hated the prospect of losing shekels.
Both the foregoing things Fishy would
have done chearfully. ub thirty-eight
Removites at a “bob & nob”™ he had
just reckoned out, was thirty-cight hob,
And that thought moving across his
mind brought in its train another, and
Fishy jumped.
“H_a,.-gr_! };‘nu galoots ! he cjaculated

grimly. ares, please! A bob o nob,
I reckon [
#ilan here, Fizshy,” berpan Wharton

irritably, “Time's getting on.  Burely
to goocduess you can trust us Ll we
gut back again?”

“Fares, please!” reiterated Fishy
firmly. "I reckon 1 can btrust your
erowd, Wharton, but I wouldu't trust
that fet clam, Bunter, and Skinner &
{’o. a dozen yards. Come on, Bunter—
shekel up, you fat gazebo!”

“0h! Really, Fishy,” began DBunter
plaintively. “1I haven't got a blessed
ved cent, you know. But I'm cxpecting
a postal-order, though——"

8kinner pitched at Fishy's hatchet
features a forin and a shilling,

“There, you dashed dollar-grinder "
growled SBkinner.  “Take your blessed
money, and let's hear an end of it!"

“And here's a bob for
snapped Harry Wharton.
of us pay when we get back.
& move on!”

Evervbody was on board hg' noww,
fifteen or so fellows on top, but the
majority inside. Fishy gave a calm
glance round to make quite sure Lhat
the coast was clear. Not a single soul

Bunter,™
“The rest
Now get

appeared 1n sight anywhere. The
evening had & chill nip to i, and the
rest of Greyiriars was thankfully

hugging its study fires,

“GGoad, I reckon!”

The Transatlantic junior clambered
into the driving seat drawing
down after him the small-mesh chicken
fencing. If Highecliffe chanced to have
missiles to hurl, Fishy had no intention
of providing himself as target!

Silently the brakes were released, the
eluteh let in, and the bus began to erecp
forward slowly over the pround. Aleng
under the old elms in the dusk, and
out through the gates, and then Fishy
changed up, and switched on his l:end]-

lights,

The adveniure was begun!

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Jape !

ALl

mH 18T

Higheliffe 3chogl lay quickt
and unsuspecting, tho pile of
buildings ®» sombre black

imuss against the sky., Across the dark

{:lose came the twinkle of yellow lights

from study windows. i

Wharton, up on top of the bus with
liis chums, had just felt Fishy below

them in the driver's seat changing down
inte his lowest gear, and the Romove
captain had known then that Fishy was
only waiting the signal.

Away over the side, the furthest
flung of Highcliffie's walls - had  just
sneakerd past them in the dusk, For a
little while then, they had crawled
along silently, past a thick belt of treos
that came down to the road, and when
they had emerged there was only that
dark Close between them and the
lighted windows of the rival school.

Infinite caution was ihe thing now,
for masters might bo strolling on the
far sido of that wall who would hear.
8o that Wharton had leaned far oud
over the first raii, calling =oftly down
to Fisher Tarleton Fish:

“Hist !"
“NYep! There was o sound of
cautious braking, and then the bus

drew to a standstill under the shadow
of Higheliffe’'s wall. and Fishy poked
out his head: “Yop; what's up,
Whartoni"

“ Quiet, Fishy ! Wharton was breath-
mg down te him. " This spot will do
us, Clan't vou Jim those blcssed head-
lights 7"

“I guess I wmin't maosicred all the
mechanizm, but I'll tey.™

There _followed the sharvp sound of
switches being clicked over at a hazard;
and then a quick double click. and the
dazzling headlights paled to the merest
glimmer of light.

“That'll do us, Fishy.
you chaps!” ;

The ladder had lain ou the floor, up
tho middle of the bus between the seats,

TrE MaoxeT Tarnany.—No. 595,

Now to work,
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ond the juniors proceeded to raise it,
Fishy, in accordance with instructions,
had drawn up as clozsely to Highelitie's
wall as he could get. The only thing

necessary now was to lower the ladder

out over the side, so that one end
restorl upon the Higheliffe wall and the
other end against the top rail of the
bus.

“The gulf is bridged!"” chuckled
Smithy, when they were done,

“It works a treat!”’ exclaimed Whar-
ton, with a deep breath. *Pass down
word [4r the fellows inside to como up
gilently, My hat, this is something
like a jape!” . |

Throwing & leg over the side, Whar-
ton felt cautiously in the dark for a
yung of the ladder, and then he pro-
ceeded to crawl along it. Ome by one
the avengers followed him, squirts and
topes being handed down. When at
last they all stood within the grounds
of Highcliffe, Fithy scrambled up on
top end drew back the ladder agamn.
They zaw him behind them, waving
down & cheerful hand. And then they
plunged into the dusk, Bitting ncross the
dark and shadowy Close from tree to
tree, until Anally they came up with
the schoel buildings.

Hugging the deep shadows of the
wall, the Greyfriars juniors crept nearer
and nearer their objective, tha side
door, Wharton and Bob Cherry leading
the way. Once a shadowy figure was
observed—a master passing the quad;
but that was all. It was not surprising,
for the chill evening which had caused
Greyfriars to hug its study fires also
effectively kept indoors the Higheliffe
fellows,

The little-used =ide deor by which
they made entry led first past the
deserted Formerooms, and Wharton
paused in the passape to glance bacl
over his troops,

Immediately upon his heels were the

* fightingmen ¥ of the Form—DBob
Cherry, Peter Todd, and Russell and
Linley, Redwing, Johnny Bull, the

Bounder, and Squiff; and behind these
doughty warriors, Brown and Bulstrode
and Frank Nugent.

And even then thoere remained a
dozen and more good men and troe,
foemen all, though necessavily «istinet
from the recognised ‘' warriors'—
among them Inky, Delarey, Ogilvy, Dick
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Rake, 8ir Jimmy Vivian, Lord Maule-
verer, and the redoubiable Bolsover.
The “sguaw-men ' were bringing up
the rear—Bunter, Alonzo Todd, Wun
Lung, Skinner & Co., and Napoleon
Dupont,
ext to these, between them and the
warriors, were the remainder—what
Wharton mentally catalogued as his
“ doubtfuls "—Trevor and Treluce and
Hazeldene, Dutton, Hillary, and Kipps.

MNat one, though, of them all but was
armed to the teeth. Bunter bore nlﬂnﬁ
for some fell purpose a tin of thic
treacle. At least, he bore along a sticky
tin. It  had left Greyfriars safely
enough, but, somehow, during the
juurniﬁ in William George's loving
care, the level of the contents had gradu-
ally been reduced, until now the treacle
stood at low tide—wvery low tide! And
& treacly smear about Bunter's moeuth,
and a fat, treacly grin upon his
features? testified to the going of it

They were quite ready, all of them,
the majority throbbing with barely sup-
pressed excitement, for this was adven-
ture. Wharton gave the word then to
Bob Cherry, and with the minimum of
noise it was passed back down the line,
and then in silence, Wharton and
Cherry leading the way grimly, they
sot off, .

Highclifie’s Fourth inhabited a pas-
sage similar to the Remove's own
quarters at Grevfriars, though with not
g0 many studies to 1t ving the
deserted Form-rooms behind them, the
Hemove had only to traverse a couple
of dark staircases and then they stood
right in 1t. :

Courtenay and the Caterpillar, as
!er‘m movers in the Greyfriars ragging,
wad been sclected to enjoy—or otherwise
—the honour af the avengers’ first at-
tentions. Wharton and half & dozen
more were approaching Courtenay’s
apartment on tiptoe with that purpose
in view, when just in front of them a
study door opened suddenly and an ele-
gant youth came out. Tt was Vavasour,
The raiders had nob time lo conceal
themselves, Indeed, there was nowhere
to hide. And, following one startled
blink, Vavasour dodged-back again into
the room, and they heard the door
slammed desperately bebind him,

But hefore there was time to leck the
door, Wharton was upon it, amd, hurling
it open, he strode in with half & dozen
Greviriars men at his heels. ‘The air in
the study hung blue and heavy with
cigarctic-amoke, Vavazour was just
inside making desperate efforts at hold-
ing the door.

Round ihe table were Ponsonby & Co,
—Ponsonby hims=elf, Monson and Mer-
ton, Drury and Gadshy., Wharton
recognised it instantly as a gathering of
the Hirheliffe “ nutty brigade,”

Cecil Ponsonby had leapt to his feet in
zlarm. Smokes were being thrust away,
and Drury was pushing & pack of cards
into the table-drawer out of sight.

“YWhat's this mean, Vavasour?"” Pon
was . grinding out. Then the Remove
poured in. and Pon saw for himself.
“Whew—Greyiriars cads! Courtenay!
('aterpillar! Rescue, Highelife—"

Cecil Ponszonby's voice trailed away
intp an inarticulate gurgle.  The
Bounder had leapt forward, sending
chairs flying and the table rocking, and
ho was upon the startled Ponsonby with
the sprh?; of a liger, clapping over
Ponsonbv's mouth a heavy and deter-
mired hand.

“Coma in—aquick 1" Wharton was his-
sing . to his followers,  *Iour or five
af vhu's enough !’

There were Wharicn and Boly Cherry
and the Bounder already iy the :ztudy.

Bmithy was dealing with the dandy of
Highclific; Wharton had clapped a
hand across the mouth of Vavasour,
and down on the carpet Bob Cherry
was struggling with Merton and Drury.
Squiff rushed in hurriedly at Wharton's
In:t'g_i and Peter Todd and Linley.

ussell hastily clased the door on
thﬁﬂ], and procecded to stand on guard
outside, But it was too late. The
nose of that terrific combat had
travelled. All up and down the passage
doors were being opéned and inguiring
heads poked out. Russell ground his
tecth  helplessly. It was a regular
hornets’ nest they had stirred up.

Then it was that Inky showed his
mettle. Quick as thought, the nabeb
sprang forward, gathering up Bulstrode
and Redwing, and Hillary, screamed a
hasty word to Russell and another to
Mugent, and leapt into the Caterpillet's
study.

Ruszell and Nugent jumped to action.
catehing on at once, Unless all was to
be lost, Higheliffe's vital guns, so to
speak, must bo silenced. De Courey
and Courtenay—that apartment Inky
was attending to. Yates and Bmithson
and Benson—Russell collected Penfold
and Johnny Bull and Ogilvy and leapt
urgently to the attack. Nugent had
gone off with Desmond and Rake some-
where up the passago. Bolsover had
descended upon enother study al the
head of Skinner & Co. Delarey was
leading Trevor and Treluee. Tom
Brown had joined forces with Monly
Newland. Elsewhere, Morgan and Wib
and Kipps were busy. Mauly and
Smith minor were piling in hike Trojans,

And that really was all there ever was
to it. Taken in their studies, the High-
clifio fellows were distinctly at a disad-
vantage. In a few minutes it was all
over, and they sat bound to their chairs,
two and three in a study.

The door of Pon's den opened then, and
Wharton and Bob emerged. Both werc
breathless and dishevelled: Bob was
pulling his tis straight. Pon and his
merry nunts had fought like wildeats:
Cectl Ponsonby was of the order which
never hesitates about using its feet, and
before finally the leader of the High-
cliffie cads was indueced to surrender,
Wharton had captured scveral nasty
kicks.

Then—not gently—Pon had been
jammed into a char, and gagged with
his own elogant =ilk scarf, And., anc
by one, the rest of the nmity brigade
were similarly accommodated.

Perfeect peace reipned again alon
the length of the Higheliffie Fourth
passage as wharton and Bob strollod
away from Pon's study.

When they threw open Courtenay's
door, and walked in, the Caterpillar was
sitting bound on  the floor, saying:
“Munummnin !’ through & duster which
formed an efficient gag. Next to him,
trussed securely, was Wilking of the
Fourth, who had rushed to the assist-
ance of his captain at an ill-chosen
nornent, |

As for Courtenay., that unfortunate
reposed . elegantly in the coal-scuttle,
like Diogenes in his tub—but with this
exception. That upon the manly chest
of the Fourth's skipper. bearing him
down, there reposed Williamm George
Bunter, no inconsiderable weight!

"Weil, how do von like it done, High-
elife?” chuckled Bob Cherry. “Who's

ti:rP dog now, Courtenay "
‘Muommmmmmmm 1"

“Wha's cock of the walk, Cater
illap®™

“The esteemed cock of the walkfulness
is I:'n::llli; at the moment terrvific!™ purred
Inkv.
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ness, if vou ask

“Ha, ha! Rather not, Redwing !

Bob Cherry was unloading on to the
table from his_ pockets soma tiny tins,
together with brushes. Wharton glanced
down at them.

* Paint, Eﬂh?“ he inguired blankly:
“What. the—

Bob Cherry chuckled and indicated
Courtenay, the Gatﬂrplllun and Wllkms :

and then the Bembove na&:tam caught on.

“Get up, Bunter, old thing,”. Bob
murmured. “Let the captive rise and
take in air. Bulstrode, could I trouble
‘ou to yank the merry Caterpillar up?
%jt hlm down nicely. Thu.t"s it 1"

There were six or seven tins of paint
and as many different colours. Hillary
opened the wvellow ochre for a start.
Bob dipped his brush into it, and
ceeded to advance upon the apprehen-
sive Caterpillar.

“Mummmmm!"” gurgled the Cater-
pillar again, this time with a series
of desperate wriggles: and DBulstrode
and Redwing, ﬁ held him secure.
grinned one to the other serene grins.

Splash !

A Dw !H

If Mr. Queleh had ever noticed burn-
ing in the humble breast of Bob Cherry
the passIon for Art, he had never com-
municsted that information to his
Form. PBut now Bob was exhibiting
towards colour schemres a positive
shmus, an aptitude Lthat would have

one credit to & firm of house decora-
tors,

The eplazsh wa:z a generous dab of
purple upon the end of Caterpillar's
nose. The next strokes turned hie eye-
brows into two red crescents. ‘Then
there was sketched in upon Caterpillar's
forehead an artistic skull, with sinister
black crosshones upon each chesk to
match, Further down the. vietim's
features Bob, unfortunately, could not
g0, because of the gag.

But 1t was more than ample, the
work he did put in above the gag. It
satisfied his newlyiound sense of tho
decorative; it went far towards satisly-
ing the Bemove fellows' smarting senso
of defeat: and the victim himself, when
at last Baob was through, was not
merely satisfied bat surfeited, too.

Then the Caterpillar was put upon
one side fo dry, and Em:rtana?- ang]
Wilkins were then treated similarly—

""‘iﬂlther is.the esteemed. toﬁe-dﬂglul
me !” grinned dwing.

E‘mted and decorated to match the
terpillar.
The . picture that the Higheliffo

juniors presented when finally Bob was
finished and. tha raggcrs stepped back
to surve handiwork was one
worthy fytht'. Royal Academy.

“Ha, ha, ha!" they roared. They
really could mot help it. It was just
too funny for words; and the study
rang again with their laughter.

r n., ha, ha '
ﬁur%ugugugugug " said both the
1 leaders in unison.

H
lFﬂh dear ! said Boby Chervey, wiping

his eyes. “Let’s go and look at Pon-
sonby Co. again ! " He gathered
together his arbist’s materials.  “ Per-

haps a touch of red upon his noble
features would improve the merry Pon's
complexion—who knows?®™

But when they trooped back into
Pon's apartment it was to find the nits
already ragged. Peter Todd had whiled
away the time by tinmﬁ lamp-oil over
the brilliantined polls of Pon and his
nutty friends. The smeil of the paraflin
was delinilely not niee; Pon was posi-
tively shuddering. 'J.‘mi:'[f had rubbed
it in well and truly, and then he had
combed back again nicely lor them the
nuts' hair. f‘thﬂr& was ohg thing
morc thau nnﬂth{-r that the nuts could

.

not endure. it was to have their vanily
in'ured.
ernon-Smith came strolliog in from
assage.
(Eame outsido a moment; you chaps,”
he said.

They followed him out.

“The dear ﬂlnnm and mjrsn][ have
been rﬂglgmg the dormitories,” Smith ¥
explained, with a chuckle. “I didn'L
want the nuts {o. hear!
l’ppl&-pm beds of every blessed. bed
in the Fourth dorm.”

"You—and Lonzy? Alonzo Todd,
Smithy "

The Bounder nodded coolly.

“Lonzy, under' my tuition, quickly
developed into a most upa-bla CAEEET

of beds, old dear! Anwaﬁ the merry
Fourth will thmk so to-night!”
Halle, look

“"Well, my only hat!
out ¥
FPiet Delarey was approaching the
llttle ﬁl up hurricdly along the passage.
arton!” - exclaimed elarey
urgently. “We'd best get clear of
this, I think. In the general scrim-
mage Smithson Ent clear away. The
alarm seems to have been given, and
the '[Idpur Fnurth and Fifth have just
sncaked off in the dark | BCTOSS the Close.
There's something on against
reckon !”
“PDid they go towards the gates?”
]nE]lqud Verndn-Smith swiftly.
yes. They scemed to, now you
MNugent and I were watch-
Of course, the

p‘nenh:m ik, DN
ing from a window.

nad's quile dark now. I sav, dao you
think they're going to ambush us,
Smithy "

The Bounder was silent. Then, after

a moment’s thought, he turned to the
Remove skipper.

“8ed here, Wharton,” he said
wickly. “There's no time to be lost, I
ancy. I'll explain things presently.

But vou pet right back to the Cater-
plllars den,. Take along half a dozen

of our fellows, and march him and

Cﬂ-urtmmy downstaira at once, and
dum 'em sbeard our bus.™
ut, Smithy, what—"

“T think I'm right, Wharton. We'll

know prelty soon, anyway. Leave this

to me. Vav & Co. and the rest of the
Form can follow their own devices now,
I think. The fellows must get away
from here az sharp as we know how.
Sound the rotreat, will you? I'm
hringing Ponzonby along myself.”

The Remove skipper produced a

Scout whistle, and blew two shrill
hlasts.

Pheep, pheepl

From out of the Highcliffe studics
poured the raggers. The ragging had,
i any case, been ncarly complete.
Wharton made off mmmdla.tel',* in

the direction of the Caterpillar's apart-
ment, taking along with ilm Bob and
the others.

“T say. what's up, Bmithy?’ ejacu-

lated IDlick Rake. "Reinforcements
approaching on our flank, or some-
thing 1™

“Tumble out! ordered the Bounder,
“"Fet back mlong to the bus. Sharp's

the word! Here, take Pon aicmg with
you. Dump him up on top.”
“0h, all right. Como on, chaps.
Retreat !” :
" “'I_lntrent‘. Come on, fall back on the
us 1"

The word was passed up the passage;
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and Fishy was waiting for them at the
bottom of the ntaps with the engine .
running, all ready to be away. ha
Famous Five m{ got the stmgglmg
Higheliffe Imdcrs down to the bus with-

out encountering opposition in the shape
of rescuers. _

Wharton was up on top, piercing the
darkness of the quad with anxions eyes
for. smigns of the Fifth Form.

“How many fellows up there, Whar-

toni' Bmithy called to him, with one
fl:rﬂt on the step. “Don't want to leave
anﬁhﬂdx behind 1"
ngrtmnl" came Wharton's re-
8 , after a moment. “Excluding
iddy captives, that. ig.”
ow many inside, E‘-qm.'E"’

"Hnlf a tick. Counting Bunter B%
uni one, there's twenty-three, Bmithy."”
“Thirty-seven all told, and m;seH
then, "That's it, Right away, Fishy!
All serone!™

Fishy nodded, and pushed in the
elutech. The bus Iumbered off into the

darkness of the Close like some
leviathan leaving dock,

“1 say, what is it we're doing with
the moerry prisoners, Smithy?” Harry
Wharton called down the steps.
“Using them as mascots, or some-

thing 7

But Yernon-Smith made no roesponso.
The Bounder was riding along on the
step, peering out anxiously ahead of
them. maintaining his hold by the brass

E-udﬂﬂn'ly that which he had suspected
and feared from the first came to pass.
Their pace slackened, then alongside
the porter's lodge l.he:.' stopped  dead.
On the inslant tﬁere ware around them
dozens of ng weliffians, and then thero
ceme Fishy's Plslntwe ory:

“Wharton!'

Up on top Harry Wharton pushed his
way between the seats to the front.

“Yes, yes! What is it, man? Why
have we stopped? Get a move on her,
for goodness’ sake, Fishy!”

“1 guess—-""

“0Oh. stow.it, man, de! Can't vou sco
these rh&m arc pﬂwcriﬂss to touch us so
long as we're moving? We could keep
off an army wnt.h these squirts of ours.
o on, man!"

“0h, Jerusalem crickets, you slab-
sided jay!” howled Fishy., *“It ain't
that at all. It's the go darned » ,ﬂ'ltt':l.
they've closed against us, We can’t get
out again!”

————

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape !

L LOSED ™
That was the fix, totally une.

forescen by any of them save
the Bounder.

It was incredible.

But sure enough, however, ahead of
them ns they stared in perplexity, bathed
now 1o the full white glare of the head-
lights, were the gates, shut fast acrosz
their path. And all round their bus,
like & horde of Redskins swooping down
upon the Overland Mail, were High-
clifians. The tables were turnéd with
a vengeance!

Smithy got up from the step, and then
he and Peter Todd were hurriedly at
work making safe the enirance with the
siout wooden bench they had carted
aleng with them from the wood-shed [or
that purpose. After that, they scized
brooms and squirts. and stood grimly by
Lekind the barricade to repel boarders.

le bhesieging erowd IPGI-Iigh.:.-hﬂ:'mm,
g'rmung ligger and hlgger ‘every
mmulc. was beginning to altain ninrm.-
§17: 4 ]_:.tn:tpurt ions, and dim, shadowy eg%uru

Txe MagxeT Lissary,—No,
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Jitting across the Close in tweo's and
three's from the dark mass of the school
bundings testined to the method.

Peering down over the top rail,
Wharton bhad recognised the original
crowd as being. composed mainly of
Fifth-Formers, logether with a goodly
sprinkling of the Litrd. But now other
and better-known ligures were upon the
seene, revealed in the winte, penctrating
glare of Fishy's headlights, and the
Remove captain jumped, rubbing his
EYOE,

The Fourth!

“Vavasour & Co.!" he muttered to
himself wonderingly, “Why, we left
the merry nuts all tied up only live
minutes ago, And a score of others, too.
There's Yates and Benson amd——"

“And also the gentle Smithson who
escaped us, and whom, if I mistake nol,
we have to thank for bringing about
this little reception!” .

It was Yernon-8mith at his elbow.

“0h, hallo! So you think that Bnoth-
son's -at the bottom of this business,
then, Bmithy 1"

The Bounder shrogged his shoulders.

“Plain enough, Wharton, I reckon.
After dedging our men in the passaze
he must have beaten up the Fifth, get-
ting thom to stop us here, Then, while
we moved across the Close, he doubled
back and cut everybody loose again.”

“There scems no other explanation,”
. said Wharton slowly. “Anyway, it
a nice mess to he m. I say, Smathy,
what the dickens are we going to do?
1 was just trying to puzzle it out. This
iz an eventuslity that entercd into no
ane's caleulations,”

“T wouldn't call it a mess yet!”-ex-
elaimad the Pounder cheerfully. "t
would have been a Number One sized
mess, 'l admit; only you forgot one
thing."

“What's that, then®" ]

“That we happen to hold three jm-
portant hostages, old bean?”

Courtenay and the Caterpillar and
Ponsonhy were roped back to back upan
the foor. Wharton glanced down at
them, and a comprehending light
dawned suddenly in Ins eves.

“Ry Jove Smithy, I see it all now ™
he exclaimed, with & deep breath. *Oh,
vou decp bounder! Hestages, of course!
Why, we've only to play our cards right
and—-—-""

“ Andewe're as safe as little apples!”
finished the Bounder for him. * Now,
sen here, Wharton, vou're skipper, hul
this 13 what I suggest, Down helow
Peter Todd and Opilvy ave holdine the
fort with brooms. Whenever & High-
clifian attempis to board ug, one of them
deals him a hefty shove in the chesl,
while our second line of defence. which
is the genile Bkinner plus a squirt, pro-
jects over his features o stream of coid
water, "

Thore Aoated along from up in front
a humorous chuckle, It was Pob Cherry.
Loh and Nugent, armed with a sanirt
ulp_llt-.:.*e:-. were covering Fishyv, A High-
clhifian had approached too near to the
bonnot for =afetv, and TPob and Frank

discharged simitltancausly. Then,
while they fell back upon the tub te
refill, another -two steop forward

with fresh squiris to take their places.

But the attack grew in strength a
mament later, Umnider the leadership of
“mithson  the Highelifians made a
valiant charge.

“Go for 'em!”

“Up. Higheliffe!™

“ Reseua 1

And the Greyfriare Remove replied
in thetr owu strain.

* Repel brarders!™

“Who's top dog?"
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“Greyfriars!

“Hurrah!" -

In & few seconds a wild and whirling
serap was in progress. Lhe Highelifians
swarmed over the bus like an army of
ants, HBut as soon &y one or another
I-l:frti_.mr.l foot or hand-hold he was pushed
off.

Really there was no staying on the
bus when the defenders got to work
with their squirts and brooms.  And
the attack came 1o an abrupt conclusion

Up, Remove!"

within live minutes, tho honours, of
course, resting with the Greyfriars
Eemovae.

“It's all serene, so far, Smithy,"” said
the Remove skipper, when the kHigh-
clifians had drawn off. * DBut, sooner
or: later, they Il make a more«deter-
mined rush, and then these squirts of
ours are likely Lo be about as cfective
as peashooters, I think.”

“wh, 1 donw't know," said the
Bounder. * Porsonally, 1 ’Lhil':kh wea're
preity well imupregnable, what with one
thing and another. uestion to my
mind 313, 15 Smithson  sufficiently . a

leader to get the Fourth together and

organise that second charge? PFrankly,
old bean, I den’t think that he is.”

“Wall, your :;l-piiliun will =oon ha put
to the test," said Wharton grimly.
“They are gelting ready for it now, E
fancy. Over by the lodge there, look '

The Dounder follow Liz forefinger,
and nodded eheeaciully. Hy the
porter’s  lodge could be descried a
big press of Highcliffians,  Although
out of the direct beam of Fighiy's head-
lights, there was sufficient reflected
light to show them as members of the
Fourth,

From the top of the bus one among
them stood out c!:rau'Lu:I.iIarl;l.r prominently,

head and shoulders over the rest of the
crowil. It was =Hmnithson, :-'.lapdmg
upon a box. Smithson, obviously

harenguing them, waved at intervals a
wild hand to indicate their bus, and
gesticulated  exeitedly.  Then  tirere
would follow an oxecited murmur and
little bursis of applause.

“They're gelting up steam, Bmithy,”
Wharton muttered with a  worried
frown, “Smithson's I..r;,.'ing to urge
them on to attack us again.™

“Who ecares'!” returned the Bonnder
lightly, **Come on, Bolsover, old man,
the merry captives come on in this next
scene.  Jerk them up!”

Ponzonby and Conrtenay and the
Caterpillar were haoled to an upright
position and stood upon their feet,
Vernon-Smith was groping in his pocket,
He produced a little silver pocket-torch
and switched it on, A

“'The seeond attack is due to begin
at any moment, I fancy.,” remarked
Wharton from his position against the
rain}. and Vernon-Smith gave an casy
nod,

“We'd better have the captives
farther forward, Bolsover,” he dirceted,
““30 that my torch lights un their hand-
same features. Yes, that's it.”

The hostages were placed in a hunch
up against tho rail. Then the Rounder’s
powerful torch plaved vpon their faces
like a limelight, so that those below,
who were advancing now, could not
help but recognise. ) .

Peter Todd and Ogilvy, standing grim
and dotermined down below with their
brooms at the ready, saw with aston-
ishmont the attack waver suddenly and
then bhreak.

Highelitte had espied the lostages
lining the rail, nd Highelife did not
quite know what t2 make of it.

There was o gqueer hittle lull and
gilenee. The Fifth Foim now mevely
stood around with its handa in its
pockets, looking on amusedly. With

the Fourth [ree again to fight its own
hattles, the business was none of theirs.
The contingent {rom the Third, having
an ocngagement for prep in the borm-
room, had mluutamﬁr ]I:':teen compelled
to seuttie from the scene.

“1 say, up thera! You Greyfriars
bounders, I mean!"

Smithson’s toues held a little note of
uncasiness, and the Bounder grinned
composedly. Until this, Smithson ha
ovideutly not been aware that his
leaders languished in captivity. As a
matter of fuct, upon thiz point of thair
ubsence Sinithson had found himself
pondering wot a hittle, but such a solu-
tion as toat they had actually been
borne away captive had never for one
moment entered his mind. It was a
revelation that gave Bmithson food for
anxious thought. )

"Hallo, you- Highelife merchants!?
How do you like 1t done? 1 say, want
to chi-wag, or something ¥

“You=—you-—you—" put Smithson
discovered hunsell hﬁ}mluﬁ:}l}' inarkici-
[ate, and Yates stopped into the breach.

“I say, wnat the merry thump's the
idea, you know " demanded that junior
warmiy. “Thiz pinching our blessoed
ey, woe o nean. Yhat the dickens do
_-.';Ji:"thiuk you're going to do to 'em,
ch ¥

Wharton nuared Smithy for him to
reply. It  had been  entively  the
Bowwler's  scheme, this, and the
EBounder could be depended upon utterly
te sec 1t through,

*Heckon that devends nt:lircl?r npon
merchants  down r

you there, was
Smithy's cool response, and Wharton
nodded,

“Wny, whatever do you mean, you
crass asses? We've fmirly got you on
toazt. "

“Well, here's what we mean in a
nutshell, Are Fyou opening these blessed
gates or not ¥

“XNot, old thing,"
promptly.

“Tell you what we are deing for
you,” hissed Smithson suddenly ** YWe're
palnting your bles noses  bBlue  and
your chivvies red, and we're roping tho
bunch of you one behind the other in
u long procession, and then one of our
chaps is driving yvour old stinkbox aver
to Greylrars with the string of you
tailing along behind!  ‘There, how’s
that seom ¥

“I{a, ha, ha!"

The Bounder chuckled to himscll as
that laugh rang out from the bus top.
it did not look as if Smithson's vehe-
ment threat was being taken very
seriously.

“Look here. Highclifie,” began the
Bounder then 1n  business-like tones,
“the position iz this. We have the
whip-hand of you. We can do with
these three merry hostages up lhere
exacily as we please, and you're powoer-
less to raise a finper to help them.
The bus, as she stands, is practically
impregnable, putting rescue right out
of the guestion. True, we may not be
able to get out of gates just at the
moment; but then, on the other hand,
neither can yon get at us. The position
is a deadlock, if you like to put it that
way. So unless you want wa here in
your blessed quad till we take root,
you'd botter get the gates open again.
sharp, when the merry hostages will
immediately bo delivered vp unharmed.
“FEI:E[; what do you think of it? Is it &

oY

“No!" howled S8mithson. ** Never!'”

And he s?rang forward, but Benson
clutehed at his arm and held him back
by main force,

“1 believe we're pulling it .off,"" mur-
mured the Bounder coolly; and the

responded Yatcs
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The picture that the Highcliffe Fourth-Formers presented when finally Bob Cherry was finished was one worthy of the Royal
‘i Ha, ha, ha ! ** roared the Greyiriars juniors.

(See Chapter B6.)

Remove captain, looking down upon the
seene  below, after 'a brie! moment
modded his agreement. -

For Bonson still retained Smithson’s
right arm in a tight clutch, and Benson
was muttering frantically into SBmith-
gon's right ear. YWhat DBenson was
urging cannot be known, but Yates was
i:i:;mg_fﬁr him o sumilayr thing on the
eit.

And then thero marched up deter-
minedly Vavasour, at the head of his
little y of nuts, and it seemed

evident from his gestures that Vavasour
was presenting on behalf of Ceecil Pon-
sonby a pretty strong  petition  for
release, :

But 8mithson, grt;iped resolutely and
muttered at though he was by his more
cautious henchmen, was observed from
the bus top still to return only a dogged
shake of the. headl.

It was but infrequently that Smithson
found himscl filling & position of
authority, and, as a matter of Iacl,
Smithson was rather cnjoying the ex-
fae::i-:-nca. Bmithson feli quite sure in
i own mind that, given timg, Cour-
tenay and the Caterpillar and Pon could
all be reseued. But Yates and Benson
did not share that conviction. And, be-
sides, inside a wery few minutes prep
would be clamouring for attention with
4 -voice they could not ignore. :

As for the nuts, those youths kuew
of ald only too well just what the super-
vilious Pon would be like if pretty soon
e weore not veloased from what to him
could only be e gallivgly i1gnominious
posilion. A chap would not be able to
live with him. 8o there went up from
the elegant Vav and his fellow nuls
another franlic burst of eloguence,

Ienson was picturing not so much the
hopclessness of an attempt at rescue as
tho utter ignominy their leaders,
Courvlenay and the Caterpillar, wore in;
and presently he and Yates began to got
Smithson to sce their point of view,
Smithson was entirely for mortal com-
bat, and he abandoned his schemo of
assault and battery with- very great
reluctance.’

But at last he
doubtful ned, an
arms, ‘and he stepped
wapgged a white han]:}:l':eur{:hief.

“Hallo, Greyfriars!” he called up.

“Hallo, Highcliffe"

“I say, Rag of truce. Keep that
blessed syuirt away, you know 1

Wharton leaned out over the rail.

“ All right. Come to your scnscs after
all, then*"

“ After dizcussion, and in order to
avoid a scene, we have agreed to fall
in with your proposals,” said Smithson

ieily. :
Right-ho, then!

ave to hizs henchman a
then t.hE%' released his
o

“ Hem ! You get
along wnd open up the golden gates, and
the morry hostages shall be deposited at
vour feect immediately we gel outside,
Theat euit yon, old beani”

“ It 13 what we ourselves intended pro-
posiug,” returned Smithson frigidly.

“I say, keep smiling, you know!
You properly pub it across our studies
this afterncon, and all we've done is to
return the giddy compliment. Honours
cven, old man!"

Fishy had kept his engine running,
and immediately the ﬁatm were opened
to him he passcd through, with the
crestfallen Higheliffinns
chilly silenee,

Preserving  a

rward . ‘and

Qutside in the lape thoe hostages were
Lhianded over, and then they kissed hands
in sweet farewell to the seowling
Bmithson.

Fishy gave a glance to his watch us
they moved off again, an idle, careless
anough glance, but one, when he had
noted the time, that cauwsed him to =it
up suddenly with a jump. For to call-
over it wanted only a bare seven
minutes!

“GGee whiz!” muttered Fishy then to
himself. *“Guess this 13 where the old
flivwer shows her paces. Yep, and then
some, 1 reckon!”

At any time the lane they travelled
was not much given to_road-traffic; and
now at night, save for Fishy’s bus bowl-
ing along between the dark hedges, b
was quite descrted.

Presently Fishy began fo aceelovate.
For wards ahead of the bus the

werful headlights flooded the rond
with light, so that it was safe enough
driving. Not, however, that Fisher T.
Fish could ever be called the soul of
caution, excopting perhaps upon matters
connected with Onance.

They were nearing the school when,
some way ahead up the lane, a Ggure
stepped out inte the road from the
cover of the shadows—a portly figure in
blue, nonc other than 17.-¢c. Tozer. And

although Tishy might not at that
moment have been actually breaking the
speed limit, there iz no manner of doubd

that he was bending it about more than
was good.

So that when, with all the solemw
majesty of the law, P.-c. Tozer upraized
{(‘ontinued on page 17.
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P‘W”th%lﬁ
j “THE FIGHT FOR
j THE KAPTINCY!” ]

i (Continued from previous page.)
S g e e g e ) i P T e N

by ballot for the candied-date you prefer,
1" sm not supposed to interfers in these
matters, and I hava no desire to inflewence
your choice in ony way; but lissen to
me! Any boy who faila to vote for
Tweedy in this election will reseeve a
eevesr birching!" ; )

The Head pawsed, in order to let Ina
words gink in.

“ There is no compsrrison between the
twa candied - dates,” he went on.
“ Burleigh iz a blackhead—a stupid, slow-
witted boy, of feshie intellect, who ciught
never to have been Kaptin of St. Sam's
ut all!™

At this thero. was a loud mermer of
“Bhame!*" For old Burleigh was a

te faveritt with the Ht. Sam's {ellows,
E{:W beloved by eeniors and juniora
alike. As for the iages, thoy would
chearfully have gone to the steak for him.

The Head ignored the demmonestration,

“ As for Cuthbert Tweedy,” he went
on, “he is a lad of grate jeenius, who
will make an ideal kaptin in every way.”

* Here, hera ! " cried Cuthbert, Iump-
ing on to & form. ** And let me tell you
this, you fellowa! Evary fellow who
votea for me can have a pair of Oxford
baggs made for him, free of charge, by

my pater!”
% g-’h:-'. that's ghoutoed
(1] Itl

Burleigh, nngrl'ljl:n

“Not at all!” said the Head.
is & very jennerus and megnaminus offer.
I trussed thet sll boys whose trowsis are
beginning to wear thin will register their
votes for Tweedy to.morro evening.™

“Cateh mo ! growled Jack Jolly of
the Fourth. “TFm hmkiﬁu up old
Burleigh thmu%h thick and thin!™

* Same hear ! ™ cried a score of voices,

The Fourth wern sollid for Burleigh,
and if they had been offered a whole
wardrobe of troswis their lojalty would
not have wavered.

Thae Head then dismissed the echool,
and the S¢: 3am’s fellows poured out into
the quad, wildly eggsited at the prospect
of the coming election,

bribery ! **

YOUR PAL WOULD LIKE TO MEET JACK JOLLY & €O !

[ Within o few. miunits fiery election
apeechea wore being made, and wild
and whirling scraps werg In progresa.

“ Burleigh'a our man'!" cried Jack
Jolly above the uproar. *° He ought never
to hava been chucked out of the kaptiney I'?

 Wever mind,” sgaid Herr?'. “We'll
jolly goon get him back again ! ™

"Tba.rnthgr!" . :

And Lirrick of the Fourith, who was a

“ 71 know a big fellow nomod Burleigh,
Whose here is delitefully curleigh,
Ha's hansom and tall,
And the beat of them all,
S0 mind that you vote for him erleigh ! ™

Burleigh's supporters were so pleased
with that little ditty that they chanted
it everywhera, Jack Jolly & Co. stationed
‘themselves wunder the Head's study
window and roared it lustily.

The Head, who was busy woting an
alection speech, glanced up with o frown,
Ho didn't like the way the wind waa
blowing, In spite of his remarks in
Big Hall, in suppert of Tweedy, Burleigh
peemed to bo o3 grate o popular.idie ag

QVRr,

“ The che-ak‘;.' l;,raung rascala ! " mutierad
the Head. can clearly sees that
Lirrick of the Fourth has besn husy,
But I will show them that thers is more
than one poet at St. Bam's!”

S0 saying, the Head ed to tha
window and hurled baeck the following
voree in reply :

“1 know & young fellow named Tweedy,
The frend of the poor and the meedy.
You'll find him, as skipper,
An absolute ripper,
Ho give him your vote, and be speedy |

Howlas of derision greeted the Head's
rosital.

“¥oh!"”

ilﬂah!1r

“ Down with the weedy Twerad?r B

“ Up with the burly Burleigh!"

The Head shook his figt at the scething

throng in the quadrangle,

“ Chuekitt !~ Stoppitt '™ he roared,
* How dare you kick up such a hullaballoo
in these hallowed presinks ! If any boy
dares to vots for Burleigh to-morro, he
will be birched black and blew ! "

o

“1 pneas the Head will need a good
many birch-rods, then!” chuckled JFack
Jolly. *' Ewvery mon jack of ua is poing
to vote for old Burleigh !'*

“ Yea, rather!”

The juniors were on fire with eggsite.
ment, snd when they caught site of

- Burleigh, ®oming down the School House

steps, they rushed towards hifm sand fairly
gwapt him off his feet. .
eried

bit ‘of & poet on his grandmother's side, .}a:ksgfi_?}?r'mghh you fellows ™
chanted the following verse: : B2y Eu'rlai!:h s R

sholdera of hie admirers, and borm in
triumff through the guad, to the straiss
of * Freeze a jolly good fellow 1 7

“ Froeze him by all means ! " growled
the Head in eggeasperation. ** Take him
away, and shut him up in a refrijjerater.!™

And he shut his study window with »
slam, and went on with the alection speecl:
he was preparing for Twoedy.

All that evening 5t. S8am's was a hot-

of wegpsitement and enthusissm.
Beldomn had those hystericel walls wit-
nessed such wild seens,

Burleigh's supporters seemed to be
everywhers, making fery speeches, and
punching thoe noses of anybody who

dared to say s good word for Tweedy.

Not that the tailor's son hed mang
supporters. Hiz followers were limmitard
to one or two fellows whose trowsis were
showing signs of wear and tear, and who
woleomed the chance of getting a new
pair for nicks, .

8o grate was Burloigh's popularity that
he was obliged to shut himself up in his
study, to escape the irenzid embraces of
the mob. And Tweedy was obliged o
ghut himself up also, but for different
reozons !

1t was the eve of the grate election !

What would the morro. bring fourth ?
Wounld Burleigh be roturned at the top
of the pole, or would the Head, by ¢urming
anid crafty means, suxxcod In wangling
the kaptincy for Twesdy ?

The snswer to that gquestion is, 83 a
famus Prime Minnister oneo said :

* Weight and seal™

THE EXD,

(Fovk oul for anoltiter af theze serenm-
figly funny slories by Iveky Nupent in
next weck s MAGKEY, entitled : “BACK-
ING TP BURLEIGH!" [It's a redal
ardc-eplitier, chumal)
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A. BAILIE,
D keeper of West Ham, had a
# curious introduction to the game.
The elib recently built 2 new
stand, and Bailic was one. of the work.
men engaged uwpon it. Of course, the
workmen had an occasional turn on the
field during the lunch hour, and Bailie's
prowoss 28 o goalkeeper was noted, He
was then signed on.

& young poal-

——amm sy

During the course of his career Perey
Barton, the Birmingham and English
Internstional half-back, has had no
fowar than fwenty-fwo injuries to his
head, His friends chafhugly tell him
that he should use his feef more,

r—

The biggest curiosity of this scason’s
Cup-ties is that BRhyl Athletic beat the
ficat team of Wrexham in & Ciup-tie, but

Tue Maexer Lisrary.~—No. 993,

lost to Wrexham Reserves in a League
match,

MNotts Forest claimn the unique distine-
tion of having plived “ English ® Cup-
ties in England, Ireland, Scotland, and
Wales. Nowadays, of course, the Cup
competition is  confined to clubs of
Eugland and Wales,

[ s

'The bonns for Cup-ties is the same as
for League games—two pounds per man
for & win, and one nd per man for
a draw, but this is changed at the semi-
final stage, when the winmers get four
poonds a man as bonus, and in the fing)
tio the winners get eight pounds per
man. :

e ey

I the first half of the present scason
only three centro-forwards of First
Privision clubs played in cvery mateh for
their side.

It is a enrious fact that aliliwugh full-
Lacks are not expeoted to score goals in
the ordinary way. there are in first-class
football more full-backs called up to toke

penalty Ticks than players of any other

department.  Quite a number of the
mosat, successful penaliy kick artists are

_IulI-hp.r.-ks.

The worst day, from the weather point
of view, for Cop-tics, was provided for
the First Rmmcr of 1913, when the con-
ditions were so bad that eight of the
games wero not started at all, and eight
Etha}r& had to bo abandoned bofore the

nish,

——

The playors of the Wesl DBromwich
Albion team do not shake hands with

the men whe scores a goal for thom.
The proactice is forbidden by the
directors,

Arthur Chandler, the Leicester centie-
forward, had his birthday on & recent
Saturday, and hn cclebrated the occca-
siont by ecoring five goels. He gave
himsell a real birthiday treat.

L

When the frst Eugland v, Scollamd
smateur International mateh was pleyod
in 1872, Eugland played one full-back.
one bhalf-back, and eight fornards. Scoi-
[and played two full-baeks, two halfs
back:, and six forwauds,
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against him a portly hand, there came
mtg Fishy's eves & sudden gleam, and
instead of drawing uwp to a standstill,
hie morely gripped his wheel the tighter
and held upon his way.

And I’.-c. Tozer, setting a valua upon
life and limb, had perforce hurriedly 10
do a hop, skip, and jump to safety.

Mereifully, it may be, what Tozer
turncd and howled after the red tail-
light was whelly lost in the neoise and
roar of the engine, In another moment
P-e. Toger was vards behind, and
awallowed up entirely in the black of the
night. And then, a quick, tree-lined
bend in the lanc still farther separating
the chuckling Fishy and the irate Tozer,
the unfortunate constable could not oven
stend and trace the course the white
blaze of the headlights mapped out os
thn;.._' illuminatad road and hedge.

Fishy, when that ustute youth slowed
down and turned in safety at the nld

ateway of Ureyiriars, was %’airl - patting
nmself wpon  the back for his per-
splealy,

The lower windows of the bus wore
boarded over, and the interior purposely
1t ﬂ!gf‘kt}e:m, Eiil-l l:ha.t-d 'i;l.l'icb:er could not
possibly have glimpse 0 ocoupants.

Fishor T. %-‘ish ran his bus calmly
a.lm:gl beneath the elms, and brought her
comiplacently to rest in the seeluded spot
behind the woodshed. When he called
“Adsum ' to his name at eall-aver, Lo
was still thinking over the matter.

But so far a= he could judge there
secmmed nothing, absolutely nothing, that
could poeaibly have given him away.

However, on the morrow, just to make
sure, on the pretext of semartening the
bus up he would enlist the Services of
one or two fellows and give her a smart

coat of red.
And that disguwise, Fishy decided,
slrould put the matter definitely beyond

all doubt,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
shocks for Fishy!

# F 8AY, Wharton! Hold on a jiffy I

It was morning-break at Grey-

friars two days later, and, with

the idea of keeping in the pink of

condition for their match with the

L.C.C. boys, the Famous Five had been

about to put in & sharp sprint round
the quad.

Then, that thin nasal drawl falling
upon their ears, they had very reluet-
antly turned, and upon Fisher Tarleton
Fish were fastencd simultaneously five
separate and distinel glares,

“Home blessed rot!” growled Johnny
Bull. “Neced we wait, Ilarry?”

“Oh, better sea what he wants!™ said
the Remove captain pood-humonredly.
“'We can spare him a minute.”

Bob Cherry grinned. In his capacity
as skipper, Wharton fulfilled the exact-
ing role of guide, philosopher, and
friend very, vary sermusl;. But this
time Rob lad o shrowd ides that, in

"what ri':.rnu say?

approaching Wharton, there was some-
thing other than advice sought,

“ Jerusalem  crickets, you galoots
tiaining for the Olympic Games, or
somotning ¥ panteed Kishy as he camo
up with the Co. " Ueal fﬁuum I ain't
the elephant’s nightshirt at foot-racing 1"

5 Weil!, now vou have landed here,
what is it7” inquived Wharton politely.
"We're in 8 hurry, you know.™

“Waal, look hver,” Fishy began
crisply, I reckon I've got a little gilt-
cdged business proposition to set belore
vou guys!”

+8 n :I L]

“Hyer, don't walk away, you all-fired
mugwumps ™ velled the Remove busi-
ness man in sudden alarm. “ I recken
this hyer's the real gilt-edged berries.
Now, open up your listeners to this just
onc sccond, Wharton, Nothing wrong
with the Travel Agoncy's catering when
we went to Higheliffe & couple of nights
back. I opine—ch ™

“Why, no!” Wharton assonted won-
deringly. " Except for the matter of
the gates, which no one could help,
everything went off top-hole. DBut——"

“Of course it did! Not & doggone
hitch in the ftransport arvengements
enywhore—eh ?  Everything worked like

clockwark, I veckon, rnight from the
word go.™
“Fishy, old echap.” exclaimed Bob

Cherry dramatically, “it was nothing

{Jeas than & miracle of transport;
ap—--"
“I guess Wharton's my antelope,
Chorry I

M conrse it was K., Fishy, It
went off splendidly. We're all wvery
much obliged to youn. But 4

“Then," put forwerd Fisher T. Fish
deliberately, " what about engaging the
Travel Ageney to vun you galoots up to
London **

“ London ™

“Phow!™

"Well, you see, it's like this, old
EIFI-E..FL” h‘E‘!ﬂ'JlI’I fh{‘: Hli.'!‘l]'lﬂl'll l:B.l.'lt-E.iﬂ
lainely. * We were travelling by train,
as usual—I mean, it's an important
fixture, As it's all far the Lendon
hospitals, the gate will ron  into
thonsands. We dare not run the risk of

delav, you sce”
" Delay ¥ snorted the Travel Ageney
disdainfully.  “Ilelay? Aw, shncks!

Cut it out! There was no deggone
delay  on the Higheliffe stunt, was
there? And I sure caleulate there'll be

ne reason for any all-fived hitch-up to-
morrow,  Nope, sirree!  Bee  hyver.
Wharten, we sure got this day off, the
hiell bunch of ne. Thero's my Aivver'll
take the hull doggone Romove easy!
lL.oak hyer, vou geloots, jaw it over
among youw. I reckon T can ship a
Boesfal at ten hobh a nob ecash down.
Wa'll mosey off directly afler brekker,
and make & reg'lar dav of 1, Iav,
YVou talk it over and
let me know ¥

Wharton eave a dubious nad, and the
Transatlantic business man sheored off
in the direction af the School Foaoen
stops, probably with the intention of
making the ntmost of {the hreak hetween
clazses to propound that zcintiflating
erhome  clzewhere 1o others of  the
Roemove. i

The second post being Inte, Iarold
Skinner had jonrneyed anxiously down
tn tho rrabtes 1 order o aseortnin
whother Blope was el in sirht along
thn Friardale lane, A little commission
Fawke of the OUraze Kovs had exeented
an the four o'clock raee abt Coortfield
havine eone  dewn mi=erably, Skimner
was lookine forward with mineled feol
inrs tn reesiving by any post. in the
hookio's illiterate serawl, a peremptory
demand to “hrass up.’

William Blogg was nowhere in sight,
neither noar at hand nor in the distance
aony the lane. But another Courtfield
notapility happened to be, and this was
none other thun P..c. Tozer. With tho
genial idea in view of pulling Tozer's
ancient leg, Skinner engaged him as he
Famd the gates in pleasant conversa-
iot,

But very soon as they spoke Skinner
tound himself drawing a deep, dee
breath. And when nt%a..?.t ha detache
himself from the old gateway, and
P.-e, Tozer was striding once more upon
his measured way, the eves of the of
the Remove were gleaming with excite-
ment,

It was in the Remove passage that he
ran Fisner T. Fish to carth, and Fishy
was rubbing together genial hands in a
manner suggestive of good business
done,

" Coie inside a minute, Fishy,” said
Harold S8kinner with a curious grin: and
he led the way into Study No, 11,

" Waal!” snapped tho Remove busi-
ness man at once, when they wero safo
inside Skinner's study. hﬂnj, what aro
You gaping at me ke that tor, you gol-
darned E.ﬁ.'{lishi“ g

“ﬂ?. ha, ha!” chuekled Skinner com-

LY.

" Look hyor, Skinnep—-—=:=

“I'voe just been talking to vour friend
Tozer,” murmured 8kinner pointedly.

“Losh! Wiat?”

Fishy hod gripped him suddenly by
the arm.

“Tozer! Say, whal—what do you
know about Tozer, Skinner, you pesky
spy ™ the American junior was hissing
i alarm,

“Bteady! Tozer let out a thing or
two.  You'd better be carcful, old
dollav-grinder, that's all I want ta say.
None of my bizney, of course; but I
thought you'd like a warning. Tozer
was here outside the gates.”

* He can't suspect me, I guess,” mut-
tered Fishy uneasily. * He can'st know.
Theve's no proof. Why, as a matter of
fact, blow me if I believe I was hogging
it over the speed limit at all! It was
preliy near the mark, I reckon, becaouse
we'd. have been late for call-over, you
sea; but I guess it weren't over the top
good an' proper once !’

Skinner stared momentarily in
astonishment, and then he gave vont to
a ¢cool chuckle and winked.

“Well, my anly hat!" he murmured
casily. "If that dou’t take ithe cake!
Jove, dy:m'rc a deep one, Fishy, and no
dushed mistake, oither. a, ha, ha! X
reckon you know well cnough what
T'ozer wanted, old bean!”

“Eh? Of course I know. I've just
told you, I guess. Look hyer, Skinner,
don't lot on to the other galoats abou
this busting the speed limit. I—1I calcu-
late yvou'll make it kinder bad for
trade.” )

Harold Skinner was staring at Fisher
1, I'ish once agains in sheer, blank
amazcient.

“See here, Fishy,” he said bluntly,
“I don't foliow this. I don’t know what
you're talking about. 1f you're trying
to pull the wool over my peepers, then
drop it! Tozer never said a single word
about breaking any potty speed limit. I
recikon you know what he wanted all
right. f‘m not grecn, you know,” con-
cluded Skinner disdainfully,

“Waal, I swow! Of all the—— FLook
hyer, sirree, if it wasn't about the other
night when we ragged Highelilfe, then
what, in the name of George Washing-
ton, was ha byer far?® o

“Whew! Want me to put it into
words? About the bus. About 1%
having been pinched—"

'[FHF.' MME:I-:T l.iprARY.—No. 785



18

THERE'S A GREYFRIARS STORY IN TO-MORROW'S '‘POPULAR™!

i

“Pup-pinched!” roared Fishy fren-
wedly, _ i
"*Yes; it's stolen property. Pinched
from a repairshop in London,” said
Skinnor. " Ob, . come off it, dol I
reckon you knew well enough, or” had
your suspicions. If Coker bought it ak
a motor-auction: in Courtheid, as he
says, then it must have béen a du
auction, run by erooks. Anyway; asits

in vour possession now, I reckou you're

linble for it.” ] ;

“ Lul-liable!” styttered Fishy dazedly.
#Oh, Jee-rusalem erickoty] I—1 shy,
8kinner, what—what's a galoot to do
now, d'vou reckon ¥ :

The bus would have to be given up.
If, a3 Skinner had q.aaﬂrtgd, it was
stolen property, then -indubitably there
was nothing else for it. Not sold again
at & whacking profit, as Fisher T. Fish
had intended, but just tamely given up.
Fishy ginaned bl‘n Inngumh. t would
mean a lgss, a big loss.

“Lnﬁkth'er, Eﬁiupur." he muttered,
% sromise to keep this dark for me till
after to-morrow, there's a- good chap.
T'll swoear I knew nothing of this. ¥You
ses, 1'm pretty well fixed wp to ship
Wharton and his crowd up to London.
1 say, is ten bob any good ¥

If only he could retain possession over
the Sakurday it had occurred to Fishy
that the loss would ‘be more than
balanced by what he made ¢n the run to
London,

Skinner, till  that, moment. had not
thought of reising & loan on the strength
of his information. But as he noted th:a-
sudden light of cupidity leap in Fishy's
eyes he seized eagerly-at the ce.

“Make it a quid,” he said craftily.
#Yeou'll more than make it up again on
this London stunt. I—I've 4rouble with
s bookic.” ) .

Fishy hesitated, rubbing his long nesa
doubtiully. Then he groped in a pocket,
produced his wallet, and extracted a
¢rizp nole.

“Hyer you are! I guess I can rel
on you, B{innﬂr? Not a word o a soul,
Hh?r' L = * "

“Not n word, Fishy!" maid Skinner.
“Vou can rely on me."”

Bell for third lesson went at thatb
moment, and they made haste to depart,
Skinner stowing away the note as he
went.

Barely had they vanished from the
study when the fable-cloth was raised
cautiously by unseen hands, and then
from beneath the table approached a fat,
bespactacled [ace.

“iood 1" muttered Bunter, finding the
coast clear, and he drew himself out
laboriously from his hiding-place and set
off at a trot down the passage in the
direction of the Form-room. And behind
his big glasses Bunter's cunning little
eves were glinting with an avaricious
glenm, .

From a window DBunter had watched
Skinner going dowrr to the gates. Bnoop
and Stott he know to have departed for
the Claisters. 8o No. 11 had been mado
the object of & hasty grub-hunt, Then
had come Skinner’s voice unupnntud]i{;
in the passage and a quick dive beneat
tha study table, where Bunter bhad over-
heard H.I{.

“My blessed hat!"™ he muttered Lo
]!imsaff. “So that's the game, is it?-
if Fishy's shelling out quid notes [or
keeping information dark 1 reckon I
come in.on this. After all, why not? Dut
for me therc'd have been no blessed bus.
for Fishy at sll, and consequently no
prafits. Why, I'm positively entitled lo
a dib in the shekels—a sort of sleeping
partner, that's what I em !

THE MAcoxeT LiBRARY —No. 885,

Which wasz cool, even for William
George.

After dinner, and before alternoon
school began, Wharton came up to Fishy
in the Remove passage.

“I've put it to the fcllows, Fishy. 5o
long as there is going to be no. delay
we've decided to trust ourselves to your
bus. There'll be about thirty of us
going. Start sharp after brekker. That
do you, Fishy?"

*“I reckon so,” said Fishy.

S0 long, .then, as he could hold on Lo
that bus for inore than one day his loss
was a5 good as 1nade up. On the Satur-
day night it would have had to go, in
any case, For Fishy was not fool
enough to conceal from himself what
Dr. Locke's verdict was likely to be.

Just before afterncon school a fag
trotted up to Fishy, announcing that his
presence was desired 1n M .
study, If Mr, Prout, carrying out his
threat, had got into communication with
I’r. Locke, the reply was about dus.
What—what if he should be ordered to
get rid of it immediately ?

At all that awiul pr t opened up
Fishy groaned. It would be & command
he dare not 1gnore.

But as it turped out, Fishy need not
have worried. For Mr. FProut held
in his hands a communication that had
been returned by the Dead Letter Office.

“Ah, Fish!” he began, when the
American  junior stood before kim.
“ With reference to the matter on which
we spoke a day or so back.. A letter
despatehed to:the address Dr. Locke
left with -me has been returned, marked
“Not Known.” 1 cannot understand it
However, as the particular section of
the conference in which your headmaster
and Mr. Quelch were interested closed
last night, there is no doubt but that
thoy wiil be back here at Greyiriars ab
any time now. Probably even at thia
moment they are on their way. In the
circumstances, -therefore, we can do
nothing but leave the matter still in
abeyance, Ah, that is all, Fish. ¥ou
may go!”

Fishy went, with his brain in a whirl.
This was another new development, this
startling intimation that Dr. Locke
might be back at any moment. On fop
of something else that had occurred im-
mediately ‘pfter morning school, it
struck the Transatlantic business man
very forcibly that the Fates were coming
it rather a bit too thick to be pleasant.

For during third leseon that morning
Bunter had made up his fat mind, and
the moment they were all dismissed he
had delivered to Fishy his ultimatum.

The fat junior had had to be hastily
promised a free trip to London; and
already, in two short hours, he had
extracted a penerous little *snack,” as
well as the “loan * of five bob.

“The fat, hblackmailing  gazebo!™
Fighy muttered furiously.

It ‘was exasperating, and even danger-
ous. PBut thers it was. Somehow the
Paul Pry of QGreviriars bad come to
lparn all about Tozer and the stolen
bus: and somchpw. his blurting tongue
had got to be kept quict.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
London Bound !

F Fishy had secretly hoped that at
I the last the call of the bed: would
ring more insistent in Bunter’s fat

cars than the call of a day in
T.ondoen, then Fishy was sadly mistakon,
SBaturday morning davwned bright and
clear. The Remove was carly astir.
And, treating Fishy to a. fat wink,

Mr. Prout's

Jcant.

Bunter pushed back the bedclothes and
rolled out with the best of them.

When Fishy's bus-party had troo
downstairs, only cight fellows were left
still between the sheets—Skinner & Co.;
Dupont aud Dutton; Alonzo Todd and
Wun Lung; and Lord Mauleverer.

Thirty of the Remove there were
going; and ‘the previous evening Fishy
had been at some pains collecting ten-
bobs. Eventually completely successiul,
fifteen pounds - had ~been placed
ostensibly in Fishf';s private ledger to
the credit of the Travel Agency (Inc.),
but aciuelly in Fishy's pocket to the
credit of Fisher T, Fish. 3

Against this, however. there was
offset the' sum -of ten 'shillings on
account of - the free seat granted fo
William George Bunter, Esquire;
thirty shillings. on account of sundry
“loans ¥ and sundry “snacks® to tho
same fat Removite; and the pound he
had advanced 3kinner—three pounds in
all, bringing down the takings to o
matier of twelve pounds. - .

After breakiast, Wharton went along
and mentioned as & matter of form to
Mr. Prout, that the mejority of them
would not be parteking of dinner. Mr.
Prout had known beforehand that the
teamn would have a good following; of
course; but the Removite captain
deemed it net judicious to disclose
their mode of travel.

Fishy had gone down to his bus to
All up with petrol, and he was thus
engaged when round the corner of the
wootshed there glimmered a large pair
of spectacles, ornamenting & fat face,
upon which reposed a fatuous smirk.

- “1 say, Fishy, old man—"

“0Oh, Jehosophat! You fat gazebo—
you again! Hook it, sharp!"

The Owl did not hook it. Instead,
he advanced confidently round the shed,

“0Oh, really, Fishy, you'd better mind
what you're saying to me. He, he, he!
I say, of course, I shall want to spréad
myself a bit in London—"

“ Nothing to stop you, I guess!™ inter-
rupted Fi.s%y gﬂﬂ?l:,{ S

“Hem | Unt‘artunnbel:i; just at the
moment, I happen to be broke, you see.
Buppose you—you lend me & couple of
quid, say?”

“A—a cuc—couple of quid?’ gasped
Fishy. “Bure you wouldn't like to
make it a fiver?" he added sarcastically.

“Well, & couple will be enough for a
beginning,” said Bunter generously.
“If=if I run short I'll et yvou know.
Come on, then, hand over—what are
vou waiting for?”

Fishy had sct down a can of petrol,

and if Fishy's look ocould have
shrivelled, Bunter would have withered
on the spot.

“You—you dashed fat shylock!" ho
hissed suddenly. “Not another red
¥You've stung me for thirty bob
already, I guess!”

*(h, really, Fish}f.” Bunter protesied.
“¥ou know that's merely a little
temporary loan, as betweon friend and
fricnd. Buk if that's the attitude
you're going to adopt, I think I ought
to see my pal, Wharton——"

And the Owl of the Remove turned
on his heel and rolled away.

“Hyer " hissed Fish. “Come back,
Bunpter, you fat—Bunter, old mpan!™

William George Bunter had vanished
round the corner of the woodshed, and
was already rolling off in the direction
of the School House steps, with his fat
nose uptilted in a lofty and superior
attitude. And there, coming across the
quad towards the woodshed at the head.
of the Remove team and its sturdy:
supperters,. was the Remove captaiu
LimsclE,
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There was 2 mad swerve and a lurch, and then the bus mounted the pavement.
Inio the shop front of the pasiryeook’s, and there ratiled down a tinkling easeade of broken glass.
** You've done it now, Fishy, and no mistake !

Bob Cherry.

Crash !

The front of the bus smashed clean

“* Oh, my hat:! ** gasped
(See Chapter 10.)

It was not likely, at that early hour,
that Bunter would have queered his
awn pitch by letting anything fall to
Wharton. Buech 2 course would have
heen too much like cutting off his nose
to spite his own fat face. But Whaiton
and the rest were getting nearcer and
nearer each moment, and if Fishy
paused at all to consider the matter in
that light then he dismissed it instantly
as being much too precious to risk.

S0 that the next moment, the Owl
fele himself suddenly grabbed uncere-
moniously from behind by one fat
shoulder, spun dizzily round, and
dragged incontinently once wnore into
ihat scclusion afforded by the rear of
the Greyfriars woadshed.

“Naow,™ Fishy hizsed grimly,
amming him up against the hard wall.
“Wheore do you think you're going Lo,
you fat clami”

“Yooooop ! roared Bunter. " Loggo,
yvou beast! Look here, I'm jolly well

oing to speal o Whartan, so thero!
mme gol”

Fishy gritted his teeth.

“Beq hyer, Bunter, old man” he
winspered, making an efflort to speak
calmly, “I—1 guess I'll spring five
hob. Now shut up, like a good chap!”

Bunter's fingers closed instantly over
the two half-crowns,

“0h, very well, if you're going ta be
mingy ! he sniffed, 1 Eili;é_ sure that
I ought tn keep vour bedsily shady

secrets,  Tt-<it's  lroubling my  con-
seienee, - I nean. I think Il ask
Wharton’s advice, even now, After all,
it iz & chap's duty to tell his Form
vaptaip——"

The footsteps of the Remove [ellows
eould be heard approaching.

“Look hyer, old chap,” blurted Fish.
“When we get to London, I-—I'll sco
what I ean do for you, I reckop!”

“Promise ' raid Bunter hurriedly,
not  neticiug  in his  eagerness  the
vxcoedingly  dubious bargain he had
driven,

“1 veckon I've said so, haven't TiV
grunied Fishy huffily. ™ Now keep your
pusky head shot !

What Fishy waz determined to “do ™
for Bunter oncoe the hus had set down
its passengeras was nothing less than to
escort Lhe fat juntor to the bustest part
of the City, and there lose him.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!"™ chuckled Bob

Clierey, advancing round the corner.

“What's the merry plot, old con-
apirators ¥
“MWix! I reckon we're just flling

up,” explained Fishy calmly. “Bunter’s
londing a.fin, I guose.”

Bob Cherry drew a deep braath,

“Well, my only blessed hat!™ he
o jaenlated, “I say, old fat wman
performing sone manuval labour, yon
chaps. Ye gods, gaze and marvel! 1
sav, can wo pie in, Fishy ™"

. alone appeared to

“Ha, ha, hal*

“Yop, get right aboard. We're just
veady. Dunter's coming up in front
with me, I reckon—ain’t you, Banter **

“You bet T am! ejaculated Bunier
with great decision.

Until that last promised loan was
extracted, William Gmr%:e Bunter had
no intention of allowing Fisher Tarleton
Fish out of his sight. Fishy, on the
other hand, did not want Bunter, with
his prattling tongue and incessant
chatter, inside among the other fellows,
where, long belore their destination
was reached, it was more than likely
he wonld incauntionsly have hlabbed
away the whole game. But cach was
50 busy congratulating himself upon his
own personal astnteness, that neither
tumhbled to the other's reasons.

Also, Fishy had another reazon for
wanting Bunter up in front, isolated
from the rest. It was a scheme that
had como into his head only during the
last few minutes, a deep scheme which
romise the one
complete solution to his troubles.

Thoy got away from Greyiriarg beau-
tifully. Then, putting the first part.of
the plan into action, Fishy deliber-
ately set the bus to an irritating crawl,
& speed that neither threats nor en-
treaties would quicken. By the time
they were through ~Wapshot it was

twenty minutes past nine,
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Of the fact—that alarming proba-
bility Fishy could net dismiss from his
mind—that their bus, as o stolen one,
was quite likely to be taken up by the
police anywhere along the road, not
one of the passengers but was in total
blissful ignorance.

Prezently, with Wapshot half a dozon
miles behind them, and not another
railway-station along the solitary road
for half a dozen more, it eame to Fishy
that the time was ripe.

They came upon a deserted country
lane, and Fishy turned down it, pulling
up to a sudden standstill by its side,
and then he slipped down [rom his
seat.

“Stay where you are, Bunty. I—I
iust want to speak & minute to the fel-
ows. Hyer, eat these sandwiches!”

*"You bet I stay hera!™ exclaimed
Bunter. “¥You ain't blesed well
leaving mo behind here—not if T know

it

“What's the game now, Fishy?”
asked Wharton from the top deck.
“My hat, we'll lam you for this blessed
cross-country crawl. Get & move on!”

“I kinder guess I want you, Whar-
ton; and the others. Come down bhyer
& tiek!”

Wonderingly, the juniors -clattered
down the staircasze, and on to the road,
and Fishy's inside fares serambled out,
too, glad to stretch their legs.

Fishy led them &cross fo the [ar side
of the lane. Fishy had his own reasons
for not wanting Bunter to overhear
what waz coming. DBut he neced not
have worried. Bunter was steadily
munching.

“Now, then, Fishy.,” rapped out the
Remove captain, “ we'll have an expla-
nation of all this, I reckon!, Here i
is practically ten, and there's the kick-
off fixed for eleven-thirty sharp. Why,
we ought to be half way to London,
man ! ) ]

“What do you mean by it, Fishy?”
a dozén grim voices demanded. .

“Waal, I pguess I'm sick of this
gstunt! muttersd Fishy, with well
simulated sulkiness. “I'm through.
We'll call it off. T reckon I'll hand
you galoots back the durocks!”

“You'll c-call it off I

*¥ep, sirree. I ain't unsed to traffie-
driving, and I ain't prepared to risk
the bus through London, ] guecss. ™

“Tt's a pity you didn't think of that
before!™ jerked out Wharton contempt-
wously. “What the dickens are we
going to do? We're stranded. There's
not a railway-station for six miles
either way.”

“That s0®” Fishy's eves held a sud-
den glint. "I reckon you'd best take
over the bus, then—lock, stock, and
barrel, One of your chaps can drive
1t.”

“You know that's impossible!” said
Wharton grimly., “There's no one has
a licence to drive but you.”

On the day alter the Highelifo rag

Fishy had secured a licence in Court-
field.
_Fishy was going round distributing
silver and ten-bob notes, until the
whole of the fares had been returned.
As Wharton's words fell upon his ears
haﬂshrugg-nd his thin shoulders indiffer-
ently.

“Waal, lock hyer,” he said, "1 con-
tracted to run vou to London, and [
uess I don’t want to mess up vour
cotball. Look hyer, I reckon I'll meot
you half way, I'll sell out.”

“Bus-sell out!”

Originally, it had been Fishy's idea
to float a little company in the Lower
School to operate tEc bus; and before
the other resolve to play a lone hand by
naugurating the Travel Agcncy had
come fo his mind, he had hecto-
graphed a bunch of shares. These he
now proceeded to draw from an inner
pocket.

“That's the wheeze. I'l sell right
out, I reckon. Then, if you like, I'll
carry on and finish the run, and what-

over happens will be on your own
heads.”
“Well, my giddy hat ™

“Of all the thumping nerve !™

“Bhurtup a minute! Five, ten,
twenty—there's thirty shares hyer. 1
reckon the price is ten bob a share.
The Travel Agency is now in voluntary
liguidation. Waal, how many can I put
vou dewn for, Wharton 7"

The Remove captain drew a deep,
deep breath.

“By Jove, you chaps!” he muttored
thickly., "I see 1t all now! This i3 a
plant. INishy’'s prepared to risk tho bus
as our property, but not as his own.
Just wait till we get you back to Gray-
friars, Fishy, you rotter!™

A 3plendid ¥arn of Bchoolboy Fua and Advesturg ot
Bt. Fronk's Coliaga,
By EDWY BEEARLEA BRGOEKSH,

Author of

* The Ghost of Bannington Grange,” " The Bay Wha Vanished,"” ete., efe.

THE MONSTER LIBERARY

Price One Bkilllng.

Now on Sale.
IBRARY.—[Np. 993,

No. 18.
1 UE MAGNET

OTHER
POPULAR
VOLUMES!

B. Expelled!

7. "Heath  Alrican
Skies, 7

8, 5t. Prank's 1n
Loendan,

9. The Boy From
the Bush.

10. The Spondtheift
ol 8¢, Frank's,

[I. The PBarring-

eut at 5t, Frank's.
Mystery

12. The
Master.

15. The Yevage of
the Wanderer.

14. The Ghest of
Baanington
Grange.

1% The Bay Who
YVonishad !

: 4 These can be fad
Irem anp newsagsml
or 14, cach, or post
free 12 2d. from the
Ampglgamated Press
{I?EE;, Lid. Back
Number Dept,, Bear
Alley, Farringden
":ul"rfrl'. E E.‘l‘.

“Yes, you wait, my pippin!”

“The plantfulness iz terrific!” purrod
Hurree Singh. “The esteemed ragful-
ness will also be great!™

But ultimately the Removites had to
buy. Wharton was white with uneer,
and the juniors were furious: bat if
they wanted to get to Stamford Bridgo
they knew there was nothing else for
it. Fishy for the time being had the
whip hand, but they promised him ail
kinds of dark things once Creyfriars
was reached again.

In a few moments the entire block of
shares was disposed of. Fishy definitely
refused the responsibility of the wheel
before he was rid of the lot.

When he clambered up again beside
Bunter his eyes were gleaming. The
bus was now owned jointly by twenty-
four of the Remove, and was no longer
his property at all. Which meant [or
ong thing that Bunter now possessed no
pull at all.

“Now, for goodness® sake, get a move
on!" shouted Bob Cherry angrily.

Fishy nodded briskly, released his
brakes, shipped in the cluteh, and then
backed out of the little lane, and out
again on to the main road. And
presently  they wore bowling along
merrily in the direction of London and
Stamford Bridge, Fishy really doing his
best at making up for lost time.

He was quite happy now, for the way
he looked at if his position was not one
quarter so bad,

If he were signalled to stop now, and
there was no doubt in Fishy's mind that
pretty soon he would be, he could pull
up, not in the unenviable position of
owning stolen property, but ns being
merely the driver of it,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Ruciions !
RA-;JL-#-:'LBH !
‘Oh, Jerusalem  erickets,
l*wm%i on ! '
* Ow-wow-yooooooop | Yon

careless rotter! I'm covered with glass|
Yow! I—I'm jolly well punctured all
over !

“Crikey!” muttered Bob Cherry
faintly, in tones of awe and wonder.
“Fishy hasn’t half done it this time,
and no mistake! Just look, man!”

But the Remove captain was already
gazing down over the side of the bus,
mgarduggl‘] the scene of wreckage below
them with a rueful countenance.

Ten miles or so from London the
countryside had begun to change, grass-
himin hﬂ?d t:na.rhet-gadrdcﬂa and tiny,

wntched cottages gradua ivin
to hricka-mda:gnrfgr. - preng

Fishy dismissed these rural things
pityingly, indulgently. To the Trans-
atlantic junior, any landscape minus
towering skyscrapers was definitely not
lit to rank with real scenery at all,

They rumbled their way through a
sleepy  old market-town, with Fishy
Pns:g:ing uwpon it te Bunter some particu-
arly contemptuovs verdict. Then from
ithe lee of a hostelvy wall the whole
while Fishy's bus had been within  his
sight along the road, & blue-uniformed
figure was marking their progress in-
terestedly,

Fishy spotted that ominous figure
ahead, and, with growing apprehenaion
and guilty mind, watched him forsake
the shelter of the wall and take up a
careful position upon the kerbstone,
where he stood wailting.

Then, when TFishy was alinost level
with him, the police-constable procceded



EVYERY
MONDAY.

i

to step out to the middle of the road,
raising hiz hand. .

Pauie-stricken, Fishy did the first
desperate thing which eame to his head.
Iustead of puiling up to a standstill, as
he was being bidden, he held on ‘his
way, aud precisely at the moment when
he was ncarly upon the constable he
gave the wheel a sudden twist.

There was a mad swerve aud a lureh,
like the roll of a ship in a choppy sea.
'The off-side wheels mounted the kerb-
stone. For a dozen mad yards Fishy
held the bus upon that courze. The law
was cluded and behind them, and
Fishy looked like Eetting away with it
beautifully, when that shop window teok
a hand in the procveedings.

It was for the window very unforfun-
ate—very unfortunate indeed. Ior, 1
his panic, Fishy somelow contrived 19
steer clean into it. Next moment, as
they hit, there raitied down u t1:|h3rtlg
cascauc of broken glass; and then as
they went on and pui paid to the shop
frogt there was that other, more ominous
sound :

Cra-a-a-a-ash!

Fortunately, Fishy bad bad the
presence of mind to stop his engine dead
and to clap on hie brukes. Otherwise,
gs the fellows swarmed cxeitedly out of
the bus and ou to the pavement, instead
of a wrecked pasiryeook's window con-
fronting them, the work of demolition
might casily have been much more
complete. 1

“Well,” gasped Bob Cherry again,
with a deep breath, " you've _in-ll:,r well

done it this time, Fishy! My hat, what
a giddy mess?" )
“He, he, he!" sniggered DBunter,

recovering his nerve.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors on
the pavement

For rcally, once you were over the
first shock. there was a  distinetly
humorous aspect. The bus having some-
how slewed round at right-angles to the
voad, the big headlamps stared unwink-
ingly into the intorior of the shop like
two big bulging eyes, with o ludicrous
expression in them of blank astonished
inquiry.

ishy was staring inguiringly, too,

positively  open-inouthed  and  gopgle-
eved. like onc who is only just waking
and beginning to grasp how it had «
happencd.

“Waal, dashed if I can see anvthing
to cackle at!"” he grunted finally, rousing
up with an effort “This little lot
kindor looks like running somcbody irio
a tidy dollar or twe, I caleulate ™

“¥es!" cjaculated Peter Todd, look-
ing suddenly grim. *“Don’t forget, you
fellows, that since we set out this morn-
inF the bus has changed bands!™

*Meaniong?" zaid Squilf. “ Meaning
just what, O man of law "

“That it 13 we, as owners, who are
linble for the damage, and not Fishy!
My hat, what ever i1s it going to run us
into

“Well, here comos the proprictor,”
sald Squifl; “we'll prelty soon know,
anyway.”

There had bern a girl serving bohind
the counter, and sho had called the pro-
prictar, who ovidently had been some-
where in the back regions baking, for
now he was advancing towards them.
hastily wiping flovry bands in his apron.
The policeman had also come upon he
seene, producing in anticination pocket-
book and & stub of pencil, and round
rbout there was gathering the be-
ginnings of & crowd.

“Well, young gentlemen, this here is
a pretty fine how-d'vou-do ! the pastry-
cook began truculently, with a grim look
round. " Who do you think’s geing to
pay for this hittle lot=—eh 1"
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“Wo suall, of course!” exclaimed
Wharton, stepping forward to take the
miserable Fishy's part. "It was an
accident, of course—a skid on thoe greasy
road, I fancy. But, loock here, we'roe
rather in & hurry—we've an important
footer mateh to play. 1'll leave my nan:e
and nddress. aad when you've had things
imt right send alorgz the bill, and we'il
1ave & whip round and setile it. I pro-
mise personally that you sha'n’t lose a
single penny over this.”

VU Very well!” said the tradesman, cou-
stderably molliked by the Bemove cap-
tain's frank and straightiorward accept-
ance of the situation. *“Just step n-
side a minute, will you? Rumnmy thing,
you kpow, my boy happened to be
gazing out of the bakehouse window,
and saw 1t &ll. Reckon it was trying lo
pull up quickly that did it; on these
new-fan tarmao roads the wheels
don’t grip.”’

The censtable strode acress to where
I'1shy still sat aghast in the driver's
seat, and Fishy groaned in anticipation.
Now it was coming |

“ MNasty skid that was!" the Law
observed unexpectedly and gloomily.

“Bkid 7" it was on the tip of Fishy's
tongue Lo ejaculate. But he stopped
himself just in time. Bkid—that was
wiat ihe baker gn!nut had said! And
Wharton, too. Well, if they all thought

it was nothing more, then let them!
Fishy was not likely to disillusion
anybody.

“Yep!"” he agiroed quickly. “You

said it, I reckon!”

“Can you back out, if I start her up,
do vou think ™

T guess g0, There's nothing busted,
I reckon.”

The econstable nodded, bent, and
grasped the handle, gave it a couple of
hefty swings, and the warm engine
coughed into spluttering activity, Fishy
reversed, and backed out again on to
the road.

Nothing yet about the subject upper-
most In ?"FZIEIJHFE mind. He wum.ﬁzrnd
whether it would come next. But no.

“Think you can manage all right?”
inguired the constable anxiously.
“Wouldn't like to slip across hemme with
me, and sit down and have & cup of
tea with the wife? It's only gver the
road. You'd be weleomel”

“ No, thanks!"” muttered Fishy., "I—I
reckon it's durned good of you, but 1
feel all Q.K., thanks!"

In pulling up the bus on the greasy
road the Law ovidently felt itself
partially ‘responsible for tho mmash—was
doing its level best to put things right.
That Fishy had been atlempting Lo
dodge, to escape, there was not tho
shgntest suspicion. It was just & skid—
certainly a bad skid—but nothing mure
than that.

That being the position, then, why
had thera been the attempt to pull him
up &t all? Fishy wondered. But the
next moment, as the coustable went on,
the position was suddenly made eclear,
and Fishy could have kicked himself.

“ London, maybe?™

“That's right!” assented Fishy.

“Thought so. Here's what I wanted
vou for, then, Half a mile farther on
take the loft fork, It's & new by-pass
rosdd purposcly for heavy trafie. Saves
vou & matter of four miles, it does.
You'd have found the old road closed
against you—sect"

“I—=I guess I see!™ gasped Fisher T,
Fish.

Wharton came out the next moment,
the fellows clambered on board, and then
thoy were off again for Stamfaord Bridge,
with a wave of the hand for the friﬂnsly
constable, and the stolen bus still free.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Desperate Baitle !

HEE-EE-EKP |
P The L.C.C. boys' skipper was a
sturdy, freckled juutﬁ named
Clewes, and from the beginniug

. Clewes found himself taken affec-
tionately to the bosom of the erowd in
consequence as " Sexton Blake,™

Clewes won the toss, elected to kick
with the wind, and then mext moment,
as the whistle shrilled out, the great
game Wes iR progress.

After Fishy's misunderstanding with
the shop-window, all sail had hastily
had to be clapped on, so to speak, and
the Greyiriars” party had arrived at
Stamiord Bridge with only ten minutes
to spare. As the gate-monuey was entirely
for the London hospitals, and a big
crowd was expected, in consequence, the
Chelsea  divectors had  willingly con-
sented to the use of their ground.

While Fishy went off with Bunter to
garage the bus, the Remove eleven pro-
ceeded hurriedly in the direction of the
]f‘vl ers' quarters to change, and their
ollowers from the Remove sought tho

turnstiles. ' They were [ortunate in
sceuring front scats. f

“By Jovel” ejaculated Ogilvy,
glancing round the ground. ".I.g BaY,

there's a tidy crowd here!"

Rake sat pext to him,
nodded.

“If we could be sure of & crowd this
size, it wouldn't be at all & bad wheezo
running & footer match at Greyfriars to
pay for that blessed window!™ he mur-
mured, with a slow grin.

The pastrycook had cstimated that the
damage to his shop-front could net
possibly be repaired under fifty pounds,
and probably it might cost oven moro
than that.

Fifty pounds! Mere mention of it was
sufficient to bring a serious expression
to the fece of the most thoughtless and
carefree. For—which was- what Rake
really meant—fifty pounds was a sum
that was going to take some finding.

There, however, it stood; it was use-
less erying over spilt milk. And in the
dressing-rooms, while they changed,
Wharton was busy urging upon his team
the necessity of dismisting the matter
completely from their minds.

Every minute for the next hour the
whole of their attention would_have to
be upon the work in hand. For, con-
cerning theb representative eleven from
the L.U.C. elementary schools, news had
filtered through to Greyiriars—news
which whispered of & wonderful
roputation.

And in the first miuute it was
abundantly evident that the L:C.C. teaur
knew its game,

Clewes’ inside man was a fair-haired
yvouth named Travers. Clewes socured
tha ball neatly from the kick-off, tapped
it along to Travers, and then all at aonce
the L.C.C. forwards were racing down
the field, feinting and dodging, passing
and repassing, in a style worthy of pro-
fessionals, ;

It was done so neatly, so quickly, that
no one In the crowd quite understood
how it &ll happened. Onoe moment the
referce’s whistle had shrilled out, and
in the next Greyfriars' doughty half-
back line wes left helplessly behind liko
fage, while, ball at his feet, Clewes was
pelting along as if nothing on earth
could ever stop him. Brown, st back,
rushed desperately in to angi::gu his man,
but Clewes alip};«ed roynd him with an
adroitness that left

and Rake

the New Zealander

gasping in amazemant. |
en, with only Bulstrode before him
Tue MagxeT EY.=No.
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to beat, the T.C.C. ceotre-forward
essayed a shot, long and low.

[ ]

T!E:ap fellows in the stand doubted
whether Bulstrode even saw if.
Bulstrode did, then he was beaten all
the way. Of gotting down to it in time
there was never an earthly chance, and
next moment from all round the donsely
packed ground there rose from thousands
of schoolboy throats the jubilant, jovous
ory

“Cioal!” )

Goal it was, and that, too, witlin vwo
minutes of the start.

“My only bleszed Aunt Boazdiccat”
groaned Bob Cherry. * One down! This
i a lively beginning, and no mistake!”

Wharton himself said nothing, know-
ing full well that the team necded vo
word,. Whatever had been amiss—
whether it was that the fellows had un-
consciously allowed to rise up in thewr
minds the grim spectre of thai huge
bill that presently would lLave to be
met: or whether their thoughts bad
strayed to schomes of dark revenge upon
the author of all their troubles, Fisher
Tarlcton Fish — whatever distburbing
thing it might have been would, whon
tha two teams lined up again, resolutely
be put upon one side. o

Subsequent events proved his judg-
ment correct.  Play resumed briskly, the
London lads determinedly trying all
thoy knew to press their initial advan.
tage still further,

ut now, gradually, ther were dis-
covering themselves up against very
muach sterner muterial; jndeed, 1t was
every bit as if a totally diffcrent team
had taken the feld.

That early goal against Greyfriars had

roduced of itself an effect that to tho

ondoners was almost magical.

Presently the ball was hustled upfield
again in the direction of the Greyfriars
citadel, and then Travers, the L.C.C.
ingide-left, essayed a sole attack after
the manner of hiz leader’'s example.

But thiz time Johnny Bull, at right-
back, was ready; Travers had not quite
the adroit elusivenecss of his captain,
with the result that Johnny Bull quickly
robbed him of posscssion. Then Johnny
sent the leathor soaring away down-
field, and Squiff, in the forward line,
gained eSS0,

Squiff tapped the ball out to Verron-
Smith on the wing, and at onco the
fleet Bounder was away with it into
enemy  teroitory, past the opposin
winger, and clean through the halt-
backs. MNext moment the romainder of
Greyiciars' forwards woro up with bun.

Lucky it was, too, for the Bounder had
almost lost possession to Noble, the
L.C.C. left-back, and only mnarrowly
managed in the very mick of time Lo
clear and centre. Wharton camne rush-
ing up, and, taking the ball beautifully
in his stride, the Greylriars captain
dashed on with it.

There wont up then on all hands a
sohbing, appealing roar. The L.C.Cs
supporters saw what was_happening, and
their hearts were heavy in them,

“Mac! Mac¢!” roac the ery, *“0Oh,
look out, man!"

And McManus, the goalie, was in need
ol warning.

For Wharton, tricking him across to
one side of the goal, 1nstead of shooting
limg flashed the ball instantly across to

nky.

An old trick, 1t was, but pue that had
stood the Greyfriars Remove in good
stead many a time, and now once again
it came off.

Inky rushed up, fastening upon the
wlizzing leather- with the spring of a
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tiger, and ther next instant it Hazhed
again from his foot, siraight and true

towards an open goul,

Just too i;am did it dawn upon
McManus how ngatly he had been
blutfed. He come rushing out and

shaped to save, but the meove was -
effeetual, and then next moment, when
he was scen to be gazing ruefully at tho
back of the net, there rose up another
frantic shout :

“Goal 1V

As that yell went up with a will e
every side of them, the faces of the
Greyfriars fellows in the stand flushed
with pleasure, They were real sports-
mon, the apectators from the LOC.C.
elementary schools, who, even though it
might be notched against themselves,
could cheer a good goal.

T 0h, stont man, Inky!" chortled Bob
Cherry jovfully, capping Inky vpon the
shoulder.  “0One all! Play up, ye
cripples, we're coming on !

"'gm dusky nabeb prinned breathlessls

with a flash of white tecth, and shook &

his head.

“Bay not so, my ridiculous chom ! he
demurred.  “The esteemed passfulness
Was tﬂ{lhniu, and the absurd goal really
boelonghully the worthy Wharton's.”

From the kick-off ngain both teams
went fo it hammer-and-tongs, each cager
to increazo their ene geal. The L.CLLL
lads were as full of tricks as monkeys,
and for fve desperate minates afuer
Grreyiriary' equaliser the Remove was
literally penned up in its own half, with
every man of them on the defensive to
save the citadel,

Then Mark Linley, the Lancashive
lad, at half-back, seeing an opportunity,
put the leather across to Hgquiff. Squift
got clear awav with it, though he was
stopped before getting far, but play had
been transferred once more to nud-
field, and Bulstrode in his goal Lreathed
again,

The game was thirty minules eoach
way, and just betore half-time, when the

referec  was  givin little  tentative
glances to hizs wateh, the L.C.C. for-
wards succecded in another break-
through.

Clewes 1t was  again who led the
attack, and for all the notice the

Londoners took of it, the Greviriars
half-back line might have been pgirls
playing ring-a-ring-a-roses,

As well might the line have beon non-
existont.  The London lads swept
through with & dazzling rush that was
irresistible, passing and repassing. Re-
aistance  was  well-nigh  futile. Bull
ricshed in to siem the tide, and Brown,
both to be swept unceremoniously aside.

There was only Bulstrode to beat
then. DBulstrode, acting with the guick-
neas of despair, dashed out and threw
himself headlong upon the ball '

He rose from amongst the wildly
kicking feel, gasping. I'rom the stand
he looked like o swimnmwr coming up
after a dive. But in hizs hands when
he broke surface Buolstrode held the
leathor, and he was shaping to boot it
downfield,

Then, in the whiring conflict, =ame-
how Bulstrode miskicked. Instead of
sopring safely to midbeld, the ball
-:imi)ped fechbly not six vards off, Johnny
Bull was racing for it, but Travers, the
L.COL.C. inside-loff, gol there first and
sorured posseysion.

Travers' pause before slamming it
nceross to Baxtor at inside-right was but
momentary; and then Baxter  had re-
turned it to Clewes, and Clewes was
bearing down upon goal !

What happened next Bulstrode never
really saw.. Before ho way able to get
back to defend the leather Lind whizzed
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in from Clewes' hefty foot like the shell
from a gun, and was reposing in the
net.

There was another roar then:

“laoal!”

And following hard upon it shrilled
the whistlo for halt-time.

Greyiriavs was & goal in arrcars!

Durmg tnat first hait the L.C.C. boys
had received trom the wind a good deal
of help. And whon the rival tcams ran
out to line up again atter the interval,
it was to find tne wind changed com.

letely round, still blowing agaiust Grey
Jfriars.

*Well, iny only hat!” sjaculated Bob

erry in great astonishiaent. I say,
how did you come to know what the

wind would be doing, you awful
bounders? Inside informution, or some-
thing

Clewes voucheafed no reply, only grin-
ning bappily, With the score standing
at 8—1, and & broeze still behind his
back, Clewes could well afford that
vin.

With the resumption, il seemed ns
though Greyfriars hit a ctreak of bad
lack., For, on top of that unfortunato
veering round of the wind., within the
first five minutes Johnuy Bull was
kicked aceidentally upon the ankle, and
had to retire, thus leaving Greyiriars
with only one back.

Excepting that solitary  incident,
which occurind during a Lerce attack
upon goal, nothing very scnsational of
all was accomplished in the first [ftoon
minutes by either team. But Greyiriars.
though with but ten men, was now
indubitably the better side. The
London lads bad made thoe mistake of
expending toe much of their energy
upon that gruclling first half.

But, for all that, the Greviriars for:
wards still could not find their shooting-
boots: and every time the L.C.C.
attacked the absence of Johngy
Bull proved a sore loss.  Bulstrode
alone among the whole Remove could
have withstood that fierce bombard.
ment of shots that rained in upon him
from all angles.

Then, with ten minutes to go, the
fickle breeze again suddenly changed
direction completely,  And with thar
chauging of the wind rose the spirits of
the (fmyiriara men. LTen minutes to go
—ten short minutes in which to winc
out defeat.

It was Nugent who broke through

ficst, with a splendid opportunity which
Mark Linloy dropped down right at his
toes. Then he made a quick, confident.
pass across to Bquiff. Squiff took it
along as far as he was able, and then
switched out to Vernon-Smith.
. They swept on uplield, and right
througl, with a rush that was unde-
niable, & forward movement against
which nothing could stand. The whole
line was working topether in combina-
tion, with the halves following up nicely
behind.

&]JUHE had the ball again, and a fow
yards [rom goal he paused, swinging it
suddenly and unaxzpectedly across to
Frauk Nugent. Wugent collected it up
in his stride, and the shot Nougent fired
in was truly terrific.

Whizzzzrz! ;

1t touched the tips of MeManus' oul-
stritehed fingers, and then the rigging
was seen (o ﬁu quivering spasmodieally.
and next moment, a ruaful axpression
upon hiz countenance, McManus was
bending to recover the ball from the
back of the net. H I

Two goals each and just four minutes
to go!

The crowd nearly went erazy.

“Goal!” they roared again.

“Hurrah !"
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With ie front wheels of the motor van not two vards from him Fisher T. Fish scooped up the child and sprang for safety.
The nearside mudguard caught him as he leapt, however, and flung him headlong to the pavement.
queer, muddled heap, right at the feet pf Dr. Locke !

He landed there In a

(See Chapter 12.)

*Played, siri™

“Lome along, Bexton Blake !

“Two alll™ said Wharton as thoy
sprinted breathlezsly back to the contre.
“{z00d man, Franky! Can we do it, do
you think, you chaps "

e it?" ejaculated the DBounder
blankly. “Rather! That's what we've

.. vomie hers for, I thought!™

And “do it ” Greyfriars did, and that
within one’ minute of time. It was
auother brilliant combination movement
downficld, with the halves behind leed-
ing. And it was Harry Whartan whae
~ brought it off for them, with a truly
terrilic shot which left the L.C.C.
custodian bhinking in dismay.

Phee-ce-eep! .

The final whistle and the roaring
acclamation of the erowd burst out
sitnultancously. :

Then 1t was over, and, with 3—2,
Gireyfriars had wonl

e e

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

The Hero !
HI 2AY. vou know, yvou never told
ne
No rdply.

“You might have let a chap
inke it 1™
8111l no :rnp'ff.
“Why, until old Nugent let on just
now T never knew a blessed word!™
hinished William George Bunter indig-

nantly--his third desperate attempt to

ndnee o hearing.

It was o smart little restanrant upin
ithe Wesi End, to which the Remove
had procecded for luncheon.

Visher Tarleton Fish, locating an

obscure table in a corner, had seated
himself away from the rest of the
follows; and then Bunter had rolled
affably after him, drawing up a chair
for himself, and plumping down his fat
person.

The thin, hatchet featurcs of Fisher
T. Fish had besh hidden, bowed in his
hands: but now, as Bunter spoke again
m a.EEnim:! voice, he looked up slowly.

£ FEN) A
- “I was saying, gld chap, that you
m{(p‘:ht have mentioned 1617 :

Den't ‘old chap® me!” greanted
Fishy erossly. ™ And what might I have
mentioned, . you fat elam

Eunnter looked injured,

“0h, really, Fishy!? he protested.
“ Ahont the hus, I mean. You've gone
and sold it to the fellows! I've enly
just heard, from Nugent.”

“Waal, and what ahout that?"

“I—I wasz just wondering. Buppose
they knew what we two know, eh, old
chan? He, he, he! About it being
pinched——"

“8Bhut vp, you fat—>"

Funter grinnod knowingly.

The astute American business man
looked far from happy. Fishy was
sitting with his elbows on the tablecloth
and his chin pronped up moodily, gazing
into vacancy with gloomy eyes.

After the match Fishy had demurred
about going into the City at all, arging
instead a guick return to Grevfriars
But several of tho fellows had furned
uponr him with rather curimis exnroes-
#siong, and so, in order to ull suspicion,
there had been no alternative but to
crank up and fall in hastily with the
plans of the majority. !

That, however, was not the half of it
—not yet the worst, -Tmmediately after

lunch, now that they themselves owned
the means of transit, the Bemove werae
unanimously decided upon making an
afternoon of it, touring the sights,

Fishy hed been allowed ne say in the
matter at all, and, sitting at his solitary
table in & moral blue funk, he tried to
puzzle out for himself some way of
ascape.

It could only be, as he now realised.
because he had painted up the bus, and
Ellnh&ﬂ it a new colour, that the blow

ad not already fallen.

Sconer or later, somewhere or other
in the City, they were bound to be
spotted. Fach policeconstable he had
secn along the road from Stamford
Bridge Fishy had approached in a con-
dition bordering upon terror, And now,
with this gm}'cct. with this absurd run-
ning round London—why, deteclion was
imevitable., It was asking for it.

Whichever way he locked at the
matter there was no alternative. That
cunming move by which he had
“planted ' the bus on the Form had
recolled now inon his own head. He
had sold out to the Remove, and now the
word of the Remnove was law, and there
wonld be no shirking it for him,
i lesg——m-

There did exist an avenue of escape,
e realised—just one way out. fie
solitary alternative was no less than to
approach Wharton and the fellows, con-
fessing his miserable duplicity.

Anf that course Fishy rejeclied on the
instant, without consideration,

“"Well, what aro we having, old
chan?” DBunter's plaintive voice broke
in again upon his thoughts insistently.
Evidently the Owl was hungry.
“Thaere's turtle soup, roast beef, and—

THE MAGKET LIRRARY.—No. 995,
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and a lot of silly rot, all written in
bl French, or something. BA&Y,
&1 e I tall 'em to trot out the tarts,
old fellow—what "

“You fat gurmn.ndissr B

““Well, I like that! I'm jolly peckish,
I can tell you! If this is the way you
~treat me 1 shall go straight away across
and grub at Wharton's table. 8o there!”

** Nothing to stay you, I reckon!™

Across “Bunter's face there flitted for
one second a black scowl.

“All right!” he muttered pointedly.
“] wonder what Wharton'd say il s
conscientious.chap happened to give him
&g tip about the bus we've been riding

ut in" all -day having' been pinched?
Anyway, I'll ind out.”
ter threaded his way smong the
tables until the watching Fishy saw him
pause before that at which the Remove
oaptain and his chums sat. The Remove
ca?tim laid down his knife and fork.

*Oh, Jerusalem crickets!” groaned
ihe business man of the Remove then, in
anguish of ai':itii_a. “Oh, the fat black-

tler ! I—& reckon he got my dander

%  Gee, I Bl‘ixlpaa I'll - make potato-
shavings of him over this., Oh,
crumbs '
" That lest pxclamation was called forth
by the fact that tho Remove captein
had rigen, and ‘'was starting to pick his
WAy across.

At Wharten's heels came Bob Cherry
and the Bounder, and behind them,
trotting slong in their wake, a satisfed
smirk adorming his fat face, was Bunter
—having lighted the touch-paper, bent,
g0 to spoak, upon seeing the fireworks,
“1 imagine you can guess our business
well encugh,”. Whearton jerked out
curtly, without preliminary. - * This bus
—the bus we've all been using—is stolen

roperty. My hat, you've been at the

vitom of some pretty dubious schemes,
Fishy, but I'd never have believed this
shady. %-anm of vou. Kepowing the bus
il_ﬂl well to have been stolen, you got
rid of it this morning to your ewn Form:.
fellows. Whet's your intention in the
matter ! he finished grimly, giving the
Transatlantic business man & lookr of
uttor contempt.

_Into Fishy’s eyes came a hunted, fur-
tive expression.

“T—1 guess I—" he stuttered hcelp-
lossly.

‘But Wharton had stepped disgustedly
away, and was signelling to the rest of
the Co. Inky, and Jo'ﬁnn Bull, and
Frank Nugent had had a 'ta'{.\'ﬁe to them-
selves. In s few guiet, incisive sentonces
Wharton put the position before thom.

“Well, my hat!™ snorted Johnny
Bull, when the Remove captain was
finishred. ** Why, the whkele Form might

have been run in'” .

There was 8 short, hurried conference,
and  then Wharton stepped forward
again, confronting the miserable Fishy.

“Come on!” he rapped put. “ We've
decided what's to be done. You'ro
going straight round to the garage,
crenking up at once, and then you'ro
driving direct to the nearest police-
station. MNever mind about lunch, My
hat, I couldn’t touch another mouthful
until tho police are notified about this
fool business!™.

Wharton, Cherry, and the Bounder
turned to deal with Fishy. Bob Cherry
grasped an arm, Vernon-Smith teok tho
other, and with Wharton bringing up
the rear, Fishy was marched to the
entrance, and out of the restaurant, an
astonished commissionaire holding open
the brass-bound swing-doors,

~Fishy and his escort sto out on
to the pavement first, while Wharton
used n moment to inguire of the com-
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missionaire the whereabouts of the
police-station. '

Then, hurrying out after them, Whar-
ton beheld:a strange and astonishing

thing.

It ' seemed, suddenly, that Fisher
Tarleton Fish became endowed with
supethuman strength. Bob Cherry, a
veritable tower of strength, was
shouldored daglx'.):ratﬂljr aside by the
weedy Fishy like a fag in the Becond.
Smithy went’ spinning from a charge
in the opposite direction, and then
Fishy was free. Leaping off the pave-
ment, the American junior sprang out
with a ery into the crowded road.

It came 1o Wharton, just for the
moment, that Fishy was escaping—flce-
ing the consequences of his foolishness.
Then, glancing out into the busy
London thoroughfare, Wharton saw.

From the opposite vement had
darted a child, & little girl of about six
years., The first part she had somehow
traversed safely enough, but then, out
in the middle, with ‘streams of. traffic
flowing "by on either side, & plunging
horse in & brewer's dray had caused
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Next Monday's Programme :
“ ROGER OF THE REMOVE ! "

By Frank Richards.

-This story deals with the arrival at
Greyfriars of Mr. Queleh’s nephew
Roger—end Roger is a real coughdrop.
Don’t miss this yarn whatever you do.

i e ey

“THE TRAIL OF ADVENTURE!"
By Lionel Day,

Look out, too, for a long instalmoent
of this fine new serial, chums, also the
next lhterary coffusion from the pen of
the youthful Dicky Nugent. entitled :

*“BACKIKG UP BURLEIGH I "

A strong programme, boys, you will
agrec. Make certain of your MaGwET
by ordering it in advance Cheario, till

next week. .
YTOUR EDITOR.
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her suddenly to take fright, and she had
paused ont there as if turned to stone,
terror-stricken,

Next moment, covering her eyes with
her hands in en agony of fear, she had
turned and was running back again to
regain the pavement, never for one
moment aware of her danger. But
Fishy had seen—Fisher Tarleton Fish
alone of all the passers-by was rushing
to tha child's rescue, for bearing
straight down upon the youngster was &
huge, plunging motor-van.

With the front wheels of the molor-
van not two vards from him, Fisher
T. Fish scooped up the child and sprang
for safetw, The nearside mudgvard
caught him, though, even as he leapt,
pitched him from his feet, and flung
him headlong to the pavement, where
he landed in a queer. muddled heap on
one shoulder, and right at the fect of a
dignified figure.

The shoulder gave an excruciating
twist as he moved, and Fishy ?;upad
with the pain of it, but beforo he fell
back again he locked up into the face
of the gentleman, who now held the
little giﬁo tight in his arms.

It was none other than Dr. Locke!

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
All Serens !

€ R. LOCKE
And behind Dr.

\ Locke,
white - faced and horror -
stricken, Mr. Quelch and

snother gentleman—Dr., Voysey, the

headmaster of Higheliffe.
~ Fisher T. Fish whispered the name
in & voice low with pain, attempting
once more to gain his feet. But, cven
ag Fishy moved, the stabbing pain in
his shoulder grew so intense ngain that
despite himself he eried aloud with the
sheer ago of ik, end then next
moment he fainted clean away. .

“Quick, Quelch, wo must gbtain help
mt onee!” gasped Dr. Locke. *Tele-
phone for a doctor!™

*All right, sir! Leave Fishy to us.™

Wharton and Bob Cherry and the
Bounder had come dashing up “from
ncross the road. . Taking in at one
glatice what had happencd, the startled
juntors picked up Fishy, bearing him
guickly back between them to the
rostaurdnt, while a policeman, who ap-
peared” as if from nowhere, held back
the traffic for them.

Fishy was taken gently to a quiet
privata room, and while l;lmir waited
there for the doctor the commissionsire
busied about, taking rapid charge.

It iranspired he had served for six
ears with the Red Cross, and that

1shy could not possibly have been tem-
porarily in more expert hands everyone
quickly recognised.

For very scon Fishy was sitting up
again, though dazedly, of course, and
with that throbbing pain frem his in-
jured shoulder still intense. But until
the doctor’s arriv theay could do
nothing more; so Wharton, seizing the
opportunity, respectfully drew Dr,

ke aside, asking quietly if he might
speak with him alone,

- A momentary -expression of surprisa
appearcd on the Head's face, but next
moment he spoke kindly.

“Muost cortainly, my boy, il you wish
it. Come, let us go this way."

It was to a vacant table in the restau-
rant that Wharton found himself shen-
herded, and there, [:,)ﬂlunging straightway
into his subject, the Remove captain
proceeded to put Dr. Locke into full
possession of all the facts connected with
the stolen busz, as he knew them, sulp-
pressing only that episode of tho
wrecked shop window, and one or two
other small details which might per-
haps have done Fishy harm.

“PB.bless my soul!” ejaculated Dr.
Locke wealtla'. when Wharton was nearly
ﬁnietl!‘i.ed. Zood—goodness  gracious
me

Perturbation expressed itself in every
line of his face, and then just for one
moment his Hps compressed, so that
Wharton, watching hia brow anxiously,

foared a gathering of the thunder-
clouds. : ;
Dr. Locke wiped his glasses. Slowly

he leaned forward.
“Wharton——-" And then he paused,
“Really, I hardly know what to say

to you. We were aware—Mr. Quelel
and I, that is—that ou had this
amnibuz. When the acoident occurred,

it may be well to state, we wero oven
then upon our way to demand an ox.
planation.”

“ You—you were coming—here? You
knew gbout it all the time, sir?”

“Not all the time. Following the
conference, we were spending two or -
threo days here in town at Dr. Voysey's
invitation. Dr. Voysey has a house
here, and tho dear child Fish so bravely
rescued is his little niece. We had
naturally been to Stamford Bridge this

(Continded on puye 328,



A GRAND WNEW STORY OF THRILLING MYSTERY AND ADVENTURE.

BEGIN IT NOW!

ADPDOGIN A THOUSANXD !
kis aqastgy of vuffices.

THE TRAIL OF ADVENTURE!

Squall Comes Out Strong !

HE light from an electric torch lit
up the entrance to the cave.
Jack, rising, still holding Squall
by the collar, drew [urther back

into the recesses of the cave. He found
he could stand up now, and that even
when le stretched out his hand he could
not touch the roof above his head,

“Now, then, you dratted kid, come
out of that!” a voice shouted. “It'll
only be the worse for you if you don't.
You've given Black Michael enough
trouble to-might already, and unless you
want him to skig you alive, you'd
better throw in your hand.”

Jack could feel S8quall straining at his
collar.  He ‘whispered to the dog to lie
down, and . instantly the animal
crouched at his feeb,

Now that beam of light appeared in
the entrance itself. Somebody was
coming in, crawling on his hands and
knees.  The beam of light lit up the
roof of the cave, and then, as the man
crawled to a spot where he could rise
Eﬂ his knees, 1t fell upon Jack Horner's

B,

A stream of foul oaths fell from the
man’'s qula. He glared at Jack like
soma wild animal. In the shadow the
boy had a vision of a ferocious criminal
face that he was certain he had never
sec1 before.

“*Sou come along and take what's
connng to you, you dratted kid, Don't
stand thero when I speak to you, bat
get & move on, or I'll lan the hide off
,}'Uu-“

Jack never moved. The man came
nearer. As if desirous of keeping the
hay in view, in case he might disappear,
‘he never allowed the light from his
torch 1o wander from Jack's face. But
that illomination never touched the
living mass of fur that lay erouched on
the dried bracken, nor found those eyes
that watched the man's eovery move-
mént,

Nearer and nearer drew the man.
Now bhe conld stand erect. Jack saw
ihat in his left hand he carricd a heavy
stick. Ewven as he noticed this the man
raizeed his arm. Jack pressed lLimself

closer against the wall, and in doing so
relegsed his hold of Bquall's collar.

Without a sound, the great dog rose
io Lis fect. Grﬂuchin%’ back against his
master's body, he gathered himself for
& leap. And now for the first time the
man realised that the boy was not
alone; and even as he made that dis
covery Squall leapt,

High sinto the air he leapt, almost
perpendicularly. His four paws struck
the man’s body, and at the same
moment his jaws, guided by some
instinct that had come down to him from
the days of the wolf-pack, gripped at
the man’s throat. here was =a
smothoered ery and the thud of the man
falling on the dried bracken; the clatter
of the electrie torch as it dropped from
hiz limp hand.

Jack made a soft, ¢lacking noise with
hiz tongue against the roof of his mouth.
Ohediently Sguall turned and came
eringing ‘back to his side. From out-
side came the sound of the second man's

YOI :
dratted kid,

“AIn't got the
It flashed through Jack’s mind that

sou
Curly ™ ;

- F—

WHO'S WHO IN THE STORY.

JACH HORNER, o slocky youlngsler of fourteen,
orphined by the Great 'f?u::r. t& given into the
eare of his unele,

GEQRGE PARKER, known loeally ag ** Mean-
ag-Med Parvker” twho freats the lnd s0
trulally tfat Joack rezsolves o rin away from
Nane's Farme.  Together with his faithful
wolf-dog, Serudl, Jack flies from the honse,

BLACK MICHAEL, o mysterions individvael,
visits George Parker and offers him the sum
af four hupdred pownds of he will deliver
Soack imfo hix favds, In the course of
Barguineing i€ franspires that Joaek is keir o
i title a@ord eslates which will anfomalieally
go to Black Alichael ghould Jack Horner
die, and the seoundrelly Bluck Michoel
meaha to enlerit fhe Lille and properiy.
Kuowing nothing of these things, Jack iz
trudging deroas the Cumberland moundeing

n e espics a8 number of men wha
mppear (0 be frocking him,. This i85 mode
eir o few woments later, nnd Jack, in
despieralion, seels refuge v g eave, IHis
pursuers, agents of Black M ichuel, reach the
clire witd, terrified, Jack hears one af them

erefuim delightedly ;
** Look here, Curly !
kics fridden himeelf ¥
(Now read on,)

Thiz & sriere e

Without Squall youngg Jaclk Hovper wonld ave fallen an eazy prey to Black Michael and
But Squall fiasn’t ¢ stvain of the wolf in him foy notiing !

By
LIONEL DAY.

that man outside the cave could pra
vent his escape, cyen: with Squall g
help him. . 80 narrow was the entrance
that anyone crawling  down it—human
being or apimal-could be sturmed by
the person waiting outside. The man
could keep him there a prisoner until
the others came up. But if he could
be lured into the cave—

Jack leaned forward, and, picking up
the torch switched off its light. Then
he taok a deep breath and made & great
and hercic attompt to imitate the voi
of Curly. :

It was not a grest success, for Jack's
voice was only just beginning to erack,
and the strange accent was quite beyond
him. But the muffled sound of the cave
helped  him, condealing from the other
the trick that was being played.

“"Give a hand "ere, will you? he ex-
claimed,

Thero was a grunt of irritation, fo!-
lowed by the sound of somebody’s body
slipping aéross the rocky floor of the
enirance..

“Hang you, ﬂurlj't _
turn aon that blamed light s0 as a bloke
can sco what he's doing? I've just
banged my blessed head against the
roof."

Jack held his breath. He couldn't zee
what was happening, but he could judge
by his semse of hearing the man's
approach. The sound of his fngers,
slipping on the rocky walls, told him
just wgut he wanted to know. Then
suddenly from the darkness came ‘an
exclamation of amazement. The man'a
foot had struck the prosttate figure of
his .comrada.

“ Lumme, Curly, wha's this bloke, and
where's the blamed kid?1”

“The kid's hera!” Jack exclaimed, in
his ordinary, rather squeaky voico; and
Tp }h’f spoke he switched on the electric
tzht.

It lit up the amared and astonished
face of a tall, burly man, whe wore a
handkerchief tied round his neck.

“Seize him, Squalll”

Almost as Jack uttered the words the
wolf dog made his leep.

Theore was a cry of terror—a moment's
strup:fia, and then a crash and a
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gurgling sob of pain. Jack stumbled
forward. By the light of the torch he
could see the figures of the two men
lving ou <he ground. DBlood was flow-
ini from their necks, and for & moment
a horror seized upon tho boy that they
were dead; but their groans and their
muttered curses reassured him on this
point. It was time to bo going.

Calling Squall after him, he dropped
on his hands and knees and crept out of
the cave. The moon had sunk low, and
all was darkness there. He listened.
Save for the murmur of the mountain
stream everything was very still. A
curious sense of triumph filled his hearct,
He had faced two of his pursuers and
escaped from them. He would escape
from the others. Down there at the end
of the ravine was the road he was seek-
ing.
“Come on, Squall!” he whispered.

But now ho had ¢come to the most dif-
fitult part of his journey. Had he kept
to the heathery slope above the ravine
he could have covered the distance in
less than an hour; but in that boulder
strewn bed, in the almost impenetrable
blackness, progress was extromely diffi-
cult. He was always stumbling over the
rocks or slipping into the water. At
last he found that the easiest way of get-
tins; along was to hold Squall’s eéollar
and allow the dog to lead him, for he
seemed to find ne inconvenience from
the darkness,

That nightmare scramble seemod to
last an . eternity. He was so sore,
bruised, and weary, that he thought
once more of lying down and resting,
when the sight of the road, only a hun-
dred yords away, met his gaze. He had
won through at last. Escaping from the
bed of the ravine, he Erossed g level
stretch of coarse grass and gained the
edge of the road.

There was a ditch there, and though
he was confident that he had eluded his
purzuers, he took the precaution of
hiding himsell in it. With his head just
above the bank, he scanned the road for
the sight of any molor-car, intending
to bep a lift.

Ton minutes went by.
graniue drowsy. He leaned more

eavily on the bank. And then all
desire for slesp was banished from his
mind. Buddenly, quite close to him, he
heard voices—ea man's voice—a harsh,
bitter voice but none the loss cultured.

“He must be somewhere round here.

He felt himself

We can't have missed him. Where aro
Curly and Ben?”
Jack crouched down in the ditch.

Somchow that voice had the powey to
make his flesh creep and to chill the
bleod in his veins. He remembered the
neme Curly had used—Black Michael.
Could this be Black Michael, and, if zo,
why was he pursuing him like this?

“Cuely and Ben went down that there
blessed ravine, guv'nor. Wo followed
‘ent, but we ain't seen anything of ‘em.
The kid was along there, too, 'cos you
trwidifee the marks of his hoots on the
LTRSS,

There was silence for & moment, and
then that cold, terrifying voice spoke
aguit,

“Beatter along the road and see if
vou can find him. I'll stay here. Give
me the call if yvou see him.”

The boy heard footsteps retreating
along the road. Then again all was
stillness. He raised his head cautiously
and looked out. He saw a tall, shadowy
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his

figure standing with folded -arms some
thirty yards away. He glimpsed & long,
white, thin face, that in the darkness
was almost like a mask. And then his
alttantinn was attracted by something
ClEa.

A car was coming along the road. He
could hear the noise of its wheels by
putting his ear to the ground. Now its
headlights appearcd in the distance.
Jack saw that watchi figura draw
back into the cover of a bush. The car
was drawing nearer. It was a big lorry,
he saw, travelling at abouf fifteen miiles
an hour, If only he could reach it and
swing himself in at the back! But
there was that watching figure behind
the bush!

Jack pulled himself together. The
risk must be taken. He crept out ol
the ditech and lay face downwards on the
grass at the edge of the road, Squall
crouched comfortingly by his side. The
lorry drew nearer, He could sce now,
with a feoling of intense satisfaction
that 1t was not closed at the back—that
the tailboard had been lowered. He

raised himself cautiously on his hands |

and knees. As the cumbersome vehicle
drew level with him bhe leapt forward,
snatched at the tailboard, was mrrl‘cd
off his feet for & moment, and then, with
a last effort of his expiring strength,
managed to pull himself aboard,

Out of the night came a shout, fol-
lowed by a shrill whistle. That dark
shadow had slipped from behind the
covor of the bush. Black Michael was
dashing after the retreating lorry. And
then suddenly Jack saw hum halt,

Standing there in the middle of the
road, his white fangs glistening, was
the woll dog barring his way, znldinp;
the road so that his master might escapo.

Old Bill !

T the sight of Bquall standing
there with bristling ruff and
bhared fangs, holding the road,
Jack forgot all

terrors. He had fled from his uncle's
house because Squall had been marked
for execution. To save the dog he
loved o dearly from the hangman's ro
ho had eut himself adrift from the only
home he really remembered. And now
the lorry, at its steady pace of hfteen
miles an hour, was carrying him away
from Bguall.

He glanced over his shoulder. The
lorry was piled high with barrels, which
acted as a eomplete soreen between him-
self and the driver. Hiz presence on
the vehicle was, so far, undetecied. But
if he shouted or mede a noise he might
be discoverad, and the chances were that
the driver would stop the lorry and cject

|1,

But he couldn't leave Squall behind.
He must run the risk of being dis-
covered, DPutting his fingers to his lips,
he gave one shrill whistle.

The wolf dog, at that very moment in
the act of springing, twisted round, and,
with neck stretched out, began to race
after the lorry. At the same moment
Jack became aware of twe ‘men who
had sprung from the side of the road,
evidently bent wpon boarding the lorry.
The red tfail light lit up for a moment
their evil, crime-stained faces. He
shrank back among the easks and barrels,
One of the men, running at the top of
speed, had succeeded in grasping the
edge of the tailboard. ow he had
lifted his feet from the road, and was
in the act of swinging himself up to

his personal.

the boy's side when a long, furry body
launched itself through the air and
dropped softly on the floor of the lorry. -

Squadl had arrived, and in an instant
he seemed to detect the daunger that
threatened his master, Twisting round,
he made one snap at the man who was
scrambling on board.

The sudden a.wingi-lﬂf the lorry, as it
took a bend in the road, made the
animal miss his mark, but the cffect of
his attompt was quite sufficient. The
man released his hold of the tailboard
and let himself drop back into the dust
of tho road. For a moment Jack could
hear, the voice of Black Michael, eursing
and shrieking, goading his followers on.
Other men spriang out of the darkness
and tried to soize the tailboard, to draw
back instantly at the sight of those
white fangs and those reg eves, 'Then
the: road sloped steeply; the lorry

athered speed; a minute more and

Hack Michael and his gang had been
left far behind,

Jack drew in a breath, end, putting
out one hand, pulled Squall towards

im. They I".*ms-l escaped ]  After that
long, wearisome fight across the hilis
he had gained his objective. He was
on & motor travelling southwards, away
from Dane's Farm and the cruelty of
his uncle and aunt,

“Good old Squall!”™ he whispered.
* Lie down, therc's a good dog! Wo're
safo now.”

_ Bquall dropped down by his side, lick
ing -the boy's hand, regarding him
with an expression which seemed to say :
“If there's a.nﬁrthing alze you'd like me
to do let me know, won't youi" Jack
curled himself up by the dog's side, and,
E:tting his lips to the animal'z ear,
gan to whisper to him.

"1 don't understand 1t at sll, Squall!
] expected uncle to follow me, and per-
haps some of the hands from the farms
around, but these pnuE'[e who tried hard
to catch us, they don’t come from this
part of the world, and I can't think why
they wanted us. t man, Black
Michael! It's a beast of a name, isn't
it? And the chaps with him—I"ve never
seen such people before. Horrible brutes,
they look !

ut even hiz intenze curiosity with
rogard to Black Michael and his gang
was not proof against his utter weari-
ness. He yawned.

“Oh, Squall, I'm so tired, and so
hungry ! he whispered. "I must slueﬁ.”

There was a sort of little bay in the
serried ranks of these casks which com-
posed the lﬂrgc‘*iy's CAT Inte this Jack
crept and laid himself down, using his
bundle az a pilow. Squall stretched
himself over his master’s legs, and with
that living blanket to Iy eover him
Jack [ell very warm and snug.

e un:l-mglll:, Squall!”  he said
drowsily. "I wonder where we shall
ba when we wake up.™

He was asleep almost in an instanl.
He was awakened by a violent jerk and
the sudden stopping of the lorry. Ho
started up, rubbing his eyes. Tﬁ& first
thing he noticed was that it was bhroad
daylight, and that the sun had climbed
a considerable way up the heavens. It
must be already after soven, heo decided.
But where were they? :

It must have been about one when he
had boarded the lorry, and it was now
between seven and eight. They must
have covered something over a hundred
miles—unless, of course, the lorry had
travelled faster with the coming of the
dawn. He tried to rceall fragments
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of his geography to decido just where-
abouts they might be. Assuming they
had trawelled south,- it would be-somnc-
where in the Midlands.

* But the sudden movement of the lorry
?nin'm&ﬂﬂ him abandon these attempta
of turning what he had learnt at school
to practical use. They were passing
through some gates, and, peenng out,
ha could see o vast yard, piled high with
goods,

Clearly, they had reached the end of
their journey. It was time to be gomg.
Jack would like to have 'spoken to the
driver had not the thought fashed inkto
his mind that the man might subse-
guently come into touch twith his uncle.
No elues must be left behind for Mean-
as-Mud Parker to [ollow.

Touching Squall’s head, Jack erept
from his hiding-place, and, very stiff and
sore, dropped to the ground. The next
moment, with &zlunll tollowing him like
a shadow, he had slipped behind a great

ile of cargo, where IEE lay hidden, Then
v heard the driver call out:

“ Anybody alongside for the Norihern
Cement Company ¥ :

There was silence for a moment, and
then the loudest voice Jack had ever
heard answered him. -

“"Garn! Anybody alongside! Why,
I ought to have been under way this
five hours. Wotcher been doing with
that little lot that you've. been so long
on the roadi™

Standing up and peering over the edge
of a crate, Jack saw a figure rise, as
. if from some subterranean region. It
wag the figure of a man, with a big, sun-
burnt moon face, =et off by ginger
whiskers and a pointed -bhéard, -“Ha was
wearing o bhie jersey, and even as Jack
watched him he scemiod to grow ilalor

and taller.

“Hallo! Bo it"s old Pill, 15 it the
driver shouted cheerily. ‘*Sorry to have
kept yon, Bill. but I've done the bettor
part of two hundred miles during the
wight. Sholl I-back her alongside?”

“You don't think I'm going to carry
the bloounng stufl from there, do you'?
What you take me for—a district mes-
senger boy 17

Ha cortainly looked as undike a distriet
messenger bov as anybody -could look.
Now ihat Jack conld sea him at his full
height he appeavad to be nearly six
fect three, and of a bulk and breadth
in proparbion,

“Little bit peeved thiz mormng, ain't
vou, Bill?” thd lorry driver exclaimed.

“Well, what would vou feel like if
one of them bloomin® buifys snenked past
yor in the might? If only you had boeen
mn time with your cargo 1'd have kept
abecad of him all the way down to Bront-
ford and spoiled his nasty, eily-smellin’
gamc for lom,” ;

What were they talking about, Jack
wondered ! What on  carth was a
‘““hutty,” and why did this moon-faced,
ginger-whiskered giant have such an
objection to it? e was so curious that
he almost Torgot how hungry he was.

Tho driver mancuvred -the lorzy
across the vard and then backed it out
of view. Jack felt he must know what
“waz going on. Scrombling over the
hoxes and erates, he at last reached o
point where he eonld see what he wanted
ta oo I[Te Thaltad, np’envmuut.l]ud.
There, stretehing along his immediate
front, was a long, cool,.blue channel of
water, and inmmediately below him,
fosting on the bosom of that channel,
was a boat, that looked as if it had comoe
out of a cirens, so covercd was it with
green and gold paint, that glistencd in
+he sunlight.

Now he wnderstood ‘why Bill had
speqned to grow sa steangely. o answore
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to the driver’s call ‘he had been aseend-
ing slowly the plank that stretehed from
the deck of the boat to the high badk
above. He was vow standing on the tow-
path of the canal with the lorry backed
close to the edge. '
Y Mother ! he bawled.
hand here, will vou$"™

From a little cabin in the stern of tha
boat a tall, rosy-f woman, with a
red handkerchief tied about her head,
appeared. i

“Ain’t you going to have your hreak:
fast first,” Bill 7"

“ Business before pleasure, missus, as
the ‘angman said in reply to the same
observation on the morning when he was
going to turn a bloke off. We'll get this
lat stowed away in no time, old girl 1™

_ The woman ascended the plank, while
the man jumped on board and began to
romove the hatches from the hold: Thia
done, he desconded into the hold, and the
task of transferring the cargo from the
lorry to the monkey-boat began. It

“Tend us a

was interrupted by occasional inquiries

from below, _
“What do you make that, my lad?¥

A GOOD TIP TO CURE
THE “PIP!”

FATHER : " Well, son, you're qu-l-:ini jolly
bucked with life these days.

SOM: " [ am buocked, dad. A chap at school
put me eon to the " Gem '—the best
turn he could have done me=—and ['ve
never felt down in the mouth since.”

FATHER : " The " Gem ~—Hum ! I must
say, though, vou are locking heaps
brighter. o
* Gem " you're talking about.

SON (reluctantly handing over -his favourite
iy n't be long with it, dad. _

" paper}:

FATHEE: "1 won't be lonz, my lad.”

He crosses to the armchair an
to  Tead. wo hours later

EgInG
voung

irying to add up the figures he had
abtained from_ the lorry driver.

“Mother, I ecan’'t get this heve
straight,” 'h-e exclaimed, scratching his
head. “It's these dratted pounds that do
e, How many do you think to &
quarler? I've gone and last that bit of
paper whére I had it written dotwn !

“Love us, Bill! How do T knowi"
s wife exclaimed. “*YWhy doii't you
ask the lock-keeper 7"

“What? And have himi making a
zong about it all up and dewn the canal

-a3 old Bill Bowker dunmo how to add 1™

H¥Worit you have your breakfass frst,
Bill? Maybe ‘twould ¢ome t¢ you
then, ™ .

Bill shook’ his head gloomily. -

“Eggs and bacon would be ke dust
and ashes in my mouth, moiher, if X
can't get the hang of this right.  Drat
it all! There's fourteen pound go to o
stone—I remember that—bat bLlow me
if I cari remember how many pounds go
to a quarter !

Jack conld no longer contatn himself.

“If you please, sir, it's tweuty'cight
pounds I he piped. :

Let me have a look at this 2

Tommy pokes his head mutiﬂuglf round l,.he door. Father is still reading.)

S0M: " Dedad——"

FATHER': " Ha,
young again,
finish this ripping

ha, h
H:'u?u in his pocke

SON Gubilantly) : ** Hurrah 1

! This is » real boys' paper. Tommy,
t for & couple of
story, and | know vou sre dying to
round to the paper-shop snd get another copy, then we shall

I knew vou'd like it, dad.”

It makes me feel
enniea). O [ simpl¥- muast
et on with &. Run
Luth be zatished ™

FATHER f{as Tammy iz about to dash off) 1 ™ And tell the newsagent Lo save a copy i

for me every Wednesday !™
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“One, ton, seventeen hundredweight,
two quarters, and twenty-onge pounds!™

“Right for you, my.lad! Don't you
try ngg play any tricks up on old Bill!"

From time to time Bill continuned to
check the cargo by the same method.
Twenty iminutes dater the lorry was
ompty, and the driver handed a alip
of r to Bill, who had ascended from
the hold. Bill regarded it solemnly,
nodded very wisely, and then seribblod
his name on it with great labour A
fow minutes more and the lorry <drrver
had departed. ™

Jack noticed that a curions change
came over Bill as soon as he was alone
with his wife. His foce grew worriod
and perplexed. The air of cheerful con-
lidence vanished, He groaned weanly.
‘Then, taking & big flat board from some-
where, he placed it against the side of
the hold and began to make marks on ié
with chalk, eopFing something from_a
bit of paper he held in his hand. Ilis
wife watched him anxiously, and Jack’s
enriosity was nmow so great that he
pressed closer.’” Presently Bill’s aceupa-
tion Liecame ‘clear to him. He was

Bill and his wife turned as if they had
boen shot and stared, hlinkiuﬁ. at Jack.

“Gosh, it's & boy, and a hitle dawg
with him, and he thinks as he can
teach old Bill arithmetic! As if me, as
has been the ship!mr of the Emerald all
these years, don't kmow as twenty-srx
pounds go to = quarter " _

The woman broke through her hwus-
hand's attempts 40 preserve his reputa-
tion for knowing arithmetic. '

“Stow it, Billi You don’t know, and
I don't know, and it ain't no use pre-
tending, anyway, to ihis ’ere iad.”

She regarded Jack wilh a pleazant,
maternal smile. .

“Why, laddie, what a state you'ro mnl
Where do voun come from? And what's
vour namo?’” )

“ Jack Horner.” he onswered,

“And maybe you're hungry, led,
aren't you? Well, now's your c.hanvr:a
to earn o bite of hreakiast.”

(Has Jack found a friend at Tasi? Be
sire  gyon réad nert week's thrilling
ingtalocnt _of thizs grent’ adrenturs

arpied, ohunsf) i
e Maaver TIsrany.—No. 563,
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m-::mmg m ordes. to wateh ;!ruu boys
pley, . and then., uE(«ir the match your
orm ma.sl.eh attompted to - get
bt touek " Wi h yol.  However, oWing
Lo the guile. gﬂmrkﬂ'&[c craowd, we werd
unly just in timp. to witness dls&ppeah
ing from wview vhe rear of what we
lmrn&d with sutprisg from one of the
L.C.C. boys was 1,11151:_,&:31:“}:!:.13. _

nnh 'L

“The boy -wae sgfobie to, one of the
pluyers, happehing te have overhelrd
you orranging smopget yourselves) -to
take langh hore, st this redtearai®, was
thuos ve
M. 'Quodch :m%
and &2 &3 TR
inwed'n‘n wit.

ADYEQ i vt

by e passible “n al-
what results you kiow.

| muﬂb 'Fpﬁ&ﬁ too, Wherton:; thiat

though at Tirst I fclt very grave .and

LS ﬂdu:bl:a altor listoning Lo your

i-q-ry; Ju-zﬂtll‘- think now thit any
s to you persomally as

hand-bﬁy, '

: 9?1, thank :.*au Fip 1

L prefer regard the whole
m:‘:thgr e Head went on judicially,
p:.t-ﬁé:rng togetherthoe tips of his fingers,

“as sitply & high-spirited csuapadm and

wthing more. In view of Fishs brave

.ua-tmn I o pot inclined  fo mEte out
‘puntehiment to aoy of you, Now T must
‘go and coasult with seur Form master
ns to whitt is best fo Bo dae,

“One moment, . sir,  plea “aaid
Whurton, “I d;d:n*i: Guite hqﬁj':h CLge)

And ‘then; in rapid, clear sontbaces,
Wharten explnisied to the Hewd hew,
with the objest of having the steden bk
raturned to.its :;ghtfui .owner, thoy had
bhien startitiz off for the distrtét police-

“this; after all

‘tangle, and perbaps at the same time be

fariunstely. a-.l:rlg I:cq.E egua.n:nt :

Upun tjm Dr m fodded munht-
fully f times, as if ng
then, ﬁ:‘mg ko thu“lmct?tim uphim‘ he

. just outlined;
best of :.1:_:'}-
b

Wh-mn T ‘:’fml TR

indeed, in all the ecircumstances,
only course we could honourably
pursue. ™

He rose gravely to-his feat.

Y Come,"” he exclaimed, "I do not
lahml: we need bother Mr. Quelch over
I will accompany you
to the police, and between the two of
us we may straighten this extraordinary

able {o smooth thmg& over witlh the law.
for Fish."

“Oh, if you would, sir!” exclaimed
Wharton, with shlumg eyes,

At the police-station Wharton's state-
ment was taken ;inum by a startlod ser-

ant, .and - when the Hemove captain
ged signedsit, Dr. Locke added to it his
QWL algnﬂum

That done,’ the serigdint locked up,
rngnrdmg Wha.rr.m: wibth a How smile.

“You're in lu.e[: B .way,. ﬁ.muﬁg cntle-.
man, if I may say so—you &nd your
fnez':ﬁs as well ™

o nclug_k 8 wa:.*
preizbod,

TRar 4 n:-rmﬂtu:un Inading to the
FOCOVETY tjns Lus -thero-is a reward
of" seventy five pounds.  Thero, how

ik

! repeuted the captain,

d:::-;:; that strike }rmtj""
Mmﬂ‘njf h‘i‘ ‘Sovenlydive pounds!
Blte—"

“ ¥ i’ thinktie bus waste't worthso

ach—eh?- Bon't. ¥ou meke any mis-:
tika - about that! ‘The woddwork and
30 0N m.l‘ghl. have wanted a d coat

of paiit,” &nﬂ 1 believe the ol i.ma. has
seerl some service, but the anmne and
mecHariical componenta are stated in our
Yard iep{art to be.in Grstrate condition
—worth bwe or three -hundred, easy!
You'll hoar from the ewner sbout that

flowing. It happene

uud . d.n.]r tw : “ﬁﬁﬁn
mﬂmﬁﬂ o two BRI

In ‘due course the chequo for sevpty-
fve ds | nrn?md :l‘:: _ﬁt

together with 8 waqin letter of tha ths—
an event which created a sensation in'

8 Lower School for days.

The bill” for_damages to the sh
front arrived almost simultaneously
with . Tho account was for fifty-five
pounde, which left the Remove with
twenty pounds in hand.

By general consent, the sum of. - Lews

- pounds . was appmprmmd to be used in

providing a-magmficent spread for the
whole Form, Bunter cocked, and. evi-
dently  hiving profited by his coskery
lecturs in Courtfield, Bunter really ex-
Cﬂ%ﬂﬂ himeelf. .

he celebration spread was staged in
the Rng‘, ‘and the Rfr was filled bf nver-
to be Fishy's dey
out of apnny, too, and the Tramatlantic
jun was  unanimously aecorded a
place of hnuﬁjl;;

Whatever Whong they ‘had suffered at
his bands was quite  Wiped out in tho
eyes of the Remove by that magnificont
deed of bravery.

It- was. left - to, Wharton to sam  up
thé ‘general fecling of them all in his
toasts
= "Gnntigmqn, he said, raising 2 foam-

mg a grhggr P “to the- con-
tmuiﬁé BAMELY O pur noblé selves
over chffe, to Bemove foothall and

o “the. fmmr]w of this fﬂ'ﬂst—ﬂ'lﬂh'ﬁ'-&
Travel Agoncy '
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FOR NEXT WEEK: ‘' BACKING UP BURLEIGH!"—ANOTHER *HARE-RAISING" STORY OF ST. SAM'S!

OCTOR BIRCHEMALL, & muajeatick

U Tigger in gown and morter-board,
came elinking along the Sixth
Form passidge,

The headmeater of 8t S8am's corried o
large paper bag, which was filled with a
grewgome concoction of feathera and soot
and flower and treckle, Tho Head had
bean at grate panes to prepero that
concoction, and he was justly prowd of his
handywork.

Pawsing outside the aiudy which he.
longed to Burleigh of the Bixth, the Head
stooped  down, end peeped fertively
through thea keyhale.

“Ha, ha! The coast iz clear!™ ha
chuckled. *I will now prosesd to fix
up the booby-trap for Burleigh's bennyfit."

8o saying, the Head slipped into Buar
leigh's study, leaving the deor slightly
ajar. Then,  stadding on a chair, he

rarefully poised the largé paper bag on
the top of the door: so that when the
un ting Burleigh came along, he

wonld reseeve a shower-bath of feathers
and soot and flower and treckle, with some
red ink added to meke it nice and lickwid,

Having done this, the Hesad. stepped
hack snd awailed devvelopments,

Prezzantly thero wes e sound of athletick
footmisrks in the phgsidge. Tho keptin of
St. Bam's was coming along with his manly
stride,

“Now ! " mermered the Head, his
thwnping against his bony ribhs,

Wigaling & merry tane, Burleigh strode
up o the door of his atudy. Ho kicked
iw open, and entered ; and the next minnit
he wondered what had hit him.

swish | Swoosh !

The peper hag dessonded from above,
and hurat open on Burleigh's head. ‘The
freekle and fethers stuck to hia hare,
giving him the appearanse of 4 Red Indian

hart

eheef, The soot ran down his face,
piving him the appearanse of o ngger
minstrel, 'The flower also ran down his

fate, giving hina the appearanss of A mmow-
ptan.  And the red ink <dicd hia cheeks a
vivvid searlet,

Burloigh leoked as Llack as tlhonder,

* Who—why-—whet—which-- " ha
rpluttered, pouging eoot and Aower ood
prenkle frogn his oyes,

“ Ha, ha, ha ! yelled the 1lcad.

“DOWN WITH THE WEEDY TWEEDY " an “UP WITH THE BURLY BURLEIGH !

in agarstment.
“Am I to un-
A deratand that
\ A you, of all
Tegple, are the porpy-
raitor of this outrage 1"
* Right on the wicket Lo
said the Head,
“You—vou fixed up this booby-trap
for my bennyfit 7" stuttered Burleigh.

1L m -"..— _ T

b H_.w_ mﬁ%ﬁﬂ case,” maid PBurleigh,
Eﬁm.“_nm—wa “I think you onght to be
jolly woll ashamed of yourself ! Fancy
& headmaster playing such a low.down
trick on the kaptin of the school. It—
it's almoat unheard of 1 ™

" " Yes—er—almost ! " agreed the Head.
“1 say, Burleigh! Your faco ia a asito
for goda and men and little fishes | Let
me a you by the hand, and lead you
to & mirter, so that you can gee what you
lack like | **

Burleigh clenched hia big fista,

“If yon weren't my headmastor,” he
epid, in mezzured tones, *' 1'd sling you
seross the table and give you o round
duzzen with my ashplant ! As it is, 1
will now proseed to tell you, in simple,
homely langwidge, eggsacily what 1
think of you and your munky-trix!*

‘And then Burleigh lot himsel! ga, He
could be a perfect whale for spouting,
when he liked ; and he laghed the Head
with his tung as the Head had never baen
lashed before. He called him all sorts
of names; and he hurled eppithets at
him at such a rata that the Head had to
keep on ducking to avoid injury.

As o rule, Burleigh was a plassid and
meek-tempoered fellow ; but he could he
feerfully narsty and sarkastick when he
chose : apd in his feerce attack on the
Head, ha used overy adjective he could
think of.

Wow, this was egpsacily what the Head
wanted., He had wilfully ﬂuﬁﬂﬁﬁh& ald
Burleigh into deing this, belawas ho was
Inoking for an eggscuse to chuck Burleigh
out of tha kaptiney. Ho evan went so
for a8 to encurridge Burleigh to cheek him,
by maling immaces ot thoe ongrey
Laptin, and poking his tung out at him.

* Have you quite finnished abuasing me,
Burleigh 1" he asked, at length,

Hw:d.?.mu.b- nodded beethlessly,

“Well, s my turn now ! osaid the
Head, showing his teeth in thal menassing
way thot the Bt Jaw’s fellows knew sa
well, * Sinee you have seen [t to insult
yvour headmaster {o hig faes, I bave no
alternative bt to depoas you fraops tho
kaptmey ! 7

W hen he had cleared his vision, Burkcigh
blireed in astonnishment ot the Heed, whe
vooa neevly in historios.

Tiee Maexer LinRary.— o, 50935,
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| = Oh, yee, T ddurst ! 7 redorted the Head,
“Sir " eried the Kapiin of St Sam's, | & Consider yaweselt secked, Borleigl Al
! i vou dore 1o srgew tho Loy with me

urkeipl’s Dip eorled shornfally,
“* ¥Yon dursent ! P he snid,

These cries are common at St.
Dr, Birchemall, the Head,

11

the burly Bu

T fig
The

leigh

: ,me+m on election day,
sides with the wiedy Tweedy and does his
otit of the kaptiney!

Wi for.

o

DICKRY NUGENT

4

the fact that
best to chuck

in spite of

ney _

—.--m m.ﬂi M#Euﬂ L

ghall saclk you frown the school into the
bargin !

Burleigh turned pail beneeth his soot and
flower and red ink.

* I supposa I must nuckle under to your
commands,’ he mutterd.  * But I should
like to know what your little game is! I
have always given sattisfaction as skipper
of this school, By my own efforts, I have
lifted 8t, Sam's into the front rank of our
mﬂ_.a_‘m.ur schools. When I was first made

aptin, the place was littla better than o
reformatry. Why should you suddenly
turn on me like this, and sack me 1"

* Bekawss you have been grossly dis-
pertinent ! " said the Head.

“My hat! You didn't suppose I way
gowng to fall en your neck and embrace
w_,__u:m m_m.n.m.. you played that rotten trick on
mo 1

The Head shrugged
his sholders,

“What you des-
eriba as arotten trick,
Burleigh, was meerly
s tactical joke on my

rt,” ho said, ** But

'm not going to
demeen my ...:.mmd:w. -
by argewing with
vou. You are hearbhy
deposed  from  the
kaptincy, and wmy
decras will be made
publick this evening.**

Burléigh pondered
for & minmt or t20.

“Whoe are wvou
going to make kaptin

in my place ™ hao
askad.
“*Cuthbeoert
Tweedy,” said the
Head promptly,
"That little

wipper - anapper !
erisd Burleigh, eon-

temptibly, “ He ia
no more fitto bo
kaptin of 5t. Sam’s

than Foasil, the

¢

4

porter ! T ean’t think what you see in the
kid, He has only been hear a woek, vot
i that short time you have promoted him
from the Fourth Form to the Sixth. And
now you want to make him skipper of 8t.
sam'a! It would almost mm.aq% ﬂ_u._._u.a the
kid had some hold over you—that vou
were in his power.”

A Mu__.._,,j_. paller sprend over the Head's
faco.  Burleigh was nearor the trooth than
he drempt.

...,buu__.ﬂm.,w.: Burleigh went on, * you
cant appoint Tweedy kaptin of St. Sam's
without an election, It would be flying
in the face of traddition. From time
HHETEHE_,,w&n Bt. Sam's fellows have
elected their own kaptin: end  any
member of the Bixth has the right to stand
for election.”

“That is so,” agreed the Head, re:
luctantly, ‘I suppose
thera will have to a1l
election, I will announce
ta the school that you
have beon kompelled to
regign  your  dewtios
through ill-health—*

“You will announco
nothing but the trooth,
you old seamp ! eaid
Burleigh, * The trooth
in ..,_..5_ rou provoked me
into telling you eggenctl
what I thought of ,.q,,nz“__“
and then turned on me
and sacked me from the
kaptiney. Of corss, I
shall stand for re.
vlection.  The schoal
tradditions allow me to
o &o,"

“ Bother the henstly

horrid tradditions!®
.m....ﬁ__ﬂ.H__uﬂ tho Head,
' They are always crop.

Ping up to thwart me in
my designs. I can't stop
you from standing - for
reelection ; but I warn
m._m.“.ﬂ.z__ﬂu you will be
ihting a losing battle
against Tweedy. The

[ TR S

Borigigh onened the dodt of hia atudy and ._aﬂ.ﬂ..l_.- Bwigh !
from above, and burst open on tho kaptin® head
soot ran down his face. ""Haky, ha!' yelled Dr. Birchamal!,

«Treakls and fethers stuck to his

dossended
hare, and

Swoosh! The paper ba

. publick idle,

bove will vote °
for him to o
man | M

Burleigh
larfed.

' I know the boyve better
then wou,” he . aaid.

Lt U..:l:n my kaptiney, I have won
their harta by my just end manly rule;
and I have become so popular as to bo o
Do you imagine, then, that
tha fellows will bo such foola as to elect &
neweomer to the kaptiney—a chesky little
puppy in Oxford baggs, who. has risen to
the Sixth Form by unfair inflewence with
the Headmaster 1™

“Shush!  Shush!" said the Head,
hastily. ' Before you say whot you think,
Burleigh, you should be careful to think
what you say. Your wards give me grate
pane. If you suggest that there is ony
collusion between me and Tweedy—that
Iam gilty of corruption in thia mattep—"

* Your conscience will tell you weather
thers is ony trooth in my suggestion,”
anawered Burleigh, with a shrmipg. * I'm
going to get a bath now, and I hope vou

straight to the point, “ What about
gom ' Is he kaptin of St. Sam's yet 1 i
Not _ma._,_.: faltered the Head. * But he
soon will be, He has got one foct in the
kaptiney already.”
*One foot ! ™ ano

rted Mr. Tweedy.
want ‘him to T ¥ L

t both feet in it, snd both

hands, and his body and solo into the
bargin|  What'a the meaning of all this
delay—hey ! Why Laven't you carried

out my wishesg ¥ *
*1 have not heen

idle, Mr. Twoady.
My cfforts on 2 e

behalf of your son have

been untiring. I had him promotoed from
the Fourth .H_JE.E into"the Fifth, and from
the Fifth into the Sixth, And I have

now paved the way for him to become

won't play any more of theose tactical ..._n_w.uP
a3 vou ¢all them,"

o saying, Burleigh strode out of the
study, leaving the Head stroking his long
white beard in deep cojjitation.

“Dear mo!" mermered the Head,
" Things are not Hw:..__ﬂ..m out quite so
amoothly as I could wish., Tt is not such
& simplo matter, after all, to knock down
one kaptin end sot up snother, The time-
onnered tradditions of this schoal must be
observed, and I must erder an eleclion,
Tweedy and Burleigl: will be rival eandied.
detes, and I shall have to support Tweedy
by overy means in my power, gnd seo that
I wins the a_"m.nnruﬁ. Otherwise "—and
AEAIN A Earat aller t ovor the

onil's fopoa—" .w. m_.m..: _E,.,M,H,._Hu rockon with
Tweedy's father ! And I can eggepect no
morsy from that mersenary man, I owe
Lim the munny for a poic of trowaia ; amd
whilo that dett is hanging over my head I
shall be pestored with his perey-cutiona—
unless I foolfill my sollum. pledge to ase
that his son Cuthbert is elected Kaptin of
Bt Sam's "

That waa how the mattor stogd,
wonder, then, that the Head's faco
eropsed nand rinkled with care, na
walked slowly away to his own study,

I1.

HEN the Head got back to hia
study, he found en nneweleomae
vizaiter waiting for him. "Thia

; Tweedy, tho local
tailor, snd the father of Cothbert Tweedy,
the mew boy., Mr Tweedy wos s bip,
strapping mon, standing abont aix-foot-
four in his sox. He simply towered over
the Head, who quaked vizzibly,

“Well, gir ! " soid Mr, Tweedy, comin g

Srinall
WRE
ho

wing  Alre

you in tha county

Lkaptin of the school,
done, however,

2 Before this can bo
an elaction is Nnessessary,
There are such things as school wﬂninonﬂ.
and I eannot do anything which is con-
trary to thom. The boys must elect their
own kaptin, and I cantot interfere, But
I will soo that your son is elocted,”
“You'd better!™ gaid Mr, Tweedy
grinly, "I will give you twe more
days, and if Cuthbert isn’t kaptin of the
school by then, you will here from me | ™
Idoca that mean that yon will writa
me a lettor 1" asked the Head innosently.
“It does not, sir! It means that I
shall lay your own birch-rod about your
sholders | It means, also, that I shall san
court for an unpaid
. little matter of o pair of
trowaig—-""

U Don't ! ™ pleaded the Head, “T am
sick and tired of hearing about thosa
trowsid. Thoy have caused me a suxxos-
sion of aleopless niteg—'

“ And they will cost you a good many
maord, unless you buck up and carry out
your prommis!™ eaid Mr. Twoedv., “I
am & man of my word, Doctor Birchemall,
and if Cathbert isn't kaptin of St. Sam's
within the spessifiod time, you will kKnovw
what to eggspect 1"

Ho saying, the stalwart tailor cave tha
Head's nose a panciul tweck, and touk
his departura,

That cvening, in Big Hall, tha Iead
dropped & bombshell on 8e. Sam's by
annoeing  that Burlcigh of the Sixth
had been chmeked out of the kaptiney,
and was to scel re-cloction, with Tweedy
o4 0 rival candied-date,

“The eclection will toke place to-
morra," siid tho Head., ™ You will vote
(Continucd on néxt page.)
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