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A CHIPR OF-THE OLD BLOCK !

amaller edition of Eheir gimlet-eyed Form mmaster, ITenvy Quelck.
if clear thot he end hiz uncle have Hife in comsnen.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Wharton is Wanted !

e OU'RE wantad !
“Oh, rot!”
“* Quelchy—"
“ Bother 1™

Harry Wharton did not look pleased.

As it was o half-holiday at Greyfriars
and the captain of the Remove was duo
on the junmior football ground in o few
minttes, he could hardly be expected
to hear with pleasure that his Form
master wanted him.

A summons to Mr. Quelch’s study was
not grateful or comforting ab the best
of tunes. Now it was particularly un-
grateful and discomforting.

Billy Bunter grinned in at the door-
way of the changivg-room.

" Quelchy's waiting for you,” he said.
“He told me to tell you {o come at
onee 17

“Yhat does he want?" growled Bob

Cherry,  *Quelchy ought to give us a
rest on a half-holidawv '™

“Go and tell him s0!™  grinned
Bunter.

* Fathead !™

“He looks rather waxy.” went on
Bunter cheerfully, “1 noticed that he
had a cane on the table.”

“Iridl he say what he wanted?” asked
Wharton,

“Yes,

“*¥ell, what was it +"

“You!”

“You silly ass
of the Remove.
wanted me for®™

“He didn't say—but he's got o eane
on the table,” said Bunter. “I fancy
it's & licking., Deiter put some cxer-
vise books in vour bags™

“0Oh, ro and eat coke)”

“Better go, Harry,” said  Frank
Mugent, as the captain of the Remove
frowned, and seemed to hesitate, * We
dan walk, Y dare say Quelchy won't
¥cep yvou more than a minute,”

“The czteemed Quelchy  does

¥

q5¥
'

roarcd the captain
“Did he say what he
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know that we are going lo play fool-
ball,” remarked -Hurrece Jamset Ram

mgrh. )

“Tell him te cut 1%t short, and come

EerTv: as quick as you can,” said Johnny
ull.

“"Bother ' growled Wharton, ™ Wo
don't want to keep the Shell waiting
on Liitle Side.”

“'That's all right,” said DBunter
brightly., “I'll take vour place, if you
liko, Wharton. I shouldn’t esre to take
& subordinate place in the teamn, but I
don't mind captaining the side-—"

There was a roer in the changing-
room,

“Oh, really, vou fellows—"

“Thanks no end, Bunter,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. “I don't think
we'll trouble you. You fellows get
along to the ground, and T'H fellow you
as soon as I've done with Quelehy.™

And the captain of the Ramove threw
on & coat over his jersey and shorts,
and left the changing-room.

He made his way to Mr. Queleh’s
study at a trof.

As head of the Remove, Wharton
had responsibilitics, and his time was
not quite his own, even on a hall-hali-
day. Anvhow, if his Form master
wanted him, he had to go. 8o he went
as quickly sz he could, hoping that Mr,
GQuelch would cut it short,

He tapped at the door of the Remove
masztor's study, and enterad.

Mr. Quelch greeted him with a smile.

That was rather a relief: evidently
the cans on the table was not intended
for Wharton.

“You sent for me, sir?"” said Harry.

“Yes, Wharton. I should be glad if
yvou would performn e little =ervice for
me thiz afternoon,” said Mr. Quelch.

Wharton suppressed a groan,

He was quite willing to perform litile
services for Mr. Queleh: indeed, as
head of the BRemove, it was his duty
to do so. But he wished that the IMorm
master had closen a more propitious
mmomeni,

Not snnatavally the Removites af Greyfreiovs imagine that Rogrer Guelch swilll e a
But wwhen this new boy furns up e 8000 rialten
You'll Hke this grond story featuring

A Novel Long

Complete Story of

Harry Wharton

& Co., the Chums

of Greyfriars,

introducing a new
boy.
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FRANK
RICHARDS.

{1

“} desire someone bo meet tho three
o'clock train _at Friardale Station,
“Th?}li:ﬂn' and 1 am very busy mysetf.”

L1 !I‘.l‘

Kick-off in the Form match botween
the Remove and Lha Bhell, was at two-
thirty. Evidently there was no football
for the captain of the Remove that
afterncon, az he did not possess the gift
of being in two places at once.

Me., Queloch did not even seem to
notice that he was in football rig.

“My nephew i3 coming to Groyfriars
thiz afternoon, Wharton,” he saud.

“0Oh!"” repeated Harry.

This was the firet he had heard of
Mr. Quelch's neplew.

“ Roger—tihat 13 my, m‘:;;:hem"a nane-—
is coming here on & visit,” went on Mr.
Quelch.

“Yeg, mir,” said Harry, looking as
interosted as he could. He wished that
Mr. Quelch’s nephew Roger had been
visiting South Africa or Ausiralia
instead, but he could not very well say
0.
* It is probable,” went on Mr. Quelel,
“that Roger will remain at Greyirinrs,
At present he s at schopl in Devon.
shire, but his headmastor has given him
leave for this visit. It i3 my desire to
have my nephew at this school, under
my own eye. I think it will be for his
benefit.™

Wharton could net help wonderin
whether Roger saw eye to eve with his
uncle on that sgbject,

It wax possible, of course. that he was
fond of his uncle. There was no
accounting for tastes.

But it was no joke for ary fcllew io
live, and move, and have s being.
nnder such an avuneular eve as that of
Mr. Quelch.

Wharten could net help thinking
that, had he been Mr, Quelch's nephew,
he would have preferred the school in
Devonshire.

He did not say so, however,
mained respectfully silend,
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“1 have chosen you te meet my
nephiew at the station, and bring him
to (ireyiriars, as have every con-
fidence n  you, Wharton,” said the
Eemave mastor kindly,

“Thank vou, sir!” murmured Whar-
fon. On that occasion, at least, he
could have dispensed with this datter-
ing confidence,

1 desire my nephew to receive an
agrecable impression of the school”
said Mr, Quelch. " He will take his
place, for some davs, in the Remove, as
if he were a regular Greyiriars boy,
and I should be obliged 1l you would do
all in vour power to help him to get
wsed to his new surroundings.™

“Certainly, =ic!™

“My brother,” rveaumed Mr. Quelch,
‘15 not satisfied with the reports he
has received of his son from his present
headmaster. We both hope that Roger
will do better here under my personal
SUPHETVIZI00. I trust that you and your
friends, Wharton, will make my nephow
welcome in the Fort, and Lelp him in
the little difficultios that heset the path
of & new boy”

“Oh, certamly, sir '’

“His train reaches Friavdale at three

o'clock.  You will meet him on the
platform, and bring him directly to the
shool. I am obliged to you, Whar-

ton [" added Mr. Quelch graciously.

The mterview was aver. Dub Whar-
tow did not immediately leave the study.
He wasz debating in his mund whether
he could tell Mr. Queleh that be was
due for o loothall match, and request
the Form master to assign this honour-
able task to somcone else,

Me. Quelch dropped lLis eves to his
papers again, He was, as he had said,
very busy that afternoon.

Still the captain of the Remove hesi-
tated.

Mr. Queleh raised his eves from his
}J.al.!l:-r‘i I conie surprise as the junior
ingoered.

“That iz all, Wharton

“(h, wes, sr”

And the ecaptain of the
colouring a little,
Form master's study.

Remove,
retreated from his

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
To Go or Not To Go !
6 ALLD, hello, hallo !
“Trouble ™
“Wherefore that atrocious
and infurinted frown, my
esteemed Wharton 1
Harry Wharton was [rowning az he
arvived on the foothall ground; butr his
frewn relaxed as Hurreo Jamszet Ram
SBingh asked that question. It was Jdiffi-
eult for any fellow to Irown when the
nabol of Bhanipur was talking Englizh,
as learned from the native moonshee in
the Btate of Bhanipur,
“Ti's rotten!™ said Harry., I shall
have to cut footer this afternoon !™
“Hot!" said Bob Cherry at once.
“Bozh ' saud Verpon-Smith, " Yon
con't! We've got to go all out fo beat
tlie Bhell; we're not going to have Hob-
son and his mob saving that we ecan't
hold themn at fonter. What the thump
o vou want lo cut for ¥
ST dan'l want i0," prowled Wharton.
“Then deon't,” said the Bounder, “ [t's
close on inne—andd here comes Potter of
the Fifth to ref!™
“No choice about it,”" =aid Harry.
HTt's rotten, bub T happen to boe head of
the Remove., and In possession of my
Form master’s confidence, and relipnee,
and zo forth, and so I'm called on. 1
THE Macxer LiBRABY.—INo. 0304,

almost wish I were a bad character, like
you, Smithy. "

“Ha, ha, hal™

“But what dooz Quelehy want, then?”
demanded Johnny Bull,  “You don’t
mean you're detained ¥

“Quelehy's got a nephew,™ said Whar-
ton. " IHis name’s Roger, and he's
coming to Greyiriars this afternoon.
He's a giddy wvisitor, but il is hoped
that he will i’]ang on at Greyiriars and
comne into the Remove. I'm to mect
him at the station and be nice to him.
I've been specially picked oul because
I'm such a nice chap !

“(h, my hat!”

“Well, of all the rot!™ zaid Baob
Cherry. “Can’t some other silly ass go
and pick up Roger at the station 7"

“Any silly ass could de ti—ron conld,
old bean. But I'm the sclected vietim.”

“Rot!” said the Bounder. *You're
not going. Bunter could do it—or
Bhinner, He's slacking about doing
nothing this afterncon. Or Bolsover
major, or anyhady! What does it
matier who meets the silly kid at ihe
station? Dilow ham, anvhow !

“The blowlulnesz iz terrific !

“Ddo't you tell Quelchy it was a
football match ¥ asked Bob.

Wharton shook his head.

“You sce, this 15 rather an honour,”
be explained rucfully. *Quelehy would
have got his rag out and thought me dis-
obliging. 1le's asked me to do this for
him—but, wfter all, be could order me
if e liked. Tt can't be helped. I shall
have to cuf the mateh, ™

“You can't !” said Vernon-3mith.

“Tin afrad 1t means a licking for the
Remove if vou do, old zeout,” zaid Bob
Cherry

“It's a licking for you faws, anyhow,”
chimed in Hobson of the Bhell, who wes
standing near the group of Removites.
“Tlen't vou worry wvour little selves—
vou haven't an carthly I

“Fathead ! said Baob.

“Don't give us Shell swank, vou ass "
zatd the Bounder. ** We're going to wipe
up the ground with you. But yvou're
going to play, Wharton. Look here,
another chap can go and meet this idiot,

oger.  Quelchy won't mind, so long
as the dummy is landed at Gresfriars
this side up, with eare. Pick out some
fellow to go, and let’s get going our-
selves.

“Conld TP zaid Wharton deubifully.

H“Of course 1
- I agree with Smithy,” =2aid Bob
Cherrv., *What doez it matter, so long
as the kid gets to Greviriays T

“He's rather a speets]l kid,” sand
Harry. “Quelehy’s nephew, vou know.
amd it's rather a distinetion to be preked
out by one's Form master———="

““Vou can pass the distinetion on,”
saidd Bmathy., “The lang and ilie short
af it 13 that vou can't let us down.™

“That's s0."” =zaid Sgnilf, ihe Remove
goalkeeper, “We've got to beat the
Shell”

Wharton hesitated,

Really, it was not a matter of proeai
importancs  who  should meet My,
GQueleh’s nephew at Friardale and con-
duct him to the zchool. Bo long as
Mastor Roger avvived safelv, that was
atl vigcht.  Mre, Qaelel had assigned the
tazk to Iz head bayv, and his selection
wias rather flattoring, ot at the same
ltie it was rather inconvenient, Whar-
ton contld wot help thinking that his
Form master would be annoved if he
passed on the task to another fellow.
Nevertheless, a football mateh was a
football match. And the captain of the
Remove was very keen on beating the

Bhell,

l Itt 15 well satd that he who hesitates in
ost.

For betier or for worse Harry Whars
ton made up his mind. He glanced
round and ecalled to Bolsover major, who
was lounging gloomily near the goal
with his hands in hizs pockets, Bolsover
M2 jOr Was Euﬁﬂriu%‘ from a senze of deep
mjury becanse he had not been selected
to play back that afternocn. Ie was
guite convinced that in that line of
defence he was far and away superior to
Johnny Bull and Mark Linley, He had
offered his services several times over,
emsphatically, and they had been de-
clined with thanks, Hence the gloomy
frown on Bolzover’'s rugged brow.

But he brightened uwp as Wharton
called to him.

He looked almost amisble as he
hurricd wmecross to the captain of the
Remaove,

“Want me?"” he asked.

“¥Yes,” said Harey. “Quelchy's asked
me to meet his nephew at the station—
kid eoming to Greyfriars this afternocn,

“That's all right!” said Dolsover
genially. “I'm your man.”

“Thanks!” said Harry, rather sur-
prised by such obliging geniality from
Bolsover major.

“Not at all, Glad of the chance,”

d Bolzover,
** Oh, good !

“Lots of time to meet 1f, then,” saud
Bolzover. " ¥You don't want me fo take
your place as centre-forward, 1 sup-

pose 77
“Eh! No.”

“T'm best in the back line. You can
shift Linley into the [ront line; he's
a pood forward.”

“What?"

“Leave Buall at back with me™ =aiid
Bolsover major. “We can work all
right togother,™

Wharton stared at him. Evidently
there was a misunderstanding.

“Sorry you've got to eut the malch,
old man,"” said Bolsover amicably. * Dut
we'll beat the Shell all right "

Some of the foothallers grinned. Dol
sover's misapprehenszion had its comie
side.  Wharton suppressed a sple,

“I don't mean that,” he said, "I
want you fo go to Friardale—"

al Ell{-;ll Q ] l N

“And meet young Quelch,

“What ¥

“ And trot him along to the school.”

“Look here——"

“You'll do it®" - !

Tiolsover major was frowning again,
and his face was red with wrath.

The iraln comes in ot

“You cheeky ass!” he roared, Y1
inought yon wanted me fo play "

Y Rorry, buf—" .

“Hang voung Quelch! What the

tlmimp do T care about o new kid? Let
ol Queleh ga and feteh young Queleh,
and be blowed {o him[® 5

“Taook hore, Dolsover——m"

“ o and eat coke !V

“Yeu've got to do it, Bolsover I ex-
claimed the Bounder angrily. = We'll
jollv well send vou to Coventry il vau
don’t play up and let Wharton get on
with the game!”

“Pe decent, old bean!™ said Bob
Cherrey. "
“Hend  somebody  elsel grow el

Bolsover major, .

“ You kids ready ' asked Potler of the
Fifth, who had arrived on the ground
to refereo,

“Just on” zaid Harrv. * Bolsover,
old seout, ablige us in thiz, like a good
chap. Somebody mast go.”

“Tell Skinner! He's leafing about
there |7
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Roger Quelch held on to the handle of
the carriage door while the {train
gathered speed. Then he stood back
gn ihe platform, smiling, and waved
hiz hand io the four faces staring in
fury from the carriage. It was 100
late for Skinner & Co. to aitempt h‘:
{ alight—ihey were booked for Lantham:
{See Chapler 3.)

“Clan't trust Bkinner.  He would ploay
some trick on the kid, ¥ou konow what
Skinner is.”

" Bunter, then 17 3 5

“ Runter’s a silly ass, and might miss
the kid altogether! Look here, it's not
too much to do!™ said the captain of
the Remove impatiently.

“Play np !" sard Nugent.

“Yf vou fags are going to play foot-
ball —" zaid Stewart of the Shell.

“Wa're ready, ass ! said Squilf.

“You'll go, Bolsover?™ .

Bolsover major was angry and dis-
appointed, but he was not proof against
public opinion. He nodded his head
surlily.

“Confound your cheek! I'l go!™

“That's right 1

“How shall | know the little beast?”
demanded DBolsover major.  “ What's
he like™

“ Probably like s gargoyle, if he re-
sembles his unele ¥ said Bob Cherry.

“You'll pick him out all right., Come
an, you men "

“Look lerc!”™ growled Bolsover
LR O,

lut Bolsover was not heeded. The
fentballers went inte the field, and
Nolsover major was left alone to
srouse,

He stood leoking glumly on as the
ninteh started.  Fobsom of the Shell
kicked off, and the game was soon
{.tnihg strong, In the rush aod bustle
of Boccer, Harry Wharton & Co. soon
forgot atl about Mr. Queleh and his
nephew and Bolsover major. The Shell
were a bigror and oldor team, and the
lieroes of the Removo had all their work
cut ont to deal with Hobson & Co.
Fitraneous matters had to be dismissed
from their minds,

Polsover major stood locking on,
frowning, his hands shoved deep into
his pockets, till he remembered that if
he was to be at the slation at three, it
was figh time to start. Then he
tramped away, in & surly mood.

ey —

THE THIRD CHAFPTER.
Catching a Tartar!

£ HEEK '™
Skinner of the Bemove made

that remark as he joined

Bolsover major. Snoop and
Stolt were with Skinner, loaling about
as usual on a half-holiday. They were
not interested in the Form match, keon
and strenuous as 1t wes and well worth
walching. Wild horses would not have
dragged Skinner down to Little Side to
waktch o gome unless he had a bet on
the result.

Bolsover major scowled at lum.

“What do yvou mean? he grunted.
“YWhat I say! answered Skinner
smoothly. * Cheelk, fo send you off on

an errand like o fag! I wouldn't go!”

“Tve said I'll go ! grunted Bolsaver,

“Rather a jest to leave old Quelchy’s
giddy  nephew  hanging up  ab  the
station,” suggested Skinner.

“Pee said I'll go, 1 tell vou !

Bolsover major was not & pleasant
yvauth, but he was more particular upon
such points than Harold Skinner.

“Oh, quite!” zaid Skinner blandly,
“If you've said you'll go, of course
you're bound to play up. We'll come,
I'm rather curious to see whether tho
young rotter i1s anything like the old
rotter I

That was Bkinner's respectful way of
speaking of his Form master and his
Form mastec's nephew.

The four junicrs walked down the

lane to Friacdale together, Sneop and
Stott looked rather impatient, They

were not disposed to wasle a half-holiday
on their Form master's nephew.

“Look here, what's the game ¥ asked
Snocop. 0ld Quelchy's relations are
nothing to us !

Skinner did not heed, ;

“You're bound io go to the station,
Bolsover, if vou said you would,”™ he
remarked, “but it would be rather a
lark to pull the leg of young Quelchy 1™

“MNot so casy to ]Jn.llijr hizs leg, if he's
anything lika his uncle,” said Bolsover
major. “I've a jolly good mind to
punch his head !

“That would mean {ronble with
Quelchy afterwards,” said Stotf.

“That's why I'm nobt going to do it."”
“I darcsay tho kid iz some spoonay

asz 1" zaid Skinner. Y FEasy enough to
rull 2 new kid's leg! Tt wasz like Whar-
ton's cheek to leave you out of the
footer, and then put this job on youI”

“I know it was!” growled Bolsover
INE}Oor.

“If the kid got lost or anything
Wharton would bhave fo stand the
racket [ said Skinner,

“ Berve hiny vight ! But the kid won't
et lost between the village and Grey-
riars, I enppose.®

“He might take the wrong train,”

“He hasn't got to take a train from
¥rianrdale, fathead 1™

“ He may not know that.'

Lolsover major stared at Skinner, and
then he grinned, In his annoyed and
disappointed mood, he was quite pre
pared to fall in with Bkinner's schemes,
After all, 1t was no business of his to
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look after Me Quelch's nephew, That
distinguished task had been assigned to
the head boy of the Remove, and
Bolsover had relieved him of 1t unwill-
ingly., If Master Boger found trouble
that afternocon, it was Wharton's
business.

“Food [ said Bolsovor.

And the young razcals walked on to
the station Iin guite a cheery mood.

“A Form master’s nephew iz bound
to be a bit of & sneaking rotter!” said
Skinner sagely. “I dare say he will EFF
on the fellows and tell tales to his uncle.
Y dare say that's what be's coming to
Greyiviars for 1"

“Shouldn’t wonder ! said Snoop.

“ Likely enough!” ﬁnmted Bolsover
major. ‘Anyhow, I'll jolly well show
him that [ won't stand any rot from
him, Form master’s nephew or not ¥

“The train’s in,” remarked SBnoop, as
they arrived at the village station.

he four juniors went into the station.

Passengers were coming out, and
Boleover & Co, eyed them as they lefk.
But there was no youth among them,
and they went on the platform, No
doubt Roger Quelch was waiting there,
&% he had been told that he was to be
met at Friardale.

“There he 15! murmured Skinner.

One passenger remained on the plat-
form-—a lad about filteen. The dlmj.r-
friars juniorz eyed him rather curiously,

He was rather z sturdy fellow, with &
healthy face gnd quite an agreeable ex-
pression, A resemblance to Mr. Quelch
could be detected 1n his features, though
he was quite good-locking, and tha
llemove master was certainly not a2
handsomme man.

“That's the merchank!" said Bolsover
major, " Looks cheeky !™

M Come on ! said Skinner, © Awfully
civil, and all that, you know. We're
nice boys who love our kind teacher,
and feel no end bucked at being allowed
to make the acguainfunce of his
nephew |

“ Ia, ha. ha!®

The guartette bore down on  the
stranger.
“Young uelch — what *  pgked

Skinner affably,
_ A look of surprise came over the
jumor’s face,

“My name’s Quelch,” he said—" Roger
Quelch.” He had quite & pleasant voice,
not at all like the severe metallie tones
of his scholastic uncle. “Yeou fellows
belong to Greyfriars ¥

“Remove fellows!" said Skinner.
“We've come to meet vou. Your
wncle's rather busy this afternoon.”

“You're very good |” said Rogor.

“Mot at all. Tt's an honour.”

UM distinetion ! said Snoop, with a
gigele,

Roger Quelch looked rather sharply
&t Snoop.

“Well, it's kind of you to come and
meet me!” he said. “T suppose we
walk to the schoal from here 7

“You ean walk, if you like,” said
Slkinner. “It’s rather a long way. We
generally take the train.”

“The traini” repeated Roger.

“Yes ™

“1 thought this was the station for
Creyfriars.™

"“Bo it is, if you like a long walk. Dut
rou can save the walk by taking the
ocal train,” said Skinner blandiy,
“Come on! There's no time to lose.”

“They’ve landed my box here—- >

“That's all right. Tt will be sent on
to the school., You don’t want to carry
it on your back to Greviviars, do you?”

Roger Quelch laughed,

“No, hardly, Buf—-=-"

Tue Macker LiBRART.—No. 5494,

M This way I sard Skinner, taking the
visitor's arm in the most friendly way.
“ Wa have to cross the line to the other
platiorm.”

“But that's the up-platform.”

“My dear chap, we know what we're
about. Hurry up beforo the train comes
it

Boger Quelch looked fixedly at
Skinner for B second, and for that
second his expression was remarkably
like that of hiz uncle, Mr. Quelch. The
Hemove master was well known in the
Remove as a downy old hird; and for
that sccond Bkinner wondered whether
Master Roger was as downy as his
uncle—in which case pulling his leg
would have been an impossible tashk,

Buat the keen, penetrating look was
cnly momentary, It passed, leaving a
simple, conliding smile in its place,

Skinner was relieved.

“Well, I thought | had to walk from
here,” said Roger, “But I suppose you
fellows lLinow best.”

“WNaturally,” zaid Bolsover

“Come on!"
"My ticket's only to Friardale"
‘“That's all right. Pay excess at the

end, szeei”

“1 see,”

Roger Quelch orossed the line with
Bolzover & Co. Skinner winked at his
friends, and they suppressed their
chuckles. It was evident that Master
Roger was, as Skinner had foretold, a
gpooney  ass.  Otherwise, he would
hardly have allowed himself to be led
to the up-platform, to take a train which
would bear him directly away Irom
Greylriars.

In & few minutes a frain was sip-
nalled, and it came buzzing in. It was
the train for Lantham, non-stop for fen
miles.

“Here you are!”
breezily,

“Is that iny train?™

“That's if."

The Lantham train stopped, and dis-
gorged scveral passengers. Skinner
held open g carviage-door.

“Hop in, kid "

“¥ou fellows are coming 1"

“Oh! Yes! OF course !

“ After you,” zaid Roper,

“Oh, hop in!™

Moy after you,” said Roper, with
simple politeness. My daddy has told
me always to be polite and nice in my
manners,”

Ot erikey !

The word “daddy” almost made
Skinner & Co. suffocate. They had
already decided that Roger Queleh was
an ass,  MNow they realised that he was
a prieoless ass—the very last word in
SPOONeYs,

It had been Skinner's intention to land
Roger in the tram, close the door on
him, and leave him to it.  But fhe
politeness impressed upon Roger by his
"daddy ™ made that little schome -
possible. He stood back, evidently de-
termined nof to enter till the other
fellows were in the carmnge. A porter
came along the platform eailing :

“Lantham train! Mo stop before
Lantham "

Roger did not seem to hear or heed.

Skinner exchanged a quick look with
his comrades, and stepped  inte  tho
train. It was casy cnough to stop out at
the last moment.

Bolsover and Snoop and Stott followed
him i, and then Roger Quelch entered.
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“There's a corner seat, kid,"” said
Skintler, pointing across the carriage,

Roger did not eross the carriage to the
corner gcat,

A porter was coming along the train
slamming doors. Roger steppad back to
the piattorm, and slammed the carrisge
door.

For a second Skinner & Co, stared
blankly. Then Skinner tora at the
handle of the door,

" Let us out!™ he shouted,

Roger, standing on the platform, held
the handle in a grip of ron. Bkinner
was unable to get the door open.

“Let usz out!” yelled Snoop, in preat
alarm,

A ﬂDIl-Sfﬂ-]a run to Lantham for Mr,
Queleh’s nephew was one thing; but for
Skinner & Co. it was quite another.
But it looked now as if Skinner & Co,
were going lo get that non-stop run,

BRpger smiled at them through Lhe
window,

“lsn't this the right train " he-ashed.

“Ye-ees. But—"

; “?Then what de you want to get out
ar ER ]

" You—you—you see—" stammered
Skinner,
“You I se&,” assented Raopger, with &

cheery grin. “Did you think I was &
new soft kid who had never been to
school befere? My dear man, 1 know
my way about. I'm & High Coombe
man, and I knew more when I was in
the Third than gﬂu will know when
you're in the Sixth,™

“You voung rotter!” yelled Bolsover
major. “Open that door!”

“Eauce for the geoose 15 sauce for the
gander,” said Ropger Quelch coolly.
“You were poing to send me on to
Lantham. I'm pgoing to szend you.
Good-bye !

“Btand clear, there!l” shouted the
guard,

The train was moving.

Roger Quelch walked along with it
still holding the handle of the carriage
door, and smiling at the four infuriated
faces within.

"“"Pleasant journey !'" he said.

“You young villain—-"

"You spoofing rotter——"

“* Cth crumbs !

A porter praszped Roger Queleh by the
shouldor. and jerked lim away from the
train, which was gathering speed.

*You young idiot! Do you want to
be killed 1 lie snapped.

“Thanks, no. Only saying good-bye to
my friends," said Roger pleasantly,

“Btand clear!™

Roger Quelch stood on the platform,
siling, and waved hizs hand to the four
faces skaving in fury from the carriage,
It was too late for Skinner & Co. to
attempt to alight, They were booked
for Lantham now,

They wvanizhed from Roger's sight,
and Mr. Queleh's nephew, still smiling,
turned and strolled away to the exit.

“Oh dear!™ gasped Snoop, in uiter
dismay.

“Wo—wao shall have to go on te Lan.
Lhar now,” groened Stott. * You silly
idiot, Skinner "

“We shall have to pay our farcs—and
the return farg——"

*We shall be late for ¢alling.over™

“{h dear !

“¥YVou ass. Skinner

“You fool, Skinnore [*

[1%

“Oh, shut up! spavled Shinner
zavagely, " That young cad took you
in just as much as he did me|”

"It was your stunt!"” roared Bolsover
major. “You've lunded us into & pretty
pickle with your silly stunts, haven't
you T
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Roger Queleh sat up dazedly.

at his Form master’s nephew. *“*Ow !

Wow I Wow !'"™ he wailed.

** Oh, my hat ! ** he gasped. Billy Bunter, silting a few feet away from him, blinked dizzily
* You fat idiot ! ™ spluitered Roger.

** What the

thump de you mean by charging round the corner like 2 mad bull 2 **  (See Chapler 5.)

*Booked for Lantham!” groaned
Srott, Y Whe's going te pay my fare’”
“0h, vou idiot, Skinney ™

“We'll make Skinner pay all the
fares!" rvoarcd Bolsover major. “And
then we shall get lined up for being late
back! ¥You silly chump—yon—rou—

O

“0Oh, shubk up ! snarled Skinper. Ile
was utterly dismayed by the turn the
affair had taken, and in no mood fo
listen to the reproaches of his comrades,
Skinner was an incorrigible practical
ipker, and sometimes his litile  jests
turied against himself. Bui wever had
he canght such a Tartar as My, Quelel’s
nephew.

“You-—-vou—" gasped Dolsovor
major. Words failed Bolsover, and he
procecded to actions,

Skinner roared as his head wenl ivlo
chuancery,

Ik was a seriously damaged SBkivner
1t extricabled himeelfl at last from the
dust on the floor of the carriage, and
vollap=ed into o =eat,  Ilo gasped ol
.‘-Fr!.ﬂtt{"l't,"l;]i ol !'rl':_'l-l_lhl:;' s the  frain
wiitazedl on ats way—Iio an  accotnpani-
wient of incessant slanging from  his
enraged compamons. It owas nod oa
fappy  party thal arcived at last at
Lantbarem Junetion

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter !

4 =AY, vou fellows!®
Harry Wharton & Co. certainly
beard Bunter,
il fike & celebrated charucier
of old, they hieard but they heeded not.
Tt wo-~ half-time, and strenuous Soceer
hud ecuzed on Little Bide. It had been
n grnelling half, but on neither side had
the  rame  procceded  © according 1o
pian,” Hobson & Co., of the Bhell, lad
ot wiped the Remove off the earth, as
iher lad totended, IHarry Wharton &
(. had not mopped up the Shell, which
leael Deen their inteniion and  deter-
munation, MNeither side had scored so
far. tlough  both bad had narcew
vevape=: aud now they wera taking a
wellwarned vest, and the volce of Billy
Bunter. Llike thar of the turtle-dove was
jH.'EH"'! ill tEl'.' lE'LrJ.Ll.
L osav, vou fellows '™ bawled Dunter,

Bob Chievey grinned aver the lamon e
was sucking, but gave no other heed.
Foven 1l havdy heroes of the Remove
were Teeling a Iitle as if they had
Linllav~ o moend ; and they had no hreath
tn wa-te on William George Bunter.

Thal fat and fatuous youth blinked
inilievantly at the Famous Five, in i
litile weonp togetiwer, Certainly they

heard him, and equally ccrtainly they
saw him. Yet they gave him no Leed—
just as if thoy regarded hiw as a thing
of no importance whalever.

And the maticr was urgenl.

Bunter had been disappointed abouk
i postalovder! TFor some unexplained
reason, a  remiftance had  fatled to
arrive from Bunter Court,  And Bunter
was hangry—much too hungry to wait
for tea. He had had nothing since
dinner excepting a packet of toflee be-
longing to Peter Todd, and a cake that
belonged to Bguilf, and some chocolates
that Lelenged to Frank Nugent. The
toffve, the cake, and the chocolates be-
longed to Dunter now, and were safely
packed away. Dut, Iike Oliver ‘Dwist,
he wanted more. The least that theso
iellows could do, in Dunter's opinion,
was to listen to his tale of woe, in the
interval of the foothall. And they goave
him no atteniion whatever.

“1 gav. vou fellows!” bawled Bunler,
Far the thivd 1ime.  * Look here, I want
to speak {o you.”

“Hallo. halle, halln?
wlistle,” =aid Bob Cherry.

And the football mateh was resumed,
much (o Danter’'s diggngt. He had
waited for the interval, to speak to (he
Famonz Five on n matter of the greatest
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And now they were dpla;.-ing
i 1id not

urgeney, And 7
Hoccer again, just as if it
matter !

“ Beasts "' roared Bunter. ]

And he rolled away with & frowning
fat Lrow.

“I say, Hazel! He came on Hozel-
dene among the Remove fellows who
were watching the game,

Hazel grunted. He was looking eross,
and Bunter knew the reason.

1 say, Wharton's an ass to ;.:vut Squif
e gorl and leave you out, old c¢hap,”
said DBunber,

Another grunt [rom Hazeldene,

“Why, you can play Field's head off,”
saidl Bunter. “ Look at the dulicr in
goal now—simply rotten !

“What do you know
grunted Hazel.

“IWell, T know that vou onghi lo he
mn Ec:»a], old chap,” said Bunter,

“That's vight enough; 1 ought,” satd
Hazel, " Squifl’s all vighe, but it's utter
rob Lo make out that he keeps goal
bettor than I de”

“Utter vob,” agreed Bunter. * You're
the best man between the posts, ofd
chap, and I've always zaid so. And I
know something about footer.”

“ About a3 much as would go nto a
thimble, leaving plenly of room feor a
finger,” said Hazel.

Bunter coughed.

“Well, T know a good man in goul
whon I see one,” he zaid; “and you re

the goods, Hazcl, old bean!™

“Pity Whearlon deoesn’t  think
grunted Hazel.

"You don't gel justice, old man.”

"1 know I don't,”

£ II'.’IE. a h]"l&i"l::l.'&'!."

“You're right there” said Hazel,
thawing a little. " ¥You don't know any-
ithing about the game, Bunter, but
you'rg right there, ['m glad therg's one
ehap in the Form who can see 18”7

“I wouldn't stay here watching them,
vau know,” satd Dunter. " They're not
worth it. Come aléng to the tuckshop”

*(h, rats "

“Mrs, Mimble has a new lot of jam-
tares——"

“Blow "emn!”

“They're jolly nice—"

“Hot 1"

“I—IL say, Hazel, can you lend e
bhalf-a-crown?”’

oo

““Make it 2 bob, old chap. T've been
dizappointed about a postai-order—-="

111 L: u¢k i.tll:“

“I'm actually stony!” said Bunter
pathetically.

“For the frst time in vour life, I
suppose?™ asked Hazel sarcastically.

"Yoe-es—exactly ! Lend me o bob—-"

“Go and eat coke ™

“I=] say, old chap—="

“ Oh, dry np!™

Hazel moved farther away, still wateh-
ing the foothall,

Bunter bhlinked at himi through his
big spectacles in deep imdignation. His
“saflt sawder 7 had been wasted; Hazel
wias not to be *touwched " even for a
hunble * bob.”

" Look ab that!"” exclaimed Hazel sud.
denly, as there was a tossle before the
Remove goal. “ Field only saved that
bv a hair's-breadth. ™

“You'd have missed it by o miie,”
said Munter,

“ Wit ??

“You keep goal!” said Dunter de-
risively.  “Why, you ecouldu’t keop
whita niee ™

ITazel ?lﬂn’*d round at kim. Dunter's
sudden change of opinton with regard
to Hazel's gualily as o goalkeeper was
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evidently due to the fact that the “Lob
had not been fortheoming.

" He, he, he ! cackled the Owl of the
Remove. " Why, my dear man, vou're
no good at all :\’:el‘.wem the posts. You
ust stand theve like a sack of coals, and
ct the ball pess vou every time.
Wharton put you 1n goal for this match
we'd jolly well scrag him. You'vre no
good, ¥You couldn't keep goal against
a mivls' school 1™

And Bunter rolled away with his fat
little nose in the air.

Hazel, cerimsen with wrath, made a
?uir:i: stride aflter him nond let out his
[e1v]~

There was a roar fvomn Bunter as he
pitched forward,

" Whoooop ™

He landed on his {at hands and knecs,
roaring:

“Ow, ow! Keep off, yvou beast! Il
jully well lick you! Yaroooh!™

lazel grinned and turned to wateh
the football onee more. Bunter did not
favour him with any more opinions

about ig::ralkeepin r. He picked himrelf
up and rolled deloreusly off the foothall
cround.

“Oh dear!™ groaned Bunter. "“Ib's
two hours to tea, and I'm famished—-
simply famished! I say, Mauly /¥

He caught sight of Lord Mauleverer,
of the Hemove, strolling in tha quad.
Mauleverer gave him a glance and
quickened his pace.

“ Mauly, old man!™

Bunter broke into a run.

So did his lordship.

Mauly vanished round a corner, and
when the breathless Qwl of the Remove
r{mﬂmd the corner, Mauly was ond of
sight.

“ Beast ! gasped Bunter,

He rolled away to the gates, His luck
wasz out that afternoon, and only one
chance remaived—a very shm chance,
bt it was a case of any port in a storm.
It was some time since he had visited
the tuckshop in Friardale, and there
was a bare peossibility of “sticking
Uncle Clepg for a few tarts on “lick.”
The chance was slitn, for Uncle Clege
knew Bunier. Bat there was no oilher
Itmsmct; and Bunter trotted down the
ane towards the village,

He was half-way (o Friardale when
he sighted two elegant youths lesning on
the stile 1n the lane, and stopped in dis-
may, He did not want to  meet
Ponsonby and Gadsby of the Fourth
I'orm at Highcliffe, Dot he had no
chotee in the matter, for Ponzonby and
Gadsby had spotted him, and’ they
detachied themselves from the stile and
came towards bim with jovous looks.
Rapging a fat and helpless fellow liko
Bunter appeared to Pon and Gaddy in
the light of a little harnless aud
necessary enfertainment.

“Here we are again!” zaid Pouszonly
genially.

“So0 plad to mect you!” Finned
Gadsby. ! i
Bunter smiled feebly,
"Gogegegood-afternoon ¥ in ilam.

mered.

“Fatler than ever!” zold Poozonby,
eveing him. * You really ought to take
a little axercise to pet vour fat down,
Bunter.™

“Oh, really, Ponzonby— "

“Think vou could raca uz o the
1.'i|[a.§m ™ asked Ponsonby,

“ Wunne !

“If we helped you & little—whar

“I—I sayp——m"
~ Bunter wished he had stayed on Little
Side  to watch  the football-match.

Thist it was too late to wish that now ; he
was in the hends of the Amalekites
“We'll help you,” =aid Gadshy. "In

fact, we'll dribble you as far as ¥riar-
dale, Bunter.”

* Look here—-"

“8tart!” sard Ponsonby, drawing back

hiz foot.

“Keop  off, you velters!™ howled
Bunter, “You'd jolly well scoot fast
enough if Bob Cherry or Wharton coine
along.”

Pongsonby smiled unpleasantly. Bua-
tev's remark was well-founded, but its
truth did not make it palatable to the
dandy of Highchife,

“Btrart him, Gaddy 1™ he said,

“"What-ho!” chuckled Gaddy.

“Yarooooh !

Twao boots elumping on Bunter started
bim. Ho started with a jump, and tore
desperatcly an towards the village.

FPonsonby and Gadsby, with shouts of
laughter, followed on, dribbling the fat
Owl of the Remove,

The hapless Bunter let out a vell at
every other step, and pub on his grestest
rpeed; bul the Highclifians ea.shy Hept
pace, kicking him in turn,

* Yow-ow-ow-ow-0w '

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Yaroooh! Leave off! Ow!™®

“Go it, Gaddy!”

“Ha, ha, lg!™

Billy DBunter tore on frantically.

THere was a bend in the lane ahead of
him, and Bunter went round it at tep
speed, blindly. But it happened that
someons was coming along from the
opposite direction, and Bunter was sud-
denly stopped by a terrific collision.

Crash !

ORI

“ Ow !

Billy Bunter stagrered and sat down
with & buainp, while the unfortunale
pedestrian wha had received his charge
was strewn along Lhe lane.

— o

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Roger to the Reseue !

QGER QUELCH sut and
blinked.

He was sirolling checeriully
along Frierdale Lane towards
Gireyiriars, while Skinner & Co. were
enjoying—more or less—their enexpected
railway journcy to Lantham. Roger
strolled aleng with his hands in  his
pockets, in cheery spirits, when suddeniy
an earthquake happened to him, At
least, it seemed like an earthquake.

He sat up dazedly.

“h, my hat!" he gasped.

Billy Bunter, sitting a fow feet away
from him, blinked dizzily at the Form
master’s nephew.

“Ow ! Wow,
remark.

“You fat idiot!" gasped Roger,

“Qw, ow, ow "

“3What the thump do you mean by
charging round a corner like a mad bull,
without looking where you are going?”
spluttered Roger Quelch,

“fhy! They're after me!” :

“Vou sitly chump! I've a jolly pood
mind to wallop youl!" growled Roger,
stagpering to his feet. “ Who's after
vou? A mad dog, I should think, by
the way you were going.”

*Ow! Highelifie cads, Ow!
ihey comel”

Eunter had shot abead for o faw
matnents, but Ponsonby and Geadsbhy
wera close behind, They came round
the bend of the lane at full speed. y

They stopped just in time to avoid
falling over Bunter,

“Onw! Keep off I roared the Owl of
the Remove,

The two Highelifians gave Roger
Quelch & glance, and took no further

up

wow ™ was Dunfeor's

Hero
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heed of him. He was a stranger 1o
ther, and he looked as if he could take

care of himself. Bunter was thelr
Fame. :

“Lot up, you fat frog!” said Pon-
sonby.

“w! Leave a chap alone. Owl"

“{et up!™ roared Gadsby.

“Lroogh! Ow!"” ]

“We'll jolly well kick you till you get
goin’ again!” grinned Ponzonby.

And he suited the action to the word.

“ Yarooooogh ™

Rogee Queleh, still a little breathless
froan the shoek, stared on at that scene
in surprize. Bunter and the High-
clifhuns wore all strangers to him, and
he was far from guessing that Bunter
was a Greyfriars fellow and in his
uncle's Form. But Roger was not the
follow to stand by while a fat, short-
sighted fellow wag bullied.

“houek that ™ he said 3]'|le'].'.|-]_".-".

Ponsonby glanced round at him dis-
dainfully, i

“Did you speak to me ™ e exclaimed.

“¥es, Let that chap alone”

“What the thump are you buttin’® n
for, whoever wyou are?”  exclaimed
Uadsby.,

“Farr play's a jewel,” said Rager.
“Let that fat chap alone.”

“Mind your own bivney.”

And Ponsonby kicked apain, and there
was a roar of anguish from the Ouwl of
the Remove,

Roger Quelch stepped  forward and
upnceremonionsly shoved the Iligheliite
junior back, Heo stood belween Bunter
and the Highelifians.

“That will do!™ he said, and at that
moment his volee was very hike Lhat of
lits unele, the master of the Hemove af
Girevfriars, “Stop it!"

“Brand nside! snarled Ponsonle.

“Well jelly well shft yeoun, i you
don't shift ! said Gadsby threateningly.

“(in aherad,” za:d Roger.

Lilly  Dunter squirtned  away  and
serambled fo his feot. He kept well
hehind  the sturdy stranger who had
chipguel in to probect hin. \-"i,']-.;:; the
fellow was DBunter had net the Dantest
idea. Lot he was very glad indecd that
the [ellow was there.

Ponsonby and Gadshy drew together.
They had no prejurdices in [avonr of fay
mlay. I Roper persisted in deflending
Tunter, he had two enemies to tackle at
oneo.  Bot he did not seem daunted.

¥ T grivin® you a chance to clear, you

cad.” sald DPonsonby., “New then,
sharp—pgot out of the way!”

“ Jatst” .

o you want us to slufl you ¥ roared
Gadsby.

*Yos—if you ecan do i, grinned
Roper.

*Come on, Gaddy !

The two Highelifians vushed on
together.  Kach of them leoked like a

match for this interfering stranger, and,
logothier, they had no doubt whatever of
rushing hiin over and thrashing him
for his check.  They were tu haps
ignorance of the faet that Roger Queluh
was the ebampion OGghting-man of the
Tourth Form at High Caombe School in
Dievonshire.  They had never heard of
Rager or of High Ceomby,  They came
on wilh & rush, expecting to send him
spinming.

What Lappened  next showod ihem
that this vouihiful stranger, whosver Le
was, was & rood man with his hands.

Roger ~tood like a rock, and his right
came with a erash into Ponsonby's eve,
sending Pon slaggering backwards, (o
Fall with a heavy bump indo U dust,
The noext second Gaddy’s fst jurced on
Rogor's nose, and there was a spurt of
erimson, and they closed a moment later
and struggled,
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Buonter blinked on, gasping.

In the circomstances, Billy Bunter was
bound to go to the help of his resener.
But that obvious consideration did not
seem to ocour to Dunter,

Having recovered a little of lus
breath, Bunier starled off apain, leaving
his unknown rescacr to it.  He stood not
upon the ordey of his zoing, but went at
CHENCTEx,

Bunter was  vanishing from  sight
through a gap in the hedge, when- Hoger
Queleh and Gadsby fell 1o the ground
together and rolled over in the dust n
a desperate struggle.

Ponsonlbiy staggered to his {eet.

Eliz eve was closed aml blackening ;
he koew that he was going to have a
prize black eve, and ﬁn was seething
withh  fury, He rushed te
Ciacdabay.

But bofore hie could join in again
Rogoer had freed himsell from his ad-
versary, A lerrifie jab at close guarters

11 help
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rolled Gudsby el of Ins  way, and
Craddy =at up in the dust, clasping Loth
hands over a damapged coye, Roger
leaped to lis feet Just in thne to mect
Pousanby’s rush,

ITi- nose was streaming rved; but he
wis e ool and collected, breathloss
s e was, e met Ponsonby with lelt
aned right,

Crrash !

Ponzonby sprawled across Gaddy,

“Oh! Great pad!” he splultered.
Bogee  Queleh  stoced  panting for
hh-aiTl_ The two lighehflins, dosty

el wpdidy, =at on the carth hlillkinj}: al.
b, Reger jerked ount a handkerchief
anel mopped bis streaming nose,

“ Had enough? he asked.

“Oh! My eve! moaned Gadsby,

YOl gad!” proaned Ponsonby.

“Ow, ow !

Roger langhed breathlessly.

[Te- was a hittle hart hnnself, and has
nose bled [veely. DBut his damages wera
s notlung compared with those of the
Liighcliffiuns, Certuinly the two ol them
together could have gmined a victory yet
if theyv had felt disposed o go “all

out ¥ in handling this tough customer.
But the victory would bhave cost them
dear, and they were not in the least
disposed to renew the combat. They sat
and pasped,

“There's some more if you want o,
yvou know,” said Roger.

“Oh! You rotten
Ponsonby.

“Let us alone, you ruffian ™ mumbled

cad " proancd

{adshy, .
“I'm satisfied if you ave! pgrinved
Raoger. e looked round for Bunter.

“Hallo! Where's that fat bhipd?”

Bunter was out of =sight. He was
seattling across the fields as fast as his
fat little logs could carry Lim.

“The fat bounder! JIle might have
lent & hand ! growled Woger, cdabbing
at his nose with a erimsoncd handker-
chief,

“Rotten Greviriars ecod!” mambled
Pongonby. “*What the thamp did you
butt tn for, hang you? You've not a
Groylriars cad!”

“Greyiriars man, was  he® uasked
Roger. “Well, I'm going 1o Gieviriars
myself.  You don'l belong to Greyfriars,
by any chance?™

"Woulkdu't e found dead  thepe!™
snarled Ponsenby.  lle gave the nephew
of M. Quelch a glive of Latred, " So
von're gois’ to Geeyleiars, are you, yoo
rolter? We'll weel vou aguin some day,
aned make you sorry for this”

“Won've met me now, wnd vou can
ga ahead making e sorry,” suggested
Hoger, *“"No fine like the presont.”

ansanby did nol act on that suppres-

tion. Ile caressed his swollen oye.

“Bure you don't want any more?”
askod Roger politely.

“Teave us  alone,
outsider !

Roger laughed,

“Yon can call me names =0 long az
voure silling down,” he said. “1r
vou'll stand up and repeal Lhem T7H sit
Syou down again!™

“Lrel oat, hang yon !’

“I's fov you 1o get out, as yvou're
Hiedondd B peewerad My, Queeleh's nephew
coolly,  “"¥You were kicking that fat
chap: and sance for the goose 15 sauce
for the pander, as I told some other
fellows whe wake up Lthe wrong passen-
ger. Get up and hop 1"

“Lock Lere-—-—" s o

“1 give you 'l":".'l} seconds 1 saul lingﬂr,
drawing bock his foot.

One second was enough for Ponsonby
and Gads<by. They scrambled up and
through the gap in the hedge by which
Dunler had disappeared.

“Tla, ha, ha!” roarcd Roger. * Good-

by 1%

And as the Ilighelifians vanished he
walleed along to a pond heside the lane
to bathe lis nose.

you  Groylriars

Sy T

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Roger Arrives !

ILLY RBUNTERX pave a pgasp of
alarimn.

““I'hase bheasts apain t”

Bunter had stopped three ficlds
away feom the seene of the combat,
ﬂi]‘“l_!‘ witieled.,

He sal on o logr to recover his Lreath,
and gazped and spluttered, and spint-
fered wind gasped, as i for a wager.

Tl was feeling a little recovered, when
bee sighted DPonsonby aml Gadsby com-
inge towards him by the fooipath across
the field.

The Owl of the Remove juttped up ot
oove in alarm. But a sccond glance
showed him that he had wothing to fear
from Mon and Gaddy.

Tre Magser Lisnany.~—No. 994,
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Those two youths, not lesking at all
ciry or elegpant now, were dragging
themselves wearily along, moaning an
groaning.

Gaddy had a black eve, and Ponzonby
had two, and they had other damages,
and they were quite spent and ex-
hausted, and they limped along as il
every step was going to be their lask.

Two more thoroughly thrashed young
rascals could not have been found in
the whole county that sunny aiternocn,

Bunter grinned.

“Qh, my hat! He's licked them
both 1 chuckled the Owl of the Remove,
“Oh crambs! They look a sight!
'.[E"I hﬂjf:.ﬂ get into a row at Highclifie over
this I

Ponzanby and Gadsby limped on, dab-
bing their eyes and nosez and moaning,
nﬁr!: even seeing Bunter till he hailed
thém,

“J gay, vou fellows!" chortled Bunter.

Then they looked at him.

“Had it bad?® chuckled the fat
junior.

Ponsonby made a movement towards
tim and stopped. He was not feeling
rqial to bandling even Bunter just then,

“[iet out, vou fat rolier!” mumbled

Gadsby.

Bunter did not get ocut. He was as
bold as n lion when there was no danger
—gpd it was evident that there was no
danger to be apprehended from the two
nuts of Higheliffe now. :

“Well, vou do look & picture!” ho
jeered. ““What will your Torm master
sav when he sees you? You'll give old
Mobby g fit! He, he, ha!”

“Shut up, you fat ead!”

“Bhut up yourself!” retorted DBunter,
“For two pins I'd wade in and give you
what you've been asking for 1™

Ponsonby and Gadsby glaved at him,
But they were atb the end of their tether,
and they passed on without replying.
Even Bunter was able just then lo jeer
at thetn with impunity.

“1Meo, he, he! Funks!" roared Bunter,

The Higheliffians tramped savapely

ailt.

Whiz! ;

A turf whizzed throogh ihe air and
knocked off Ponsenby's hat. He spun
round, with a howl of rage.

Bift !

Another turf landed on his nese as he
turnec.

“He, he, Le ! cackled Bunter,

Even that did not induce Pensonbw
to rush on the fat junior. Tle picked up
his hat, jammed it savagely on his head,
and tramped away after Gaddy, leaving
Banter cackling.

“Ha, he, ha"

Bunter rolled away, fecling quite con-
tented, He rolled in the divection of
Friardale Lane, to go on to the village
and try his luck with Uncle Clege.

HTalla 1M

Roper Quelch, having bathed his nose,
was coming up the lane; and he came
on Bunter as the fat junior stepped out
into the road, i )

Bunter blinked at him and prinned.

“0h, my hat! What a nose!” he

ejaculated. ]
“What " exclaimed Roger.
“Looks hke a prize leclroof!™

chuckled Bunter.

Roger =ztared at (hé fab junior, He
did not know Bunter, and was guite un-
acquainted with that lascinating youth's
wmanners and cusioms.  So Banter came
as @ Surprise to him,

“Why, you fat rotber 1" he exclaimed,
“Is that how vou thenk « fellow foy
standing up for you and saving vou frow
E ragging ™

Y0k rate ! sai ) Banter loftily.
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“‘Wh-a-at 7"
~ "Rats!  You needn't have chipped
in,” said Bunter coolly. “1 could have
leked those two fellows casily enough,”

“Well, my hat !” ejaculated Roger.

“Eoasy as falling off & iovm,” said
Bunter, ** A pair of cads like that would
be nothing to me!™

“You looked like it 1" said Roger sar-
castically. * Were you letting them kick
you because 3}'011 enjoyed it?”

Oh, you shut up!” sald Bunter, “I
don't want any cheek from vou, who-
ever you are—you and your cauliflower
nose ! Yaht"

“You're a Greyfriars man, T think %
said Roger. “ Are there any more af
home like you? Must be a ripping
school 1f it turns out wvour sort. Cut
off bofore I kick youl™

“Why, vou cheeky ass—""

“On second thoaughts, T'll kick you
before you cut off,” said Boger, and ha
cama dquickly towards the Owl of the
Remove.

Bunter did not wait to be kicked,

HMis fat little legs fairly twinkled as

he Hew towards the village; and Roger

Quelch laughed and resumed his way to
Greviriars.

He had never been to the school
before, but he had no doubt, when he
stood before the old grey gateway, that
he was at Groyiriars, The gates stood
wide open, as usual on a half-holiday,
and Roger Quelch sirode in.  Old (Gos-
ling eyed him from his lodge, and per-
raps detected in the newecomer's featnres
the resemblanee to Mr. Quelch. Goshing
stepped out and touched his liat.

“Master Quelch ¥ he asked.

Roger nodded.

“That's liltle me,” he assented,

“Mr. Queleh’s nevey?” sand (Gosing,

“ Exactly—his nevvy ! said Roger,
with a cheery prin.
uncle at home 7™
; “Your—your what?” ejanulated Gos-
L.

“*Jolly ald uncle 1™

“My eye!” said Gosling, staving at
the cheery Roger. * Yes, JMr Queleh is
at "ome, and you'll find "im in his study
in the School House. ITad an accident,
sir, on the way ‘ere?”

Roger rubbed his nose.

“A collision,” he cxplainad,
“"Colliston on  tho railway?™ aszhked
Gosling

“WNo; in Friardale Lane,” saul Rogoer,
“Something horrid hard jammcd rvighe
against my boko !

And he walked on, Jeaving Geslin
staring. The old Greyfroars povter haﬁ
heard that Mr., Queleh's nephew was
expected that afternoon, and he had
wonderad what AMMr. Queleli’s nephew
would be like, e had not expeciod him
to be like thiz. Roger looked like a
vory yvouthful and much betier-locking
edition of his scholastic nnele, hut in
other respecis he did nol seom to
resemble Mr., Henry Quelel very mueh,

“Foung rip!" was Goshing's verdict,
as_he retreated into his lodge.

Roper sauntercd on cheertly {owards
tha Honse. From the distance came a
roar on the wind.

“Goal! Goall”

“Well kicked, Wharton.,”

“PBrave, Romove !

Roger spun round ab onee. A pune of
loothall was going on, on Livtle Side,
and the shout 1old him that i was his
nnele's Form that was coreoraed, As
Roger was to take hiz plase in ihe
Remove during his stay ot Greyiviavs
he was naturally ioterested in ihab
Fo.m.  He was interested an Sooeer,
ban, heing a preat man at the game ab
his own school., And, leavieg his intee-
view with Mr. Ql‘t-&jﬂt av v far tha

“Ta my jolly old

resent, he made his way rapidly in the

irection of the football ground,

‘The Form match wasz neav its close,
and Harry Wharton had scored for the
Remove ut last—the only goal abtained
m the game, so far. Remove fellows
round the gronnd were cheering lustily,
Even Hazel had lost his sullen look, and
was shouting with the loudest.

“ Bravo, YWharton !”

“Remove wims!  Hurrah [

Potter of the Fifth blew his whisiie.
The sides lined up again for the last five
minutes of the match,

Hobson & Co. of the Shell put all they
knew into that last five minutes. But it
booted not, as a novelist would say,

The Hemove held them well, and the
Shell were unable to get through, And
the final blast of the whistle put an end
to the game, and fo their hopes, at the
same tune,

“PBravo, Remove [
“"Huarrah!™

The playors eame off, panting from
their exertions. Remove men wore
cheering wildly, and Roger Queleh
joined genially in the cheering. He had
not seen much of the game, but svhat
he had seen struck him as good. Bob
Cherry noticed him in the crowd and
gave him & second glance. He way
& stranger thera, and Bob noted his
resemnblance to the master of the Lower
Fourth.

“Halle, halla, Thallo! There's

Quelchy’s nephew I exclaimed Bob.
Wharton looked round auickly.
“Where 7 he asked.

“That merchant. IHe's got a beak
rather like Quelchy's, anvhow, and 1've
never secn him hoefore.™

Harry Whartan threw a coat and
muffter over hiz football rig and came
quickly through the ecrowd towards
Roger Queleh, Ile had forgotten that
voung gentleman’s existence entircly
while the match lasted, and now that he
was reminded of it ha was glad to =ee
him safe and sound abt Greviriars.

“Young Quelchy ¥ he asked.

Roger smiled and nodded,

*¥es, and you're young—what 1

Wharton smittek too. He raiher liked
this youth's cheery looks and pleasant
nmianier.

“ My name's Wharlon, captain of 1l
Remove, Glad to meet you, kid! I'm
supposed to have picked you up at the
station and brought you here. T asked
another fellow to go, as T was playiug
footer. You scem to have got here all
Flgilet. "

“Right as rain!™

“Uood ! 'l take you to Quelchy now
w mean to vour unele”

“ Lead on, Macedull 17

Ilarey Wharton led the neweomer Lo
Me. Queleh™s study, while the other
fedlows were going into the changing-
vooit. Me. Queleh was still busy with
paperz when the captain of the Remove
tapped ab his door and opened it

* Your nephew, sir!” said Wharton.

Ay, Queleh looked up.

“"Thank you, Wharton!
Roger

Roger went in.  The door closed on
Bim, and Harry went along to the
chapging-room to join bhis friends, As
the cheery Rogor had arvived safely st
irevfriars, and Wharton had taken bim
to his uncle's study, there was no reason,
sa far as Harry could sec. why the
Fenove master should know that Whar
tan had nobt been to the station lo fetch
him, It was o case of leest said, soonest
mended.  Wharion did not guess just
then that a very great deal remained to
he «nid on the subject.

Come  iu,
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“¥Yah ! Funks ! rosred Bunter,

through the air and knocked off Ponsonby’s hat.

The Highcliffians were tramping savagely on when—— Whiz ! A turf whistied
““ He, he, he ! ** cackled the fat Removite, as the Higheliffe junior made
no attempt to rush him down.

{See Chapler 6.)

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Tells the Tale !

ILLY BUNTER rolled in at the
sciool gates dizconsolately.
Unecle Clegg had not turved up
trumps. .

Bunter had given the ancient geutle-
man & long rest, and he had boped that
v, EiegF would realise that he waz n
danger o losing & good customer, and
would play up accordingly. But Mr.
Clegg had net played up. Perhaps he did
not mind losing o customer like William
George Dunter. Quite rudely Unrcle
Clegg had declined to supply cven a
golitarr bun on the *nod.” and Bunier
had rolled back to Greyfriars hungrier
than ever—his last state worse than his
first,

He had had a long walk and a kicking
from the Highclifians—all for nothing.
Worst of all, he had reached the school
too late for tea in Hall, And that day,
as he knew, Peter Todd was “tea-ing ™
out with Wibley, in No. 6. Unless he
could find some good Samarilan in the
Remove passage to take compassion on
him Billy Bunter was likely to remain
in & famished state till supper, by which
time it was probable that he would be on
the vorge of cannibalism.

He tramped up to the Remove paas-
sage and stopped at the door of Btud;
MNo. 1. The door was hall open. an
& scent of toast and tea Hoatwvd out Into
the passage. Five cheery juniors were
there, enjoying a spread after ithe
exertions of a foothall inateh,

1 say, you fellows—"

“Hallo, hallo, halle!" hoomed Tinb
Cherrv, as Duntey’s fat face and big
spectacles glimmered in st the door-
way.

Bunter limped into the sindy.

He was tired, and he was hungry.

The Famous Five were having  tea,
and DBunter had already decided that he
was going to have tea with the Famous
Five, The formalily of wailing to be
asked did not worry DBunicr. In such
matters he was not accustomed to stand-
Ing on Ceremony.

“Want anvthing?” asked Wharion
politely.

“0Oh, really, Wharlgn——"

“Good-bye !

“The fact is, vou fellows, I'm feeling
rather done,” said Dunter. “I've hacl
a rather exciting time this afterpoon.”

“Eomehody been after you for pinch-
ing his tuck?” asked Frank Nugent
svmpathetically, I hear that Squnff
hias missed a cake from bis studz”

“h, really, Nugoent i

“I koow I've rmmissed
lates,” said Nupent.

“If vou think T know anything about
vour rotten chocolates, Wugent, I can
only say 1F shows that you've gob a
rolten, suspicious nind ! said Banter.
“I'tn not the fellow to touch a fellow’s
choes, I hope. There were only =ix in
the box, too.”

“fa, ha, ha!"

“ Blessed if I see anvileng to rcackle
at!” said Bunter crossly. I think you
might ask a fellow to sit down, alter

sonur  chooeo

he's been scrapping with a pgang of
Highclilfe rolfers.”

The Fuinous Five stared,

“Serapping with o gang of thom?"
said Johnny Dull,

“Five or six of the cads” said

Bunter. "“They set on me in Fricvdale
Lane——"
“And vou licked the lot, of course ™
“Yes”

“0Oh, my hat!™

“Uo it, Bunter!” said Dok Cherry
cocouragingly.,  “Let's bear all abont
it. They had to be taken back to High-
eliffe in an ambulance, I suppose®"

“Or to the hospital on a male?” in-

gnired Harry Wharton.
“Hu, ha, ha!™

“Yeau can cackle '™ roarecd ]_.‘Iun’rer.
“They set on me ‘in  IFriardalo
Lane—--"

“Awd you licked the lot, of course)™

“ N o,

“I—I mean—"

“Go it! Tell us what vou mean, by
all means!” chuckled Bob. * There
were nine or ten of them, and rou wal
loped both=ee—

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 thrashed Ponsonby and Gadsby.™
said Bunter. ““Come to think of it,
there were only two of the eads=—Pon
and Gaddy, But oo man here could
have licked the twe of them togethac
as I did. T'll1 tell you how it hap-
pened——" .

“0Oh, do!™ said Bob. "I suppose vou
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moar, you'll tell ua how it didn't hap-
pen. But firo away!™ ;

“They set on me in Friardale Lane,”
said Bunter. "1 gave Ponsonby right
and left, end blacked both his ayes—"

*Zplendid ¥

“] gave Gaddy one black eye—"

“Only one? Not three or four?”
asked Bob, in surprise.

“Hg, ha, ha!"

“I'd have given him ancther, only he
ran for it!” hooted Bunter. “Both of
them fairly scooted, like frightencd rab-
bits. That's exactly what they woro
like—frightened rabhbits.”

“"Well, you ought to know what 2
frightened rabbit is like,” conreded
Eob. “Tt's remarkably like W. G
Bunter at times.”

“Ha, ha, ha'"

“Thev'va gone
ayes,” suid Buanter.
han‘ily a scratch.”

“Wo good locking at you for any

home with  black
“ And look at me—

damages you got in e fight, while
yvou're facing us. Turn round.”

;rEh -Eh:l1'

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Yaou silly aszs!” yelled Bunter.

“Think I'd turn my back on those
Higheliffe cads? I tell you I've blacked
their eyes and squashed their noses, and
they'll get into an awful row at High-
oliffe for going home in such an awful
state, You'll heay about it later.”

Bob Cherey selected o bun from the
dish on the table, and held it out to the
Owl of the Remove,

“Take it!” he said.
it

“Ha, ha, hat!”

“Look here, if you fellows don't be-
liava me—--"

“Believe yvou! Oh, my hat!”

Russzell of the Fourth came along the
passage and looked into the study.

“¥You fellows heard the latest?™ he
asked. i

“That depends on what it ie2,” said
Wharton. *What may it happen to
ha?ﬂ‘

* About Ponsonby——"

“Oht What about Pon?" asked the
YFamous Five together.

In view of what Bunter had just re-
lated, they were rather intcrested, for
onee, in Ponsonby of the Fourth Form
at Highcliffe,

“Somebody’'s been handling him,”
satd Russell. “Pon and Gaddy! Young
(vatty of the Sccond has seen them fimp-
mg home with black eyes, locking as
if they'd been under 2 traction-engine,
according lo Catty, You fellows been
on the war-path?"

“"We'va been playing football,” said
Wharton. “Ponsonby is always bunt-
g for trouble; byt he hasn’t found it
at this addrezs, this time.”

“He, he, he!” chuckled Bunter.

“¥an krnow anything about if
Bunter? asked Russell.

"Lots! I've Lu:it told these fellows.”

“Bunter hasz been trying to gammon
us with a varn that he licked Pon and
CGaddy  ihis  afterncon!™ szaid DBoh
GE?HT]H

LH&,. ha, ha!™ roared Russell.

‘I jolly well did lick them!™ ax-
claimed Bunter warmly. “Whe do you
th:.nﬂk dgl {;t, tiuf F didn't ™ p

‘Anybody but you!” grinned Boh.

L 1] }‘r'a]‘ ];u T g

Billy Bunter was indignant. He had
been present when Pon and Gaddy
found treuble, and that was enough for
Bunter. The actual licking had been
administered by another fellow, but that
fellow was a stranger, never likely, so
far as Bunter knew, to come anywhere
near Uireyfriars, It waz a chance for
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William George Bunter to reap & little
glory, on the cheap, as itk were. IE was
really most exazperating not to be be-
lieved.,

“But, I say, it wae a Greyiriars chap
who licked them,” said Russell. * Young
Gatty was passing Higheliffe when he
saw them—and he saw Mr. Mobbhz meet
them at the gate. He stopped to look
ab them, and heard them explaining to
Mr. Mobbs that they'd been damaged
by a Greyiriarz man.”

”{}Whu the dickens was it, then?” said

“Me!” hooted Bunter.

“Can it! Must have been a pretty
hefty fellow to damage the twa of
them,” said Bob. “If that chap the
Game Kid was still here, I should think
ihat he was the mwan. I wonder if it
was a Remove chap ¥

“It waz mo?” roared Bunter.

“Where's your grammar, old fat
bean 7 said Nugent. * You should zay,
‘It wag I,' you assl™

“But it wasn't vou, it was me—-="

“Ha, hd, ha "

“It's lock-up now,” said Wharton,
rising from the table. “All the fellows
will be in. Let's po down and see who
blacked Pon's beautiful eyes.”

“Good egg!™

And the Famous Five went down to
tha Rag to inquire, Bunter blinking
after them with great indignation. Tut

he forgot his indignetion the next
mpment. There were catebles left on
the table —and Bunter promptly

dropped into & chair, and started apera-
tions on them. In five minates William
George Bunter was feeling much hetter,
and the tea-table in Study No. 1 was

as bare as if o swarm of locusts had in-
vaded the study. et

——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunier the Bruiser !
MR. QUELCH, the master of the

Femove, took roll-eall in Big

Hall at Greyfriars that even-

ing. Bome of the fellows, who
knew that the Form master's nephew
had arrived, looked round for him ouri-
ously ; but hagur gueleh did not comoe
into Hall. He had “tea-ed ” with his
unele in the Remove master's study, and
so far had not appeared among the
Greyfriars fellows,

Four times Mr, Quelch frowned por-
tentously as he called the roll: four
fellows, in_his own Form, failed to
answer their names.  Bolsover major,
Skinner, E-nﬂﬂ% and Stott, were absent,

Obviously, Roger Quelch had not
mentioned the episode at Friardale
Station to his uncle, for Mr. Quelel was
quite unacquainted with the cauze of
the absence of the quartette. Ha
marked them down as absent, with a
frowning brow.

After roll-call, there was o general
movement of the juniers to the Rag.
The story of the disaster to Ponsonby
and Gadsby had spread, as well as
Billy Bunier's assertion that he was the
canse of that dissster. All the fellows
werg curiows on the sobject. It was
almost impossible to bhelieve that the
fat and fatuous Owl of the Remove
really had handled the two nuts of
Higheliffe and sent them limping home.
True, neither Pon nor Caddy was of the

e e e e e e o by o iy
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are made—and
nothing surpris-
Harry Wharton

stuff of which herocs
thera would have been
g in Bob Cherry or
having handled the two of them
together, But it was wvery surprising
indeed if DBunter had done it. Pon
and Gaddy might be funks; but in that
line William George Bunier was their
equal, if pot their superior.

But the most exhaustive inguiry
failed to reveal the fellow who hal
handled Pon and Gaddy.

Gatty, of the Second, questioned hy a
gﬂﬂd many fellows, told again all he

new; and Nugent minor, who hail
been with him at the time, corroborated,
They had seen the horrified Mr. Mobbs,
master of the Fourth Feorm at High-
cliffe, meet the two damaged nuts atl
the gates of ihe schoal, and they had
sm?jpad to look on—naturally intorested
at beholding Pon and Gaddy in zuch a
state. And ﬁIEF had heard the damaged
vouths declare to Mr. Mobbs that they
had been “attacked ™ by a Greyiriars
junior.

“"Must have been Bolsover major '™
Bob Cherry decided. *“He went down
to Friardale to meet young Quelchs,
qon konow: goodness knows why lie
wsn't come back. Skinner and Snaap
and Btott are out of gates, ton: but

they couldn't have done ik, It was
Bolsover 1

“It wasn't!" roared Bunier.

"Who was it, then?™ demanded
Vernon-Smith,

“he I

* Ha, ha, ha!”

vite & crowd of fellows waited for
Bolsover & Co. to come in. If the High-
cliffians’ damages were as serious ans
reporfed, 1l was probable that there
would be trouble. My, Mobbs was
never reluctant to lay complaints befare
the Head of Greyfriars; and it was cer-
tain that he would be greatlv shocked
and indignant at seeing his favourite,
Ceeil Ponszonby, sporting two  black
eyes, And it was certain that Ponsonby
would tell his story of the encounter in
his own way, and that Mr. Mobbs
would make it & point to helieve that
he was .&n Innocent injured voutl,
Quite probably Mr. Mobbs would come
over to Greyfriars in a state of !‘umiu{;
indignation, And it was hkely enouph
that Dr. Tocke would deal dra&ticahy
with the offender.

Bo when Bolsover major came in at
last, he was surrounded at once by a
erowed of Hemove fellows, who wanled
to know.

The four late-comers came in looking
tired and savege and sulky., DBolsover
major was zcowling blackly.

“Has that young cad got bere®" lo
ashed.

*Who—which—what #" asked Bol.

“That young cad Queleh '™

“Didn't wvon meet him  at
station ! asked Harry Wharion.

Bolsover maior snorted.

“1 m=aid T would, didn’t I** ha
smarled, "I met him ol the station,
and these chaps tao! Hang him '™

“He's come in,” said Harey., " DBut
wha fe——o"

“Where have you fellows been?™
asked the Bounder.

“ Lanthamn 1" growlaed
lnal!j{:rr.

*Out of bounds 1™ zaid Bob,

Awnother snort from DBolsover major,

“That young cad tricked us inlo it
We were going to land him in the train
for Lantham—it was Bkinner's wheezo—
and he tricked us into getting into the
train, and then held the door outzide
and woe conldn’t get out, and 4 was a
nen-slop run to Lantham, and—""

“HMHa, ha, hat"

“Funny, i=sn't it} howled Boisover
major angrily,

the

Bolzover
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“Yes, rather!” roared Baob Cherry.
“Ha, ha, ha!’

“Borve you folly well right!™ ex-

claimed Harry Wharton hotly, * What
the thump were you playing tricks on
the new kid fort By Jovel I've a

jolly pood minds——"*"

“Easv does it, old man,” said Bob.
“There's no harm done—these jolly
jokers seem to have caught a Tartar
1 young Quelch.”

“No doubt about ithat” groaned
Snoop. “He's as downy as his uncle,
blow him! Fooled Skinner all along
the ling——=* .

“Fooled you, too!” growled Skinner,

“Wlhere 15 the young cad?” grunted
Bolsover major. *I'm poing to putch
his head when I see him.”

“You're not!” said Wharton curtly.

“ Look here—"

“Sa von've been at Lantham?” asked
Johony Bull, “Did you meet Pou-
sonby of Highelife there?”

“No, T didn't!”

“1)id vou meet him at all this after-
poon ? asked Nugent,

[ 11 E‘ﬂ:!’ <

“Then it wasn't Bolsover | said Bob
Charry.

Bolsover major stared.

“Whet wasn't me?” he snapped.

“Zomebody’s been hammering Pon-

sonby black and blue, and 1t was a
Creyfriavs chap, and we can't find the
giddy hammerer,” exploined Bob, *“I
worked it out that it must have been
YOLL.
T U Well, it wasn't1” grunted DBolsover
major. “I've =zeen nothing of aony
Hipghelifie cads, I dare say I should
have punched Ponsonby if I'd met him.
But I haven't seen him to-day.”

“I say, voyu fellow=——-"

“DBunter says that he did it!"
chuckled Bob.
s Rﬁt-!:”

“0Oh, really, Bolzover——"

Wingate of the Sixth bore down on
the four returned truants,

“Sa én:m're back, you young rascals,™
e zaid. “You're to report to your
Form master at oncel™

Bolsover & Co. tramped away to the
Romove master's study. The juniors
were left in 2 buzsz.

“Blessed if 1t doesn’t begin fo look
as if Bunter has told the truth for
once.” sald Bob Clerry, in wonder.

“The oncefulness is terrifie,” grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“0Oh, really, Cherry—="

“We've asked every fellow in the
Lower School now, and nobody clanna
the giddy digginetion except Dunter,”
saitl Bob, *Was it really you, Bunty!”

“I've told vou 20, you beast!’

“I know that: but that deesn’t make
any difference—in fact, it's adverse
evidence.”

“Ha, hz, hal™

“IE_ vou fellows can't take my werd

“"Your word! Yo gods!”™

“Y¥ou cheeky aszs!” roared Bunter.
“IT've a joll goad mind to thrash vou,
sume 115;![ Lﬁd Pon and Gaddy !

“Better nof,” chuckled Bob. “I'm
not a funk like Pon and Gaddy, and
vou might get damagéd. If you'ro tell-
ing the truth for once, it's your own
fault if you're not believed, Why
haven't vou ever done it before?”

“The never-beforefulness is terrifie,”
retnarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
‘“The trdth from the estcemned Dunter
is surprising.”

“ Bunter—and fruth!” said Peter
Todd. *The two things don’t seem o
hang together, somehow.”

“Ha, ha, hal

“Well, I did it,” said Bunter. “I—I
fought Like a lion. They all rushed on
me topethep—""
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ANl -the two?™ chuckled Bob,

“I mean they both roshed on me
together. T stood up to thuen like a—
like & tiger.”

“My hat! Were you on all-foursi”
asked the Bounder.

“Ih? No!™

“*Well, that's how a tiger stands up.”

“Hw, ha, hat"

“Oh, don’t be a silly as= '™ said Dunter
peevishly. “I gave them left and right,
and sent them spinning. They howlad
for mercy,  They ran for it—all of
them-—I mean, both of them., Precious
few of vou fellows could have done it.
It needed pluck.”

“ Yes, that's whal beats me.” said Bob
Cherry, with a nod. It needed pluck
to stand up to the two of them: so how
on earth did vou do it, Bunter 7%

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You silly chump !" hooted DBunter.

Fiarry Wharton leughoed.

“Wo've asked every fellow in the
Lower Forms,” he said. * It really must
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have been Bunter, Pon and Gaddy must
be rotten funks to let apne fellow Elﬂ.tldlﬂ
thom like that—especially a blind owl
like Bunter——"

“Well, they are rotten funks,
Gob.

“It was plocky of Bunter, anyhow,”
said the captain of the Hemove., ™ After
all, if he got in a punch by lock, with
his woight Lehind i, it would be cuough
to stagger any fellow, DBuonter, old fat
bearn, we belleve von—you're a giddy
herg, of sorts. Next {ime we go on tho
warpath against Hizheliffe, vou shall be
in the giddy van.”

“ Hear, hear ! ¢chinckled Bob.

Bunter grinned with faluous com-
placency.

“Rely on me,” he said. *When it
comnes to real scrapping, I'm the man
far the job.”

“ Bravo, Bunter ¥

“HMa, ha, ha'”

Billy Dunter rolled back into the Rag
with hiz fat litile nose high in the air,
looking and fecling extromely pleased
with himself. By this Llime, Bunter had

Ll

gaid

almaost forgotten that it was a stranger
who had reseued bhim and knocked out
Pon and Gaddy: he almost believed that
bhe was indead the man w o had handled
those two hapless youths, IMis state-
ment was not true—bat it conld not be
disproved. and that was near enough for
Bunter—it was, indeced, as near as he
gencrally pot to the truth.  Nothing
could disprove his statemeuni save the
turning up at Greviriars of the unknown
stranger who had actuslly done the deed
—-u very improbable contingency.

So Bunter was happy and satisfied.

Frobably he would not have felt so
satisfied had he Leen able to puess that
that unknown stranger was Roger
Quelch, the nephew of his Farm master
—and that the stranger was, at that
very moment, in Mr, Quelch’s study ab
Greyiriars!

In fact, Bunier's }lapf}y satisfaclion
would have been considerably dashed
had he known that. But he did not
kuow it—vyet.

P T —

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Duiiful Uncle !

o OGER ™
R Yoz, unele,”
Quelch moekiy,

] Roger had “tea-ed ™ with his
unele in the Form master’s study, Alter
tea, he sat by the ¥Form imaster's fire,
locking very cheery.

Several times he stole glances ot the
severe, thonghtful face of Mr. Quelch,
who was going througl Latin papers
at the table after call-over,

ERoger respected his uncle; everybody
respected Mr. Quelech. He liked him,
oo, in a way. BMr. Quelech Kad many
sterling qualities, with which his nephow
was naturally better acquainted than the
Remave fellows were.

But there was no doubt that Me.
Queleh was rather a stern and grim
gentleman; and the prospect of passing
his schooldays undor that severe avuncu-
lar eye probably did not appeal to Roger
very keenly.,

Mr. Quelch, ]]E.'.'iﬂ;,: finished Livs Latin
papers, tarned his gomlet-eyes upon his
nephew, and devoted his attention to
that cheery wyoung gentlemman. Roger's
bright and cheery looks did not wholly
please him, Certainly, he wanted his
nephew to enjoy life, ile would not
have liked Roger to loaok miserable. D
Mr. Quelch wa: a solemn gentleman
himself; and he valued seriousiiess and
soleronity at a high rate, Perhaps ho
did not allow sufficiently for the differ-
cnee in age botween fifty and ffteen,

Mr. Queleh knew what was good for a
hoy, hetter than the boy himself could
possibly know. Ho was sure of that,
Any disagreement on  that point
savoured of disrespeet and frivolity of
mind.  Disrespect and frivolity were
quite intolerable to Mr. Quelch, He
frowned as he regarded his haopeful
nephew, and the cficet of his frown was
to tdim the brightness of Roger's cheery
visage,

That was all to the good, from Mr.
Queleh's point of view, Roger was be.
coming serious. and Mr. Quelch wanted
his nephew to be serious.

“1 must now have a little talk with
vou, Roger.”

Roger suppressed & groan,

“Yoa, uncle”

“Your father is very far from solis.
ficd with the reports he has received
from vour TForm master ab High
Coombe.”

(Confinued on page 17.)
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“BACKING UP
F BURLEIGH !” {

%_ (Continued from prévicus page.) z
el e B I i e B e 1 B N e

juniorz who had dared to oppose his
wishes in the matter of the election,

ACK JOLLY & CO. locked them-
gelvea in their study until cight
o'clock, whicly wins the hour fixed
for the clection.

Tt was o wize procattion, lor the Hond
was probably lecking out for a chance
to kidoap them, and shut them up in the
school tower, and thus prevent them
vobing for Bllrlﬂigh,

The Head had prommist Mr, Tweedy,
#he tailor, that by hook or by crook, by
fars mean= or by fowl, e would socure
the kaptiney of 8t. SBam's for Mr. Twoeedy's
som,.  Amnd, being uttarly without prineiple,
the Hesad would not have seroopled to get
some of Burleigh's supporters out of ihe
way, &0 that they would be unahblé to go
to tho pole.

But Jacl: Jolly & Co. hatd no intanshun
of walking into any of the Head's trapps ;
and they stuyed in their study until tho
axzembly bell rang, summoning St Swsn's
inte Big Hall,

Seens of the wildesi egmsitoment pro-
valled as soniors aned  juniors and Qg
went flocking to the pole.

Every mup{:urtur of Burleigly wore o redd
roseite, while the few mizzerable curs
whom tho Head hied soxxeoded in bribing
to vote for Tweedy, sported blus rosobtes,
And whenever one of ihe Heds spotted
one of the Blues, there wias o torrifick
serap.  Quite a collection of black oyes
and swollen noses wers teken inte Big Hall,

One of the first arrivals was big, berly
Burleigh, whoso advent mado the fellows
cheer as if it was Christmas,

“ Hurrah ! ™

“Vate for Burloigh !

* I'ut him ab the top of the pole '

The Head, mounted majestickslly on
thoe raised platform, na=hod his teotl at
that demmeonstration of loyully to Bur.
Iedgh.  His leng beard brissled with rage.

Rilenea 1 " Lo dlyapderosd,

Then ho  walked round  sorving the
ballot papors.  Prezezantly, whon he esine
to a follow who was wesring o blue rosetic,
he  slipped  half-acduzeen ballot-papors
into Lis hand, justead of one, DBt the
artiul wangle was obsorved by Tallboy
of thoe Sixth.

" Hi, what are vou doing, =ir 7 shooted
Taliboy. ™ Play the pons ! You'ro miv.
ing more than one ballot-paper to Tweedy's
supporters !’

" Shame !

The Head’s foce turnod the culler of
beatroot.

“Sorry ! he gaaped. Y That waa n
Hlapsus mitt *—a slip of i Ll

And he went on serving tho papars,
with Tullboy™s eagle eye upon him,

Y Now,' said tho Head, resuming his
porch oz the platiorm,. L have only
8 fow words 1o =ay bofure you recond your
votes. 1 am hear to soo fair play, and not
to inflewence your choice 1 any way.
To do so would bo wnworthy of & head-
mastor and a jentloman. On your ballog-
popers vou will find the names of two
condiod-dates—Twoody  and  Burleigh.
Every hoy will place a biy cross agrinst
the formor neme, I any misguided boy
dares to place a cross againgt the namo of
Burleigh, he will answer for it aiterwards to
me, I'll byrch him black esnd bluot™

The Head pawsed in order to let that
terrifying thrett sink in.

“One word mere,” he said. ' Bvery
bﬂi' who votes for Tweody will Lhave a

HE Magser Lispany.—No, 994,
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now pair of {rowsis made for him, froe,

rattis, and for nothing, by Tweedy's:
ather. In these days, when trowsiz
are 30 egrapensive, this should be & grato
inducement to you to vole for the right
man, The ballot will now proaseed ! "

In spito of the Head's thretts and bribes
very [ew crosses went down agninst
Twoody's name,. Every deocent fellow
in the school—eavery fellow who had the
wiollare of St. Sam's at hark, and rezpeotned
ita high tradditions—voted for Burleigh.

The Head's face was haggerd with
raxioty, ss he watched the fellows record-
mpg  their wvotes, The rozzalt of the
oloction meant much to him. If Tweedy
got in, it meant s happy end to all his

trubblos, DBul if Burleigh was électled, |

astark ruin staved the Howd in tle face !

The Hond owed Twoody's father the
sum of  three-and-clavenpence-thros.-far-
things, for s pair of trowsis, If young
Tweedy were olected to tho kaptiney, this
dett would be weved, Baot i young
Tweeldy was boaton, then his irate father
woubkd gwoop down wpon the IHead, and
dermaned bz dues, sod remp and rage, and
probubly give the Head a taste of his awn
birchi-racl,  Ho haul theeitenod to do this
ael the Hoad knew that Mr, Tweody never
went bock on higs word,

Furthor, Mr. Tweoody would show the
Hewd up to all St. Swm’s, as a man who
obtained his trowsis without paying for
thom-—u man who walked about in re-
sonted bapgs without o resceted bill in
tiw poseckot !

Ho the Head's anxicty was very real,
ag hewallied round and sollected the ballet.
papers. Ho esrricdl them back to the
desk on the pladfore, and started o aort
thom 3 mwl his foce grew more and more
haggerd when he saw  that  practically
ovory man-jack hod voted for Durleigh.

Az n last desprit resorce, the Hoad
dosided to make n deliborato misconnt —
to pretend that Tweedy hod polod mors
votes than Burleizh, and to proclaim the
tuilor's son fourthwith as kaptin of St
L .

But somoething of what was in tho
Heads wind  seemod fo Do senzed by
Burleigh :  fur the latter sprang to hia
feet with n protest.

“1t mn't fare that you should count
tho votes, sie! ' e criod.

“Why isn't it fare 7' domanded the
Hend huskily.

“ Belinwsa you're bisssed in faver of
Tweedy.,  In order that this election may
Lo kondueted with porfoct ferencss to all
parties, | supgprest that two newtral poople
shoubl  aet w3 scrootinecrs.  Will  you
swtion Mre. Justizs and Mre, Liekboam, sjr?™

“No, I owon't!" roared the Hoad.

P And, as for your soggostion of cor.

rupticn on my part, Burleigh, I hurl it
back in your tecth with skom !

Lurleigh shrugpoed his shelders. Than
e made a signal to Juek Jolly, who
hurricd out of Dig 1Hall and fotched My,
Justisg ancd My Lickhan,

The Head's lnst hope had gone ! No
longer was ho in & position te wausgle
the election, With a sinking Lart, he
raalimd (hat all hiz endovvors on bohalf
of Twoedy hod been in vano,  All his
bribwes and  thretts smd  cajolings and
conxing had rocotled on liz dwn homd.
Lilie o man in & nightmaore, ha watehed
the two masters at their task of counting
tho votes,

The St. Sam's fellows looked on breth-
lessly, and Burleigh's supporters were
confidont of the issoew.

At lwgt, the scrootiny was finnished,
and Mr. Juatisy turned to the Head.

" We find, sir,” he said, * that Burleigh
has polod twe hundred and eighty-seven
votes, amdd Lhat Tweedy hag poled thirteen
votes., Burleigh i3 therelore re-clectod
kaptin of 5t. Swa's by o majorrity of—
er—are you oauy good at arithmetick
sir

a1 e e

The Head borriodd his faca in Iiz handa,
and groned allowed. As for Durleigh's
partizans, they chesred allowad.

“Florenh 1

“ Burleigh wins ! "

“Good old Burloigh! "™

And  the re-clectod skipper of St
Sam's was swept off Lis feet, and born
sholder-high out of Big Hall.

The slection was over; and the Head,
quaking m every lim, slunk away to his
gtuchy.

“ Doomed ! he eried, throwing him.

sell into his chair,  ** Dished, diddled, and
done ! Nothing now remains, but for me
tor face the wrath of Mr. Tweoedy. 1o i
likoly to call upon me al any minnit ! "
_ The unhappy Head coward and erinjed,
tn hiz chair, and every timo lwo heard a
footmark in the guadrangle, he shrank
bBuaek like a stortbod fawen, Nommysis, in
tho person of Mr. Tweody the tailor, was
Lot on hir trale !

Proceantly he rose to his foct, ond
crossed to tho window, Sure cnuff, Mr.
Tweody was coming across the quod,
chatting to the postman, who walked
basido him.

The Head rong hiz hands in despare.

“This is whers the chopper ecomes
down ! ™ ho groaned. ' Oh dear ! Nothing
short of the payment of lis bill will
pasaify that man Twoedy, And I cannot
pay! I haven't & Leap in the world!
Woe unto Israle ! ™

Footmarks sounded in the corridoro.
The Head bLlanched as he heard thom.

Then tho postman came in, and handed
the Head a letter. Behind him came
Mr. Tweedy, stern and sinnistor. snd
implackalle.

“1 have come, eir,”" thundorad {he
tailor, * to know if you hove suxxoodod
i appointing my son to the kaptiney
of 8t. Sam's! "™

shonk

DPoetor DBirchomall
lialplessly.

"1 did my best, Mr. Twoedy,” ho
groanod. * Heleave me, I moved heaven
and sarth to bring sabout the consmnma.
tion you desired : but I have failed ! *

“Ho!™ anid Mr, Tweedy, o dangorus
pleem in his cold, bBlue eves. ' Now,
what about that little bill you owo mo ¥
There iz & mattor of three-and-clevenpones
three-farthings g

Y One mianil 17 eriod the Heoad, Some-
thing seomed to tell him, in thas desprit
moment, that deliversnse wos at Land,
Feverishly ho opencd the latter whicly the

oattoan hod  brought: and from it
ntterad o postal-order—a postal-order for
five shillimgs !

The Head sanlk sobbing tnto his elaire.

taaved ' he o eried, dramatically.
“Eavoed at the skafold '™

It transpired that the postal-veder hadl
bean awarded to the Hoad as o prizo in g
Crossword Competishun, In ti'm lotter
which eomo with it, the Hoad was in-
formed that hiz offort waz the only one
which had evory word wrong; and tho
Falitor was so struek by tho effort that he
hnd swarded the Hoad a spocinl booby
prize of five shillings.

The Head picked up the
amd handed it to Me. Two

“lake wour money, you
swoundrel 'Y he enod. "1 want o
shilling and & fourthing change. Thank
you !l Now give mo a reseet, and this
unleppy oppisode of the trowsis will bo
closed for ever. As for your zon, you can
take himn home with you, and I nover
want to sot eyes on either of you againt ™

And thus the clouds rolled by ; and haod
vou peeped into the Head's study o mo-
ment aftor Mr. Twesdy's departure, you
would hoave seen him dsociong a horn-

pipa !

his  loaed

ostal-ordor,
xe
dunning

THE END.
(Now look out for “THE HEAD'S
JOY - RIDE ! next week's amaztngly
Junny story of 8¢, Sgm's, by Dicky Nugent.)
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“Oh, uncle ™ .

“Vou are backward in class, Roger.”

“ 11 hope not, uncle.”

“It is futile to hope nof, Hoger, when
that is the fact.”

# [=-T suppose so, uncle.” ;

“ ¥ou appear to have a good record in
games, and I uuderstand that you have
distinguished yourself in boxing,” said
Afr. Queleh, with a touch of sarcasm.
“Yoth very good things in their way;
but, alter u,IE g schoolboy is at school
for educational purposes. My belief is
that under my eye you will make much
Letter progress in class.” .

Roger had no doubt of it, but he did
not look enthusiastic,

Between fifteen and fifty there was a
great guif fixed; and Roger could not
possibly see eye to eye with his uncle.

“1 am told that you also have & greak
propensity to practical i}ﬂkas—lapes, as
I think they are called in the Lower
Sehool 7

“Oh, unelet™

“That kind of thing will not do at
{Greyiriars, Roger.”

“ Mo, uncle.” ]

“I expect my nephew lo be quiet,
orderly, well-behiaved, seriouy, setting
an example of propriety to other boys.”

“(h, my hat!* ejacolated Roger in-
voluntarily.

“What—what did vou say?”

¥ Nen-nothing I stammered Roger,
colouring, *G-g-go on, uncle,”

Mr. Quelch knitted his brows.

“It iz not yet decided to place you ak
Greyiriavs,” he =aid. “1 have advised
my brother to do so; but he has sug-
gosted, very reasonably, that vou should
spend a week or twe here first. My
belief is that vou will make mueh more
rapid progress under my personal eare,
and your father agrees. He appears lo
ithink, however, that I may find you a
trouble and a responsibilify, That may
be the cvaze; but it will not make me
ewerve from the path of duty™

“You're very kind, uncle,” faltered
Roger.

“dy inteniion is to be kind, Roger,”
satd Me. Quelch, relaxing a hittle. =1
hope I am an affecticnate uncle. I
desire to see vou distinguwish vourself in
vour school carcer. b shall aid you by
evary just means ™

“I'my not exactly o dupce, uncle,” said
Roger meekls,

“Quite =o; but yvou have it In your
power fo distingueish yourself, i you
eare to make the cffort, and to win a
Balliol scholarship. T am sure of that;
and that ts what 1 dezire yvou to do.”

113 Uh I??

“The prospect does not secm to please
you, Hoger™ sard Mr, Quelch, bending
hiz grim brows agamn.

“I'm not keen on swolting, uncle.”

“Probably vou are not keen on work
at all,” sugpested uic Remove master
satirically,

* Not very | conlessed Roger,

“Wea shall alter al]l that.®

i Gh !.IJ-

“You are, T presume, willing,

indeed

T wpﬂg'lEn!EBE. _ 11

anxious, to come to Greviriars, and lake
vour place in your uncle’s Form

Roger hesitated. To reply in the
hogative was scarcely polite or dutiful.
To reply in the affirmative was fo depart
as far from the truth as Billy Bunter
was acenstomned to do.

“I require a candid answer, Roger.”

“I—I like being at High Coombe,
uncle,” faltered the hapless Roger. " My
friends are therg——-»"

“¥ou will make new friends here.”

“Yes, but that isn't guite the same
thing, uncle. I'm in the second eleven
at High Coembe—"

“Games have a cerfain importance,
HBoger, as healthy exercise, and so [ovth;
but the place they take must bo quite
secondary to more important things.
For what other reason do you desire
not to come to Greviriarsi”

Roger was zilent.

He could not tell an affectionate and
dutiful uncle that it was that very
unele’s position as Form master that
constituted hiz chief objection.

He was grateful to Uncle Henry: he
was attached to him, But veally he did
not want the watchful supervision of &
dutiful uncle added to the authority of
# Form masier,

Dut he could not possibly say so, and
he was silent,

Mr. Quelch, having waited in vain for
a reply, pursued;

“1 think you will like Greyfriars! 1
am sure you will like the schoeol, unless
o are & discontented and incorrigible
boy. I sincerely hope that sy nephew
15 not that.”

“1—1 hope not, uncle.”

“Very well. Now for a word of
advice. I shall expect you to take a
good place in class; I shall expect you
to behave yourself in a way that will
reflect no diseredit on me, as your
ungle. In your position as the nephew
of vour Form master, you will be ox-
pected to be much more eircumspock
than the other boys, No [foolizh
practical jokes, no light or frivolous con-
duct—steady application to your studies
~—ubove all, no lghting.”

T Dh!!:r

“While you are here, whether you
remain permanently or not, you will be
treated exactly like any other Lower
Fourth boy. If it is my duty Lo punish
you, I shall do so without regard to
our relationship—indeed, all the more
severely, perhaps, on that account, to
avert any suspicion of favooritism,”

“Oht

“You mnow know what to expect,
Roger, and I shall look to you to behave
accordingly.”

“Yes, uncle!” groaned Hogor.

“I think, and hope, that you will be
beppy here, Roger.”

“Afler what you've said, uncle, there
can't be much doubt sbout that,” said
Roger demurely.

Mr. Queleh gave him o very sharp
look. Perhaps it was fortunaie that at
that mement there eame an intervupiion.

Tap!
Quelch

“ Come
Ik'rilﬂ.b]:h
The study door opencd, and Boalsover
major {rumped in, [ollowed by Skinner
and Snoop and Stott, The weary four
ranged themselves in [ronk of Mr.
(.%;minh's table, Roger, from the arvm-
chair by the fire, looked at them amd
smtled, recognising them at once.
Dolsover major glanced at him care-
lessty, and then gave a jump. On bis
side, too, recognilton was immediate.
“That checky cad ! he exclaimed.
“What?™ thundered My, Ouelch.
“Bolsover! Are you speaking of my
nephew i

in!”  rapped Al

“Oh,
Baolsover,

*What de you mean® demanded the
Remove master, “ Have you ever met
iy nephew before?”

“1 met him at Friardele station this
afterngon,” said Bolsover major sullenly.

Skinner & Co. gave Roger bitler looks,
They had not enjoyed their run to
Lantham that afternoon.

“Roger! Mr. Quelech looked at his
nephow. " You seem to have made the
ncquaintance of  Greyfriars  boys
already.”

“¥es, uncle”

“And to have quarrelled witli e,
apparently 77

“(th, no, unele!” said Roger. “ These
chaps mot me at the station, that's all,”

“Why did vou zpply that cpithet to
my nephew, Bolsover?™ demanded the
Bemove master, kuitting his brows.

Holsover major hesitated. As Hoger
obviously had told his uncle nothing, it
would bave been judicious on the part
of the practical jokers who had caughs
a Tartar to keep the affair dark. Cre-
tainly Mr. Quelch was likely to be
imeenszed if he discovered that they had
schemped to send lis nephew off 10
Lantham that afterncon on a fool's
errand. But it was too late to think of
that now; Bolsover major had pnt his
foot in it.

“I—1 didn't
Bolsover major.

“Tell me at once what happened at
ihe station, Daolsover,”

Not one of the four wanied io ex-
plain, but Mr ~Quelch very socon drow
the story from them., His brow grew
more and more {hunderows as he ex-
tracted if.

“Bo you deliberntelyd ondeavoured o
plece my nephew in an oxpress train,
which would hava taken im direetly
away from OGreyiriars and Lept him
away from ithe scheaol fill thizs hour™
exclainred My, Quelel,

“It—it was only a joke, siv,” falierod
Skinner.

TAnd yon, Roger—you—" exclaimed
Alr. Quelet

“One gacrd turn  deserves another,
uncle,” sald Roger meckly. "I thought
that what was savce for the goose was
sauce for the gander.”

“You have caused four boys of my
Form to remain out of gpates an lour
after calling-over,”

“T—I didn't think of that—"

“You thould have thought of it, s !"
exclaimed Mr, Queleh. " ¥You have
bepun very badly here, Roger. I have
already warned you that vour frivolous
propensity for praciical jeking must be
restrained., [ am extremely reluctant
{o punizh you on your first day at Grey-

I-1 mean-——" siammered

T QN staommered

friavs. Hut yon bhave left me no choice
in the matter,”

£14 ':}h i!!

“As  these Ifoolish and thoughtless

bows failed in their foolish scheme, and
as you suvgeeeded, 1 shall pumish vou
more severely than them,”

Skinner & Co. brightened up a litile,
"They were feeling disposed fo lyneh
Roger Quelch, Dut they reclised thas
with so extremely dutiful an wncle as
e, Quelch, Roger's hife at Greyfriarz
was not likely to resemble o bLed of
roscs,  There wers likely to be miore
thorns than reses in his path.

Mz Queleh took up his eane.

" Bolsover §

Whael !

“Bkinner——"

Whaoel !

“REnaop ! Btolt 1™

W haek, whack!

ii R-'D'E'El.':"
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Bend over that chair!



13

—

s arl” ;

Ilﬂlofﬂi&uelch detached hlmselt‘ﬂimm
the armchair., Ie had had to bend
over ” sometimes in the Fourth Form at
High Coombe. But he had noi ex-
pected to begin at Greyfriars by bending
over in his uneles study.

Whack, whack, whack!

It was three for the hapless Roger,

end they were heavy and hard.  ‘Lhe
jonior from High Coombe fairly
squiroaed,

Mr. Quelch pointed to the door with
his eane, his glance on Bkinner & Co.

“You may gol” he snapped. :

They went. Roger was Tollowing
themn to the dooy, as if helauf:pusud that
Mr. Quelch’s command ipclucded him-
self, But evidently it did not, for the
Remove master snapped out:

* Remain here, Roger!”

“ Yes, nncle.”

have to speak to you very
serionsly.’
“Yes, uncle!” grosued Roger.
And he remmnped. Skinper & Co.

grinned at one another in the corridor
when the door had closed.
“Nice uncle!™ murnnured Snoop.

Skinner chuckled.

“ Must e potty to come to Greyiria
if he could help 1t,” he said, ™ One each
for us and theee for the giddy nephew!
That's te show that there’s ne
favouritisn—just like old Queleh! I
don't think l{ml;. checky young cad will
want anything from us; he will get
enough from his jolly old unele.”

And Skinner & Co. walked away in
%mtn a cheery mood, «leaving Roger

welch to enjoy the improving con-
"I-'[:'I".iﬂtlﬂll of his afiectionate and dutiful
unele,

—_

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

A Scrap in Study No. 1!

1 OME in, fathead !
Harry Wharton called out
that cheery invitation, as a tap

) came at his study door.
Wharton and Nugent wero deep in
prep in Study No, 1 in the Hemove, and
Wharton called out without leoking up,
and he did not look up when the door
opened,

“Bhut up for a minate, whoever you
are ! he sald, with his eyes still on his
work.

“What "

Harry Wharton locked up fast enough
az he heard that ejaculation in a sharp,
motallic voice—the voice of his Form
master, Mr. Qualch.

He jumped up from the study table,
lis face scarlet,

“Oh! You, sir!" he exclaimed, taken
areetly aback,

Mr. Quelch eyed him grimly.

:‘IH-I didn't know it was you, =ir,”
sald Ilarey. “J thought it was one of
the fellows butting-in 1™

Behind Mr. Queleh was a vouthful
figure—that of Roger. There was a
grin on Roger's face.

He followed his uncle into the study.

“Really, Wharton—" began Mr.
Quelch.

"Eurr:?:', gir,  I=I really didn't know
you—

Mr. Quelch waved his hand, dismiss-
ing the suhject. Wharton and Nugent,
both on their feet now, looked at him,
and looked at Roger, wondering why
the Remove master had brought lam
there.

“You have met my nephew,
Wharton "

“"Yes, sir,” sald Harry. ]

1t appears that you did not meet him

Tug Maoxer Linhary.—No. 904,

at the station this afterncon, according
to my instructions”™

Wharton knitted his brows. e had,
he considered, given Roger a guite sufli-

éiery hint on that subject, and the
fell by need not have mentioned it to his
unele,

“I was playing foothall, sir,” said
Harry. I asked another fellow to go.
and—and——"

" You did not ask my permission to do
“Hom !
ldmiﬁ

“I had reasons for asking you te
render me that shight service, Wharton.
I am disappointed in you!” said Mr,
Queleh: (rigidly.

Wharton wriggled uncomiortably.

“"You see, sir, it was a Form match,
and—and I was wanted. We—we beat
the Shell, siv, as it turned out.”

“Wharton kicked the winning goal,
sir,” said Nugent,

Mr, Quelch scemed deal to that.,  Ap-
parently he did not regard a Form
fcotbell match as a matter quite =o 1m-
portant as the carrying out of his in-
structions to his head boy.

“] am disappointed in- you, Whar-
ton,” he repeated. 5}

“ Another follow went to the station,
sir, and—and your nephew scems to
hrave got here quite safely, sir.”

“My nephew was met at the station
by some boys, who made an attempt to
inveigle him into the express for Lan
tham, as a foolish practical joke.”

“0Oh, sic !

“Had my nephew been a little less on
his guard he would have been sent off
to Lantham, and would not have
reached Greyiriara till a late hour.”

“ Hemn ™

“I shall not punish you, Wharton. I
shall leave you to your own conscience

50
You seemed so busy, sir,

in _this matter!” zaid Mr. Quelch
majestically. i
Wharton looked extremely serious,

but inwardly he could not help feeling
that his conscience would ba able te
stand the strain. Really and truly,
beating the Shell at Soccer was & more
important matter than Me. Quelch's
nephew, or all his nephews and nieces
lumped together; or, indeed, all his
relations to the thirtieth and fortiath
generation,  But it was  useless to
attempt to oxplain that fo a Form
master; so the caprain of the Remove
was serionzly and respectinlly silent.

“As I told vou, Wharton,” resumed
Mr. Quelch, changing the topie, “my
nephew will take his place in the Re-
move while he is at this school. Ho will
share this study with you and Nugent.”

{] Dh !.u

“You will, T trust, make my nephew
weleome hore.”

“Oh, certainly, sir

“Rogor, these two juniors, Wharton
and Nupent, will be vour study-mates
while vou are here, I hope vou will all
be good friends,” added Mr. Quelch
more graciously, and he retired from
the study, leaving Roger with the two
Removites. ] .

Both of them looked at him grimly
whean the door had closed on the Romove
master.

Undonbtedly Mr. Qnolch hoped that
hiz nephew would maks friends in
Study No. 1; but it could not be denied
that he had been a little lacking in tact.
To rag Wharton for neot meeting the
important youth at the station, and in
the next breath to present him as a
study-mate. was not exactly the best
way of making Roger weleome in Study
No, 1.

“Well,
cheerily,

[

hore we are!” said Roger
“I hope you fellows don’t

mind my butiing in like this. Ne cloice
in the matter, you know.”

" What sort of a silly owl do vou call
yourself 1" demanded the captain of the
Remove grufily,

“No sort at all, old bean. What sort
of a scowling gargoyie do you call your-
self ¥ inguired Roger, in his turn.

“You silly clump 1™

ane to you, old prppin, and many
of them!” szid Reger affably, “DBut
what's the row? How have I had the
nnsiortune to offend your highnass?*

“¥You cught to have had senso enough
not to mention to Quelchy that 1 never

met  you at the stetion!” growled
Wharton.

“Think so¥”

“"¥Yes, ass. It doesn’t matter 8 hross
button whether anybody met you at the
station or not, and it didn't matter a
rap whether vou hiked off to Lantham,
and not a serap whether you ever pot
back or not! But Quelchy thinks it
matters !

H?’%m— laughed.

“Well, I agree with nunky in that, I
think it matters a little,” he said. “In
I‘ai.-:'f.,r I think it matters a lot. Anything
clag ¥

“Vou oughtn't to have tald Queh:hj,r
about the trick DBolsover and his mob
playved on wyou, It was a rotten trick.
But we don’t like sneaks in  the
Remove.”

“Bneaks?” repeated Roger.

“We eall it sneaking to tell tales to
a Form master, whether he's vour uncle
or not!®

“Ensy docs it, old chap,” said Frank
Nuge‘nt, in his good-natured way. “The
kid's new to school—"

"MNMot on your life! said Roger.
“I'm no more new than you are. I'm
a High Coombe man—and High

Coombe leaves off swhere Greyfriars
begins. You're nowhere in com-
parison.”

“Why, you cheecky ass—" began
Nugent.

“Did vou learn sncaking at High
Coombe ! inguired the captain of Lhe
Eemove sarcastically,

“Not at all. DBut I learned to ptinch
a fellow's nose if he calls me names,”
answered Roger,

Wharton's eyves glinted. ) i

“Tf you want to begin punching n
this study, there’s nul‘lling; te stop you,”
he said. "I daresay you'll be sorry o
litile while after vou've started.”

“Well, I shall start, if you call me a
snealk apain '

Y Enealk 1"

“That does it !" =aid Rnger,

He pushed back hig cufis, and came
across the study towards the captain of
the Removc.

“Prep, Harry,” said Nugent.

“Blow prep! Prep can wait while I

ive this cheeky cad a lesson,” said
Wharton, ]

“I'm ready for the leszon,” grinned
Roger. “I saw a Greyfriars man in o
serap this afterncon, and I wasn't much
impressed. I'll be glad to show you
Iigh Coombe style.”

“Come on, then !

Frank Nupent hasiily dragged the
study table out of the way, as the two
juniors closed in strife, Wharton was
angry, annoyved by the lecture he had
recoived from Mr. Quelch on Roger's
account, and by his belief that the new
fellow had told tales, That was quite a
misapprehension, as: it happened, which
Roger Queleh could have nxﬁhmecl at
once had he chosen, Possibly YWhar.
ton’s manner had not encouraged him to
explain.

Tramp, tramp, tramp!
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Skinner & Co. were fesling disposed io Iynch Roger Queleh, when the Remove master iurned and faced his nephew,

he sald, swishing his cane.
you more severely than them.

Bend over that chair I

‘“* Roger I **

“* As you succeeded in the foolish scheme in which these thoughtless boys failed, I shall punish
“* Oh, dear !** gasped Roger.

{Nee Chapter 1.)

No donbt Ei]l;,r Bunter's inglorious dis-
pay in Friardale Lane, and the victory
over Pansonby and Gadsby, had led
Roger to overrate his prowess a little
in his new surroundings, Ie soon dis-
eovered ihat, good fighting-man as he
cortainly was, Harry Wharton was  at
ithe very least & mateh for him,

‘The fight had been going on two or
thrve minutes when the study door
opened  and  Peler Todd  looked in.
Several more Ilemove fellows looked in
along with Poter.

“WNo charge for admission, T sup-
gnm‘.’” asked Poter cheerily.  “Go ig,
oth of you! Want a man to hkeep

time 1

Mare Roemovites gathored round the
door. The fight was hard and fast, and
both the adversaries wore broathing
hard, and putting all their becf inlo it
Wharton staggored back under o power-
fu] drive he failed to guard, and Hoger
closed in on him.

Gut the captain of the Reomove ve
covered himself mstantly, and met the
Form master's nephew with left and
vight, and Rogcr (Euuh:h spun baclk and
went headlong into the doorway.

“Man down!" grinned the Bounder
from the passage.

“Cave ™ zhouted Wibley from
slairs,

Thera was a heavy tread on tho
slairs, and the juniors seattered at =he
well-known step of Mr. Quelch. Roger,
gasping for breath, and with his nose

the

streaming red for the second time thad
day, sat up dizzity in the stody docrway
as his uncle arrived on the scene,

i —
THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Bumter !
M B, QUELCH slared inda Slady
No. 1.
Wharton droppeed his Jusnes
at onee, flushing roed, A litile
too late le realized rhat i€ was not quiie
the thing {o be hghting with & new
fellow, s Form master’s nephew, op
the fellow's first day at the school,
Mr. Quelch stared at him and -tarea
at his nephow.
"Rise! he snappod.
Roper slagperad to his feet,
“YWhat does thiz mecan?"” demandod
Mr. Quelch sternly,
“ Boxing, sir,” saud Rower cheerily,
" Yoo were boxing ¥
“Yes, uncle. I was showing YWharton
High Coombhe stvle, and he was showing
me Crreviriars style.”  Hoger prossed
his handkerchief to his nase, and winked
at the captain of the Remnove, unseen
by his uncle. “If was my {ault, zir, 3
there's any horm donpe,”
Mr. Queleh pursed hig lips,
“You are -too fond of thiz kind of
amusement, Roper, and boxing iz noi
allowed in the studies, especially with-
out gloves on.”

“"I=I=I'll remember
cat] Roger meckly.

" Do not let it occur again.™

" Very well, sir”

" You should endeaveur, Wharion, to
acguaint a new boy with the roles of
the Hanse, instead of cocourapging him
v break them.”

“Yee osir,? slammered Wharton.

And Mr. Quelch stalked majestically
SOVCELW,

H;J;.:M* clased the study  doeor, and
prinnod  at the lwo Roemevites, what
:i-l‘JH: I'II.'! 1.]-3-!1"}('{_! ]Ii:‘i R,

Wharton and Nugent eved bim rather
anceriainly.,

“Well, you're a gquecr fish,” saul
Harry at last. “If you'd told wour
unele what really happened.-—"

“1 hid tell lin, We were boxing.™

“Well, yes; but--well, it would have
meant a licking for me, if vou'd told
biinmy we were Lghting.™

“1I'm nat a sneak,” said Roger. “1'd
have explained if you'd given me time,
inzlead of jumping on a fellow before
e conld open his mouth. I never told
my uncle about Bolsover’s trick on me
at the station; the fellows told him
themselves,™

B e

“T never told him you hadn't mei me
at the station; he worked that oub for
himsell when Bolsover told him that he
had mot me instead of yvou,"

“0Oh1”

I'n: MacNET Tasnary.—-No. 994,

thal, , uncle,”
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Wharton's face was crimsan,

“I—1 understand. I'm sorrvy,” he
starmored. "1 lorpol that those fellows
had been up before the beak, I toke
back what I called you.”

“Fight as rain, old heapn, No harm
done."”

“If you want this to go on, we'll
fintsh it in the gyvm to-morrew, with the
gloves on.” .

“0Oh, rats!" broke in Nugent.  Thare's
nothing for vou to scrap about. It was
a misunderstapding.”

“Exactly,” said Roger. “TI'd rather
bo friends than foes, ¥ it's all the same
to vou, Wharton.”

Harry Wharton laughod.

“Donec!” he eried. It was my fault.”

And he held out hia hand frankly to
the pew jumiar,

“Good ege!” said Roger. “I'll try
nol to be ag'-:ﬁ‘rnt_hc:r to you fellows in this
study so long as I'm here. 1 hope 1t
won't ba long.’

“You don't like Greylviars? asked
Nugent, with a smile.

“0h, immensely 1" said Roger. " Fine

lace—fine chaps--first-class all round.
Eu!: I happen toe be a High Coombe
man, and I want to siick to my own
schoal ™

“Well, that's nalural cnough,” said
Frank. "1 shouldw't care to change
into & new school, cspecially if T had
an uncle for Form master theve”

“Just that,” assented Roger. ™ Uncles
are all right in their proper place, which
is the family cirele.  Uncles as Form
masters are what some giddy novelist
calls the Thing-too-Much., My uncle's
fond of me, and ' fored of him—and
the less we see of one another the more
fond wo are!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Nunky wants me tg swot for Balliol
scholarships and things—I want to shine
s a footballer and cricketer. High
Coombe for me, and Greyfriars can pgot
on the best 1t may without me. Uncle
wants me to do the family credit. I'm
going to do it credit at guines, 1'm
jolly well not going to burst my crop

agging University scholarships,  Dut
I'm interrapting you fellows, I'm sup-
posced to be watching yvour prep: so getb
on with 1t while I nurse my nnse.””

Roger sat down, still with his hand-
kerchief to his damaged noxe, but in &
cheery  temper. Fvidently the new
fellow was endowed with a fund of high
spirits, and his good-humour was not
easily dawhed,

Wharton and Nugeni resnmed their
prep, Roger having none to do on his
first night at Greviriars Schonl. He
did not take much interest in the prep
done by the two juniors, either lhm!g{i
he was supposed te be ohscrving it.
Having fimished dabbing his nose, he
fished a “ Holiday Anvual ® oat of the
bookease, and settled down in the arm-
chair to enjoy it.

The chums of the Remove finishod
their prep, and  strolled along  the
REITI_I‘.H'E passage to Bob Cherry's study,
leaving Roger in possession of Study
No. 1 and the " Holiday Annual.”
~ Roger was still perusing that entrane-
ing volune when a fat fuce and a large
patr of spectacles ghmmered in ot the
doorway,

"1 say, vou fellows!™

Roger looked up from his book, and
grinned a: ho recognized the fab junior
whom he had rescucd from the ragecrs
that afternoon.

Bunter rolled into the study and
blinked at him. The short-sighted Owl
of the Remove did not recopnize him
for the momoent.

“Wharten and Nugent gone?” he
asked.
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“ Yos.”
“And whe the thump are vou *" asked

Bunter. ““I've not seen you before.
MNew chap ?”

“ My name’s Quelch.”

“0h, my hat! Ol Quelchy's

nephow #

“Just that.™

“And the old bird's landed vou on
Wharton and Nugent,” chuckled Bunter,
“Herve 'em right.,  Lucky he didn't
plant you in my study.”

" Lucky for me!” assanted Roger.

Bunter blinked at him again, e was
heginning to realise that he had scen
this fellow before somewhere. He came
closcr to the new junior, angd gave a
series of blinks at his grinning face,
and foally ejoculated :

“Oh, crihei.'! You're that chap!”

Roger Quelch ehuckled.

“ Iecopnised me at last?” le asked.
“Yes, 'm tha chap, Have vou pgot
over the kicking those fellows gave you
this afternoon ! .

William Ceorge Bunter 51&[‘1‘:1 at him
in something like consternation.

This fellow, who had hammered Pon-
sonby and Gadsby., and whom Bunter
had never expectedd fo ace again, was
at Greyfriars! He was Mr. Queleh’s
nephew ! Tt was a startling shock for
Bunter, Nobody in the school had been
able to contradict Bunter's siory of s
terrific vietory over the Higheliflians;
all the Remowve by thiz time really
believed that Bonter had koocked ont
Pon and Gaddy in a desperate affray.
And here was the fellow who actoally
had done it—at Greviviors—in the
Bemove! Bunter's jaw dropped, and
he blinked in uwtter distnav at Roger
Quelch.

TOh. erikey 1 he repeabodd,

TWhat's the troauide " acked Roger,
in surprise. “I'm ool going to cat
youl™

“You~you here!" stutiered Bonter.

“Right here ' assented Roger. ©“ Why
not ¥

“T—TI never knew vou wore copming o
Groviviars I pasped Bonter, 1 pever
knew you woere old Cuelel's nephew
when I met voun this afternoon!™

“Of course vou Adidn't. You know
now, if it matters!  What the Lthump
does it maiter, anvhow 7

“(h dear!”

Roger looked al him curicusly, He
sitnply could not imagzine why the Owl
I]E l_ (LM Rﬂﬂi{_'ﬂ'{! WIS 50 {]'i:"-rllﬂ:l.'!:{] !{} rlt'll]
himy at Greyfriars,

Dunler recovered a 1ittle at Inst, He
closad the door of the study, and {turned
Liack to the new fellow.

“Look here, vou new kid.” he said,
o j.rnijtl-:f*nn your mouth shut —see?"

Gl [ Th

"The—the fellows think
thrashed those two Highelifie
thiz afternoon-——""

“Oh, erumbs

“In fact, I did '™ satd Punder. “1d
have Anished them off casily enoegeh @f
vou hadn't burted in, voung Queleh !

“Great pip!”

“Like vour cheek to buil in, asz a
mntter of fack ! said DBonier. 1
have preferred to handle them on my
own without any help from von, Tn
fact, you didn't help me moch—nnob at
all, az a matter of abzalnle faet! Yoo
ot in Lhe way more than anvthiog
cleo 17

Roger slared al bhim blankly, W, G,
Bunter was guite a new experience for
the fellow from ITigh Coombe,

I licked those Highelilfe cads, as I've
taold the fellows!” said Buaoier frmlv.
“TIE vou begin any silly yarn ahout it 1
shall eontradict you flat! I'm not going
E.: h_;;_:f& yo1u making out that you did it !

Gl L7

that 1
rottors

" Ha, ha, ha ! roared Roger.

"Blessed 1f I see anvihing fo cackle
at! You just kecp your mouth shut,
and it's all right!"™

Roger roared.

"Bo you've bagged a little cheap
glory, old fat barrel?” he said. * You're
a[raiﬂ I may give you away? You fat
ass—

“Took herg——"

“Ha, ha, ha! Tt's all serene! 1°1 say
nothing I chuckled Roger. “If you
want to swank as a warrior, go ahead!
You don’t mind mwy laughing, do you?
Ha, ha, ha!”

“ ¥ou cheeky ass!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Roger.

“You're going to keep vour mouth
shut ?"" demanded Bunter,

“Certainly.—except for laughing! T
shall have io open it for that!" said
Roger. “Ha, ha, ha!™

“Yah!” grunted Bunter.

And the Owl of the Remove rolled
from the study leaving Roger Quelch
yelling.

ey, oy

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Called to Account!
nSf}METHIxE':-; up 1"

Lob Cherry ade that remark

the fallowing morning.

Bob waz not the only fellow
who noliced that something was up. At
the breakfast-table Meo Quelely's severe
eountenance was more severe Lhan ever,
It was prim and stern, and  boded
trouble for somebody.

CAfter breakfast Mr, Quelch made a
sign o Wharten to follow Lim te his
study.

The captain of the Remove made a
Brifmarea ps he followed in his Form
tnaster's fool :z-tnim. He expecied trouble,
llrmlgh e eondd ool sy what 11 wise =
unless Mr Queleh  intended to refer
further to s delingueney in playing
foothall the previous day instead of
meeting Hozer al the station.

In the study the Hemove master fixed
hiz eves upon his head hoy, who waited
uneomfortably for the storm o burst,

“Whartou !

Mr. Quelel rapped out the name like
& pistol-shot,

" ¥Yes, sir ! murtnured Harry,

“Yon are well aware, Wharton—you
and the resi -that the ead s verw
much  displeased by the  condinual
quarreds avd disputes with o certain
section  of the bovs  at  Lizhcliffe
Sehool ¥

“You've told e so, sir,” gaid Harry,
ratlier relieved.

He had ned lately heen involved in
any row with the llighcliflians, so it
was apparcotly nobt wpon his devoted
head that the storin was 1o beeak.

“I have told you s0 oo many ocea-
stous, Wharton, and warned you o
keep cloar of these Higheliffo boys™

“ ¥Yeu, sir,”

“Yeb the IMead has pow received o
very serious complaint from Mr. Meblhs,
the mastor of the Wourth Form at High-
eliffe.  Heo stoales that two boys of his
Form — Vouzouby  and {sadsby — wera
attuecked vesterday, and reached High-
cliffe in o dhshgueed siafe-their eves
actually blackened.®

“I've heard =0, gie,™

ITe states that this rufliandy atiack
was the act of & Greyiriars junior!”
rapied out Mr. Queleh, “Tt does not
appcear {0 have been o mere seuffle  the
boyvs are actually injured. Gadsby has
onee Black eve, Ponsonby has two, and
they have received other damages”

“I've no donbt they asked for if,
gir "

" According to Mr. Mobbs' statoment,
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** It appears that a member of this Form attacked two Higheliffe boys yesterday, both of whom were very severely hurt,”

said Mr. Quelch grimly.

“ Bless my soul ! '* ejaculated the Remove master.
** Yes, sir,”” said Bunter, with a smirk.

*“1 eall upon the boy concerned to give me his name at once.” ;
“* Do you mean to I*nﬁwl that 1It.,1ua.a you who ill-used Ponsonby and
“* Little me

Bunter rolled out before the class,
{See Chapter 12.)

Gadshy ? ™
they were wantonly and  brutally
attacked. They appear to have told

him so, at least.” .

“They would ' said Wharton, with a
curl of the lip.

“Certainly, T shall not accept the
statement without investigation,” said
Mr., Queleh, more mildly. * Na doubt
you are aware of what happened *"

“I've heard of it, sir.”

“Were you concerned in it 7V .

“1 was playing football at the time.
g™

“'Hem! Yes, 1 remember that that
was the case. Probably it was Cherry
or Bull—"

“They were in the fostball maleh,
Einu

alr. Quelch pursed his lips.

“ As these injurics were inflicted upon
Ponzonby and Gadsby by one person,
that person must have been a somewhaot
powerful fad,” he said. “ Doubtless you
know who it waz ¥

Wharton was silent.

“I will not ask wyou the name,
Wharton, but you will tell me whether
the perzon concerned was a member of
my Form.,"”

‘It was a Remove chap, sie.”

“Yery good. Then 1 shall deal with
the matter in the Form-room before
classes. You may go, Wharten.”

And Harry Wharton went.

His comrades gathered round him in
the quad when he came out of the
House., They were rather anxions; alf
the Bemove knew that there was thunder
in the air that morning.

“Well, what's the giddy trouble?”
asked Bob.

“Higheliffe,” said Harry. “Mobb
has lsid a complaint before the Head,
Two of his dear boys were brutally
attacked and disfigured by 8 naughty

CGireyviriars chap., and they seem o have
let him do it like really nice boys——"
“Ha, ha, ha!”?
“Poor old DBunter ! said Nugent,
“Ti's rather a shame if he gets wigged.
T'm jollv certain that he never started
the trouble.” .
“The certeinfulness of that is ter-
rific |* sald Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
" Beiter hunt him up and give hin
the tip,” said Johnny Bull. "I don't
see that Buoter has anything to oo
afraid of. It's pretty clear that those
two eads started it, and a fellow was
bound to protect himself. What beats
me is that Bunter was able o knock
themy out, Pon and Gaddy don't secin
to mind owninz up that they let one
fellow thrash the two of them together.
If I had as many cyes as Arvgus, I'd
rather have them all blacked than own
up to being & funk ™
“Well, they had to tell Mobby some-
thing," szid Bob. *“ Mobby doesn’t like
hiz nutty favourites to have their eyes
dotted. 3i1ll, Bunter will be all serene,
It's jolly plain that he only defende:l
himself—he's not the chap to hunt for
tronble with two fellows at once. Ide's
enly got to tell Quelchy what hap-
pened.”

The Famous Five procecded to look
ior Bunter, to put the fat vouth on his
guard. Thev found lam blinking 1n at
the window of the school shop.

“Hallo, halle, bhallo! You're for it,
Dunter ! szaiel Bab Cherry.

Bunter hlinked round.

“1I say, you fcllows, may postai-order
hasn't comeg-——"r

“Ca hon!"

“If von like to lend me half-g-erawn
tll 1t comes——"

“MNever mind that now,™ said Whar.
ton. “'The Head's had a complaing
from Mobhy of Higheliffe, about your

handling Pon and (raddy yesterday.
Youw're going to be called over the cosls
as goon @8 we go into the Form-room,”

“Oh 1" ejaculated Bunter.

“Just tell Quelchy the truth,” said
Wharton.

“The—the truth?" ]

* Just that, and vou will be all right.
I suppose vou didn't start the trouble
with the Higheliffe cads, did you?™

“Munno! They started on me!™

% Wa]]_, that's all right, then.
Quelchy's in & wax; but if goun show
him that you weren't to blame—"

“T didn't do it!"™ gasped DBunter.

“What

1 jolly well knew Quelehy when he's
in & wax, somcbody has to po through
it. I shall deny the wholo thing.”

“You zilly ass!" roared Dob Cherry.
“Tf youn begin telling Que]ch;i: lies, ho
will spot you at once, end think that
vou were to blame. Heo can’t blame
voun if you prove that the Highelifie
cads started on you.”

Bunter blinked at the chumes of the
Remove very donbtfully. In claiming
the distinetion of having thrashed the
two Higheliffians, Dunter had not fore-
secn this development; Bunler never
forcsaw anything. Every other fellow
in the Bemove had expected thai ore
would be heard of the matter from
Higheliffe; but il had net cecurred to
Dunter's fat mind. He was unwilling
to part with the glory he bhad reaped;
but he would have parted with that, or
anything else, vather than bhave taken
a lweking from his Form master,

“I—1 say, you fellows, you know
Quelehy 1" he gasped. “It's safer to
deny the whele thing. I'll tell him thak
I never went out at all yestordsy—""

* Fathead 17

“Yon fellows ean Dhenr witness thai I
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was on Little Side, watching the [oot-
ball match all the time™

“{h, my hat!"

“"Besides, I never did it——"

“"Y¥ou told all the Eemove that you
did ™

“That—that was only a fgure of
spoech, you know,” gasped Bunter.

“You frabjous ass—-"

“I-l's.l.llf:r1 hallo, hallo! There's the
boll "' said Bob, oine on, Bunter—
and stick to the fruth if you want to
save your skim™

“Oh dear!” groaned Donber,

A crowd of the Remove fellows

athered round Bunter as he went to
the Form-room., For onece, Billy Bunter
had gained credit in the eyes of his
Form-fellows; and they encouraged him
on all sides,  All the Remove were pro-
pared to stand up and testify  for
Bunier; end they explained to the [at
and fatuous Owl that he had nothing
to fear if he told the truth. On the
face of the thing, it wes not to be sup.
posed that onc [ellow had deliberatelr
attacked twe without provocation--
especially a fat and flabby fellow lhike
Bunter. The most annoyed and incensed
Form master could not deny that z
fellow was entitled to self-defence,

Billy Bunter drew encourapement

from hiz Form-fellows, and by the tine
he reached the Remove-room, he was
nuite complacent again. Mr. Quelch's
inquiry inte the affeir was to be, in
peint of fact, an official recognition of
Bunter’s prowess as a lghting-apan—
merely that, and nothing more,
_ 8o Bunter rolled into the Form-roow
m & satished mood, prepered to pwn up
at once as soon as the delinquent should
be cailed upon to stand forward.

My, Queleh was already in the reowm
with & frowning brow. The Kemove
fellows took their places, Roger Queleh
coming in with the Form. Ropor was
& momber of ihe Greylriars Bemove
now=—pro tem,

Roger had greal hopes ol nol re-
maining a member of that Form; L
ke {md not confided those hopes to his
timele,

In E»!u:l_] a matier, it was necessary
for the Form master’s nephew to waik
wartly.

Bunter pave

hitn a rather

(LT Ay

blink as he noticed Rn%{*r arr;"ung' the
oger had pro.

Remove fcllows.

But I
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mized to keep his mouth shuf, and
Bunter relied on hiz eilence.

Mr, Quelch eved his class grimly.

“My boys!" he said, in o deep voice,
“I have received a complaint from Mr.
Mobbs, of Highelife Scheool. It ap-
peary that a member of this Form was
involved in a Aght with twe Highelifio
boye yesterday, and that both of them
were very severcly hurt. It is my duty
to inguire into the matter. I eall upon
the boy concerned o give me hisz name
at once.”

From &ll =ide: encouraging looks
wem hestowed on Bunter. The Owl of
the w-nove rolled out before the IMorm.

Mr. Quelch stared at him,

“What does this mean, Bunfer?"

“Me, =ir!” said Bunter,

Xoul’

'_&"EB, EH"’."

“Bless myv soul! Do vou mean to
imply that you were the Remove boy
who ill-used Ponsonby and Gadsby ™"

“Little nee, sir!" said Bunter, with
g smirk.

And there weas a& Jlong pause, while
My, Quelch ztared at Bunter in blank
estonishment, and Roger Queleh winked
ak tlie bust of Socrates on the Form
mazler's desk,

e —

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Not Bunter !
M™

Qi TELCH blinked at Bunter,
Te was utterly astonished,

A hefty fellow like DBob

C'herry, or Bolsover major,

might have handled the Higheliffo
fellows in the manner described by Mr,

MMobbs, DBub it was amazing if the fal
and flabby Owl of the Remove had done
ek,

“Are vou serious, Bunter?" de-
manded the Remove master, ab last.

“Quite, sir!l™

“ Unless you can prove to me, Bunter,
ihat vou were blameless in the matter,
vou will be taken to the Head for e
Hoggmg. ™

gﬁntﬁr quaked.

“Oh, really, sir, I—J-eJ=—=="

“You have only to tell me the truth,
Bunter.” said Mr. Quelch, more gently.
“According to Mr. Mobbs' statement,
Iiix boys were attacked by a Greyfriars
juniny, who took them by surprize, and
injnred them severely. I shall not be-
licve thiz statement without proof. It

YOU!
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aﬂpn:urs fo e, indeed, that you are
physically incapable of having defeated
two boys,
ﬁghl.
and

bigger than vourself, in a
Tell me exactly what occorred,
vou mav rely upon  receiving
{ust.icve. Did you attack these Hipheliffe
wyvs T

* No fear, gir!”

“Did they atiack you?"

“They jolly well did, sic!™ said
Bunter warmby. “I was going down
to Friardale to see Uncle Clegg, I'd
i:ree:in digfmp::-iuted about a postal-order
and——

“Keep to the polnt, Bunter !

“That i the point, sir. Having been
disappointed about a postel-order, 1
wasz going to Uncle Clegg's—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“S8ilence ! Bunfer, tell me at onca
what happened between you and FPon-
sonby and Gadsby, and leave out
extranecus mafters.”

“They rushed on me, sir,
ligers." said Bunter. *They kicked me
hard, sic! I've got the mearks where
they kicked me=——" )

“Mever mind that now. What did you

par

“I fought like a lion, sir,” said
Bonter modestly. “I tackled the wholo
gang of them—"

“Weors there miore than fwoi®

“Nnnne, sir!" gasped Bunter. His
fertile fnagination had Jed him asiray

like=like

once more., I mean, | tackled both of
them.”’

“Kindly say what vou mean, then,
and uothing more!™ snapped  Br,
Quelch,

“0h. certainly, siz!™

Y And vou assure me that yveu did nob
strike the frst hlow 7"

“{ertainly not, sir! The beastz hacd
heen kicking me half the way to Friar-
dale, and then I fell down—-—-"

Bunter broke off suddenly.

“And what then®™

HThen—then—then I--1 pot up, =ir.
and—and mopped up the ground with
thern,"" stammered Bunter. * XNobods
olse had anvihiog fo do with f."

“IWas anyone evlse present®

“WNunno, sir. I never saw young
Quelchy till after prep—="
*Nhat®"

“T mean I nover saw Lim at all, =i

" Are von speaking of my nephew v

“Yes, sir: he wasn't there”

“My nephew was not there 77 ropeated
Mr. Queleh, gazing ab Bunter.

#Ng, sir: not at all, sir. 1f lie aavs
he was he's telling fibs, siv. I should
have known him if he had beeon there.
family likeness, vou know, sir Taals
Cherry savs he's gol a beak just lika
yours, sie”

“ Biess my zoul Y

“locan 1 o now, siv?” stammerved
Tintor.

The Owl of the Remove realized that
somehiow or other he was not convincing
lviz Form measter,

“ Na, Bunter, von caunet go vet,” snid
Me, Queleh, in a prinding voice. 1
command von ro tell me the truih of
what happened vesterday.”

“0h, dear!”

Wy did von mention my nephew

ST didn't, siv ! gasped Dunter.

“What ¥ roaved Mr, Quelelr.

“T__T mean I didn't mean te,” gasped
Bunter, quite eonfused amd Hurried now,
“He wa:'t there, sir, and he had
noihing to do with ir. T did it s
heranze they kicked e, They followedd
me slong the lane, kicking me, sir. 1
can show vou the marks!™

“1 ecan only conclude. from  your
rambling staterentz. Bunter, that my
nephew was present.”

“0Oh, log' ™

1f'a:a|f1:rrgaq'!? a Ful e EE_:I
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£ O da this sum for my Bill and
i I'll give you some breakfast,”
the woman added. *“That dog
of yours won't bite, |1

suppose ¥
Jack put his hand npon Squall’s bead.

“ Not anybody I [,x,"ﬁ hitn not to.”

The woman laughed pood-natursdly.

“Well, you tell him not to take o
fancy {o e, and you can coma aboard.™

Jack, inspired by the thought of
broakfast, hurricd down the plank on o
the deck of the Emerald, Taking the
chalk {rom DHll's hand, he rapidly added
up the sum, It came to three tons
seventeen hundredweight two quarters
el twelvae pounds. DIl watehed him
with undisguised admiration.

“Blow me f you ain't
wuighiug-nmﬂaiﬂ-ﬂ!" . he gaﬂpﬂd+
dhunug how you doos 1t 1"

Jack modestly denied that he had any
particular ability, bhut it was clear that
i Bill's eves he still remained 2 wonder.

“¥Fou como along down and get
breakfazt, my lad, and maybe you'll
answer a few guestions.™

Iill led the way to the stern of the
boat, and iptroduced Jock o tha
smallest, brightest, neatest room he had
ever seen in his life. It was hapdly
more than ten foot by cight, but every-
ihing ahout 1t had been so cunningly
contrived that there scemed plenty of
room. There were heds that foldod
Gack inlo the wall, Even the table swung
back on & hinge. The bunks themselves
acted as chairs, and at one end, close Lo
the deorway, was a miniature stove,
complete with ovens, above which hung
elvine and ts and pans. A brass {Ii'_}'~
ing ral, ghittering like the stave, was
fixced imimediately above the fire. Al
these delails Jack 100k in before he
seatod himsell at a tablo in front of o
plate of egps and bacon.

Lo’ bless us, but the lad’s hall
stavved ™ the woman exclaimed, “ Ilave
Yol hn::en running away from somowhere,
sonny ¥

Jack shied at the question.

“I've just left school, and I'm trying
to hind & job,” he answered evasively.

The woman langhed.

a hlcs.ﬁ;e:t.[l

“ All right, sonny, we won't split. If
vou ain't done nothin’® wrong we won't
givo you away; and if you 'ave done
anything wrong—well, I dunno as wa'd
give vou away cven then. Where's your
home ' )

Jack looked at the two kindly facas
that were peering abt him, and decided
that he could take them into his
confidence. A moment later and he was
relating how his father had been killed
in the War, and hiz mother had di
and how his unecle and auant hui
brought him up and had been very
cruel to hun. 3o he had run eway and
jumped on the wvery lorry that had
brought that carge to the Emerald.
The only information he refused lo give
was his uncle’s name.

“Dang me, if you ain't o littla sport ™
Bill execlaimed, with a low, rumbling
laugh. *Ieat it, did you, fo carn your
own living you and your little dawg?

Weoll, what do you think of doing.
sonny '
Jack confessed he diden't know.

—

WHO'S WHO IN THE STORY.

JACHK HORNER, o stocky woungster of fowrleen,
o pheraredl by Eiee Clread War, 10 glven infe (e
cire of fig ke,

GEORGE PARKER, Thown tocally ar * Mean-
as=-Mad Puarker” who freats the lod 5o
Druteedly that Juck resolves o ron aivay from
Fhine's Furm,  Together with Aig feithful
wodf-cdegy, Syiall, Joeek flier from the hotse,

BLACK MICHARL, & myeterings individoud
who isits HMarker and offers him the mume
‘:}f,.l"ﬂl.rf Arndred powrds f e will deliver

gl fnfo his fands, In the rowrse of
h-!:r-_u;!-.rfiur'm: il frarspires thal Jocl i3 Jeirfo
i fitle vl eatabes sehied will andomaficatly
ot Mlaet Micliael shonld Jack Horner
Wi, Rwricing nolleang of thesn Uhengs, Jock
i friedgingy aeross the Coemderland moum-
Forine when he copics a nupiber of men hord
o hiw fradl. dided by the foithful Squall,
howcever, ke eludes kis purewers by leaping
aboard @ paseiny forry, where, thoroushiy
erhaweted, he drope into a sound glumber,
Aroirged  Ewne fowrs Loter by & swdiden
Jolting Juck i3 astonished o find Linesclf
oin @ wharf swwkere he meels Bill Bowker—
skipper of the monkep-boat Emerold——and
fiee toife,  The Deller fokes Undly to Jack,

* Mapbe goutre hungry, {odt ghé sepe,
“Well, now's pour chance to earn o bite
of trealfast.'’

(Now read on.)

Husband and wife exchanged glances
over the table.

“What's ecight fimes soveni™ Bill
inguoired abruptly.

“Fifty-six,” answered Joack, with a
feeling that if he had said seventy-
seven Bill would have been none tﬂu
wiser.

“And how many pouuds In &
hundredweight "

Jack 5up‘;§iﬂd the information. Bill's
moonlike face absolutely glowed with

wonder.

“Ain't you just a little packet of in-
formation ™ he exclaimed, “Can yvou
add up money, too, wilhoui getting the
pence column all muddled up with the
shilling column, same as I do?”

Jack declarcd that he was quite cap-
able of doing that,

“Then, look heve, my lad, I'll meke
g fair bargain with you, I'll give you
five bobh a week and the rum of your
teeth here if vou like to sign on. The
missus here will be a mother io you.
We ain’t got any bairns of our own,
more’'s the pity, and she'll Iike looking
alter youn. What about 7™

Jack looked ahout the snug litile
cabin, and thought of how hungry ho
had becn a few minutes ago, and
decided that there was only one answer
to that gquestion,  Then he suddenly
rememberad Squall.

YIi—if I can keep my dog—" he
slammered,

“Yes, we'll tuke the whele bloomin'
menageric! Come to think of it, I can
sleep easier ab pighits when we're in
dock with that litile dawg hangiog
aroumd. He don’t look at me as if he'd
let mueh get by him "

“It's most awfully kind of you!l”
Jack oxclaimed, flushing, “I'll do my
very best"

Bill Bowker held out an enormous
hand.

“Tut il there, sonny, as the Americans
zsay! You've signed on. ¥ive bob n
week, and vou and the dog with the
run of your teeth. Buot, mind you, when
any of these guys come aboard and try
to put it scross me becausa 1I've had neo

Tue Macwer Lisnany.—Ng. 994,
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eddication, you've got to sce I ain't
done:" .

11 promise to do all the adding up
for you,” Jack anawercd.

*And that being so, we'll cast off
and get nnder weigh, mv lad, ¥You
come along with me, and I'll show you
something of vour job.”

Then began for Jack omne of the most
delightfnl experiences of s life, Thi‘.‘d}'
were bound, it appearved, for Brentiord-
on-the-Thames, n jowrney of some
twndred and fifty miles. In the course
of that five-day trip Jack quickly
learned what was expected of him—how
io manipulate tho tow-rope when they
were passing under bridges; how to

et the necessary “way " on the boat
»y whipping up the horse at the critical
moment ; how to steer so as to keep the
Emerald amidstreamn; how to manipu-
late the locks through which she had to
PASS,

The weather was perlect, and when
Lhe dayv's journey was done it was very
pleasant to stroll through tha rollin
country-side, or to lie on the deck an
listen to the varns that old Bill had
to tell him. ! :

According to Bill, canal life had been
apotled hy the ntroduection of the
* butty "—the canal boat which is towed
Ly & motor-launch instead of & horse—
the horse-drawn vessel being known as
o mookey-boat, Bill's hatred of buttys
was extraordinary. During that journcy
to Brentford Jack saw him engaged in
half a dozen fights with buttys who de-
manded that the Emerald should get
out of the way so that they could pass.
If he could hold them up for three or
four hours, Bill sat down te his evening
meal with a sigh of content. If by any
vhance they slipped past him he was
stillen and morese until Mrs. Bowker
put  her arms about his neck and
ruffled his hair and stroked his beard.

“Never you have anything to do with
l*lllt:{'ﬂ, wy lad.” Bill remarked a
hundred times a day to Jack., " Nasty
smelly eily things! l‘I hate them!™

Jack lovally decided to hate them,
toe, and conveved his [eelings on the
watter to Squall. The wolf-dog, as if
inderstanding  what was expected of
him, so terrorised the crew of any motor-
drawn vessel which attempted 1o elip
by the Emerald that old Bill's admira-
tion for the dog knew no bounds.

“Gozh, but that's the very Iittle dawg
Uve been looking for all my life!" he
exclaimed. * ‘L‘L"ﬁat*]l you zell him to
me for, Jack®”

“Not for all the pold in the world!™
Jack answered stoutly.

Bill stroked his ginger whiskers.

“That's right, my %&d! I like to see
a chap stang by his pals.”

By the tune they reached Brentford,
Dane’s Farm, Mean-us-Mud Parker,
Jack's aunt, and Black Michael seemed]
to beloug to a nightmare world which
he had almost forgotten. It was all so
peaceful  and so  secure aboard the
Emerald, and he had already conceived
a deep affection for the skipper and his
wife., Since Jack could remember they
were the first people, with the exception
ﬁf' his mother, who had been kind to

i,

But az they glided inte the dock at
Brentford—the great port for canal
traffic, where the monkev-boats and
buttys discharge their corgoes on to
barges which carry them dewn the
Thames to the ocean-going steamers—lio
Litle dreamed how soon that sense of
prace and security was to be dispellad!

It was six o'clock when they docked.
Bill decided that the task of discharging
the cargo should be begun at once, in
spite of the Iatencszs of the hour. With
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the assistance of his wife and a derrick,
the casks of cement were hauled up and
arranged neatly on the quays.

Then Jack, in hiz rolo of clerk to the
Emerald, accompanied the skipper lo
the office, saw the figures checked, and
the right amount of money handed over,
There was a difference of opinion be-
tween Jack and the clerk as to what that
amount ought to be, the clerk wanting
to pay much less than the boy's caleu-
Iations showed ought to be paid. _

“Funny thing, Jack,” Bill remarked,
as they fnally left the office, *but the
last time as I did that trip from Man-
ningfold with twice as much cargo
aboard T got 8 guid less. You stood
up to that bloke with the linen fence
round his neck and the get-off-the-earth
air proper, my Jad, and I'm much
obliged to you.”

1t occurred to Jack then that Bill
Bowker, owing to his deplorable lack of
education, must have been robbed of his
just dues for years.

“I'm glad I was able to get you ths
proper amount!” he execlaimed. “1'm
sure that chap wanted to rob you.”

Bill looked thoughtful; and then,
taking out his %ip&, began to Al it
slowly, It was clear that ho wos seri-
ouely disturbed.

“Just you get down below and put
the hold right, Jack, I'm going io stay
here and have a smoke and think thinge
out. I that there bloke has been twist-
ing mea I'll screw his bloomin® neck off !

Jack, accompanied by BSgquall, made
his way inio the hold. he hatches
were off, and as he was busy there he
heard voices.

* Hallo, skipper! Can I have a word
with vou a moment®"

“TAllo yourself!” Bill replied surlily.
*Wotcher got to say? I can’t stop your
talkin’, you know.” .

“Can I come aboard a moment?”

Thaere was silence for a space, as if
the skipper debated the question with
himsolF,

“All right! There ain't anything von
can pinch here,” he remarked presently.

Thera was the sound of footsteps on
the gangway plank. Then the stranger's
voice again.

“You made thiz last frip from Man-
ningfold, didn’t you?”

“1 hears what you say.”

“You took aboard that ecarpo of
cement. It wasz brought vou to Man-
ningfold in a lorry—a lorry with the
name of the Northern Cement Company
written on it"”

HB3eems to me vou know as much
about my business as I do!” the old
skipper ¢xclaimed groffly,

“Look here, skippor, I want some in-
formetion. Those for whom I am acting
will pay for the information. There was
a boy and a dor on board that lorry.
Did you see anything of them !

Jack felt as if his heart had stopped
heatin%. Fis uncle’s agents were after
. ‘Fhey had tracked him down, after
all. What would BDill say? Would the
old skipper betray him?

“If twenty-five pounds iz any use {o
vou, shkipper——* the insinuating veice
woent on.

“ Checse it

“I'n afraid T dan’t
You said—"

I zaid ' Chaese it And when T
gavs " Cheoeze it on the deck of my
own monkey-boat T means ¢ Cheese itV
—which, being interpreted, means, 'op
it==heat it—fade away down the alley
—sling yor hook—git !

“1 only asked you a civil guestion,
and I'm willing to pay well for the
answer.”

“I don't like wour civil questions,
and 1 don’t wanut wour dirty money!

por
undaerstand.

T STHA R

And if it comes to that, T don't like your
face; and, speaking by the heok, the
very look of vou maokes me feel ill. And
you don't seem to git quick enough 1™

Jack clambered up the ladder and
peered over the edge of the hold, He
was Just in time to =eo a dark, well-
dressed man standing in front of Bill
on the edge of the plank gangway,

The next moment the skxpp-er put the
flat of his band on the man’s face, com-
pletely eclipsing it, and pushed him by
thal means across the plank en to ihe
quay.

“You wonuld bave i, you know " Bill
remarked cheerfully, as he returned to
the deck amd cstentationsly removed tho
plank,

A few minutes Iater, when he joined
Jack in the little cabin for the evening
meal, he made no reference to the inter-
view he had just had; but as he ate in
stlence his huge figure shook now and
again with supprezzed langhter, and his
face became almost apoplectic.

Presently Mrs. Bowker seemed to
notice  something  odd  about  his
behaviour.

“Blesz the man! What's got him?
You old jugging, why do yom want to
go on behaving the same as a grampus "

_Bill jerked a thumb in Jack's direc-
tion, and for another thirty seconds was
again convulsed with silent mirth,

“They've spotted him, mother!?
Therc's & bloke come aboard just now
wantmg to know if I'd scen o {J-D with
8 dog ad took a free ride on the North-
ern Cement Company's lorry; he offers
ma twenty-five quid if I'd tell him any-
thing. I pushed his face in.”

Jack looked across at him with shining
eyes.

IE was awlully good of you not to
give ma awayv, Mr. Bowker!™

“I always stonds by my pals, lad. You
done me a pood turn; you ‘ates butktys
a3 I 'ates them; you squeeze a couple of
q1u|d more out of that guy in the office
than I'd have gi‘al: by mvself; and I
ain't going to sell vou—-not for all the
uncles, aunts, cousing, and what-nots in
the world [

He looked solemnly across at Jack.

" DBut, look here, lad, if they're chuck-
ing about menkeys like that they must
want you badly., ¥ou've got to be care-
ful. It seoms to e az vour unecle must
have cared for you a deal more thap you
thought.”

“That's just what T can'l make out "
Jack exclaimed. “Uncle was never
known to part with a pennv. Round
our part he was known as Mean-as-Meud
Parker, I can't understand him parting
with twenty-five pounds.”

“"Well, thiz bloke showed me the
money; 50 if your uncle is as vou say,
he must be wanting you badly for seme
reason or other. You'd better sit tight,
my lad, aboard ihe Tmerald., in case
there's anyone sneaking round looking
for you."

He vose, wiping his mouth with o big,
red ‘bandanna handkerchief.

_ "Ready, mother ¥ he exclaimed, {urp.
g to his wife, and then added, in an
aside to Jack: “Me anmd the missus
always goes (o the pictnres when we're
down these parts. They've got a proper
one on at Tthe Wanderlaw]l Honsn—
* Passion’s Pilgrim.” That goy What's-
his name—you know who I mecan—
jumps off expressez, climbs mill ehim-
neys, and chases the villain round the
top—=regular bit of all right—he's in 6"

Mrz, Bowker was busy getting on her
bonnet and a ecape while lie wos
speaking,

“Wish we conld be taking vou, Jack;
but mayvhe it'cl be hest, as father says, if
yvou sat close here in case vour uncle
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**1 don’ like your * civil * guestions,”* growled Biil,
skipper put the flat of his hand on the man’s face and pushed him across the plank on to the quay,

« And I don’t want your dirty money ! The next moment ihe

(See page 24.)

has somchody hangirg vound looking for
you ! she exclaimed, patbing Jack
the head,

“And den't vou let anvhaody pinch the
Emerald while we're away, my lad,”
Bull lTauglmed.

Jack zaw them off from the deck. A=
they disappeared through the dock-gales
into the deepening dusk, he felt a
curious sensation of loneliness until some-
thing very hof touched his haml. and,
looking down, he saw Sauall by his side,

Y Never mind, Squa We've oot
each other, haven't we? Some Jay, per-
haps, IP'H take you (o the piciores,
though 1 don’t suppose vou ecare much
about them.”

ITe began to veplace ihe hatehes over
the hold, and, hLavirg seon overvihing
tidiedd 1p on board, he seated himself on
the dock,  After Dane's Farm, it scemed
a strange and myeterions waorld info
which he had driftedd. Beyond there
was the Thames mshing swiftly inland
with the tide, the lights of tup-hoats and
barges glittering like glow-warms in the
darkacss,  Bohind him meore honses than
cver he bad zeen in hig life, crowded
down to the very odoe of rhe deek. In
hiz earva there waz g roar like (he mopn.
ing of 1he sea—the sonnmds of the great
eilv., Ilo sat gquite still on the deek, his
arm about Bguall's neck,

He had heen scated there for some
e when he was ronzed by ihe faint
patier of foet,  Fle roce guickly as Equall
stiffered and bristled., Looking round,
Jack saw a boy slanding on the deck
gazing abonk lim. He was the strangest

Loy he had ever scen in his life. His
face was long and thin and bloodless, his
checks hollow, and ihe clothes he wore
seemed to con=ist of once shird, so forn
that his emaciated body was visible, and
o pair of trousers that gaped from many
a rageoed tear. MHound his neck was a
string, from which was suspended what
locked like a cigar-box, awmd in this tray
were some boxes of matzhes and & {ew
ol lar-studs.

“Hallo !
cxclainmed,

The hay started as if he had heen shof,
amld msde as if 1o leap back 1o the quay,
Then, seeing only somebody of his own
agze, he appearad to pluek up courage.

“Crikey 1 he oxelaimed, in oa high-
pitched voiee, “1 thonght it was the
bloomin' skipper as had copped me [

“What are you doing Lere?” Jack
inauired sternly,

“Tryim' to find somcthing {0 eaf.
That’s what T'm doing. 1 ain’t had
nothin® zinee first thing thi: morning,
andd that wasn't anything to speak of.
You ain't gol anything vou eould give
a bloke 7V

An sxelamation of surprise hroke from
bz lips as he saw Squall,

UMy, what a dog ! he exelaimed.

Jack felt rather prm:d of the admira.
tion Squall exeited,

“He's mine.  Heo's four-Blih wolf, and
L'l \'.14:!' anvihing I iell him.™

The bhoy patteved aecross the deek.
Jack could see now fhat he was bave-
footed. Without any show of fear, he
bent gver Bouall and stroked lis head,

What do vou want?" Jack

“Ain’t he the goods! Lumme, T wish
I had a dog like that, I'd teach him to
do tricks, and I'd go on ihe ‘alls, and
make a pot of money, and wear white
shirt-fronts, and s2moke cigars, 1 would,
straight I

'I'n Jack it seemed a carvions ambition.

“You trying to sell those things?™ he
ln{]mred malnly for something to say.
Yes, but nobody’ll buy, and the cop-
Pers 1s aluaw achivevin® me away from
any decent pitch,  Sav, maie, vou ain't
got anyvehine (o catr, ‘ave ;-cm? I'm
proper slarving !

Jack hesitated a2 moment. Down i
the cabin he kbew there were opgs and
bread and bulter, but they were the pro-
porty of the skipper and his wife, COunght
e o take them? Then he planeed
arain at the hav—at hiz white, lhmgry
tace, He conld boil & couple of cges
and tell Mr. and Mrs, Bowker wheon they
came back, and ask them to dednet the
cost from his wapes. He rememberod
how hungry he himseli had Telt six days
ago.

“Yean ztay hore, and 1'1] got you some-
thing ! he exclaimed. “ Sit down on
the deck and make vourself comfortable,
Iow wonld a eanple of egps sait yon ¥7

The hov's serewed-up facs showed just
haw the prospect of such a meal ap-
pealed 1o hine Telling him apamn fo
neake himself eomfortable, Jacrk made
hizs way down info {he eabin, fallowed by
Sguall, There, having first Lit the lamp,
he poked up the fire, and pat two eggs
in the saucepan to Loil, Then, finding
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the bread and butter, he eut three or
four gencrous slices,

Eggs, he knew, should take throe
minutes, He decided to give them
double that time so that they. would be
hiard, and the other boy could eat them
more conveniently. hila the water
sizzled in the saucepan he kept his eye
on the clock, which was let into the
wall, Squall watching as well, as if he,
tEu, were concerned with the cooking of
the egga.

The six minutes was nearly up, and he
was reaching out his band for the sauce-
pan, when the movemenlt was arrested
by an amazing sound on deck. There
was suddenly & rush of feet, a ery of
terror, the momentary sounds of &
strugpele, and then a piteous wail:

" Help, help ™ .

Tt wasz the vaiee of the street-waif, and
it waz almost instantly silenced. Jack
reached forward just in time to grip
Squall by the collar, as the woll-dog
made for the companion-way.

“Steady, Squall!™  he whispered,
“ Steady 1Y ]

Jack listened with all his ears, Those
footsteps were passing back apain,  8till
holding Squall’s collar, he crept on hands
and knees up the compapion-way. Now
the deck was visible.

He stified the little gasp of horror that
rose to his lips. There were six men
there, and they were carrying between
them the motionless fgure of the wail.
In the half light Jack could see that the
hoy bad been bound hand end {oot and
that over his mnouth & handkerchief had
been tied.

The mefi were now half-way across the
deck., As they came in a line with the
eabin, two of them turned their heads
for & moment, and Jack saw their foces.
Instantly the blood seemed to turn to ice
in the boy's wveins. In those cruel,
brutalised faces he rccognised the
foatures of the two men he had sean last
in the cave in the Cumberland moun-
tains—the man ealled Curly, and the
other whose name he did not know—and
it dawned wpon him thet they had come
aboard the Emerald with the idea of
kidnapping him, and, fnding anather
boy on deck, had jumped to the conclu-
sionn that that was the one they wanted.

I F N PRI T TR AT LI IR PN IR ERAR T LI ERY T LY TT ]

|

ALL THE INNER SECREIS
OF FOOTBALL—

and all aboul the

BIG
CUPTIES

this week end
o

, See this week's—

ALL SPORTS

Ii.[ Every Thursday - - 2d. iI

ey —————— e S =y o

el L Ty —

rmama

oL

cian gelivadsntly every  menday by the Proprictors. The Amalguonaled

For a few seconds the discovery
almost paralysed Jack’s power of action.
Was this unfortunate waif of the streets
whom he had wanted to befriend to be
zacrificed on his aceounti  Jack had
only to lie where ho was, and the men
would away satisfied that they had
procured their quarry,

But he couldn’t do that., Whataver
the risk, he couldn’t allow this other boy
to suffer in his steadh. There wasz always

uall to help him,

he men, moving swiftly, reached the
side of the Emnmlg. Now they wera on
the quay. If he were to act, he must do
so at once. He released his heold of
Squall’s collar, 5

“* At them, Squall I* he whispered—" af
them !”

Without a sound, like an arrow re-
leazed from the string of a bow, the
great wolf-dog swept across the deck of
the monkey-boat,

A Near Thing for Squall !

ACK scrambled on deck, hia heart
beating with excitemont, Squall
had leapt the gangway at a spring.
In the moonlight hoe seemed like

a swiltly-moving shadoew. The gang
were hurrying across the dock, carrying
tho helpless ligure of the street waif, all
unconscious of what weas follpwing in
their track.

Jack felt an almoat uncontrolluble de-
sire to cheer, The great wolf-deg had
sprung. Instantly tg;re was confusion
and uproar. A man went staggering
face downwards to the ground. The boy
saw Sguall seize a second man by the
arm, and, with a twist of his body, sent
him hurling across the guay.

But the cffect of that surprise lastod
only & few seconds. There were still
five men left, and when once they
realised their danger they dropped their
burden and turned and faced the dog.
Jack heard Curly's voice:

“Gosh, it's the brute that nabbed Jim
and me! Out him, boys!”

Cloze o where they were standing was
a pile of bricks that had been unloaded
from one of the barges. Az if by mutual
agpreement, the men armed themselves
with these missiles. A moment laber
and Bquall was the mark for a deluge
of bricks thrown with great [force
at close range. Twist and turn though
he might he could not escape from that
barrage. He backed, growling. The
men, with a cheer, pursued him, Curly,
Jack saw, had produced a rope. It was
obvicuzly hiz intention to cateh the dog
and make an end of him., And at the
thought of the danger in whish Sgquall
stood, Jack forgot all his own personal
fears.

Unnoticed by anyone, he slipped over
the side of the Dmerald, with the inton-
tion of seizing Squall and dragging him
to 2 place of safety. DBut even as he
gained the q|1mg. one of those bricks
missing Squall hit him on the side of
the head. A thousand ztars zeemed to
play before his eyes. The carth heaved
and moved under his feet. He put up
his hands to his face with a helpless
gesture, and then, with a little stifled
sob, dropped nnconseious to the ground.

It was, perhaps, fortunate for Jaclk
that be fell just behind one df the big
iron posts which were wsed for mooring
pirposes, for it hid his figure from
view, Unobserved by the gang, he lay
thore until gradoally the nists of wne-
consciousness cleared. His first thougit
aa he came to himself was that his head

was splitting. With a groan he sat up,
trviog to remember what had happened,
Then bit by bit it came to him. "The
strect waifl—those brutos who had seizod
him—Squoali’s danger.

As hiz mind picked up this last recol-
lociion he forgot all about the pain in
hiz head., Jumping o his fect he looked
about him, terror in hisz heart. Wheee
was Squall-—-8quall, his only friend?

Silence reigned on the quayside. Ex.
copt for the bricks that scattered the

ound, there was nothing to suggest
Eat. the spot had been ihe scene of that
outrage only a few minutes ago. Jack
tried to whistle, but his trembling lips
refused to make any sound.

*“Squall,”” he whispered. “"Sguall.”

He heard 2 faint sound that was like
g stifled whimper, He looked tfowards
the spot from wivich i had come. There
he saw a sight that chilled the blood in
his veins. Hanging by a rope from one
of the derricks on the quay was the
body of the woli-dog. ¢ was siill
siruggling, bub it was clear that his
=t was nearly spent,

Jaclk dashed towards ihe spot. In
another moment, with the aid of his
penknife, he had cut through the rope
so that Sguall dropped to the ground,
Az he lay there helpless, Jack flung
himself down on his knees by his side.

“Hauall, old fellow ! he gasped, with
a catch in hizs voice. "0h, Squsall!™

For one terrible moment he thought
that the dog was dead. Heolding Squail's
head on his lap, Jack discovered that a
handkerchief had been bound ahont his
muzzle, Evidently even wlhen they had
him helpless the gang of roughs had
had a_healthy respect for those powerful
snApping jaws.

Jack removed e handkerchicf., As
he did so0 Squall’s long red tongue shob
aitt and licked his hand. Jack gave a
little gasp of salisfaction.

“Oh, Squall, poor old fellow, did they
hurt you wvery much®”

He could see that the blood was cozing
from & wound in the dog's head.
Jumping to his feet e ran across to the
canal-side, and. weiting his  handker-
chief, returned to bathe that cut, Quite
suddenly Squall, whe had remained
Iying helplesily ou one side where he
had fallen, rose to hiz feet, shook him-
self, and then, with hiz cars erect, looked
inguiringly al his masier as if to fell
bim that he was quite all right now,
thank you, and whal was e to do next ?
Jack hardly knew wihether to laugh or
Y.

“Oh, vou wonderful old dog! he cx-
claimed. “I don't know what I should
have done 1f you had been killed!
Those brates. i only—-"

He stopped abruptly.  There had
Aashed suddenly inte lis mind the recal-
lection of the balf-storved street watf
who had come aboard ihe Emerald to
look for food. Wheve was he? Where
were those brufes taking hie t0? What
would be his fate?

In his concern for the wail's safety
was mingled a certatu generous fecling.
Undoubledly the Loy liad been  kid-
napped in mistake for himself. Ile had
stumbled inte a danger wich which he
had no concern: he was Leing made a
victtm for another.

“Wo must try and fod . Squall!”
gasped Joack.

(This senrel Jor the sfreel waif s
destined fo feed Jord urwer fnio o
astonishing adeenfure,  Iieod aboul it
e werd wred’s Hhriiiiog dnsfalment,
cliume.)
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THE BOUNDER !

HIE week's mail bring= an exirg-
crdinary  number  of  reque-ts

iroin MAGKET  readets for w

~ Vernon-Smith sevies of (reviviars
stovie- And, strangely enouch, cach of
iy corvespomdents who refers to this
chiaraetor wanis 1o see him again as he
was i the “old davs "—the days when

he really cared the name  of the
Downder.  The notion = o ol one,
AMr. Richards snd 1 have  oalked 5t

13, :H:ll-l iy {!{'l‘l'I'ﬂ".‘wl]ﬁ"[h_‘!ll-' CUEE PG
look Torwssl o o retorn of 1he okl
Vernon-Saitly very chovile, How's
iz

———

BON VOYAGE AND GOOD LUCK!

Anoald reader of the Magxer writes
el Lells me it =hovtdy be 15 10 sail Tor
Anstralia, wheve he intends 1o take up
favining.  He savs i will ba o it of o
wrench o leave ® Dlizhty ™ and his old
pils, but one of these pals~namely.
Maaxer-—will e with him “onut fhere™
a3 ool amd as stvong as ever. Bravo!
iy sure all Magnetites wisle my cor

e R e Y R g~ B
. R el
Your Editor is always pleased to hear from hls chums. Write to him when you are in

addregsed envelope will ensure a speedy reply.

Tha Editer, THE MAGNET LIBRARY, The Amalgamated
The Fleetway House, Farringdon Streef, Londen, E.C.4.

vespoinient a pleazant voyage and the
vory best of luelk,

— e, mam

FROM BARNSLEY !

A Joyal reader of the Macxer, who
A himsell X7 wreites and tells me
that be's keen 1o enter the Mereantile
Marvine wihen he leaves his selool, and
achids that his mother doesn™ want b
to go, What-ouglit hie to do?"™ he asks
Well, # my chom's mother doesn's want
i 1o take up this profeszien, there's
vothing moee to be said, o far as 1
put conceliml, Dooalibless hisz mater has
pood and aaflicient reazons for taking
Lhes view, and who min 1 1o run eonntey
ta tor wisbe=* oo afeaid T st leave
itoal b, ey elnna.

L ey S

FROM TAMWORTH !

A XN thher,” of Tamwortl, wanla
io know i there will be any campoeti-
viens in the Macxgy ihis vear. I ihink
[ ean safely promise this chum thas

-l

there will be. Next he wanis to know
if the "Schoolboys’ Own ™ Libraries
deal with the early adventures of Harry
Wharton & Co., Tom Merry & Co., and
Jimmy Silver & Co. They do. “Is
there any paper desling solelv with the
Rockwood characlers ¥ is anather gquery
from this chum. And the answer 15—
there 13 not. But there's a ripping
complete story of " Unecle James™ &
C'o. in the “Popular ™ 'every Tuecaday.
Fhis  correspondent c¢loscs  his  lotter
with o list of the Remove footer and
cricket teams, and he asks if he has
" goi them vight,” You have, my chum,
Many thanks for your letter,

Kext Monday’s Programme :

“FED UP WITH GREYFRIARS !**
By Frank Richards,

Roger Quelch, (he Remove master's
nephew, com-s ot strang in next week's
wrand  story of the Grevfriars chums
Mind you read i, boys!

e At

“THE TRAIL OF ADVENTURNE §*
By Lionel Day,

Look out, ion, for another vipping
instalment of this amazing  adventure
sevial featwving young Jock Horner and
iz faithinl dog Sguall.  Alse another
sevempingly funoy short eompléle from
eky Nugent, entitied :

“THE HEAD'S JOY-RIDE 1"

which deals with the adventures and
nusadventurezs of the heroes of St
Samrs Order yonr copy of ihe Magxer
i mood bimn Saves disappointiment.

(Clheorio, chums! YOUR EDITOR.
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Interesting Tit-Bits

Tl
Lasieester Cuy is named Dlack. but when
he 13 unable to play his substitote is

veguloe  wvighe  foll-back  of

wanally & plaver pamed Breown.,  “This
might be called working to a colour
sthome,

-

When Me, Poter MeWilliam dakes up
his managerial oppointmeni with the
Aliddleslrongh elub at the beginning of
April hin will he the third ex.Neweastle
[Tevited  Tnternational player who has
managed ihat clab, The othors were
Andy Abkon agd Jawes Howie,

Association feotball is now played in
tarty-two  clifferent  countries,  which
weans that it wonld he possible 1o
arrange an International chawnpionzhip
as big as the Pirst and Second Thvisions.

Lonis Page, the oulside-lelt of Burn.
ew, wlea has come (o the fore in no half-
hiearied manner this season, has played

in fhree  represeniative  games  for
England at haseball,
The lask time an amakear plaver

scolel a goal in a Cop Final was in 1908,
when the Rev, K. R, {3, TTunt reerial predd
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a goal for Wolverhampton Wanderers.
Mr. Hunt ix now a master at the High-
rate School, and he has more than once
1old the curious bov: under him that Lis
croal was a “ finke.”

When Readip were drawn to play
Parvtsmouth 1n the fifth round of the
Ciap this scazon the club received over
2000 applicaiions [or reserved =zeats,
buf there were only 3.000 of these avail-
able, Toothall does its bit towssds the
Prost Ofliee rovenue,

Albert. Waight, 1he full-back of the
Corinthians, has  plaved gomez in
France, Belginm, Heolland, Denmark,
Sweden, MNorway, Winland, Germany,
Auvstria, Hungavy, Egypt, India, and
Switzerland, as well 2= in all the four
eountMes of 1the British Tslea SO
traveller.

Asked recently {o give his opinion an
prople who annoyed him, Andy Wilson,
ihe Chelsea forward, =said, jokingly:
“There are some Jivle boys in the Fuk
ham Fond wha pe<ior e unlil T give

them my awtograph, and then—in my
prrecence—offer to exchange it for threo
cigarette cards,  The proportion’s all
wirong. ™

Yates, the gonlkeeper of Watford, hag
a fine harifone voice, and iz in much
dertatd ak local concerts,

Only one London prafessional team hag
cver won the Cop—Totienham Hotspur,
and, of course, they have been supcessful
on two occasions—in 1901 and 1921, Shall
we have to wait till 1941 before another
London club wins?

e e

The man who haos done such a lot for
Reading this season iz Meszer, the centre.
haelf, or, {0 put it in another way, this
player has proved to the world that he
has been wrongly named.,

Huddersfiold Town and West Ham
United are the only two clubs which
have reached the Cup Final 4nd won
promotion in the same season. Man.
chester Cily have a unigue record the
oiher way round : they are the only elub
which has got to the Cup Fina!l and been
relegated in ihe sane scason,

1t is guite & common practice for foot-
ballers playing against each other for
dilferant countries to exchange shirta
after the mateh is over. These zhirts are
tregsarnd as mementoes,






LAUGH AND GROW FAT: READ “‘THE HEAD'S JOY-RIB{!"— NEXT WEEK'S SPECIAL STORY OF ST. SAM'S!

i Ew ' *
m Jack Jolly, of the Fourth,

pave a long-drawn.out wissle

of astonnishment.

With his two first left-tenants, Merry
and Bright, Jack hed just come in from
the footer. The 3t. Sam’s junjor eleven
liad won & grate victory, crippling hLalf
tha: n__ﬁw_nﬂbm gide, and running the
remainder off their {eet. So they Ilelt
very pleased with themselves when they
came 1n to tea,

There wns o note waiting for them on
the study takle ; and it - was this which
caused Jack Jolly’s wissle of astonnish-
s fellows ! h laimed

*1 say, you fellows ! ) aimed.
“Do I MHWE. do I wonder @Mkm_.,wnnuﬂwn_ 4
Ia things what they seem, or iz visions

about ¥ The Head has mvited us to
tea !
" Gammon ! eaid Merry ineredulusly.
“Tell that to the Maroonz!" gaid
Bright.

Jack Jolly shoed hia ehumas the note, and
Merry and Bright mﬁan at the messid
a8 1f they were under a hipnotiick spell.

“To JOLLY, MERRY, and BRIGHT.
""The headmaster rekwests the
plezzure of your sossiety at & ripping
fow-out in his study, st five o'klock,
“ ¥You are rekwested t6 bring your
oOwWn muggs
with you,
“m.8.v.R"

Neeling before the blazine fl ~ r. i
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rchamzl ~s.umed
hie task of frying herpings on a pen=holder.

I'ite juniora stared at that invitashun
for & long time. Had it been worded
in a less diggnified way, and had the

-gpeling been at all shaky, they might have

takon it for & hokes. But only Doctor
Birchemsall could have writtenm such a
note,

Jack Jolly & Co. were frankly puzzled.
Even at St. Bam's, whers sirange things
happened sometimes, it was nét customery
for the Head to invite Fourth-Formers
to tea. He sometimes invited himself
to tea in their studdies ; but that was a
different matter. A headmaster  was
privvileged to drop into any study he
liked, wheneveyr he felt peckich.

Besides, there was no love lost between-

Jack Jolly & Co. and.the Head. They
wers always squabbling and rangling
with each other, and the Head, bekawse
he happened to be dressed in a gown and
morter-board and a little breef orthority,
jenerally got the better of the argewment,

Just lately, the.fend between the Head
and the heroes of the Fourth had grown
more bitter than ever; for Jack Jolly &
Co., instead of supporting the Head's
candied-date—Twesdy-—at the fourth-
coming ¢lection for & new kaptin of 8t.
Sam's were backing up m.:,_nmw 1, who had
been skipper of the school-all along, and
who was now being forced to stand for
re-election.

All things constddéred, it was passin
strange that the Head should invite Jac
Jolly and his chums to tea.

“There must be a eatch in it some-
where ! " said Jack, *° Strikes me that
instead of getting a round of toast each
we shall be given a round of the Head’s
birch ' ¥

Merry nodded.

* We must lock out for trotchery,” he
said, * The Hoad's an awiul snake-
in-the-grass. But tell me—what
does ' mREV.P." mean 1"
© ¥ 4 Really S8uckulont Veal Pies,” '
sugrestad .uwim_wﬁ:

" Ratts ! ' zaid Jack
Jolly. “The Head
wouldn’t be having
veal pies for tea, 1t
must ean, ' Reservin
Six Vacant Placos.’
wmﬂwamnw_ three maore
fellows have been in-
vited, hosides ua,’

And so it proved.
For when the throe
chums, having put on
their heat bibs and
tuckera, prezzented
themselves in thae
Head'’s study at the
speasified  time, they
found Stedflest and

&
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Loyle and Trew—threa other members
of the Fourth who were backing up
Burleigh—lounging in the Head’s oc-
castonal-chairs, waiting for the old bufier
to serve ton.

Jack Jolly & Co. smelt a ratt. But they
also smelt an appelising odor of fried
herrings, and they sniffed their appresia-
tion.

" The Head beemed at them.

“ Bquatty-voo, my dear boys!" he
said. * I'm afraid the chairs are engaged,
but there’s the window-sill and the coal-
akuttle. Make yourgelves at home, and
remember that I am no longer in my
offishal capassity. I am your host, and
your pal. How do you like your herringa
—aoft-rowed or hard as bullets "'

* Boft-rowed, please, sir!' chanted
Jack Jolly & Co., as they clambered on
to the window-gill.

The Head nodded, and, neeling before

the blazing fre, he resumed his task of
frying hernngs on & pen-holder,

Droctor Birchemall's study, which usaally
had the a ranza of & torcher-chamber,
with birch-rods scattered sbout in pro-
fusion, was now & very cory and cheery
apartment. The birch-rods were tucked
awsy out of site, lest they should put the
gests off their feed ; and the Head him.
solf had put aside his lofty diggnity, and
was fairly cozing jeniality.

foon the hernmgs were done 1o a turn,
and the Head handed them round.

“ 'Seuge fingers ! he said. ** You'll lind
these herrings deliteful. They were a
present I had last term from my brother in
Billingsgate.”

“They're jolly good, sir!® said AMerry,
taking a bite.

“Oh, cut out the *sir'!" said 1he
Head, impatiently. ' We are no longer
master and skollers, but host and gests,
Call mo Al

The juniors gasped. Never before Inad
they known the wn,E uas  and seif-
m.._.ﬂw.uﬂ&m_ﬁﬂ_ Head to unbend to this eggstent.,

“ P-p-pasa tho tosst, AlW!" stuttored
Jack J n.m.. :

** Certainly, Fackio ! "' beemed the Head.

Ho handed round ihe toast.-rack, and

) g

Dr. Birchemall was wailting hand and :look on @ gesta.  *' Pila in, my boys ! " ha said chearily,
pourlng out soms very waksyies from a cracked teavct.

ALLOVER AN UNPAID TAIIOR’S BILL!

Stark sk stares De. Birchemall in the face unless he sees to it
that Culbert Tweedy, the local tailor’s son, is made the kaptin

of St. Sam’s!

A Puuniting and Brethless Tail of Jack Jolly & Co.,
the Cheery Chums of St. Sam’s.

then poured out very watery tea from a
cracked teapot. Then, after waiting hand
and - foot on his gests, he dashed off to tho
tuckshop, returning in o few minnits with
8 bag of jam-tarts in one hend, a bag of
dee-nutts in the other, and a bag of
assorted pastries in the other.

“ Pile in, my boya ! " he said cheerily.

“ Right-he, sir-—1 mean, Alf!" seid
Jack Jolly.

The Head ecated himself on his desk,
swinging his lean legs two and fro, Ho
kept up a running fire of conversation,
first about the whether, then shout junior
footer, and then ahout the latest jazz-
tunes from America,

Gradually the crafty old codger worked
the conversation round to the election
which was taking place that evening.

“ 1 hope 8t. Sam's will do its duty, and
elect the best man,” he said,

=

*Have no fear of that, A" =aid
Merry.

“When you come {o consider the
elaime of the i{wo candicd-dates,” the
Heed went on, ™ there is only one of them
who has a real right to the kaptiney,"

** Here, here ! ' said Jack Jolly,

“One in o lad of grate jeenius and
ahility—a hom leader of boys," said the
Hezd, ' As for 1the other, he is & mizzer.
able toad—a worthless seamp whe had no
right to stand for election ab olf !

“Quite vight, AW ! said Bright,

The Head beemed all over his dile, He
felt that he had made grate lheadway.
He had eggspected the juniors (o o very
ohstinate, in the wntter of (e oloction.,

i Hi, wirat are you doing, sir 7™ shouted Tallboy. * Play t

Beszing his epportunity
and his biroh-rod at the
game time, Dr. Birchea-
mall did tremsadus
axacution. 8wisah!
Bwiash | Swish ! © Ow !
Yow ] Yarooo ! " wailad
Jack Jolly & Co.

He had already bribed them
with & good tea; but he had
eggapected  that they would heve to
be coaxed and bullied and threbtened,
into the bargin, before they would
agree to vote for the Head's candieddato.
However, they seemed already to have
made up their minds that Tweedy, the
tailor's son, would be the right man m
the right place, and that Burleigh was
the mizzerable toad and the worthless
scoanp which the Head had dubbed him,

Doctor Birchemall rubbed his bony
hands together with prate sattisfaclion.

“ I knew I could eount on you to do the
right thing,” he said, smiling round at the
gix jumiors. ° You can see for yourselves
that there iz no comparrison between
Twesdy and Burleigh.”

“ Bgpaactly, Al said Jack Jolly.
“ And that’s why we're all standing solid
for Burleigh.™

“ Yes, rather !’ chimed in the othera,

There was a terrifving poawa. The
Head's manner changed as if by magick,

" What ! " he cried, as if scarcely able to
beleove hia eara,  ** After all the trubble 1
have taken to win you over to Tweody's
alde~—after inviting yvou to ten, and waiting
on vou, hand and foot—you dave to tell me
that you intend to vote for Burleigh "

“Waan't it Burleigh you meant, Alf,
when you spoke of a lad of grate jeenius
anid ability—a born leader of boyas 7 said
Merry,

“ No, it wasn't ! " roared the Head, Y1
was allooding to Tweedy, And you wiil
teke & thowsand lines, Merry, for daring to
address your Headmaster as AIEL"

* Oh, crumbs ! ** gaspod Merry,

The Head strode te his cubberd, and
selected his stoutest birch-rod. Then,
perple in the face, be apun round upon his
gesia,

“I'll learn you!" he cried, angrily.
“¥ou tretcherns voung whelpal! After
feeding at mmy ____ T

table ---or
E”.“._..E..,. 01 IV
window.sil] -—
you dore to
oppose my
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.stung themselves !

18| | I

ame ! You're glving more than ons ballot=-papér £3

»

wishea n  ihe
matter of the .
glaction! I have npursed vipers in my
boozum, and they have turned and stung
me ! They have repaid my jennerosity
with the blackest ingrattytude ! But they
ehall not leave my study withont being
eko that—and that-—
and that "

So saying, the Head fairly ran amok
with the birch.rod, and their was & wild
stampode to the deor.

Btedfast and Loyle and Trew, who had
the advantage of being near the door, were
out in the passidge before you could say
nife. But Jack Jolly & Co. were not so
hteky. TIn their pannick-stricken rush for
the door, thoy had to pass the Hoad, and
his birch curled and lashed aboul. their
shalders. Thén they became wedged in
the doorway, kicking and struggling for
exit : and the Head, seezing his oppor-
tunity sand his birch-rod at the same timo,
did tremendus exccution,

Swish, swish, awish !

“Ow! Yow! Yarcooo!"

Jack Jolly & Co. struggled free at last,
and pelted down the passdge, with the

Head hard at their heals like a pursuving

Nemmysig. But Doctor Bircheinall's
gprinting days were over. He counld no
longer do the hundred yards mm ten
secqnds, dead, or alive. He gave up the
chase, and walked back to his study,
knitting his brows, and darning tha six

(Continued on the next page.)

ho
Tweedy’s supporters ! " Dr. Birchemall's ﬂnun turned the cullar of bastroot,
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