


READY FOR A POW-WOW? THEN—

8 VER seen a whir got, ehuma?
One of my Briste! readers aska
if there are such things, and if
80, what ars they like.

Quite a number of stories have been
written and told abont whirlpesls, hut I

am gorry to say that they are all exapgger-
atioms. For instance,

THE GREATEST WHIRLPOOL IN THE
WORLD

iz said to bo the NMaclatrom, off the west
coaet of Norway. Edgar Allen Poe wrole
& gping-chilling yarn about a boat that
waa sucked down into it, and, as a result,

;md%ﬂa irnagined fhat thisa mighty whirl-
pool actuably exigted. Jules Verne also
wrote dbout it. Alas, the iruth is that

although the Maelstrom i3 dangerous
in certain. states of wind and tide, it is
really only o * tide-rip.” Tt comsists of
6 scries of oddies and tiny whirlpools,
and it is quite conceivable that a small
hoat might get into diffioulties in it, and
posmibly be driven ashore or caused to
foundor, Such tide-rips are frequent i
many parts of the world., There ave
many, for instance, around the Orkney
sl Shetland Tslos.

(=

I must say my Lancashire readers are
st loyal to their ecowmby ! One of my
Bootls readers, who signs himself * E, €.,
taked me to task for saying that London is

THE GREATEST PORT IN¥ THE WORLD.
E. C. contradicta mo, and saps that

Liverpool is the greatest port. Sorry, and
all that, bnt my original statement was

coprect, Dumng the las year the ameonnt
of ok igteree] tonnage which naed
the Port of London was nearly 59,000,000,

This was & regord, and, in fact, was aqual
to the combined fraffie of the next two
imnte.q{-. in the United Kingdom.

iverpoof gomies second on the het of
Britain's t ports, and Scuthampton
third. Taking the whols of the werld's
ports, Antwerp, New York, Hambnrg,
arnd Hong Kong corne ofter London, with
Liverpool thua i‘.akm g sixth place. Sorry
to disappoint my loyal Liverpoot readers,
bat there it.ial

—_———

““Inruirer,” who writes to me from
Fortainouth, tella me

HE WANTS TO JOIN THE U.5. NAVY,

anil aska me how to sob ahout it. T'm
afraid that he will lind it i3 impessible
il he ia a British citizen. He would first
of all have ta emigrate to America—and
the emigration Tales are very stringent,
owing to the fact that thers are 80 many
mmemployed in the United States. LEven
if my chum succeeded in gefting per-
misgion to land in Ameries, he would
bave to become a naturalised American,
and then apply lor enlisiment in the
ordinary way. Information regarding
the United States can bo obiained by
Tune Maoxer Lipnanvy.—No, 1,422,

Come Into the Office,
Boys—and Girls!

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readears.
g Mpgﬁﬂ,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
EC.4. A stamped, addressed envelope will

Write to him : Editor of the

ensure a reply.

writing to  ihe  American Consubate.
Cremeral, 18, Cavendish Sguare, Tondon,
ur

v.CL L ? -

| Another reader, who aigns himzelf

" Young and Ainbitious,”” asks me

HOW TO BECOME A CAMERAMAN

in tha film indunatev, Ha taogixteen years
of age, which is qoibe 8 good nge to hagin,
Unleas he has some definits teehnical
knowledga, however, he iz going to find
hiz ambition dilficult to realize. ¥Un.
fortunatefy, he doesn't tell me whers he
lives, o I pan't sy which would be the
best company to approach. What e
shonld de, however, 13 to write to the
head ecameraman of some filre company,
and ask if thers i3 o vacaney flor & young-
ster in that particular department. ff
he ia lucky, ho may get an opportumity
of serving a3 an assistanb, and after that it
will he up to him to add to his technical
knowledge, amd work his own way np in
the industry. The narnes of the prineipal
film company exocutives, and their
addressen, can he obtamned fram any
film directory. Ono wil probably lind
& diregtory of this type in tho public
library, *

e

HEW! Here's an ddea  from
? * Magmetite,” of  Melhourne,
Auvatralia. Ha wanta the Remove

T0 GO TO THE MOONM'!

He thinks it would make a goed yarn if
the whole Form were sent ni% In A spnea-
ship to the moon. Well, I am afeeid T
canr't promize anything, but I am grafeful
to my Aunstralian reader for his suggestion.
I have ed on hia letter to Frank
Richarde, who will doubtliess keep his
suggestion in mind.

. Now for a fow

RAPID-FIRE REPLIES

to various querica which readers have sent
o e !

What Doss fhe Prince of Wales' Moito,
**Ieh Dien,’” Mean ?—It was taken from
a king of Bohemia, and means ' I serve,”

What Wera the ** Sicillan Vespers ' 72—

greatest  massacre i mediaval
Europe. A French. army haod ocecupied
Sicity for siztecn yeara. Then there was
An ising. and every Frenchman on the
island waa killed. No fewer than sixteen
thousand met their death |

What Is the Blggest Model Ship Ever
Made ?—The modol of the Queen Aary,
which was exhibited in Londen recently.
Tt woa twenty-fonr feet long and weighed
fiva tora, 3

Is a Helicopter Different From an
Autoglro ?—=Yes. A helicopter’s lift blades
are rotated by the engine. An autopire’s
blades arve started by the engine, but
continte £0 rotete through movemont of
the air.

What are the *“ Dog Days ' P—~The
v davs between July 3ed amd Auzust 110

They tako their nowne tram the jact that
Siriug, the dog-ster, risea with the sup
during thess daya,

Is ithe Sea Anemone a Flower —XNo, it
ia an animal—-and what i3 more, & meat-
eating animal, It traps gmall soa oreatures
with ita tentaeles, and even young sprata,
which 14 cots |

A Wolverhnmpton reader asks e

HOW WOLVERHAMPTON GOT
NAME ?

ITS

This nnme is a very ancient one, and
datea  From  carly Sexon  times. The
termination " Hampton,"” mesns a walled
lrouse or home, amd the firsk part of the
name comes from Wolfrona,  Originaily
there waz o Saxon settlement on Lhe site
of the town, which was then called
Heantun, Lady Wuolfruna, a sister of

f King Igar, hestowed rich endowiments

upon the sncient colleginte church of
dt. Peter, which was founded in the minth
century. To commemorate these endow-
menits, the narae, ¥ Wolfruns's Humpton,"
waa given to the settloment. [n courso
of time it haea  been shortencod to its
present form of Wolverhampton,

Another reader askas mo to tell him
frorn  whero the name ' Hristol™ =
derived, The ancient name was Briegstow
which mcans the heeseh, or c¢hasm,
theough which the River Avon flows,
Eut thore was an oven earlier naine than
that., BPBriegastow 18 an  Anglo-3axon
ml?{-tiﬂn of the more encicot Celtic naino
of SNant-avon.

EELE are n foew muro
H SURNAMES AND
MEANINGS,

in rezponse to varions reuders’ reguests,

Hopper ia n name originally given to a
dancar, for dancing was a favourita
amusement of our forefuthers.  Hopperson
i Lthe son of r dancer,

Ness originally meant a dweller hy ¢
hieadland, Nose is another’ form of the
SATAG  NAne.

Armsirong, of covrse, monras that
original owner was & powcrful an,

ruikshanks is s Scottish variant of
Crookahanks, and wna obviously fustensd
upen ita first owner hecanse of his zome-
what unprepossessing legs,  Sheepshanks
13 & sumilar name,

Cartls comes from Curteis, meaning
polite or courteons, Curthoss, however,
st origmally have been beatowod on
a men wilh very short legs.

THEIR

Now let's zoe what next week's Macver
has in store for ws. First of oll thero's
another ripping yarn of Harry YWharton
& Ca., the chums of Greyliriars, entitled :

*RIVALS OF THE REMOVE "™
By Frank Hlehards,

and T ¢an tell you it's & eorker. T don's
necd to tell all my regular renders not to
miaa i, but if there ars any casual readers
who haven't ordered their copy, they can
take it from ma that they will he well
advised to do so without delny.

Next time vou write to me ket me know
what youn think of our thrilling new
adventore yarn: " Mooze Call 1 " Thers
will, of ¢ourze, be more guick-fire, full-
o'+thritls chopters in next weok's issue,
and when you havo finished them, you
can furn to our " Jreyfriars Herald =
Supplement, and loosen ¥your waistcoak
buttona, begause you're in for & gond
langh. OF course, I must not forget
that there will be another Groyfriars
“Tnterview " in verge by obr clever
rhymester, and that I shall he “in the
affice,” as waual, to deal with any quoerirs
you eare to send along to me,

YOUR EDITOR.



A SENSATIONAL COMPLETE SCHOOL-ADVENTURE STORY YOU'LL ENJOY !

%

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Stranger !

ARRY WHARTON jumped.
H “What the thuvmp—" he
ejaculated.
Seldom,  or  never,
Wharton been so astonished.
lr{va stared into his room ab Wharlon
Todpe s if he could not believe lus
ercs=as, indeed, he havdiv could.

It was the last dav of the holidays.

Harry Wharton & Co. had been in
TLondon for the Jubilee celelirations.
After which the Co. had gone to theiv
varions  homes, ond  Wharton  and
Hurree Sineh returned to Wharton
Lodge ta get ready for the new term
at Cirevfriars, ;

The two juniors arrived by an early
train. Whartan found that his uncle
and aunt bad gonc out in the car, and
worp not expected back till lunch. So
he went up to his room to get on with
some packing.

Maturally, he did not expeet to find
anvbody in that room. Me openad the
door and walked in—and had the sue-
prise of his life.

Wharton's “den ™ in his uncle’s honse
was & very pleasant room, with franca
windows opening on a baleony. Those
windows were open, pdmitting the
spring  sunshine and the fresh breeze
from the Surrey downz. Sitling at the
open windows—or, raiher, spravwling—
in & rocking-chaiy wasz a venth of abouk
Havrv's own age.

As Harry Wharton had never spen the
youth before, it was surprising enough
to find him making himsclf so comiort-
ebly at home.

But his ocenpation was, perhaps, more
surprising.

He had a ecigarette in his rapnth, and
was blowing out liltle rings of smole.
And the haze in the room showed that

Fanel

ARRY WHARTONS [)OUBLE

FRANK RICHARD
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first, by

Lis

that cigavette was not
several ab leasl.

His atiitnde when Wharton opened the
door was one of careless negligence.
But Wharton's starfled exclamation
made him sit up suddenly. The cigar-
elie whizzed out of the window and dis-
appeared instantly. He leaped up from
the chair and stoord staring at Wharton
—startled, but with relief dawning in
his face. Apparently he had feared for
o moment that it was somebody clse

Having befriended Ralph 5tacey
and sent him to Greyiriars,
Colonel Wharton  sincerely
hopes that his nephew, Harry
Wharton, of the Remove, and
Ralph will be the greatest of
chums. But the old colonel is
booked for a hitter disappoint-
ment, for although resembling
each other in looks, the two
juniors are as different in
charaeter as chalk from cheese !

=

who had eaught him busy with his cigae-
ettes, and was relieved Lo find that it
was only a scheolboy.

Wharion stered at him blankls.

Who the fellow was and how he had
come thers was simply & mvstery.
Wharton had been away from homo
most of the Easter holidays—with Bob
Cherry in Dorset, and then in London
with his friends for the Jubilee. Ha
had nuturalls expected to find things
a3 usyal when FEe came back tp lus

uncle’s house. Apparently they were
not quite as usual. ]
This fellow was about his own age

and his own size. Stranger as he was,
there seemed something familiar in the
rather handsome features he turned
towards the Ureyfriars junior. It did
nogt oceur o Wharton at the moment
that the resemblanes was te himself., It
wonld have shown any observer that
they were related.

“What the thump—" repeated
Wharton angrily. It was not ngru‘:{:nl:ia
to find a perfect stranger making fres
with his quarters, ond still less agree-
able to find him making the room reck
like & tap-room. *“ Who the dickens are
vou, I'd like to know 77

“J was going to ask you tha sama
gunestion,” drawled the other. He had
been  startled by  Wharton's sudden
appearance, but he had recovered hia
assurance almost at once,

“You've no right to ask guestions
here 17 snapped the captain of the Grey-
friars Remove. I want to know what
vou're deoing in my reom—eor in the
house at all, if vou come to that!”

*Your room?"

“ Mine—though you seem to have
made vourself quite at home in 1E!Y
snapped Wharton.

“Oh!” The dark, handsome eyes
seanned the Grevitiars junior euriously.
“Yon're Harry, I supposa?”

“T'm Harry Wharton., And I want to
know who vou ave, and T want to know
at once [

“My name's Stacey.”

“And what are vou doing here?”

“Killing tine,” vawned Stacey, “ Yon
neadn’t mention to the old bean that
T was smoking. 1 faney he would be
down on it.”

*The old Lean?” repeated Harry.

Tueg Magxer Liprany.—No. 1422,
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*"Do you mean my uncls, Colonel
Wharton 7™

"y ¥

“Does know yvou're hore, then?”

Stacey langhed.- .

“Naturally. I shouldn’s be here with-
out the knowlodge of the mastar of the
houge, should 11"

“I suppose nok” admitted Wharton.
“* Though you seem to have check Enuuf}h
for. that, or anything elsa. If my uncle
knows you're here, I suppose you havo
a right to be in tha house; but yon've
no right in my room—and no right to
make sny room reek with your filthy
smoking.” Yoo can take yourself and
your ‘putrid cigarettes somewhere else,
and- look eharp about it, too.”

Hea threw the door m&o open.

Stacey did not stir.

Whoayer the youth was, and whatever
he was, there was no doubt that ha had
plenty of cheek, at all eventsl He sur-
veyed Harry Wharton’s flushed and
angry face with s faintly amused- smile.

“No nesd to get your rag out!” he
said i . “I. believe your uncle
wanld lika us to be friedds.”

“J don't see why he shéuld—and I'm
ccrtain that he wouldn't., if hd'd seen
what Fve Just seen—and if he does, he
will  be disappointed!” said Harry
tartly.~ “ Anyhow. get outl"

Instead of getting out, Stacey dropped
into the rdoking-chair agsin, .

Harry Wharton stepped towidrds him,
breathing berd, with 4 gleam in his
ayed. :

g Did, you liear what 1 #aid? he
asked,

“I'm not deal”

“T'ya told you this i3 my room—"
“ Twice | aszsented Stacey.

‘*An’d, I'va told you to get oubk of

“But I have Colonel Wharton's per-
mission to use this sitting-room,”
drawled Stacoy. " This house, I believe,
belonge to him.- You are not his son—
vou are his nephew! . Have you any
more right here than I have "

Wharton's eyves blazed.

“PIl make -it clear whether T have
any right or not!” he exclaimed, and
he grasped the back of the chair, tilted
it over, and sent Stacey sprawling head-
long on the floor.

There was E_trraiﬂ] and .;]a"l. 'ni!lli.m

“Now ol Ioare arton.

A ﬁu&g}? fqﬂw im:'l & pair of startled
eves looked in at the doorway. Hurree
Jamsat Bar Singh had been pnekinﬁ_m
-his room, but the uproar brought him
along to ses what was happening.

“My esteomed Wharton—" he
elaculated.

E h“ﬂ'&“ﬁﬂﬁm e hmdé th li

6% and grasped the sprowling
Stacey by the a]muﬁders. With a power-
ful heave, he spun him towards the
door.
St“Lut EO,

acey. I
deserted him now, and he struggled
fiercely, hiz face red with rage.

i at the ahsurd thump—-”‘ azx-
claimed Hurree Jemset Ram Singh,
gtaring in amazement.

“Htand clear, Inkyi”

The dusky Nabob of Bhanipur stood
aside, and the struggling Stacey whirled
past him out of tha doorway. He
rolled headlong in the corridor. ]

harton stood locking after him with
flashing eyes. Stacey eal up, gasping
for breath. Blowly lie rose to his feet..

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh looked
from ona to the other. y

“Wheo is this estesmed and ridiculous
individual, Wharton1” he asked.

“¥ don't know, and don't want tol”
said Harry, breathing hard. **Hae zays

Tre Maioxer LisRiry.—No. 1,422,
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ou chesky rotter!™ welled
ig cool impudence had

THE MAGNET

his name iz Stacey, and that my unecla
knows hie's i the house: And he thinka

-he has as much right in my room as I

hava—and - I'm trying to make  him
understand'that he hasn't.”

Staeoy stood looking at him. Jle was
plainly debating in hia mind whether
to carry the matter farther. Wharton,
with clenched fists, was quite ready for
hior to do so—in faet, rather keen on it
But the fellow shrugged his shoulders

turned away snd went down the
stairs,

=y

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Caught Out !

it Y emcerned Wharton—-="
M Harry looked round.
He was standing iijf the
open window of his *den,®
his hands driven deep into his trousers
pockets, a frown pn his kritted brow.
Me had come up-to pack for school:
but he was deing,, no. -packing. Ha
seemed - to be lost 1n-troubled thought,
sz the Nabob of Bhanipnr looked in
an hour nfter Stacey’s sudden a

diastio departure from the room.
“Hallo. Inky!”. Wharton forced
himsalf to smle. ' * Finished 77
4 The ackiulness s done, my

asteomed chum,” answered Hurrée Jam-
set Ram Eingf:, with a curious glance
st Harry's face. Can

“ Parhapefully
lend you & ridiculous h.umfﬁ'

*“0h, no hurry I¥ a.nsw-:ﬂ:e.ﬂ Wharton.

V[ - Ho paused. * Seen anything
of that chap Stacey!™
The nnho’i; grinned faintly.

“ Wot since he dejm:'-te& on his absurd
neck,” ha answered.

Wharton Bushed. +

“I—I wish I hadn’t handled him,
Inkvy! He was a3 cheehy rotler—mo
mistake about-that—but I1-suppose ha
must be &8 guest of my uncle's, of sorts.
I don’t see how elsa he could be heére™

“Tha esteemed colonel must have
permitted his absurd presence here”
assented the nabob.

“It's odd,” eaid Harry. “He's a
stranger to me—I've never seen himi
and don't remember hearing even his
naine. He said that my uncle gave him
loave to use this room—during my
absence, I suppose. No harm in that—
hﬂt_‘—_"ﬂ

“The mabob sniffed. The odour of
cigarette-amoke was still very wbotice-
able in the den.

“The respcctable colonel can scarcely
have given him leave to smoke here,”
FOINAT Hurree Singh.

“Hardly 1" Wharton laughed. But
his face became very serious again. *I
was rather ratty, I suppose; bub |
shouldn't have pitched him out en his
neck, only—only——  Dash it all, he
said he had as much right here as I

hava That w=s enough to put any
fellow’s back up, Inky.”
r the nahob.

i

* Quitefully 1”7

3?113—1 wish
all the same. ™

Hurrea Jamser Ram Singh suppressed
a smile. It was pot the first timo that
his churmn had wished, rather late, that
he had kept his temper.

“I egan't made out wheo the fellow
is,” went on Wharton. “¥ suppose [
shall know when my uncle and aunt
come in. I don’t eare to ask the ser-
vants sbout him. It's jolly odd, find-
ing bim planted here, making himself
at home in my quartera. But I
w ighe——

He broke off sgain.

Hurres Jamset Ham Singh held up
a round red hall '

“What about sending you down a
few, my esteemed Wharton, to pass the

'd kept my temper,

‘went

vidioulous time till gﬂ'u:r absurd uncle
o sod o nky 1"

Whartﬂnggarfud cut his bat at once.
The nabol smiled genially.  In that
mood of troubled and worried thought,
a little fresh air and exercise im the
bright spring sunshine seemed to Inky
what his chum wanted.

Wharton's face was brighter at oneo
as ho put his bat under his arm and
ownstairs with the nabob.

Thare was a pitch at Wharton Lodge,
where Wharton and his friends got
cricket practice in the holidays. & It
was kept in good condition under the
eye of the coloncl—one of the many
acts of thoughtful kindness thot Harvy
received from his uncle.

Ha dismissed the disagreeable aflaiv
of Stacey from his mind as he walked
down o tho ecricket ground with
Hurree Singh.

But he was reminded of i1t as hao
arrived thera. His brow darkencd
sgain at the sight of Stacey strolling
on- the piteh.

If the fellow was staying at Wharton
Lodge, a2 apparently he -was, thers

was certainly ne harm in his strollin

about the grounds. Wharton had,
perhaps, rather a hasty tempers but he
was mnot an  unreasonabla  fellow.
Bomehow, the cool end sclf-possesscd
manner of this fellow irritated him;
thera was something in- that manner
indicating that Stacey considered that
he had’ & right to there—nog the
right of an ordinary guest, by any
means. :Bub the captain of the Grey-
friars ove suppressed at once thak
momentary- feeling of irritation; and
it _was in hizs mind to approach the
fellow and express some regret for the
scene indoors.

Theat thought left him instantly as he
caught Stacey’s glance. Btacey looked
ot him with o carcastic smile and
walked away.

- Wharton breathed hard.

Hurrea Jamset Bam Singh ecast a
pufzled look after the fellow. The

peculiar, sarcastio expression in his
gmila had struck the mabob.

“The cheeky tick ¥ breathed
Wharton.

“*“PThae cheekiulnesa of the esteemed
Btacey appears to be somewhat prepos-
terous1” ngreed Hurree Bingh, with a
nod. ' His ‘dark cyes wera fixed on tha
fellow samntm‘jngh carelessly on  the

reen grass, his hands in hie pockets.

You are sure, mv sbsurd Wharton,
ihat you deo not know himi"

“WNever seen him before that I know
of,” answered Harry. “But at the
same time, there's something in his face
that seems familiar—I can’t quite make
that cut.”

“It iz a resemblance to a face you
know terrifically welll® said Hurree
Singh, with a dusky grin.

*Eh! Whose?” asked Harry.

“¥our esteerned own.”

“My ownl” cxelaimed Wharton, in
astonishment. “You mean to say that
that checky tick is like me?"

“The lkefulness , is preposterous |
Poesibly the absurd sportsman is some
relation ™

Inky !®

“0Oh, dom't ba an
exclaimed Wharton grufily.

Hurree Jamset Bam Singh made no
raply to that  He set up the stumps
and put on the bails,

“QOver!” hesxid, with a cheery grin.

Harry Wharton went to the wicket:
He waa glad to get a little cricket
practice, with the matches coming
along in the_new term at Grayfriars,
And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh wes the
champion bowlar of the Remove.
Wharton, with the exception perhaps of
Smithy, was the best batsman in thas

nss,



Form. The two chums could hawve
gasaed o pleasant hour on the piteh,
ut for the presence of the obnoxious
Btacey.

Vharton had supposed that he would
walk awny: but he did not. He
sauntered near at hand, evidently
intending to watch the ericket. If he
was kern on the summer game, it was &
sign of grace, and -r.-*czmlv:fia have prepos-
sessed Wharton in his favour, but for
ii}e disiilie he was already feeling for

i,

The feeling of annoyance, of being

watched by sarvcastic eyes, put the cap-.

tain of the Remove off his form, and

robbed him of any pleasure he might

have deprived from {he practice.
Hurree Singh sent the ball down, and

EVERY SATURDAY

“Out, whabt?" grinned Stacey.

" Nobody aa’[;e%l you to barge in!"
sa1d Harry Wharton.

Stacey rvased his, eycbrows,

“Any Dhljﬂﬂhun to o fellow fielding
for you, when ,}iau’m ak practice ¥ he
asked, ™I should have thought you'd
ba glad.”

Wharton's lips set hard. He was in
the wrong, of course, Tt was useful to
have a fellow fagging at fielding, and
the gardenmer’s boy was often pressed
mntg that sevvice on such occasions.

“My esteemed Wharton-——" mur-
mured Hurree Jamszet Ram Bingh.

_ Wharton choked back his angry feel-
ings. e did not want to appear a dis-
gruntled asa.

“Oh, all right, if vou're going to

%4
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any of it ont of you!” drawled Stacey.
“Here, catch, Day & Martin I™

He tossed the ball to HHurres Singh,
whe eaught it, frowniog a little. - “Dax
& Martin ¥ was an allusion to his dusky
complexion, and the Nabob of Bhanipue
did not relish such allusions.

“(Jatch me out H%&iﬂ. and you can
handle the bat and I'll field for you!”
said Harry Wharton contemptuously.

“ Dono 1" said Stacey.

Wharton turned away from him.
angry with Stacey, angry with himself
for letting the fellow get his “rag » out
in this way. He proceeded to knock
the bowling aboub, Stacey looking on.
s handz were not in his pockets
now, and his eves were very keen and
wary, watching for a chance.

:[I{".:'I!%Irr N

|1r,'f

—_— ;

The fellow Bob Cherry had collared, and whom he did not doubt for a moment was Harry Wharton, yelled and siruggled.

* Here we are, here we are, here we are again ! ** chortled Bob, a

and Feft,

Wharton missed it, and. the bails went
down. Wharton did not look at Stacey,
but he knew that the fellow smiled.
And 1t had been gunite an easy ball.

Wharton, witis compressed lips, set
up the wicket again, and tossed the
ball back to the Nabob of Bhanipur.
Hurres Hingh caught it easily in one
dusky hand, and went on to bowl
again.

Thia time Wharton was more careful.
Under those sarcastic eves, he would
not see his sticks go down again. The
ball whizzed, and the  captain of -the
Femove sent it filying.

Smack !

It was the sound of leather meeting
palm.

“My esteemed hat!”
Hurres Jamset Ram Siggh.

Wharton stared.

Stacey had made a sudden apring, his
hend flashed from his pocket, and.he
had caught the hall.

‘Ho held it up, amil_ing.

“How's that, umpire?” he called.

“Well caught!” exelaimed the
nabob. :

ejaculated

he waltzed his victim round, barging fellows right

** Let go, you fool { " yelled the junlor in his grasp.

field I he called back.
long as you like!”
Stacey langhed.
“But vou're out!” he said. **Aren't
you handing me the bati"
“What the dickens do you meani?”
snm;:ped Wharton. “Thiz isn't a
ericket match.”

“Ieep it up as

*Oh, gunite! Tt isn't cricket at all
-30 far as I ecan  gea!™ answered
Stacey coally, “But your dusky

friond seems to be a4 pretty good
bowler, and I'd like to see whether I
mlttld stop ' him. A3 I've caught you
ouf—u*

“Oh, shut up!”

Btacey laughed again,

“They teach you fearfully good
manners at Greyiriavs!” he remarked.
“You must be {rightinlly popular
there_.i”

“ 30 you know I'm a Greyfriars man,’
said Harry. “Well, if you were at
Greyfriars, you'd get some of the cheek
knocked out of you. and it woquld do

Fou s
“Tﬁ; don't geem to have knocked

¥

Hurree Bingh, if not his angry chum,
could age that the fellow was a cricketer.
It gras fairly clear, to InliF et least, that
if 8 chance came Stacey’'s way he was
the man to make the most of it. And a
chance did come, after Wharton hed
bean batting for about ten minutes. It
was such & chence as only a frst-rafe
man in the field econld have made use of.

But the felloiwv spotted it, and jumped
for it His movement seemed ldkcs that
of o whizzing arrow. He left the ground
as if his legs were clastic, his hand flew
up, &nd thera was a smack as the ball
landed in it.

“How's that I drawled Stacey.

Harry Wharton did not answer.. He
walked off, and handed the willow to
=tacey.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Startling News |
H URREE JAMSET RAM SINGH

epmpressed his lips a little as

he prepared to bowl to the new

batsman. 'The champion

bowler of the Creyfriars Remove . was
THE Maener LiBRary.—No. 1,422,
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det?:imined to get that wicket if he
could. _

The chums of the Remove were there
for cricket practice, and did not want
Stacay; but Wharton's - contempluous
challenge had given him his chance, and
he had taken it. Instead of Wharton
getting some batting practice to the
dusky nabuob’s bowling, he waz to
at fielding, while Stacey handled the
Lat. No doubt he had asked for if
hut that made it none the more agree-
able. It would have been a keen satis-
faction to Hurree Bingh to send the
fellow cut with the first ball, _

But he was duri:'ie.dh th?t satisfaction.

Tha fellow could bat

Not only could he bat, but he could
bat as well as Wharton, or Vernon-
Smith, or Siuiﬁ, or any other good
Latsmgn in tho Greyfriara Remove.

Hurreo Singh tested him with fast,
stow, and mediwm balls, and he put aid
to every variety. The nabob, leoxing
rather grim, settled down to what he
now realised to be a ]'i.eftﬂ' task—irri-
tating as well a8 hefty, for ho wanted to
bawl to his chum, not to this thrusting
fellow.

Obviously, however, Stacey had to be
allowed.to remain at the wicket so long
as ha cquld keep his sticks up.  Wharton
was slgw to believe that he muh;} keep
them up Jong against such bowling a3
Hurree Singh’s.

‘Biﬂhh;mg.{l he give Whacton the

4 i ive 18t _
b ' d_gq:qtching him. out.

remotest _ghanca : _
The na.ptniin of the Remova did a great
denl of leather-hunting—fetching the

hall back from far

Had it been Bob Cherry, or Johnny
Bull, or his best phi;m,'Frunk Nugent,
who was at the wicliet, Wharton would
have been delighted, and the leather-
hunting would not have worried him.

He was not delighted now,

He pould not ha!g fealing & reluctant
admiration for the batting. His dislike
of this fellow did not blind him to the
fact that only a born batsmen ‘could
have stood up to such bowling as Etamﬂ
was getting. He doubted whether Bo
Cherry or Smithy could have done so,
Ha was not at all sure that he could
have done so himself. The nabob was

ing all cut: but he might as well have
ggwlnd at a brick wall as at Stacey's
stieks.

Wharton, flushed and a little breath-
less, hunted leather; the nabob fagged
hard at bowling; Stacey cnjoyed him-
gelf, with a touch of swank 1 his
manner that added to the annoyanee of
the Greyfriars fellows, _

That the nabob could not take his
wicket was clear. And Stacey, at last,
held up his hand. '

“Let's call it & day!” he said.
“Thanks for bowling, my dusky [riend !
Hero's your hat, Wharton ¥

He lounged off.

Wharton took the bat gladly and yet
reluctantly. The fellow was giving it
up hecause he was too strobg for Grey-
friaral .That was exceedingly un-
pleasant.

“ Lake me to send you down a few "
smi;&d ﬁtacey.

l'-i*

“No what?” asked Stacey, laughing.

Wharton did not answer.
_“Well, it would be only a waste of
time, I dare say, &nd it's near lonch
néw,” drawled Stacey. “I gather that
vou rather fancy yourself as a batsman,
and yon don't want to be undeceived.”

on fancy you could bowl me?”
asked Hurri_y.

“Just a few 1 )

“You can try, if you like

“Oh, all right1”.”
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Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh silently
tossed tha ball to Stacey.
went to the wicket. .

The fellow seomed at fielding,
and undoubtedly bhe could bat. The
Greyiriars fellows were not pw&g&d
to beliave that he was equally good with
the leather—not without proof, at all

fag events. Harry z_f'rr:pareﬂ to put all he

knew into it. He was as watchful as a
cat aa the ball came down.

How it eluded his bat he never knew,

The crash of a falling wicket told him
that it had done so! He stared blankly
nt the strewed sticks. The fellow had
bowled him fiest ball X

It was true he was out of practice
Probably thia fellow had been putting
m practice while he was st Wharton
i[;; o with time to kill. But he cculd

wl,

Hurree Singh felded the ball and
sent it back. He sent it with a whiz,
and Stacey caught it carelessly with his
left hand. : = :

He sent it down agamn. This time it
was & slow, and Wharton sent it back
along the pitch like a bullet,

Smack 1
He jumped as Stacey held up the ball,

“My estecmed at1”  ejaculated
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

Stacey laughed.

“Coaught and bowled BStacey!” he
said. ' How's that?”

‘Wharton stared at him alo the
pitch. The fellow had spread-eagled his
wicket first ball, caught and bowled
second ball. He was a bowler]

“Weall bowled I came a deep voice.
“"Weall bowled, sir!1”

The three spun r A

A tall, bronzed gentleman had come
on the field, unnoticed till then. It was
Colonel  Wharton, Evidently  the
colonel had returned to Wharton Ladﬁ-ﬂ
while his mfphew was Jbusy on the
ericket pitch.

Clolonel Wharton was an old cricketer,
He still handled a bat on occasion.
Harry had had his first instruetion in
the game from his unecle. . The old
colonel had a keen eye for good
ericket. And Btacey’s cricket was good
—first class. Bo it was no wonder that
tho colonel’s deep voice bore testimony
to the same. ut 1t did not sound
pleasantly in his nephew's ears. The old

gentleman could not have arrived at a
mora  unwoelcome  moment  for  his
nephew.

Colonel- Wharton, however, was quite
unawara of that. He came up with a
;_:hmry smile on his kind, old, bronzed
aon,

2] Eurri,' I was out when you got bock,
Havry 1 he said. "Giaé’ to =ce you
agam, Hurree Singh ¥

“The, gladfulness of my absurd self is
terrifie, honoured sahibl” said the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

“I seea that you have alrcady made
friends with Ralph!” said the colonel.

“Ralph ¥ repeated Wharton, “Do
you mean Stacey i

There was ne jealousy ov malice in
Harry's nature; but it gave him a pan
of discomfort to hear his uncle s ag
of Stacey as “ Ralph.” Who the dickens
was the fellow for Colonel Wharton ta
call him that—and with a tone of

said the
met him
a distant

. affection in his voice, too?

“Yaos, Ralph Btacey,”
colonel. “¥ou have never
before, Harry; but he 1s
refative of ours——" y

“I've never even heavd of him ! aaid
Harvy, so deyly that his uncle gave him
rather s sharp look. ]

“Well, T see that you've made his
acqudintatice now, Harry. I'm glad to
sed-you playmg:-ericket together—very
gl‘.-s«:l:,iFI I faney you will ﬁndg Ralph very
usefol in the matches at Greyfriars.”

Wharton Wh

11-]

" At—at
arton. g
“¥Yes Ralph will be at Greyfriars
for the new term. I have already
arranged mattera with  Dr, Locke”

“Oh 1" gasped Wharton,

“But I will speak to you about that
later,” added the colonel. *“In your
keenness on ericket you have rather for-
gotten Junch, I came out to look for
you. Come in now [*

They walked to the house. Iarr
thr on's brain was almost in a whirl.
A diztant relation, and coming to Grey-
friars—that tick! Hardly any news
i:ﬂ:guld have been more disagrecable to
ym.

He said no word as they went to the
houze. Hurrce Singh, after a glance at
his face, was silent, too.

Ralph Stacey was not silent,

. He walked by the colonel's side, chat-
ting with him. As Havry said nothing,
it was not unnatural for the colonel to
talk only to Stacey es they walked
through the gardens. Neither was it
unnatural for Harz}y, i his present
frame of mind, to fall a pace or two
behind, and leave them to it.

Anyone seeing the quartet just then
might have supposed that Ralph Stacey
was Colonel Wharton's favourite
nephew, and Harry the distant relation.
That thought struck Wharton with in-
tense bitterness.

The fellow had said that he had as
much right there as Harry. Perhaps
ha had. Colonel Wharton had been a
father to him; but he was not his
father; he was hia uncle, and had a
right, if he chose, to take up any rotten
outsider from nowhers,

Wharton was very silent as he fol-
lowed his uncle and that distant re-
lation into the house. And Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh was very silent, too,
with s shade of trouble on his good-
natured dusky face.

Greyfriars stammered

Wiy

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Uncle and Nephew |

“ YDU were surprised, Ilarry.”
13 YE‘E-"
Colonel Wharton sat in a

deep leather chair i the
library. His nephew stood by the
mantelpiece, his face turned a little
BWAY.
Lamech had not been a very cheery
maal.
Aunt Amy had been as kind as
ever. She was obviously delighted tfo

gea her nephew again, and very busy
and concerned about his things for the
new term at school. There was no
change in Aunt Amy. Was thero a
change ir her brother #
It scomed to Harry that there was.
Wharton and Hurrce Singh had little

to say. Halph Stacey ha gl)iﬂnt_f fo
say. ¥et it could not be said that he
was talkative, loguacious. All that he
said was sensible enough. And when

tha colenel spoke ho histened with ro-
spectful attention. Harry reflected sar-
castically that that respectful attention
in tha colonel’s presenco hardly seemed
in ' keeping with the way Staccy had
spoken of him in hiz absence, .
Miss Wharton did not notice anything
amiss. Bui her brother seemed to do
so, and several times he gave Hairy
keen glarces. Harry was quite con-
scious of the fact that his glum face
showed to little advantage beside
Stacey’s cheerful, smiling carcless vis-
aga.- That consciousness only made him
glummer. 3
When after lunch_the colonel told his
nephew that he ‘wished to speak to him
in the library, his tone was-almost eurt,
Harry followed him in eilcuce,



Now he stood waiting for what he was
to hear, But his rigid attitude and
glum silence seemed to distoncert the

colonal & little, and it was some minutes
befora the old gentleman spoke. And
ywhen he did his neplicw answered him
with a monosyllable without leoking at
hiim. .

Deep down in Harry's heart was an
angry resentment of Btacey's presence
in the honse at all. He could not forget
the taunting words—that the fellow had
as much right there a3 he had. It was
not true, and could never become trua
unless his unole let him down, after
cncouraging his faith and_trust ever
since he could remember. It waz 3 a
mere child that he had come under his
unele’s care. He haod asked mothing.
All had been given upasked. Stacey
was a thrusting interloper and a liar.
He had no right, and Harry had a
rij;;!;.t. Why was the fellow there at
all’

And he was going to be gsent {o Grer
frinrs—Harry's sehool, It was not on
in the holidays, apparently, but a
through the term that Wharton was to
sce him—to tolerate his sarcastic grin,
to hear his taunts, to make friends with
him, His eyes gleamed at that idea.

Colonel Wharton cmlf]m{l. Knowing
nothing of the quarrel that had already
taken place between his nephew and
that distant relation, never dreaming of
the taunt that Stacey had utlered, he
was at a loss to understand the cold
salliy look of his nephew, His bronzed
face was a little grimmer as bLe wenb
on:

“No doubt you were surprised,
Harry. You have probably never heard
of Ralph before.”

“I've never heard of Stacey.'

Wothing wonld have induced Wharfon
to speak of the fellow as Ralph,

“You may have heard me speak of
his father—Captain Stacey—an old
brother - officer, Harry?"

“I don’t remember.”’ ]

“Well, well, probably not,” said tlng

colonel, good-humonredly. ‘But
knew Captain Stacey well years ago,
though it is very many Years since
have szeen him, His son is a relative
oL ours,”

“ T never heard of any relatives named
Blacey.™

“Wea lLave none, Harry., But his
mother was & Wharlon--a sort of second
or third cousin of your aunt and
mivself”

Wharton was silent, That accounted
for the resemblance—if 1t really existed.

“Hea is like yon, Ilarey."”

“Is het" said Harey.,

" Anvone would obscrve 1k, Anyvone
could sce that he i3 a Wharlon on ono
side, I am sure.”

Wharton's manner indicated that he
was guite indilferent. As & matter of
fact, he was annoved by that re-
semblance. _ _

He was rot looking at his uncle, but
his uncle was looking at him. James
Wharton's keen eyes were fixed very
intently on his nephew's profile,

“The boy has come under my chargo
for a time, ab least,’” wenb on the
colonel. “IHis father hes becn unfor-
tunate in_some respeets. I need nob go
infe details on thab subject.”

“ Nobt in the least, Coplain Stacey's
affairs do not concern me in any way,”
answered Harry.
th‘ﬁhe_cﬂlunel scemed fo swallow some-

ing.

“Boat,” went on Harry, “Y was sur-
prised, as you say. If the—if he was
coming to live here, it would have been
natural for vou to tell me 20.” ]

“Of course, my dear boy. "But T
never knew it myself till after vou were
gone to London with your f[ricnds,

EVERY SATURDAY

gxplained hiz uncle. “It happened
quite’ recently.'’

13 E.;;p

“Ralph has been here only 2 week,”

“ilc has made himscli at home,™ said
Harry, _

1 have asked him to do so, Harry.
Burely, my bov, you would not refuse
a welcome to a lad who s your re-
lative, as he is mine, and who i3 in
need of a helping hand ¥ said Colonel
Wharton, with a note of sterniess in
his volee,

It is not for me to offcr or refuse
himm a welecome,” answered Wharton
coolly,. “I can be civil to him,
HuPﬁsei? “ ¥ : " " +

"Have you taken a dislike to him,
TMarry ¥ asked the colonel abruptly,

“Wiwy should IF"

“That is not an answer to my qurs-
tion. I see no reason whatever why you
should, but it appears to me that you
have done so0."”

Wharton was silent.

“Will you answer me, Harey "
h'“ Yes, if you ask me. I don't like
m, "

H]"-;*;rh}. ]'ll'_lt?”

My sulky temper, I suppose,” said

ATTY.

The colour ecamo into the colonel’s
bronzed cheeks. He did not speak for
& full minute, DBut his fone was guict,
even gentle, when he spoke again.

“1 can see that you do not like Ralpn.
Why, I cannot guess, as you have
known him only a few hours. He is
like you in looks, and I think in_dis-

osttion, and I hoped you would Le
riends. You have tastes in common,
too.” b

*I hope not,’” said Harry.

Ha was thinking of the cigarettes,

“You ivem'pln}:inF crigket together
when I found you,’”” said the colonel,
“He is an excellent cricketer, Harry.”

“1 Eknow."

Colonel Wharton gave a start.

“Harry, surely you are not foolish
enough, absurd enougl, to resent it be-
Eﬂ.umhﬂalph took your wicket so easily !

UT Ly

Wharton erimzoned.

“If you asked any man in the Re-
maove, they'd tell you whether I'm
jeslous of other fellows at pames,” ne
muttered,

1 am sure yvou ave nof; but a
momentary  annovance——"  {olonel
Wharton pansed. I had hoped that
ericket would be a sort of hond of unian
between you two, Harry, Halph iz very
kecn on the game—as keert as yourself,
He is good al every branch of the

game.”
“1 know."” )
“1 tell wou [rankly,” said Colonel

Wharton, “that I like the boy. Iia
geams to me a very deceni lad, healthy
and wholesome and good-natured: and
I can assure you on one point, Harry—
he 15 very anxious to be good friends
with you.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

He could net help it; and il was a
hitter, sarcastie ]aughi The . taunt Lhat
Ralph Stacey had flung at him showed
exactly how much the fellow wanted (o
ba friends with him. In that hour on
the cricket ground, ho had done every.
thing he could to anger the colonels
n ]hew—and had succeeded only too
wall,

“By Jove!” Colonel Wharlon hali
roge. I wvou can think of nothin
hottor to do than 1o lavgh at wha,t.%
BRY, Eir———"

*Borry, uncle!
amusing.”

“I have said that Ralph desires to ba
friends with you. Wheat ja thero amus-
mﬁoin. that ¥ demanded the colonel.
f;g vou mean thal you do not believe
I 'J‘!

But it was rather

i

M Naol a2 word of it,” ansyorad Harry.
“He has soid so g dozen Lifnog—""
“Very likely.”

“Ha has luoked forward to your re-
turn here——* Colonel Wharten paused.
“1 utterly fail to ses why sou should
dislrust the word of a boy you do not
knaow, I found yon playing cricket
together, and hoped that it was the be-
fmmng of a friendship. He is going Lo
raviriarg—"*

“In that necessary$™ asked Harry,
“There nre plenty of other schools.”

“I have made arrangementa for him
lo gpo to Lreyfriars, and it is too late to
alier them now—even if 1 desived to do
50, But, unf.m‘a]liy, I wish Lo send, him
to ln.li* own school, and his father's old
school. Naturally, too, I wished him to
hﬂ‘ at school with you, Haery.”

Iy for you to decide, of course.”

I am glad you can see that at all
evenls,” prunted the ecolonel. “I don't
wnderstand you to-day, Harry, Yon
seem to have taken a dislike to a boy
who cannot have offended you in any
way. I will never believe that you
gridge him what he will receive from
me while he is in my charge—"

Wharton's lips curved bitterly.

“It's not for me to grodge' him or
anyoité else a shara in what does not
belong to me,” ha answered. “He has
as much right here as T have, no donbt.

Colomel Wharlon did not speak. He
Ea?:ml at his nephew, long- and  hard,
s alernness gathered i6 "his brow.
But it famded aday, and a - faint ‘smile
look ita placa. "ﬁ.’ﬂc—n he spoke, it was
good-humouredly,

“¥Yon voung ass!” he said.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Friend or Foe?

ABRRY WHARTON
H his unele.

He had expected the colonel

e ba angry: and he did not

rare. But he had 'not expected this.
e good-humoured tone, and the smile
on the old, bronzed face disarmed him.

“You voung ass!” repeated Colonel
Wharton. “I think I have my finger on
the trouble now!”  Llia face became
very earnest, © Litten to me, Harry!
Your pesition here i3 perfectly wall
known to you and to me, and your
friends and relatives. You ‘mre my
brother's son, my heir, slanding in the
{;Ia-:.w:- of a son to me. Yon bave been

rought up to that from early childhood.
Do you think for one moment that I am
a man to chop and change—a weak
and vacillaling man wpon whom no
reliance is to be placed, in whom no
faith and trust ecan be felt ¥

“f course not,” muttered Harry,
shamefacadly.

“1 have never, I believe, given vwon
any reoason to suppose &0, said the
colonel, *and I am giving vou ne reason
now.  You have Lthe mame right here,
Harey, that vou have always had, This
lad Ralph has the right of g relative
whose father is in difficulties, and whom
it is my duly to befriend. That right,
and nothing more or less.” )

“I'm soyry-—"

*You should be sorry, if you have

looked at

allowed  distrostiul  end, _ suspicious
thoughts to enter wouwr mind " said
Colonel YWharton quietly. w1 you

fancied for a moment that I shoyld
dream of letting this lad, or anyone,
take your place—you shounld be ashamed
of auch a thought, Harry.”

“I did not think se—but—" Wharton
stammered.

Stacey's taunt still rang in his ears.
He couid not forget that.

He could not fell his nncla what the
fellow had said. He could not explain

TrE Macxer Lisrany.—~No, 1,422,
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why he had been angry and resentful
But both anger and resentment hmd
passad. away now, )

“If any such idea came intoe your
mind, Harry, dismiss ik and do not let it
recur,” udﬁ his uncle. "I cannnt
imagine why—but let it drop! You may
ba assured that Ralph knows the post-
tion exactly; and in the circumstances of
the case, you must surely see that it is

up to you to Fi“ him a welcome and
make him that he is not an in-
tender.”

ul:l“ l;]ﬂ Il'.l.:f IHBL!” ]

“ That's more like you, my boy!” said
tha colonel heastily, “and I believe you
will’ like Ralph better when vou know
hin better.” ; .

Wharton did not think so; but he anid
nothing. He resolved, at least, to make
tha best of the fellow and keep on civil
terms with him if he could.

“Whether ke will remain with us, I
cannot  at  present say,” continued
Colonel Wharton. “It depends on his
father’s circumstances, which may im-
Emm. ; In the meantime, he will be at

reyiriars and this will be his home. He
will accompany yom to school to-morrow,
Harry—and I rely on wyou to do every-
i:hinﬁ ou can for him as a new boy.”

ig l-['j."‘

Wharton paused.

“Is he going to be in my Form?” he
askad. Ha hoped that the answer waunld
ba in the negative. . At Greylriars, the
different Forms mized httﬁ&; and a
fellow m another Form could be kept at
armalength”easily enough.

“¥es; - ha has al seen  Mr,

ueleh, your Form-master,” explain

lch F ; -, explained
t anel. “He is going into the
Roemove. I thought of asking Mr.
Quelch to }?hea him in your study, with
you (ﬁ:lfl ugent——"

“ But on second l;hnu%hta, I leave that
to you, and you will do as you think
best in the matter.”

“T will ask Quelch,” said Harry, at
onea,

“Ralph, of course, would like it,” said
Colonel Wharton, unaware that his use
of that name still grated on his nephew’sa
cars. “Take my word for it, Harry, he
is very anxious to be good friends “with
you. You wi ve much in common,

Y ill ha ch i
ag you ara cricketers. And—and T
should like you to be as kind and as
thoughtful oa possible in dealing with
him. He is proud and high-spirited—a

boy very like wourself, and a
thoughtleas wora might wound him in
his present circumstances. You would
not wish that 7"

“Nol! Nol®

Wharton had a contrite feeling for the
moment. The fellow had come into the

house as a poor relation—that was what
it _boiled down to.’

Id such » position Harry realised only
too cImriE at he might himself have
been touchy, ready to take offence.

He oould forgive hia own faults and
weaknessea in another. He could ba
patient, untiringly patient, with a
senaitive fellow who felt that he was a
dependant,

But was there, after all, anything of
that kind about Btacey? Certainly he
hed ghown no sign of it to Harry.

Heo had acted like a fellow who falt
hostila, and did not choosa to take the
trouble to econceal his hostility.

Poasibly, comparing his own ition
with Iarry's, he resent o difference.
That was unreagonable; but not inex-
cusable. Byt 1t did nofsconsort wilh
the impression he had given the colonel
that he +was anxicus to make friends
with Harry Wharton., In that, at least,
hé was spoofing—he had pulled the old
colonel's leg. The fellow did not feel
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?'!a‘ﬂglf, nd did not want fo be his
riend,
Colonel Wharton watohed his

nephew’s thoughtful face. Harry foreed
himself to smla.

His uncle, at least, was the same as
ever; if the fellow was trying to make
trouble there, he had not succeeded.
And, after all, perhaps first impressions
werg nob very reliable,. Wharlon's own
actionz on t first meeting had not
been calculated to make a good 1m-
pression on Stacay, perhaps!

“I'll do my very , uncle,” =sdid
Harry impulsively. "I we can't be
frie:u&vs', I know it won't be my fault”

“Then I am sure you will be friends,
my dedr oy said the eolonel.

Vharton %e[t. the library.
~ Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was wait-
ing for him in the hall. He had a
tennis racket under his arm.

“"Tenms?” anid Horry.. " Good! Look
I:!-launar.1 let's ask Stacey if he would like
to play.™

_Tﬁa nabob raised his dusky eyebrows
slightly. Thia was rather unexpected.

arry Wharton laughed.

“Nunky's been talking to me,” he
said. "IFHI dare eay the fellow’s not
the_ﬁﬁj?ﬁsi.vﬂ ass he marde himself out to

—_—

“Thanks " drawled a sarcastic volce,

Whaoarton stared round as Ralph
Stacey rase from an armchair in the
hall, the high back of which had

hitherte hidden him from Harry's
Hig:(f‘lt. )
he captain of the Remaove eoloured.

“I1—1 dido't mean—"" he stam-
mered.

“You didn’t mean me to hear vour
opinion of me?" said Btacey, with a
curl of the lip. "“No doubt!”

Wharton breathed hard, -

“Look here, Stacey,” he raid, “my

uncle wants us te bo Yriende ™

“Benevolent old bean!"” drawled
Rtacey: and both the Greyfriars juniors
noted that he glanced round before he
spoke, obviously o make sure that no
one else was within hearing.

Wharton compressed hia lips. The
fellow was speaking in tones-of mocker
of the man who was standing his friend.
If this was the scnsitiveness of a poor
ralation, it was tal-:ing & strange form.
But the captain of tho Groyfriars Re-
move made one more effort, ;

“I've told my uncle that I will be
friends . with you if possible,” he said
gquietly. “It rests with you”

“I'd rather choose m‘T own [riends,
thanks,” said Stacoy coolly,

Wharton's eves ghttered.

“That's enough,” he =aid. “Come on,
Inky 1"

The library deor opened, and Colonel
Wharton came out inte the hall, He
glanced at the three boys.

TTanniz " he =zald cheerilv. *You'll
find Ralph quite good at it, Harry. He
gave me foo much to do yesterday.”

HTust  Juel, s#ir,”® eatd Stacey
pleasantly. I don't suppose I could
stand up to Harry—though I'd like fo
try, 1f he's willing.™

U ek your racket, my boy,’
colonel.

Wharton did not speak: he was almost
confounded by the ecase with which
Stacey assumed o corelessly fviendly
manner in the colonel’s presence. What
sort of a fellow was this?

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh’s dark eyes
dwelt cuviously on Ralph Stacey. The
follow  was deliberately pulling the
colonel’s lep, with & contemptuous dis-
regard of what the colonel’s nephew
thought of it. Harry had the choice of
swallowing his* duplicity without a
word, or of refusing to play tennis with

gald the

hiny and looking ungracious and un-
friendly in his uncle’s eyes, He stood
silant,

Atacey lounged eway, and came back
with a racket and a bag of balls. Whar-
ten went to changa s shoes, glad ta
%'::t awey from the [ellow. %ﬂ-}lmml

‘harton remained talking to Stacey,
and walked down to the tennis court
with the threo when they were ready, a
smile-on hiz kind old face.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bilter Blood !

b Q0K here——" muiterced Harry.

E Colonel Wharton had sat

down in a hammock necar the

court to look on while the

boys played. He was glod to sec the
three on such friendly tormas,

They wera 1n full view of him, but
ont ‘of his hearing, as they stood by the
net, It was a difficult position for
Harry. Gladly he would have twistoed
the smiling Etneﬁ;.' aver the net and
given him “six ™ wi the racket.
Under the colonel’s eyes, however, that
was hardly practicable. But the fellow’s
double desling mada him feel a senso of
loathing.

“My  esteemed chuni,”  murmured
Hurvesa Jamset Ram Singh warningly.
The nabob could eeo that Stacey wugli:'i
have been pleased by & quarrel, in which
Harry Wharton would have bean placed
in the wrong,

But Wharton could sce that, too, and
he was determined that the fellow should
not get away with it :

Ile controlled his anger with difficulty
—hbut he controlled it,

“Ind you speak ?” vawned Stacey.

“I did!  You don't want to play
tennis with me, you only want to make
ourself offensive,” said Harry in a
ow, bitter tone.  “Leave us alone,
thm:ﬁu ight, 1 d if 1
_ “Quite right on't—if your tennis
15 enythin Ifku our cricket,” said
stacey, with a cool nod. *I'm accus-
tomed to s decent game. But tho old
bean seems to want it.”

“Daon’t epeak of my uncle like that to
me |” muttered Wharton in a choking
voice,

“I shall speak of him exactly as I
like,” answered Stacey coolly., “You
are not master here, I believe; though
Eﬁu scem to fancy that you are. We're

oth poor relations of ihe kind old gest,
I believe,”

“Would you dare te say that if he
could hear vou?” esked Harry
scornfully,

Stacey laughed, ;

“Tell him what T said if you like (™
he vetorted.

“¥ou know I shall not do that.”

Stacey shrugged his shoulders.

“Tet us got on with the esleemed
tennis,'” murnured Huorveo Jamset Ram
Singh., “ Perhapstully you would prefer
me to play the cxcellent and excerable
Stacey, my absurd chum,”

“Not at all; dear Harey's Js}a.ging T
said Staccy. “The kind old bean is
expecting it, and we mustn’t disappoint
him. ou can keep my score if you
like, my dusky friend; you wan't have
any ecore to keep for arry.”

“The swankfulness is terrific,
marked Huorrea Jamset Ram Singh.

“Well, I'm judgin’ by dear Harry's
cricket; of courss, he maoy be able to
Fiag tennis,'” drawled Stacey. “But if
10 hinndles a racket as he does a bat you
vwon't get o headache countin® up his
score.” i

Wharton logked at him. This was ihe
follow with whom his uncla desired him
to make friends,

LE
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Bob Cherry grasped the junior at the door by the back of his collar. **If there's too many In this carriage, old bean, you'll
make one less by getting out !'* he said. And he hooked Stacey through the doorway and dropped him bodily on the platform.

“"Let's get it over,” he muttored,

Tt foll to Btacey to serve, As he gave
the service it was easy to see that he
was a tennis player; gmhab!y, too, he
was in practice, and Wharton was not.
And Wharton's angry bitterness of mood
was not conducive ko good tennis, or
any other game.

He returned the ball with o long shot
ta the corner of the conrs. But Stacey
moved like lighining; he sent the ball
hack over the net with a shot that left
Wharton stending.

IE was ffteen—love, And Hurrce
Jamset Bam Singh set his lips: almost
mora than Wharton he wanted his chum
to win that set.

Thirty—love came next, then forty—
love, and game. Siscey had made his
words good; there was no score for
Wharton.

He set his teeth, determined to go all
cub in the next game, But it waa futile.
Stacey sumply washed him out, and
langhied when he won the set,

“You're captain of your Form at

Crroyfriars, I believe ¥ he aszked, as
Wharton eame off the coort with a
flushed face.

¥ psY

“Yo gods !" said Stacey,

Wharton's eves gleamed at him,

“What does that mean exaectly 2" he
aglked.

“Don't they ﬁlaj‘ gﬁml}ﬂ at wll at
Ceeyiriars?” asked Btacey. 1 mean
vou can't play tennis and you can't play
cricket. And i you're captain in
ggmfs, what the thump must the games

like ¥

Wharton made no answer to that.
The only adequate anzwer would have
been to hit ont and rend Stacey spin-
ning acrezm the court.  But for the
calonel’a presence he might have made
that onswer,

“Not chucking it, Harry #* called out

Colone] Wharton from the hamrmock.
“Fed-up willt one set ¥

“I'm not fee!inﬁiﬁkﬂ tennis, uncle,”
answered Havry., Ho could not tell the
old gentleman what he was feeling like.

Ho walked away before Colonol Whar-
ton could answer, and Hurree Jarsot
RBom Singh followed him. Stucey came
across to the colonel.  His face was
smiling, but the old colonel's was & little
clouded. Ii{e had—as he could hardly
help having—the impression that Harry
wn3 annoved at being beaten ab tennis
by the follow who had taken his wicket
g0 casily et cricket. A fellow whao
could not take a beating was no sports-
man; the colonvl’s opinion was wvery
strong on that point.

“Tired of tennis, Ralph?” he asked.

"ot at all: keen on ib. But Harry
=pems to be fed-up,” answered Stacey.
“TIF give you a game,” said Colonel
Wharton, getting ouk of the hammoelk.
Harry Wharton walked quickly to the
house; he did not speak {o his comrade
till he reached it.
It the hall he
Jamzot Ram Singh.

“What do wvou think of that chap,
Toky 1" he asked 1n & low wvoier,

“The thinkfulnes: zould not be ex-
prrezsed in politeful language,™ answered
the nabob.

“How's & fellow io deal with n eur
like that? Thank goodness, it's only the
one day hers; school to-morrow 1* snid
Harrv. “I've got to keep my temper
with him here, under my unecle’s cyes,
but at Greviriars—" His voice
trembled with anger. “By Jove! If I
get his dashed cheek at school as I've
had it here T'll knock it back down his
throat fast enough I .

“The knockfulness will be the proper
capar [¥ agreed Hurres Jamset Ram

looked at Hurree

Singh.
“And my uncle wants us to be
friends ¥ breathed Wharton. “Why,

the fellow absolutely loathes me—why,
goodnes: knows! But he does: 1t's in

every look and every tone of his voice.
And I've said I'H ask Quelch to pui
him in my study at Groyfriars”

The nabob wf;iaﬂ&d-

“I shall havo to keep my word. Bat,
by gum, if he cheeks me in Study No. 1
at Greyfriars as he has her

Wharton did not finish the sentence.
It was clear that Colonel Wharton,
hoping that his nephew and his relstivé
were going to be great friends at Grey-
friars, was booked for a dizappoint-
ment,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprize for the Co.T

1 ALLO, halle, hallo!™ voared

H Bob Cherry.
Bmack !

The platform at Courtfield

Station  swarm Wi Greyiriars

foellows, poiug back for the new torm.

Bol was leoking for his friends in
the swarm, and several wvoices were
raised in protest as he shoved a way
about to look for thom,

The end of the holidays had had no
depressing effeet on Hobert Cherry’s
exuberant spirits. Ilis cheery face waus
merry and bright.

He grinoed and nodded to fellows he
knew, and skiliully dedged Billy
Bunter, who mads & grah at his arm
and missed. Ho sighted Harcy Wharton
—aor, at least, & fellow who looked like
Harry Wharton—and shoved a way to
him, sending Temple of the Fourth tot-
tering in one direction and Hosking of
the Bhell in another. Tubb, Paget, and
Bolsover minor of the Third got in his
wey—but only stayed in his way for a
mormnent. cheerfilly upset the three
fags in sheer exuberance of spirits.

But he had to stop as Loder and
Carne and Walker of the Sixth got in

THE Macker LiBRART.—No, 1,422,
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New NOVELTY
WORD-MAKING DIcE GAME

ALFA-KUBES
Fun from A to Z—Witty, Wise
and Wheezy—Easy, Too!

Can you spell? You don't need to be a first-class
speller to enjoy the new and breezy game of making
words and scoring points with ALFA-KUBES, but
the better you spell—and the more quickly—the
bigger will be your score. ALFA-KUBES are six
square dice, each with six different letters—and each
letter is given a numerical value from one to six. The
game is just to throw your ALFA-KUBES as you
would ordinary dice and then make up a word quickly
from the letters turned up. You score by adding
together the ** pips " on each letter of the word you
make. |hat's where skill comes m again. Dhfferent
words have different value, and those who jump
quickest to the highest scoring combination win
the game,

Any number can play. It's a game that can be
played at any time, and all the family can join in. It
costs |/~ only, and the excitement and thnlls you
can get out of it will be worth that modest sum many
times over,

ALFA-KUBES will cast its spell on all who play
it. Why not invest in a set to-day ?

2t [of o0l Newsngents,
ik Rooksellers, Starea
SR gnd Toy Shaps.

the way. Upsetting prefects of the
Sikth Form was not practical politics.
Bob went round them. -

And so he came on the fellow who
lovked like Wharton from belund,
rogred in lis car, and administered a
smack on the shoulder that made him
staggor.

An exuberant smack on the shoulder
fromm Bob was not a ]ight matter. The
junior who received it staggered and
almost fell on his knees.

He was saved by barging into Colker
of the Fifth, who shoved him back un-
ceremoniously. Horace Coker of the
I'ifth was not to be barged by fags.

Coker's hefty shove sent him stagzor-
ing back on Bob, who caught him by
the shoulders and playfully waltzed lim
round. o

There was little room for waltzing in
tha crowded platform, swarming wii
fellows froml all quarters, changing fov
the Friardale train. '

Raars of protest greoted the perform-
ance. : ' = o ‘

* “You howling ass ! yelled Fry of the
Fonrth.

“Keep off my feot!” yvelled Dolsover
major of the Remove.

“Don't barge, you blitheving bargoe I
shouted Stewart of the Shell.

The fellow DBob liad collared, and
whom he did not doubt for a2 moment
was . Harry Wharton, yelled and
struggled. ' ] ]

Bob had had only a glimpse of him
in the crowd, but he had no doubt about
hiz identity, and never dreamed that
another fellow, who looked a good deal
like Harry Wharton, had orrived as a
new boy.

“Here wo are, here we are, hero wao
are again !” chanted Bob, as he waltzed
his victim round, barging into fellows
right and left. .

“Let go, you fool I yelled the junior
in his grasp. ] _

“Eh—what " ejaculated Bob.

If Wharton had said “Let go, you
ass 1" or “ Chuck 1it, fathead 1" he would
not have been surprised. But that
angry, vicious snap surprised him a
great deal. :

He let go at once, staring at the
fellow. The junior recovered his
halance, and stood gasping for breath.

“You thumping idiot | What are you
up toi* he bawled.

“Wharton, old bean—" gasped Bob.

“I'm not Wharton, you feol 1”

Bob stared at him. Now that he gave
the fellow a close inspection, he could
see that he was not Wharton., The like-
ness was striking, now that Ralph
Stacey was dressed like Wharton, and at
a casual glance he might very easily
have been mistaken for the captain of
the Remove. ' But a good look at the
follow was enough.

“Well, my only hat ! ejaeulated Bob,
in amazement. “Sovry, old thingl I
took you for Wharton of my Form [

“¥ou silly ass!”

The fellow was rumpled and {uﬂiﬂd,
and evidently annoyed. Bob did not
lilka either his look or his tone, but ha
wag sorry for the misteke, A fellow
could barge a fellow he knew, but Bob
certainly would not have barged a
stranger 1f he could have helped it.

“Your fault, you know!” he said,
with a cheery grin.

“YWhat do vyou mean, vou ass?”

“You're 50 jolly like Wharton to look
at, I mean! Not now that I lock at
vou, but at a distance.”

“What silly rot 1"

“Well, I enly spolted you ot & dis-
tance, you know, and in this crowd—
Anyhow, T'm sorry ! You're really a lot
like Wharton.®

“You insulting fathead |



Baob stared at him.
‘“Inau:h;ing' !“ hﬂ ].'EFEH‘E&q- “Wlmt -dﬂ‘

vou neean, vou tick? I suppose you
don’t know Wharton, But I ean tell
vou it's a compliment to be mistaken for

one of the best-looking fellows in the
Remove | _

“Must be a scrubby lot if Whartton's
the hest-looking 1

“Then yvou do know him?™” said
puzzled. “ Are you & relation of his?”
- “If I am, it's not a thing to brag of.”

And the new fellow, having set his
collar and tie straight, snd his hat,
turned on his heel.

Bob stared after him.

From the hikeness, he could have no
doubt that the fellow was related to his
chum. It seemed also that he was a new
Loy coming to Greyfriars. His remarks
about Wharton did net indicate that
there was any love lost between them.

“Well, my hat 1" ejaculated Bob.

A bang in the ribs drew his attention.
IIc spun round, to behold Frank Nugent
and Johnny Bull. They grinned at him
cheerily.

“(h, hera you are!™ exclaimed Bob.

"I'va been looking for you.. Seon
Wharton or Inky?”
“MNot yet,” said Frank. “Wharton

will be here, though; he told me tha
time of his train.” '
“Has he got a relation coming to
(Grreyiriars this term #* asked BEob.
Nugent stared,
“Not that I know of,” he answered.
“Haven't heard of him,” said Johnny.

“Well, I've just got hold of a fellow
who's remerkably hke Lim to look at!”
said Bob., “A rather :ll-t.empam%snrt
of chap, and he's & new kid for Grey-
friats, plain enough. A cousin or some-
thing, I suppose.”

“Wharton never mentioned him in his
letter,” said Frank. “And he said
nothing about him in the hols.”

“Where is he?” asked Johnny Bull,
“If he's a relation of Wharton's, we
may as well be civil to him.”

Bob mado a grimace.

*1 don't think he's got much use for
civility, from the way ho spoke!” he
gald. “He didn't !ik:{ming smacked on
the shoulder, anyhow.”

Frank Nugent laughed.

“Your smacks are a hit hefty, old
chap. They want getting used to; and
if he's s stranger——"*

*“Well, there ho is ™

Btacey was etill in sight, and Bob
pointed him out. His back was to the
juniors, but in the athletic figure there
wes & flecting resemblance to the
captaint of the Hemove.

“TLet's go and speak to him ! said
Johnny Bull.

“Oh, all right 1

The thres juniors bore down on
Stacey.  After his words with the
fellow Bob was dublous, but Frank and
Johony weére rather keen to make his
acquaintance. If he was a relative of
Harry Wharton's, Harry’s friends were
prepared to give him & very cheery
weleome to the school, '

Frank tapped him on the shoulder,
and he stared round. His brow
darkened at Pob Cherry.

“ Youn again " he snapped.

Bob did not answer. He did not want
to quarrel with a relative of his friend,
and silence was golden.

“Cheerio 1" said Frank Nugent. His
eyes were curiously on the Iﬁandaume,
Hag&h by no means amicable, face.
- 's right! You're & lot like
Wh;artﬂn. You must
We're Wharton's frionds.®

“That doesn’t concern me, T sup-

b
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“Fh-—what? Eook here, are you a

ba a rolation.
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relation of Wharton, or not 1" demandod
Frank, considerably netfled,

“My misfortune, not my fanlt!”
answered Stacey coolly. “A  fellow
i:e::&;t! help his relationships, waorse
t a

The juniors stared at him. New
follows, at any school, were seldom so
cool and sell-possessed as this fello

ellow_evi-
dently was. Whatever qualities Ralph

‘Btacey locked, he did not lack assur-

ance, .
“Is your name Wharton?” asked
Johnny Bull,

“Thank goodness, no.”

*“Oh, come on, you men!"” said Bob.
"‘-}"hat'her he's a relation or not, he's no
fr}fend_ of IMarry's, that's plain enough.”

uite I said Btacey. " Now perhaps
vou'll be kind enough to leave me alone
and lot me catch my train.”

“We'll leave you alone fast enough |
%'vruwledw Jobhnny Bull,. “Poor old
Yharton—what rotten luck to have o
tick Jike that landed on him at school 1

Stacey shrugged his shouvlders, and
walked = on. ‘he three juniors ex-
changed a rather eloguent look:

“Who the dickens is the fellow 1 mut-
tered Bob. “Relation of Wharton's—
that's plain; but.it's queer that he's
never mentioned him, or told us that he
was coming to erfrmrm”

HJolly queer!” said ¥Frank. *Bother
him=—choeky tick, whoever he is! Let's
go and look: for Harry and Inky.”

I say, you fellows—-"
It was the fat squeak of Billy Bunter.
“* Hook it!" grinned Bob:
“I say—" roared Bunter,

But the Co. “hooked ™ if, leavin
William ﬂﬂl}qrﬁn Bunter blinking a.'fteg
them through his big spectacles, with an

indignant blink.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Left Behind !

URREE JAMSET RAM
S8INGH waved & dusky hand.
With the other, he nudged

__ Harry Wharton,
Here are our ridiculous friends,” he

T he nabob had |

8 n& ad his eyes open for the
Co. Harry Wharton seemed to be
plunged in deep, and not very pleasant,

EUth
Colonel Wharton had seen tho three
bovs off st Wimford, amd secen them
sottlad in a carriage together,

Wharton had considered, in his mind,
whether to change carriages whon they

£

changed trains at Lantham. But he
need not heve bothered about that; for
at the first stop Stacey changed
COYriages,

Wharton had not seen him since, either
at Lantham, or now at Courtfield. That
was agresable so far as it went: he did
not want to see the fellow., But the
prospect of a whole term of him in the
samo study ot Greyiriars, was distinetly
dss&greeab!g.

Certainly he could deal with him
rather moro easily and freely at Grey-
friars than at -W]memn Iodge. There
wasg a certsin satisfaction in the thought
of punching, hiz head. - 8till, that was
not  wholly wetisfactory, considering
that. the f&ﬂuw was a relation, and that
hiz uncle strongly desived that .they
ghould be friends,

" Hallo, ' hallo, hallo!
again " san ] :
cama up., “The right bird this time ™
And he smacked Havey on the shoulder.

Harry Wharton smiled. Bol's chears,
ruddy face was like & tonio to him after
his gloomy thoughts on the subject of
Stecoy. .

“Jolly glad to sce you, men,” he said,

Here we are §
out Bob Cherry, as the Co.-

i1
“The gladiulness said

urree Jamsel Ram Singh. .

“"Mot to say absurd Emrf preposterous,
what? chuckled Bob., “Why didn't
you tell us a_rn:m..h%d.u- jolly old relation
conmng, Wharton 7"

Wharton started.

" You've seon Btacey ! he ewclaimed.

JIs his -name Staccy?  We've seen
him—dnd I feok -him for you and
banged him on the back ! grinned Bob.
“He was rather shigty {”

- “He would be!” said HMHarry, with a
curl of the llJ]L

¥ You didn’t tell us he was coming 7”
seidt Frgnk.

“I never knew till yosterday,”

an&g‘-'ered Harry, * When t home
yesterday I found that the fellow - had
blown in from nowhere,”-
- That rggI:,;‘uma enough to enlighten
the Co. Obviously, Wharton liked the
fellow who so reserabled-him, no more
than that fellow liked Wharton! The
subject was dropped at once. -

" Well, let’s &uah for the train ! said
Bob., “This Co. never gets left for the
second train! Rally round, old beans!”

The Famous Five pushed for the
train. There was always & push for
that train on the first duy of term. The
second train vwas not long after the first;
but _fellows disdained to go by the
second train if they could help it. In
the midet of a boisterous crowd the
chums of the Remove headed for the

platiorm. ..

is  tovrifie [

1 El]]', vou fellows——"
“Halle, hallo, ?m-.iiu! Jolly old
Buanter again ! roared Bob Cherry, as
ha spotted & fat red face and a pair of
f;hstcnmg spectacies. * Race rou to the
ocal train, Bunter.” ¥

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Put it on ! chiekled Bob.

“1 say, vou fellows, wait for ma?
O Nobody wae fikel £

obody was likely to wait for any

body, in the push for the ﬁ;sbi'ffkig.
The fat Owl of the Remove digappedred
in the crowd as thie Famous Five pushed
O, '

“dBeaats " floated over innumerable

ads.

The local platform was already
crowded. The train for Triardale,
standing in the station, wns Alling fast.

" “Hallo, halle, hallo! Therg"s his nibs
agein I” exclaimed Bob, as ho sighted a
hqngME face looking from o ‘carriage
window. .

Stucey had the carriqga door “shyut and
was lesning out. Outside, thres figs of
the Second Form were in a state of
great excitemont—Nugent minor, Gatty,
and DMyers. As Stacey the
window, hlmlciug the view, some of the
follows had an impression that the car-
riage was full, and p r -it. But
Dicky Nugent & Co. had spottell the
fact that there were empty Seats.
_“Let go that door, you tick I",yglled
Nugent minor. © Why, you chebka gad,
you've got &n empty oarriage there!
We're coming in [ '
Stacey looked down on the indignant
fog, and laughed. i
ozsibly he did not want the small fry
as travelling companions.’ He could
hardly have expected to keep a carriago
to himsejf on & ecrowdad train; but he
did not choose to let the fags in.
“Will you let us in?" howled Dicky,
“No!” answered Btscey coolly.
“Here's room, you fellows!™ yelled
ammy Bunter, farther along the train:
and Dicky & Co., gn’ing it_up, rushed
along and jeined Bunter minor. .
The Famous Five wore at the carridge
door the next mothent, '
“Lots of : rooin hore,” said Dob,
“This is Juck 1™ .
Stacey let the door open then. o
Tre Macxer Lmrary.—No. 1,422,
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could not treat Remove men as he had
treated the fags-of the Becond. After
the IFamous Iive cn&% ‘ornon-Smith
and Tom Redwing, and Peter Todd, and
Squiff, and Hazeldene, crowding up. |

“Hop in, you men!” yelled Bob.
“Koop out thess Fourth Form ticks!”

“Look here—" shouted Temple, of
tha Fourth.

- Barge "em off [ grinned Smithy.

Temple; Dabnay grl:-'u. wora barged
off, - Removites serambled inta’ the car-
riage. The Co. were in, and Vernon-
Smith end Redwing followed; but
IHarry Wharton hesitated. He did not
want to pack into the some carrisge
with Btacey. DBut the Co. shouted to
him :

“Come on, Wharten

" Buck up, old bean!™ i

Toddy and Hazel and Sgmiff got i
The carriage was not only full—but over
full. Stacoy made & move fo shut the
door.

“Hold on I’ said Bol, and he pushed
the door open again.

“"The carriage 1s crammed already I
snapped Stacay. “We dow't want any
mora in here I

“Wo wapt Wharton—"

r-rI d"ﬂ'ﬂ?t'- [

“What vou want, my pippin, doesn't
matter a brass buiton,” retorted Bob.
“Let that door alone!”

- And as Stacey made ancther attempt
to drag the door shut, Bob pushed him
back into his seat without ceremony.
M Jump in, old " bean ! said Bob,
“The train will be geing in a tick ™

Wharton had been thinking of going
farther along, though naturally he
B to travel with his friends. But
Btacey's attemapt to bar him out was
enough for him. His eyves gleamed as
he stepped .up. ;

Stacey jumped to his feet.

“Get out ” he shouted.

“0Oh, shut up!” answered Harry con-
temptuously.

“The carriage is too full already!
You've no right to berge in here, and
vou know it.”

Wharton's lips curled,

“You ought to have a fellow feeling
for & chap who barges in where he has
no right I he answered sareastically.

Stacey's face flamed. It was a bitter
taunt, and unlike Wharton to utter it
but since their first meeting, Stacey had
hardly spoken to him without uttering a
teunt of some kind: and he could
scarcely expect to have it all his own
way. But like many people who are
careless of the feelings of others, Stacey
had sensitive fcelings of his own.

* You—you rotter!” panted Stacey,
and he flung up his clenched hand to
strike.

Bob Cherry shoved him baek just in
time, and ha sat down heavily in the
corner seat.

“None of that, please!? said Bob
curtly.

Wharton, with & careless shrug,
passed through the crowded carringe to
stand by the opposite window. Stacey
rose again.

“Will you get out? ha shouted.

“No,” answered Wharton coolly.

“Then I'll eall the porter to turn yon
out!” Stacey leancd from the deoor and
shouted " Porter| Porter|™

“Who the thump’s that bargeei” ex-
claimed Herbert Vernon-Smith in
amazement, “New kid—carryin’ on in
that styla?™

“ Kick him out!”? said Pater Todd.

" Parter 1 yelled Stacay.

“Bhut up, you tick,” roared Bob
Cherry, " and shut that door |

“Hold your tongue ™

“ By gum | gasped Bob.
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He grasped the junior at ithe door
by the hack of his collar,

“If there’s too manv in the carviage,
old bean, you'll make one less by petting
out!” he said. and. he hooked Stacey
through the deorway and dropped him
bodily on the platform.

Bump! |

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a rear from the
crowded carriage. _

Bob, grinning, slammed the door.

Stacey was on lis feet in a twinkling

and grasping bt the door-handle. But
Bob held it fast inside.
“¥ou rotter!” yelled Stacey. " Let

me in ab once !

“You're staying out!” answered Bob
coolly, “If you can’'t behave yoursell,
my pippin, -you can’t expect to travel
wikh Ij'liﬂf.‘]]." brought up o&haps like
ns—'

“Ha, lLia, ha!” )

There was a shriek from the engine.
The erowd on the platform backed away
from the tfain—with tha exception of
Stacey. He tors frantically at the
immovable ‘door-hdndla.

A porfer rushed up.

“Stand back, s ?

Btacey, unheeding, wrenched and
wrenehied, The trein was beginning to
move, and the porter caught him by the
shoulder and jerked him back so sud-
denly that he sat down on the plat-
form,

Bob Cherry waved a cheery lhand at
him as the train ghded away for Friar-
dale. The windows wera packed with
laughing faces. SHtacey, sitting breath-
loss on the platforin, gasping, disap-
peared from sight,

t?‘l

— iy

THE KRINTH CHAPTER.
Two In & Taxl!

ILLY BUNTER grinned.
B Bunter had lost that train,
like & good many other fellows,
" He rolled on the local platform
mn fime to oses it disappearing down tha
line and Btacey sitting on the. platform
staring after it as it went. Whereforo
dird the fat Owl of the Remove grin,
wtacer was  breathless, he loocked
rather untidy, and his hat had fallen
off. And he had been dropped out of
a_carviage by fellows who did not want
hiz company. Which amuased Billy
Buntor—especially ns he supposed that
he was blinking at Harry Wharton, and
not at & new fellow whom lhe had never
seon before.

Stacey’s likeness to Wharion was cloza
enough for him to be mistaken for his
relative at a distance or at a casual

lance. To the short-sighted Owl of the

move he was Wharton. And as
Wharton had declined to stop and wait
for Bunter when requested so to do,
Bunter’s opinion was that this served
him jolly well right. So he grinned a
fat grin ss Stacey sat up and panted,
and at length serambled to his feet, still
panting. '

Quite & number of other {fellows
seemed smused also, and the exas-
perated new junior glared round at a
good many grinning faces.  Glaring,
however, only made fallows grin the
more, and Stacey, red and breathless
and rother dishevelled, turned away
and moved out of the crowd. He found
a seat at the end of the platform and
sat_down there and dusted his clothes
and set his collar and tie straight.
While he was thus occupied, a fat youth
in spectacles sat down by his side,

“Hard cheese, old chap ! said Bunter
sympathetically. ;

Btacey stared &t him and did not
BLSWer.

fellow’s temper.

He had made himself unpleasant fo
several fellows who had been guite will-
ing to bo-civil to bim. and he was little
disposed to be any more agreeabla to
thli‘l fat fellow.blinking at him like an
owl. :

Billy Bunter was not grinning now.
His fat face assurgéd a sympatlictic ex-
pression.

“ You've lost the train, old clap!™ he
said.

I den’t need you to tell me that.”

‘I'va lost it. too, old fellow.” .

“What does that matter to me?”

Billy Bunter blinked at him. A bump
on the platform and getting left behind
was not calevlated to improve any
r Still, he was. rather
surprised by such snappish answers from
Wharton. Wharton had a temper,. it
was  true. but there was nothing
snappish about him as a rule.

* Well, don't bite a fellow's head off [?
said Bunter tartly.

“Oh, ring off 17

“What I mean iz—look bers, you've
lost the train.; old bean. and so have
I.” said Bunter. “You don’t want to
wait for the next, I suppose, and I
don’t! I'm going to take a taxi”

“I3 1t long to the neoxt train ™ asled
Stacey. ;

Bunter blinked again. A new fellow
might naturslly ask that question, but
every Greyfriars man knew that tho
second train followed the first in ten
minutes. However, if Wharton had fer-
gotten that circumstance, Bunter was
not going to tell him. It did not even
accur to his fat brain that this fellow
who looked like Wharton was not
Wharton. Bunter's vision was lanited,
gven with the aid of his big spectacles.

“0h, about threequariers of an
hour,” said Bunter sirily.

Stacoy uttercd on angry exclamation.
Certainly he did not want to hang about
s railway station for three-quarters of
an hour.

“My idea iz a taxi,” said Bunter.
“I'm going to take & taxi to the school,
old fellow, and I'll give you a lift in it
if vou like.”

“Oh™ said Stacey, a litile more
anuably, “that's not a bad idea. Is 1t
far to the school from here? Most

of the fellows secem to be taking the
train.*

The Owl of the Remove blinked again.
A new fellow, of course, would hardly
know how far it was to Greyfriers from
Courtfield, But such s question from
Harry Wharton was quite astonishing.
It looked as 1if the captain of the
Remove had had a lapse of memory
during the holidays.

“Eh! You know how far it is,” said
Bunter.

“How the thump should I know?”
snapped Stacey.

“{Oh criker! Well, it’s three or four
miles.” said Bunter. **What about the
taxi, old chap? TI'll give you & lift."

He blinked hopefully at the supposed
Wharton! Bunter hardly expected to
get away with this. It was Bontet’s de-
Lightful way when he could to take a
taxi and leave the other fellow to pay
the fare. But with a fellow whe kinew
him so well, it was hardly a hopeful
proposition. Still, there was no harm in
trying it on.

“I don’t want you to give me a Lft"
answared Stacev, “hut I'll shere 2 taxi
with you if vou like, half each.”

“PDone | said Bunter. “This way!”

Bunter was more than astonished.
He would not hava been surprised if
Wharton had said “Rats!” He would
not have been surprised if Wharton
had hired a taxi, heving lost the traim,
and given him a lift in it. DBut he
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Having lost his

head, as well as his
put out a foot, ganﬂ'y

ejaculated.
was very much surprised at thiz busi-
nesslike proposition. It secemed to

indicate that Wharton had mmplete]g
forgotten RBilly Bunter’s manners an
customs in financial matters.

However, astonished as he was, Bunter

was satisfied. He was as willing to bilk.

his fellow-passenger for half the taxi
faroe as for the whole of the taxi fare!
In fact., Bunter did not care a sitraw
what arrangement was made so lon

as he pot & taxi, with somebody with
him who could be left to deal with thoe
driver when they got to the school.

Bunter preferved taxicabs to trains!
Fellows who had money to burn, like
Lord Mauleverer of the Roemove, would
take a taxi from Courtficld, instend of
going on in the lecal train to TIriardéle
and getfing on the school bus. All that
prevented Bunter from doing so was
lack of cash, With a fellow in his
company who had cash, it was all
cight |

S0 he rolled out of the station cheer-
fully with Stacey, still in the happy
Lelief that the fellow wgs Harry Whar-
ton.

He was rather in a hurry to get out.
The sight of fellows erowding into tha
secontd  train  would certainly have
warned the fellow that he had not
three-quartera of an hour to'wait! As
Wharton seemed to havé forgotten all
about that, Bunter did not want him to
be reminded. _

Stacey, on the other hand, not havin
the faintest idea that Bunter mistoo
him for Wharton, or that the fat fellow
in gpoctacles knew Wharton at all, was
?lnd: to share a taxi with,a Greyirjars
ellow going to the school

Taxi-faros wers expensive for school-
boya; but not so expensive .. when
whaocked out. A taxi was just rolling

tapping the Fifth Former om the chest with it.
“ 1 want my hat ! ** gasped Coker.
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Horace Goker charged after (he school bus In great fury. As he neared I, Wingats
“ What on earth's the matter with the man ® '* he
“ Gimme my hat 1™

off with Ogilvy, Russell, Newland, and
Tom Brown of the Kemove in it—
whacking it out. It was quite a sensible
arrangement—with  an fellow but
Bunter! But Stacey, of course, did not
yet know his Bunter | Neither had he
any intention of knowing him, for that
matter—he did not hke his looks, or
regard him as an acquaintance worth
making. As spon as they reached the
school he intended to drop that fat
fellow lika a hob brick,

He beckoned to a taxi-driver, and tho
two stepped in. Bunter could hardly
believe in his good luck when he sat in
the taxi, bowling away down Courtfield
High Street. Wharton scemed to havo
grown remarkably trustful and un-
suspicious during the holidays ! Parhaps
he really supposed that Bunter was
going to pay half that taxi-fare! It
would have been & difficult. matter for
Bunter, who had spent all his cash
respurces on the journey in refresh-
ments, liquid and solid. Bunter was
prepared to owe him the money till he
received a postal ofder he was expect:
ing shortly. That réally was the best
Bunter could do for him, whatever he
might expect |

“ What did they chuck you off the
train for, old chap?” asked Bunter, by
way of agreeable conversation as the
taxi ran out of Courtfield dnd éntered
tho road across the common.

“Find out |” mnswerad Stacey curtly,
“That’'s why I'm - asking you, old
bpanl Wers . thal.;r Romove chaps?”
asked Bunier. T thonght~ I saw
Smithy——"

“Give us & rest|”

It was not a pleasant subject to
Stacey. But Bunter was inferested and
rather, puzeled. He supposed that
Harry Wharton would be with his

— ———

friends, and it was rather remarkable
for one member of the Famous Five to
be “chucked ” off the train without the
intervention from the rest, )

“I say, you needn't bo so jolly
shirty I” said Bunter, “I never chucked
vou off the train, you know—he, he, he!
You came ?uwn rather a wallop!”

ry up By

“SBhan't 1" said Bunter independently,
“¥ou geem to have turned up in a iulfy
bad temper! You've got a rotten
tomper 1

Stacey’s oyes gleamed at him. His
temper {ual: thenr was cortainly ex-
tremely “rotten.”

“Look here,” ho said, "I'm sharing
thizs taxi with you, but I don't want
your conversation ! Shut up!”

“I'll suit myself about that IV retorted
Bunter.

“You'll sutt me if you don't want

our fat nose twenked!™ answered

tacey.

Bunter blinked at him and decided to
shut up. He hardly knew Wharton now
—he seemed  infinitely worse-tempered
than last term, and his voice was
sharper in tone—olmost like & different
voica! However, Bunter did not want
his fat little nose tweeked, so he said
no more.

The taxi arrived at tho school gates.

The two juniors descended. -

“Four shillings, sir?” seid the driver,
as Stacey turned to lim.

“That's twe each,” said BStocey,
glancing round at Billy Bunter,

Bunter was going through  his
pockets with an sir of sedulous search.

“Oh, my_ hat!” exclaimed Bunter.
“ Blessed if P've got any change! Never

(Continued on page 16.)
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I'll

mind—you settlse the fare and
settle with you later.”

“You'll settle with me now!" snbpped
Stacey., ™1 can give you change.™

“Oh, sll' Fight! Got change for a
fiver ¥ asked  Buntor. :

Stacey ga¥® him a laok, and paid the
taximan. v Billy Bunfer tobk advantage
of the few moments thus “occupied” to
roll "aWay. Butf’ﬁa"’ﬁa\l"' nof rolled very.
far i when Siacey's hdid- was on’ Ins
shoulder, 3

“Fwo
Stacey,

Billy Bunter, breathed hard thirough
hlﬁ {:ﬁitﬁjé TIBE, ho' e ]

here——=" ho began., .
““ Don't jaw—hand over the lwo bob "

ghillings, please®!” snapped

said 8 .eaurly, _ . L

“Y fnd.; Eli,!_ﬁft_ my fiver at home!”
said , Bunter, .with. d:g;uﬁ:{-. C As it
happens,” I'm stony at the present

moment. , Wait till I find. Toddy—he
will lend me the two bob’ if you're so
jolly particular about-it,"”

Stgcey looked at him. He was by no
‘means a fool—indeed, ho was quite the
reverse of that, He knew now that this
fat fellow,- Greyfriars man. as.he was,
tdid not intond to pay his share of the
taxi-fare. -Certainly vhe: did not-know
that Bunter took him for a Growfriars
junior whom e had “diddled ¥ beforo
many a time and oft. Fle concluded
that -the - fat fellow was taking
advantage of & new boy! Two shillings
was not a large sum, but no fellow liked
tn“ha “ done "—certainly Stacey did
not 1

“You bilking fat frog 1™ said Stacer.
“Is that Greyfridrs stylo—swindling n
f-:rll-:rg n%t of a cahfa.reh? [f]?;% umf. if
Tou dom't pay up your ha “the fare
'l kick you ps i as the House 17

“Ch, Jreally, Whaston—"

"What?' g Stacey. - For the first
time, &3 Bunter called him- by that
ngme, he understood that the short-
sighted junior had mistaken him all
thiz time for Harry Wharton.

“ Look here—" said Bunter hotly,

“You fat fool1”

“ Beast [ )

“Are you golng to square 7 snarled
Stacey.

His angry irritation was intensified
by the discovery that ho haod been mis-
taken for-Wharton. . The vesemblance
between them pleased him no mere than
it plensed the captain of the Remove,

“Certainly I am!” snapped Buntor.
“I'm not tho fellow to owe o follow
moncy, 1 hopal Wait till I've found
Toddy-—"

He broke off, with a well, as Stacey
f!‘up&d him by the collar and shook
1L

“Ow! Woaw! Yaroooh'!” roared
Bunter. “Leggo, Wharton, you béast!
Whoop 17 L

With an effort he tore his collar lopse

and fled. Stacey, hiz wrath still un-
up}iqnaed. rushed after him. Rather
luckily for Bunter, Mr. Queleh ecame
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out of the House, and at the sight of
the Form-master Stacey paused. Billy
Bunter dodged into the House and djs.
appeared, ]

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Coker, as Per Usuall

L OT g0 much row!” )
N " Thus Coker of the Fifth
Form ! '

No -doubt there was some-
thing in thé nature of a “row” at
Friardale Station. Follows of all Forms
were coming out into the village street
where tho school bus waited. move
men barged Fourth Form : mep, and
Fourth Formers barged Rémove “men,
and both barged Shell fellows—merely
from chiecriness of spirits under the in.
fluenco of bright spring weather. No
doubt Wingate ar Gwynne or Loder of
the Sixth would have called for less
“row,” and less row there would have
been accordingly,  But no  prefect
happened to be at hend st the moment,
go the juniors did undoubtedly kick
ug- rather. a row-—and were duly
admonished by Coker of the Fifth,

Admonitions from Coker of the Fifth
had as much cffect on the Remove, the
E‘Qulz‘lih. ond the Shell as wafer on a

uc 3

Coker came out of the station with
Heo frowned at the
hilarious moly of Lower School fl}H?WE
and called for less row. Cokér, during
the holidays, had evidently not for.
?utten that ho had s short way with
ags. :

- "Quiet, there "™ went on Coker. ¥ Not

so much row! Stop that barging.
Cherry! Don't yell like- that, Bull!
rdar 1"

"Haj.lu. hallo, hallot Here's jol

old -Coker agzint” exclninmied
Cherry. *“Bamo old Horace!” =
“The samefulness is terrific!” grinned
Hurreo Jomset Ram Singh.
“HBame old meddling ass!” remarked

Nu%ent.
“Bame old fathead!” s=aid Harry
Wharton.

“Same old footling chump " said
Johnny Ball : b

“"Barge him ! sald Verncon-Smith.

“Hear, hear!"

Potter and Greens of the Fifth
hastily eut across to the bus, A dozen
playful juniors gathered round Coker
and barged him.

The Bounder barged him to the right,
Johnny Bull barged him back to the
left. Coker, red with wrath, grasped
at both of them when Redwing and
Feter ‘l'odd har?ed him from behind,
and he tottered forward. Coker fell on
hizs knees just front of Harry
Wharton. i

Wharton, laughing, grasped his hat.

“You young ticks!” roared Coker, in
great wrath. He scrambled to his feot,
hatless. " Where's my hat?”

“Ha, ha, ha [

Harry Wharton waved Coker’s hat.
Coker rushed at him., Bob Cherry put
out a foot and Coker stumbled over it,
and again landed on his knees fairly at
Wharton's feet.

“(Good dog!” chirruped Bohb Cherry.
“Sit up and bag 1*

1 HE. II.!'I., hﬂr [n

Wharton gave Coker a rap on' the
head with his own hat. "Then he
jumped back out of reach. Coker
plunged after him madly.

- But half the Remove were Tound
Coker now. Thoy barged him over, and
he sprawlad.

“Whoop 1" roared Coker, as he went.

“Hga, ha, ha!® .

Potter and Greena from the school
bus gazed at him as he gathered dust.

in

“Jevver sce a man ask for it like
Cober, Greeney ¥ inquired Potter.

“Never " gaid Greenc.

“Can’t even wait till he gets to the
school before he wakes up trouble!
Odd, ain't it1"” snid Potter.

" Coker all over 1" said Gireene.

Still in possession of Coker's hat,
Harry Wharton boarded the bus with
his comrades.. Tho bus was crowded
by the timo Morace Coker had got on
his feet and recovered his breath. -

There was ancother bus, but - Coler,
naturally, wanted his hat. Still more,
he wanted to slap the Ehwk{; junior who

had captuved his hat. Coker charged
at. the buos
“"Here, look out ™ exelaimed Hilton

of the Fifth, a3 Coker crashed into him,
getting on bhoard.

" Gerrout of the way !” hooted Coker.
“That cheeky young tick's got my hat—
let a fellow ponss——*

“RKeep off my fect ™ yelled Price of
the Fifth.

“ Blow your feop!”

Hilton and Price turred on Coker
and shoved  Coker had one foot on
board, the other lifting. His foot was
dislodged, and Coker went backwards
and landed. The roar that Coker
uttered, as he smote the county of Kent,
woke all the echoes of the village pf
Friardals. '

“Ha, ha, hal” roared the fellows on

113 Yarmh t"‘

“Do that again, Coker”

“1:_-[“-_. hﬂ, ha 1™

W:_ngate of the 8ixth came up rather
hurriedly. A little excitement on the
firet day of term was natural -and
excusable; but there was s limit, The
coptain of Greyfriars boarded the bus.

“Order herel!” he rapped. ““Here,
this bus is full up—get going! Tho rest
of c%-:m take the other bus.”

ker sorambled up and charged.

“Get  back, ﬂaker!”.nnagpag Win-
gate. “"No mors room! et the
second bust™

L M.F hﬂ-lﬁ—”

L4 E‘Ii*”

“Give me my hat!”

“I havent got your hat, you silly
ass I said Wingate. “Have you lost
your hat? Go and lock for itl”

That was precisely what Coker of the
Fifth wanted to dol! He olambered
on, and the captain of Greyfriars
unceremoniously pushed him = back.
Coker, in his own eyes, was a man of
unbounded importance. In the eyes of
g Sixth Form Frcfmt hiz importance
was infinitesimal. Wingate shoved him
off the bus, es he might have shoved
off Sammy Bunter of the Becond Form.

Once more Coker sat down on the
county of Kent Thers was a roar of
laughter from the bus, now getting
info  motion., Harry Whartén gm:k
Coker's hat under his arm. Coker had
starvted the row with the Retmove, and
he really had no cause for m:npriainh
But Coker had now lost his head, as
well as his hat; nnd he charged after
the bus in great Fury.

This time Wingate put out s foot,
gently tapping Coker on the chest with
1t as he arrived. Again Coker sat
down, The bus rolled on, )
Horace Coker sitting.

“Dear old Coker!” grinned Bob
Cherry, in the crowdod bus. “A'Iu.rags
esking for it—ané always getting {£1°"

“Rather a roften trick, bagging.a
fellow’s hat 1" remarked Skinnoer of the
Hemove, wedged . in between Bob and
Hurree Bingh.

Skinnor always had some such, agree-
able remarlk tc make. :

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he comes
ggain I

gl

loaving



Ooker, ones more on his feet, was pur-
suing the bus—hatless, his shock of hair
blowing out in ‘the wind, his face
¢rimson. Wingate stared back at him.

*“What on earth’s the matter with the
man?” he ejaculated. “ Coker, you
ass, what are you up to?”

My hat!? gasped Coker.
my hat! I'll smash bim!
hat1 I tell you I want my hat

“0h" Wingate.

S Gimme
Gimme my

|!J
"

Whi”  exclaimed “Has
anybody heve got Coker's hat?”

“Ha, ha, hal"

Iir‘vP'Jinugmha stared along the crowded

1%,

“You yvoung oeeses! If one of you
has got Coker's hat—"'

“My hat!"” spluttered Coker gamely
keeping pace with the bus. He had
to go all out to keep up. DPerspiration
streamed down his face. DBut Coker
was gome, " Young Wharton—my hat
—gimine my hat "

*Wharton, vou vouny ass, if you've
ot Coker's hat, throw
called out Wingate.

“YLet th: chap have his hat!” said:

S8kinner. “Rotten itrick to— Here—
what—lepgpo—iny hat—" _

“Here, Wingatel” called out Bob
Cherry. - e jerked off Bkinner's hat
and stood wup. “Here you are,
Wingale I

Hurres Jemset Ham Singh  and
Johnny Bull, taking hold of Bkinner,
tilted him over on the floor, as the
catiest way to stop cxplanations.

Skinner gasped and gurgled amon
innumerable [feet. Bob Cherry teos
his hat to Wingate, who eaught it and
tostad it out to Coker, naturally sup-
paosind that it was Coker's hat that was
tossed to him as ho had directed.

“'There you are, Colker!” called out
Wingate.

“Yoooop ! roared Coker, as the hat
landed on hiz nose.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker staggering, clutched the hat,
Tho bus rolled on, Coker's own hat still
under Harry Wharton's arm. Looking
back, tha fellows saw Coker brush that
hat and jam it on his head—and imme-
diately toke it off again. Coker had
made the discovery that the habt was
toosmall for him—and was, in fact,
not his own hat!

Some of the erowd in the bus were
awgra of the [acts, and some were not.
Wingate, fortunately, was one of those
who wera not.: He only stared in
astonishiment at Coker of the Fifth as
that burly youth, with a hat grasped in
his hand, raced after tho bus again.

But Coker had no chanea in such &
Tado.

The bus was going etrong now; and
Coker of the Iifth barely kept pace
for o minute or two, far behind, and
then dropped farther and farther back.

He was waving the hat wildly and
tshouting; but the distance and the
roar of the bus made his words indis-
tinguishable.

“I wonder what’s the matter with the
chap 1™ said Wingate. “"He's pgot his
hat—"

“Ha, ha, hal™ ]

“Grooogh!®  came from Skinner.
"“Yooorogh I

“Now, then, ordar there!” rapped
Wingate, teking his seat. “Stop that
ragging, you fa? e

gﬁinnﬂr was allowed to crawl back to
his seat—hatless. Coker, still going
strong, and waving Skinner's bat
frantically, dmpcf)ed out of sight’astern.

Skinner glared breathlessly and furi-

ously at tha Iamous Five.
“Ay hat—" ho gasped

“ Exchanga no -robbery 1 said Whar-
ton cheerfully. *“Coker's got yours—
here's Coker’s.”

EVERY SATURDHY

He jammed Coker’s hat on Skinner's
head, It came down- round Bkinner's
ears, Thers was & howl of laughter in
the bus. ;

“What the thump!” Winpgate
atared along the bus. **What's that—
who's that? What sort of & silly

TF,

trick—

Bkinner wrenched off the hat. He
wanted a hat, but not one that rested
on the bridge of his nose.

“You young assl™ said Wingate,
“Whose hat is thati”

= er's|® gasped Skinner. *I—"

H

And Skinrer sat furious and silent,
with Coker’s hiat.on his kueed, as tlie
bus rolled on to Gresfriare. |

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Blily Buntee!

t g UNTER ! .
B “Yes, air!"
“Tell Wharton to coma to

. iy atudy.”
H’Dh Il:ﬂ"’ IH-

“Whet "

ejaculated Mr. Quelch,

it to mel®.

Friend or foe—oir Greyfriars
Rhymester has got to interview em
all.. He comes oft second-best again
this week in his visit to

TOM BROWN,

{1) _
Tom Brown Is & son of New Zealand,
The **farthest fung** lad Im ihe

lace,
I A rafmu: good sort, you will feel, and

That just about sums up the ease.
No fear smote my heart as I hied me
To seek out Tom Brown in his lalr;
He welcomed me when he sspled me
And heartily gave me a chalr,

{8}
My onslaught was ecertainly drasile,
The toast and ths pasiries were
gone,
So (a3 he had sounded sargasiic)

i thought 1 had beiler getl om.
“ How glve me," I 5aid, ** a few detalls,
And, as for the grub—well, no doubt
You'll find that the tuckshop still
retzlly ;
Enough for a decent blow-out [ ™

‘gm

gehaol.

| (8)

His eamera covers yel more ground,
He showad me a phoio or iwo,
¢ Three Fishers (wlth Loder In fore-
ronpd},*”
s Bark, with Bob Cherry's
#Mﬂﬁq‘lh J
All sorts of odd snapshots he's {aksn,
Of Proyt walking out In the rain,
Ot Bunier purlolning some bacom,
Of Bolsover gelilng the cane.

the New Zealand junior of the Remave, v

{6
N For ericket he's keén as thay make §

- His batting Is steady and cool, ..
“mai And wlokets, he's likely fo take "om ! i ~St
3 His breaks are ihe best In the ¥ ™38

His taste’s not excluslvely sporting, JFif

Good snapshois he's ¢ager to bag, “LAE

And fills in his Hme with re
Scholastic evenis for the

{2) .
The tea was lald out on the table,

I felt rather hung most |
So I yawned ke the dog In tho [able,
And carelessly sampled the foast ;
And thus the tuck slawly diminished,
. As I grew more fat than belors,
And Browney sald ; ** When yot have

fnished,
Just ring for the walter for more [
(4}
He likey playing full-back, he-staied,

With Bull, who Is seldom perplexed.
{And Bull, oddly enough, I am slated

To seek out and Interview: next.) :
This {amous defence |3 so solid,

When Fle!d, Bull and Brown are-on

viaw,
Theugh forwards have dribbled - and
voliayed, _
They seldom have forced their way
through.

rting #W) i
a" =

{7}
1 listened in comfortable languor,
Then Bulstrode and Hazel came in ! l
They gazed at the table In anger,

And said: ** When !s lea to begln 7
Sald Browney : ** You'll both do with-
out It !
1 wonder this chap hasn't burst 1 ™
And ihen—but, why bother aboul R ¢
1 left shorily after—hesd-first !

What de

L)
“Well, you young fathead!
4 ﬂeeping Coker's hat, and

i}'ﬂu_ mean b
etting him have yours?’

“I—I—I * didn't! I—I—yarooch!”
roared Skinper, a3 Bob Cherry stamped
on his foot. " Wow|”

“Has, ha, hal"

“Stop that row,” s=aid Wingate.
“You'd better change hats again with
Coker when wou, get to the school,
Skinner, and don't play such idictic
tricks again!"”

“T—I naver— Wow!
hoof away Waw !

“Bilence |” rapped Wingate

¥

Kedp wour

staring at the fat Owl of the Remove.
“What did you say, Bunter?”

“Oh! Nothing, sirl”
Bunter.

“Go and find Wharton at once, and
tel] hini [ wish to ses him in my study 1™
Enap tha Hemove-master.

“Oh! Yes, sir!” gusped Bunter.

Tha Ow! of the Remove rolled away.
But ho was not going in quest of Harry
Wharton. _

Bunter did not want to meet Harry
Wharton. : i

Still under the belief that the fellow
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he had travellod with 4n the taxi-was

Wharton, Bunter preferted to give hin
a wida berth.

Wliarton—as ha__guﬁup#d—hnd.gut up
uncommonly rusty aboll® that taxi fare.
Greyfriars fellows; who knew their
Buntér, were accustorned to makin
rather awide allowances for the fat an
fatmous Owl and his extr inary man-
ners and customs. It ssemed to Bunter
that the beast had changed s lot in the
holidays, for "he certaninly was making

no gllowance at all, and his temper was’

very much worse. e had shaken
Bunter, ho had chased him in tho quad;
ha “wenld have kicked him, -that was
cortain, had mnot Bunter escaped.
Bunter wanted to keep clear of the
beast till he was in a better témper.

Twice.sincg bad Bunter had narrow
escapes. Twice he had sighted the brute
ani  dod him )

In, point of fact, he had once sighted
Stacey, who had stirted towdrds him
and put him to flight. And he had once
sighted Wharton, who was astonished io
m%gﬁn;l'tilrti and scud like & frightened
rabbit !

- That- there wore two of them DBunter
did not vof know.

S0, if he spotted bither of them, they
were the' famde -to him, 'and -equally
alarming { _ ]

In .the circumstances,. it waa neither
gratiful nor comforiing te be -given a
wesssge to’ Wharton, Wharton, was tho
lnst " parson’ af Croyfriara whom Billy
Bunter desived to see that day” :

On the other hand, Quelch had to be
obéyed. . Bo. the. only .thing to.be done
was ta geb some gther fellow to take the
message. Bunter blinked round through
his big spectacles for anothér fellow.
. He spotted Skinner, Skinner had by
that time changed -hats with Coker.
(oker had received.a het; Skinner had
received a hat, and & smack on the head
he wore it on!1 Cloker was thirsting for
vengeance on Harry Wharton, who had
bagged his hat: but smecking Skinner’s
head was a co to go on with, =o
ho emacked i g
“ This had not put Skinner. into & good
temper. o when Bunter rolled up to
him Skinner grested him with a scowl
that would have done oredit to a’ villam
on the films. The shmbafighhd Owl of
the Remove, howeover, did not observe
it.
;I say, Skinner, seen Wherton?" ha
a= i

“Hang Wharton 1" answered Skinner
vicjously.

Bunter blinked st him.

“(h! You had a row with him, too?”
hie asked. *1 say, ho's come bagk in
a rotten temper, hasn't he? I say, he
kicked up a row with me over a miser-
able two shillings. Fancy that, old
chap! I say, will you go and tell him
Queleh wants him 17
- U No, T wor'e 1” answered Skinner. .

“Well, look here, lend me twp.hobh.”

"1 can sca myself doing it!” said
Skinner. “Go and eat coke 1"

of ﬂst' E"

Bunter rolled on, and came to Vernon-
Smith and Eedwing

“1 say,_  you (;nlIums 1 squeaked
Bur}l;-}-r. “1 =ay, hold on! Scen Whar-
ton

“¥es,” answercd both. ;

“0Oh, good! I say, tell him that
%uelch wants ' him, will you?” asked

unter anxiously. “I don’t want to see
Lhin! I—I don’t want to have to knock
the fellow down on the first day of
W d Red

“What " gaspe wing, whila the
Lounder Iaugheré. H

“Well, the: Lrete's after me,” said
Bunter. *Chasing ma all over the shop |
A mizerable two bob, you know. I say,
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i ¥ou'd lend me the two bob, Smithy,

I'd settle with the mean cad and——"

“Wheat's thiz game?” asked Bmithy.
“I dare say you owe Wharton two bob,
oF more, # would be the only man 1n
the Bemove you hadn't looted if you
didn't. But——"

‘t“ He's kicking up a rotten row about
i '.'I‘J

“Rot 1" said Hedwing.

_ “Honest Injun. " said Bunfer. “ Chas-
ing a fellow all over the school! I
can't understand Wharton being such an
il-tempered. beast!  Of course, he was
always rather a beast! But such a fuas
1 you Koow!l I say,
Bmithy, do lend me the two-bob, and
let me square him! T'll settle np out
of & postal order I'm expecting to-
morrow.’

The Bounder laughed,

“Tell me an/ easier one!” he sug-
gested. " You,can't expect two bob for
e yarn like that.”

“ But it's true 1", gasped Bunter. “You
see, thia iz how it was. We took a tax:
from Courtheld together——

*What " ejaculated Smithy and Red-
wing simultancously, -

As they had come in the bus from

Friardale with Wharton, they were
hardly likely to believe this statement.

“That's’ how . it was,” said DBunter.
“And Wharton wanted to stick me for
half "the fara ™ :

“Oh, my hat 1’

g Mﬂr-a{n, ~wasn't it?" said Bunter.
“Wharton scems to be gefting as mean
as Fishyl BStingy, you know! But if

ho’s so particular-abeut his two bob I

zhall him, of course!
money |
all my banknotes at Bunter

Court this morning—"
William

The Bounder looked at
George Bunter. Many and various were
William George's dodges for extracting
small loana from his Form-fellows. But
this tale was really the limit.

“It's only two bob, old chap!™ said
Bunter hopefully. “Yon sée, the taxi
fara was four bob, and he makes out
that I uufht to pay half, and he's cut
up fearfully rusty about it.” Lend me
the two bob to pay the brute—"

8o Wharton came in a taxi with you,
did he?” grinned Vernon-Smith. “We
only dreamed that we saw him in the
dchool bus, Reddy 1*

Redwing laughed.

“1 say, Smithy, lend me—"

“We'll lend you something,™ said the
Bounder. “ You really deserve it for
& yarn like that "

“Oh, good ! What will you lend me,

pay Only,

old chap ! asked Bunter cagerly.

* My boot!” answered Smithy.

“ Boaat 1V

Bunter fled. e did not want a loan
of that kind. But he got it, all the
zame ! The Bounder made a jump after

him and landed the boot.
"Yaroooh " roarcd Bunter.

“Coma back and have another ™
“ Beast 1

Bunter wanished.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter, the Dodger !

ARRY WHARTON, kneeling
H by & box in Study No. 1, was
unpacking the same. Frank
Nugent, standing by the
mantelpiece, was arranging s bunch of
tulips tastefully in a jam jar.

Billy Buntcr, blinking cautiously in
at the door through his big spectacles,
saw only Nugent, and breathed more
freely. The table was between him and
the junior kneeling by the box.

Like an nss, you:

Y say, Franky, old chap!” said
Bunter. “Seen Wharton "

MNugent glanced round.

S "Don't tell the bruta I'm here, if he's
anywhere about " added Bunter haatily.
“1 don't want to see him.”

MNugent stared. Wharton paused in
his unpackin in astonishment. Onco
ﬂ.lrem!i, at sight of him, Bunter had
fled like a ghost at cockerow. WWhat
was the matter with the fat Owl was &
mystery to the captain of the Remove,

‘I've got a message for the rotter,
from Q':tefch.” explained Bunter. "1'd
rather ee]p clear of him. You tell him,
Franky, old chap! I dare say hc's not
far away—what ¥

Frank Nugent laughed.

"Not very ! he answered.

“Well, you tell him Quelch wants lum
in his study,” said Bunter. “The old
josser told me to tell him, but I'm bar-
ring tho brate! I say, he's come back
to school worse-tempered than ever,
hazn't he? Have you noticed it?”

“Can’t say I have,” answered Frank,
rather entertained by the expression on
Harry Wharton's face. :

M Chasing a fellow all over the shop,”
said Bunter, “A mesn, stingy rotter,
you know, meking out that I owe him
two shillings ! OFf course, I'm not afraid
of him. T'd knock him spinning as soon

as. look at him——"
“You blithering fat idiot1” roared
Wharton, rising into view on his side
of the table. “ What—-"
“Oh crikey ! gasped Bunter.
His eyes almost lpr:rpp{-d throngh his
g&a&tuﬁlm at the sight of Wharton in the
yi r

He made one backwsard jump inth the
passage. In his haste and alarm he had
no time to remember the ancient adage
and look before he leaped. Besides,
Bunter had, of course, no eyes in the
back of his head. .

He landed on the feet of a [ellow who
was passing the study. That fellow was
Fisher T. Fish. '

Bunter’s weight, landing on a fellow's
feet, was no light matter. The yell
that ceme from Fisher T, Fish might
almost have been heard in his native
city of New York.

* Yoooooop ! yelled Fishy.

" Ow M EISPEJY Bunter.

Yaroooh! You fat clam! You—you
Eﬂﬂ-fﬂﬂﬂd. }:'E!Elkjr mugwump ! Wheoop !

gupss I'll make potato serapings of
you I” shrieked Fisher T. Fish, hopping
in_anguish, ] -

Bi Bunier did not wait to be made
potato scrapings of, He bolted down the
passage, and_ down the stairs, leavin
Fisher T. Fish still hopping: an
yelling, . y

In Study Ne. 1 Harry Wharton stood
staring at the doorway, thrmlfgh which
the alarmed Owl had vanished.

“What the dickens is the matter with
that fat frump " he exclaimed. ** This
i3 the second time he's bolted at sight of
me.  I'll jelly well kick him next time!
Is the fat ass off his rocker?”

“Looks liko 17 lf%I':T:'um:*ﬂ Nugent,
“You'd better cut off, and sce what
Quelch wants.’*

Harry Wharton nedded, and left the
study, Bunter's extraordinary antics
surprised and irritated him.

In the lower passage he =ighted
Bunter, pufling and blowing after his
race downstairs. He-went towards the
fat jumior,

“Look here, Bunter—" he began.

Bunter bhlinked ronnd. _

“PDw!  Your keep off ' he yelled.
And he fled down the passace at top
Tpead.

“Vou silly ass!” roared Wharton.

“ Beoast 1" flonted bock over s fat
shoulder. And Billy Bunter vanished
round the ncarczst corner.
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Wharton cheerfully.

i

Faafin

** My hat——"' gasped Skinner, glaring breathlessly and furleusly at the Famous Five.

** Coker's got yours—here’s Coker™s ! ™

EVERY SATURDAY

o .
Sl e e T

o

reifE

T _ _-.r. | ]

He jammed Coker’s hat on Skinmer’s hiead.

“ Exchange is no robbery ! ** sald
Thersa was

a howl of laughier in thn_ bus, as the hat dropped round Skinner’s ears,

A dozen fellows stared after him, and
looked curiously at Wharton, who was
red with vexation,

“What on earth’s the matter with
Bunter?" asked Hareldene,

“(Zoodness knows!  ‘The blithering
ass bolts at the sight of me )™ growled
Wharion.

* Your features, perhaps ' suggested
Skinner amiably, and there waszs a
laugh.

Wherion sirede on te his Form-
master’s study. Ile expccted, as head
boy of the Hemove, to have a “jaw ™
with  Queleh that afterncon. He
expected, too, some mention of Stecey—
an extremely disagrecable topio to him.
He had teld Colonel Wharton that he
would ask Qualeh to put the new fellow
in his study—and he had to keep his
word—though the outcome was Eﬁkeljr
to be agreeable meither to him nor to
his relative.

_ Ha found Mr. Quelch looking exceed-
ingly cross. On the first day of term
every Form-master was a very busy
man, and it was & considerable time
since Mr, Quelch had sent Bunter for
his head boy. Henry Samuel Quelcl’s
time was much too valuable to he

wasied by juniors.
“You sent for me, sir?" zaid Harry.
“1 sent for wyou,” rumbled Mz
Quelch, “twenty-five minutes aga,
Wharton [** :

“I'm sorry, siv. 've only just heard
from Bunter that you wanted to sea
ne. Ho may not have been able to find
me,

Grunt from Mr. Quelch,

“Well, I have no more time at my
disposal now,” he said. *1 have to sea
Dr. Locke in a few minutés. I will see
vou again this evening, Wharton, to
speak of Form matters, Stace
here, but as you did not come, I have
sent lim away, Where he 15 now I do
not know."

Mr. Queleh apparvently took it for

wasg.

granted that Wharton was interested in
his relative, a new boy in the Iorm.
Wharton's face expressed nothing.

“I wunderstand from Fyour uncle,
Colonel Wharton, that this boy Stacey
15 & relative of vours, Wharton.”

“ A distant relative, sic.”

Me. Queleh gave hiz head boy o
sharp look,

“Yes, ves: qguite so,” he zaid., 1
have not decided regarding his stody.
Stacey, as is n&turnE has expresscd a
wizsh te bo placed in your study, and no
doubt this would be agrecable to you,
Wharten.”

“ My uncle wishes me to ask tou to
place him in my study, sir,” answered
Harry.

" Very well, then,” said Mr. Quelch,
“That matter is arranged—Stacey will
be in Study No. 1 in the Remicve, with
vou and Nugent. You will be pleased
to hear, Wharton, that your cousin
has—"

“Not my cousin, sir.™

" Your relative,' said Mr, Quelch
rather sharply, “your relative, has
made & very good impression on me."”

Wharton compressed s lips. He had
no douht of that., The fellow who
pulled Colonel Wharton’s leg so casily
and suecessfully, was egually eapable
of pulling Queleh’s.

“I gather,”” resumod Mr., Quelch,
“that he has been at school before, and
he has certainly not lost his time there
He appears to have a taste for study,
rather unvsual in a boy of his age, and
wiil, I think, be one of my most
creditable pupils. 1 hope, Wharton,
that you are good friends with your-—=
:our relative,” Porhaps something in
Vharton's look caused Quelch to feel a
little doubtiul about that.

“1 hopa wo shall gét on, sir,”

“It will not be Stacey’s fault if you
do not,” said Mr. Quelch sgain, with a
note of sharpness 1n hisg voics, “Ha

speaks of you in a most friendly—
indead, the most eordial way.”

Wharton stood silent.

I !u{_!n Queleh looked at bim long and
rard.

“You may go and find Stacey now,
Wharton, and tell him that it is settled
about his study ™ he said rather
abruptly,

“Yery well, sir 1™

Wharton left his Form-master, who
frowned a little as he went. However,
Alr, Queleh had to go to sea the Head,
and he very soon dismissed both
Wharton and Stacey from hiz mind.
Wharton would have been glad to dis-
miss Stacey,  too, but he had Mr.
Queleh’s  inatructions fo  errry  out.
Looking for Stacey, and laking him
to Study No. 1 was the least agreeabla
task-~that could have beéen set the cap-
tain of the Remove; but there was no
help for if.

“Eoen a new ki@ about?” he asked,
as he came on & group of Remove
fellows.

“Aore than one new kid about,”” said
Russell. " What’s he like?"

“They say he's like me,'” said Whar-
ton dryly.

“ Poor chap !

“0Oh, don't be an ass!"” snapped the
captain of the Remove, asz the fellows
laughed, He was in no mood for jests.
“I'va got to find the fellow. ilis
name’s Stacey, and he's a distant—a
very distant—relative of mine. 1f
vou'va seen him about, you cackling
fatheads—-"

“Keap its ickle tomper!”. grinned
Ogilvy. “There’s a chap in the Rag
that I took for you when I saw him
just——"

“ Rubbish [

“Thanks ¥ said Qpgilvy dryly. ©1
knew he wasn't yon tlhe next minute,
old bean=—his lomper was guite pleasant
and his manners goad.'

TrE Maoxner Lispary.—No. 1,422
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" Ha, ha, hat” : '

Wharton, red with annoysnce,
tramped away to the Rag, leaving the
Removites laughing. "Three or four
fellows were in tha room, and he
spotted Stacey, standing by the window,
!ﬂukinilr.' out inte the quad. Unwill-
ingly he crossed over to him.

ui Emﬁylil : 5 ,

The new fellow locked round at him.
His eyes were like cold steel.  Harry
Wharton had almost forgoiten tho
episode of Stacey having been dropped
from the train at Courtlicld. Stacey
had not forgotten #. He had a long
memory for offences, real or fancied.

“What do you want?"” he snapped.

“MNothing 1¥  answered Wharton
eruslly sharply. * But—"

" Leavo me alone, then "

“Gladly 1" snapped Wharton, " But
Queleh has landed you in my study, and
I'm ready to take you there if you want
me, to.'? -

“I don’t!”

“lad to hear itl"

Wharto? turned on his heel and
walked out of the Rag. As he headed
for the stairs, a fat figuro appcared
round a corner—blinked at him—spun
round, and baolted.

“"Bunter, you howling ass!™ roared

‘Wharton.

But answer there came none. Bunter

had performned tho vanishing trick,

ey

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Wistaken Identity !

ORACE COKER. stared—and
H grinned.
Ho was surprised—and ho
was pleased,

Coker, of course, litke overy other

. THE MAGNET

Greyiriars man, had lots to think of on
the first day of term. It was a busy
day for everybody—what with unpack-
ing, getting & study to rights, inter-
viewing one's Form-master, qenci'mg tho
notices on the board, listening to the
_Ii_Iaad*s “jaw '’ in Hall—and the rest of
it. .

But all through these many occupa-
tions and distractions, Horace Coker
remembered the episode of his bagged
hat—and his firm and fixed ntention
to visit vengeance on the bagger of that

at.

He had got the hat back, and he had
smacked 'Skinner's head—but Coker
was by no means appeased. That
cheeky young secoundrel, Wharton, had
to have what was coming to him—and
Coker had proposed to TPoitier and
Greene to invado the Bemove territor
in force, and give him that for whic
he had asked.

Potter and Greene showed a plentiful
lack of enthusiasm. They did not want
te wake up o nest of hornets, amid
other activitios of the first &ay of
term,  Gently and tactfully they led
Coker off the subject. This was easy.
They had only te ask him something
about cricket! Coker was an authority
ot that subject, as well as all others,
and it was casy to set him going.

The proposed raid on the Hemove
was dropped, which waa a relief. On
tho other hand, Coker {alked cricket—
from which Potter and Greene soon
experichced a very pressing need of
relief. 8o, after helping Coker #o
unpack & hamper—an urgent and agree-
nbrﬁ task—thoy rushed away to see
Prout. Thoy had to see Prout on the
first day of term, and Coker waa ha
pily unaware that they had already
seen him.

Bill and Jim pamed by end chockled with glee,
And the 'copper’ was Far too busy to see.

He didn't arrest either Bill or Jim,

For a thrilling yarn had ® arrested’ him.

\ | ;

“THE MAN BEHIND THE SCENES"

by Hedley Scott
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assistant, Jack Drake, stumble on a great &
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Potter and Greene, having cfTected
this masterly evasion, mingled with the
crowd in I-Enll, getting & much-needed
rest frora Coker—safe from being
dragged into & shindy with the juniors,
and safe’ from heari Coker's views
on the summer gamc, n%:}]:{-r, axpecting
them back in the study, waited in vain.

Now standing in his study doorway,
Coker was looking along the passago to
sce whether Potter and Greenc were
coming, He had some more to tell
them about cricket—from & cortain
“lata ent,” which he hoped would
attract general attention that ferm, (o
the deep problem whether Wingato of
tho Bixth could, somchow, be 1nducecd
to play a better man than himself in
school matches.  Potter and Greene
weren’'t coming, but somebody else was.

It was a junior—a rather handsome
and sturdy junior—who was cither
Harcy Wharton, or o fellow very hike
him. That it was a fellow very like
Wharton, naturally, did wet oceur to
Coker. :

He had seen Btacer in the mob of
fellows st the railway station at Court-
field, when Bob's smack on the shoulder
had pitched Stacey into him, and Coker
had shoved him off. But he had sup-
posed, as Bob at that time supposed.
that -he wes Wharton, so far as he had
noticed him at all. Coker did not
know, or want to know, that thero was
a new kid in the Remove that term—
such #rifles were miles below Colker's
notice. Not knowing there was a new
kid at all, naturally le did not know
that that new Lkid was a relation of
Wharton's, and like him to leok at.
Coker was not very bright; but o
brighter fellow than Coker might have
supposed that it was Wharton coming
up the Fifth Form Passago.

Morcover, Stacey did not look in the
loast like & new kid. He was as cool
and assured as if ho had been whele
terms st Greyfriars. Nobody, glancing
at him, would have guessed that it was
his first day in the schoocl.

~ To Coker’s eyes—as to Bunter's—and
indeed to many others that had seen
him casunlly, he was Harry Wharton.
Wherefore did Horace Coker sfare, and
grin. Ho was surprised to sec Wharton
walking into the lion's den in this care-
ge_ss way, and he was pleascd so to seo
1T,

Faiding the FRemove passage was
perilous and hefty work., Coker was
veady for that, true. Still, even Coker
preferred to catch his viectim at & spot
whera a score of unruly fags would not
be piling on him the next minute.
There could bhardly have been a more
convenient spot thanm the Fifth Form
Fassage. :

Stacey, coming along coolly cnough,
noticed the burly, beety Horace in the
study doorway, and wondered idly what
the big clumsy fellow was grinning at.
That was all the inferest he took in
Colier.

Coker naturally expeeted him to seud
when he saw Coker there. Again he
was surprised, and pleased—the junior
came straight on.

Fairly asking for it

Stacey, as a matter of fact, waz look.
ing for the Remove passage. Having
refused Wharton's guidance, he lLad to
End his way about for himself. On the
Remove landing he hiad asked Skinner—
and it was like Skinner to pull a new
boy's leg, and send him wandering
where he did not belong.  Skinner
pointed out the Fifth I'orm Passage,
and Stacey followed his direction. Chute
unaware of the hectic happenings in
Friardale, Stacey dreamed of no
danger. He certainle had never bagred
Coker’s hat, and- never heard that
had been bagged.



As he eame up to where Coker was
standing he wondered at’ the gleeful
rinning satisfaction in Horace's rugged
noe, o pauscd to speak to him.

“I'm looking for Study Neo. 1, he
zaid, “Can you tell me where it faf"

Coker, about to spring like a tiger,
stopped, in sheer siurprise. He knew
that Wharton's study was No. 1
M ‘Hll:l-*R!.‘.ﬂlﬂ‘n'E, 0 there was nothing
surprising in Wharton being on his way
theve. But thiere was something very
surprising in  Wharton asking ' hin
where 1t was.

“Wha-a-t ¥’ ejaculated Coker, ]

“Btudy No, 1 in the Remove,” said
Stacey., “It’s my study, and I'm look-
ing for it. Know wherg it is®™

“You 311}:( voung ass!” said Cokor
blankly., “I know it's your study.
was coming ilhere fo whop you, only
some fellows kept me., Are vou trving
to pull my leg? Or have you gone
potty ¥

Stacey looked at Lim,

“I don’t know what vou mean,” he
said tartly. *“I'm looking for my

ﬁtudfu”
“In the Fifth Form Paszsaze? joered
Coker,

“Is thizs the Fifth Form Passago?
Then I'm in the wrong shop,” said
Stacey,

"I don’t knew what you're talking
silly rot for,” said Coker. “You know
it’s the Fiith Form Passage as well
as I do, unless you've gome off your
onlon, But you're right on one point
—vou're in the wrong shop. I never
thought youw'd have the ¢heek to come
here; but I'm glad to see you.” Coker

rli.:nn }fcmcmuslju “Bagging & man's

a ERRANIZET,

* Eh—somebody bagged your hat?”

“¥ou didt’” roared Coker,

187 pjaculated Btacey, “I certainly
didn’t ! What the thump should I want
yvour hat for®'

e stared quite blankly at Coker of
the Ififth.

CUWell, T never thought you'd tell
lics about it,” said Coker, mm disgust.
“ Not much use, either. Yon know
that I saw it was vou. Tho other
i.'ﬂung rascals bhacked you up, but you
wd the hat. Now you're going to got
toco,™

Coker rushed.

“What the thum VYaraoh! Oh
crumbe 1* yellod Stacey, as the hefty
Fifth Form man grasped nim, whirle
him into the doorway, and hurled him
headlong into the rstndly.

Stacey measured his length on Coker’s
carpet.

race followed him in, grinning.

“Got you !" he remarked, with grim
gatisfaction. “ Now wait till I get hold
of a cricket stump, you young
scoundrel!  I'll teach you to bag a

fﬁl,?w*a hat, and hike off on a bus with
1

Stacey bounded up., Coker grabbed a
cricket stump from a shelf. Stacoey
made a spring for the door, only to
Le collared by the back of his neck, and
pitched across the table.

He struggled and kicked franticalls.
e was a strong and active fellow: bug
he had no chance in the guip of the
lmftf Horace, Pinning him Jdown with
hig left hand, Coker Iaid on tho ericket
stump with his right,

Whack, whack, whack |

“Oht Owl Wow!™® roared Stacey,
" Leave off, you mad fooll What are
you up to? ou =illy idiot! Are you
madd 7

Whacek, whack, whack!

“¥avooh!™

- Like to bag my hat again ¥ grinned
Coker.

“You potty idiob! I never bapged
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sour nat!” shrieked Btacey. “Let go

my collar! By gum, I'll— Whoaop }*
Fhack, whaelk !

Btacey struggled frantically, Ho

kicked savngely, and the kick caught

Coker in_ the rihs. Horace gave a
gasp. e was about to release his
victim, thinking that Wharton had had
enough. MNow he decided that heo
hadn't had enough, and procecded Lo

give him some more of the same.

Whael, whack, whack, whack!
" Y ow-0w-0w-0w-ow | ﬁi’hﬂm}]! Helpt
LEs

Oh  crumbs!  Wheo-hoop ! roated
Stacey, sgquirming wildly under the
gwipes of the ericket stump. ™ O0b,

Oy 17
“There!” panted Coker. 1 think
that will do. You bag my hat again,

angd—

“Ow!l Wow!l Ow ™

Coker threw down the ericket stump,
jerked Stacey off the table, and with
a swing of his hefty arm, scnt him
spinning into the pasaage.

Stacey spun there, staggering against
the opposite wall.” Coker ooled out of
tho doorway at him, grinning.

“Cut!” he said,. “Don’t hang about
heve, or I'll give you some more !

Btacey panted for breath., He did
not know wha Coker was, or why Coker
had stumped lum. DBut he knew that
he had been stumped hard; snd he
knew that 1t hurt, And his temper,
never good, was boiling.

Coker, his hands n  his pockets,
stared oub at him, grinning. Coker was
satisfied, if Stacey was not.

But he ceased to be satisfied the next
moment.  Stacey made a spring at
him, taking him quite by surprise.
Beforas Coker realised that the worm
had turned, Stacey’s clenched fist
rrashed on hiz nose, and Coker went
backwards into the study. Ho landed
om the floor with a crash that sct the
furmture rocking. |

“Oooocogh 1™ spluttered Coker.

He sat up, dizzily.

His- hand went to. hiz nose, Red
streamed over his fingers. He had boen
Lknocked down by a junior of the Re-
move, Certainly he had been taken by
surprise, <or that junior would never
have got away with it. That did not
alter the fact that Coler had been
knocked down.

He atrugg‘l&d'm his feet, raging. He
grabbed the cricket stump, and rushed
into the passage. BStacey was gone. He
had done the passege at about 60 m.p.h.
after knocking that big fellow down,
well awaro of what was likely to happen
when he pot up again.

Coker raged alﬂni the passage. He
spotted Bkinner on the Remove landing.

" Where's Wharton ¥'" he roarved,

Skinner stared ot Coker's nose,

“ IEh—where is he?” roared Coker.

“In his study, I think, ¥aroeoh!”
Jelled Bkinner,

Coker gave him a lick with tho
cricket stump in passing, and rushed to
Atudy No. 1 in the Remave,

seissors |

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Two of Them !

L HAT about a study supper ¥
w asked Dob Cherry.
Hzood egel” said Nuogont.
“Not lere !V
Wharton quickly, “In wour study,
Bob.™ 7
“Right s rain,” agreed Bol. * But
why not here? It's a biggor study, and
if wo asht a good many fellows——"
“That new tick, Stacey, has heen
landed hers, We don't want him.”
“Your jolly old relationt"
“T bar him ! soid Wharton briefliy,
I.:I Oh1* zaid DBob, rather uncomfort-
ably.

said Harey

Z1

The Famous Five had galliered in
No. 1 Study-—ihe usual meecting-placo
of the Co. The study supper would
have taken place there as a matter of
course, but for Stacey. Stacey, cor-
tainly, had shown no eagerness, so far,
to install himself in Study No. 1; and
it was probablo that he would spend
his first evening in Hzall, and join Hall
supper. But if he came in, as he had
a right_to do, it would be awkward to
leave him out of the supper-party—and
Wharton wanted to have nothing to do
with him. Certainly he did not want
io draw gencral attontion to the fact
that he was on bad {erms with a ro-
lation—family feuds were, to say the
least, bad form.

“Look here,” said Bob, after a pause.
“I can’t say that I like the chap—le
seems to mo rather a tick! But as he's

a new kid—and a relation of jours,
Wharton—-"
A ver digtant relation,” said

Harls'. “T'd never heard of him a
fow days ago: and I'd be glad to hear
the last of him. 1 don’t want it shooted
all over the Remove, of course: bub
I bar Stacey, and I'm pretty sure hic's
just as keen on bharring me”

“Rathor rotten to have him in the
study, at that rate,” said Johnny Bull

“The rottenfulness is terrific,” re-
marked Hurreo Jamset Ram ﬁingh.
“Dut let us have the csteemed supper-
party in Study Ne. 13, and all will bo
calmly brightful.”

Bang !.

The door flew. open as if & battering-
rem had struck it.

The Famous Five jumped as IHoraco
Coker barged into the study.

“That young sweep here?’’ roarcd
Coker, glaring round.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Where did you
get that noso?™ ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“Home nose!” grinned Jﬁhnn;r Ball.

“Caught it in a door, Coker¥” asked
Nugent.

“Olh, thera you are!" roared Coker,

fixing a  deadly glare on Harry
Wharton. “¥You got back here pretiy
quicke—e=?!

“Eh! I've boen here for the Jast

hour,” answered Hay
“What do you measnt”

" You've been here dn hour, have you,
and oply five minutes ago you thumped
my nose in my study doorway [” roared
Coker., “Well if you fanecy you can
thump & Fifth Form man’s nose, and
get GWRY with it—"*

"Who's thumped vour nesa? It locks
as if it's been thumped—but what the
dickens—here, keep him off [ pasped
Wharton, as Coker charged across the
study, brandishing s cricket stump.

Horace Coker raﬁ];sed the captain of
the Hemove with his left hand, and
wialded the cricket stump with his
vight. Ie was going to give the Re-
movile some more of what he had
honded out in his study to Stacoy—dnly
nore &o!

That was Coker’s intention! But it
was an intention that was not carried
ont.

Four fellows jumped on Coker as hid
grasped Wharton,  Beforo the ericket
stump could get going, Coker was down
on his back, dragged over, and landing
with a terrvifie bump. :

“Whoooop ! roared Coker sz heo
amote the floor. “I'il spiflicate you-—
I'll pulverise you-I'll—whooo-hoop i”

“Hold him!” gasped Wharton, and
ho lent & ready huufein holding Coker.
“1 suppose the dear man's shirty about
losing his hat! But what on ecarth's
made him think I punched his nose?
Is he dreamingi'" .

“I'll spiflicata you——->" |
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. starihg at him,
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Coker heatved wildly, |
sturdy - juniors edsily pinned Coker
down, hefty ‘as hé was.

Bob Cherrv jerked away the cricket
stump.

“Did you bring, this stump to hand
out n.-whu‘pping.'%okq';?“ he asked.

“Ow! .Yes!” roared Coker, “And
I'll jolly well—"

“Right-lio! Turn him over!® said
Bob. *If he brought the stump to hand
ouf & whopping, " no’ rdason why he

should be 1sappﬁmtecl, He can -have
the whopping !
“Hao, ha, na!"

“Don't yon dare——" shricked Coker.

” Bow-wow | .

Coker, strupgling frantically, was
rolled over, - Spread:cagled on the floor
of Btudy Ne. 1, face down, with a fellow
holding each irm and leg, Horace was
favonrably placed for a whopping. Bob
0 h;};.led the stump.

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

The dust rose from Coker's trousers,
and fearul yells rose from Coker.
This was -what be
to the junior in his study, with con-
silerable satisfaction. DBut there was
no satisfaction in this! A whopping
was one of the things which it 15 more
blessed to give than to réceive.

Whack,  whaeck !

o Yatl'unlil'l T'll smash I;n.'nl.’:—gurrggh—
yurrggh—Ileggo—wurrggh U’

“Ha. ha, ha!" e

Whaek, whack?!

"Now roll him out!"™ said Bob.
* Hera's your stump, Coker 1" He shoved
the cricket stump down the back of
Coker’s neck, cramiming it home. to
C'oker’s great  discomfort. “ Now
travel 1"’

Coker rolled headlong through the
duﬁrwa}*. % ;

o sat up in the passage, spluktering
for brenth. Coker was not finished wyot,
But Le had to get his second wind
before he resumed the offensive. Ho
gurgled wildly.

The Famous Five packed the doorway
of the study, grinning. They were
quite preparved to give the great man
of the Fifth some more of the same if
he asked for more.

“Cut, old bean, while the going's
good 1" adviced Rob Cherry.

“Grooooooogh I
A junior came up from the Remove
landing, It was Stacey. He gave a
jump, at tha sight of Harace Coker
sitting outside Study No. 1. .

"Urerggh " gasped Coker, “I'll—
I'll—urrrrggh—F'll teach vou to punch
s Fifth Form man's—wurrrggh—nose—
ureggh, Wharton, you young—gurcggh
scoundrel—yurrggh !

“*You howling ase, I haven't punched
vour nosal” roared Wharton, YI°01
E!.m-:*h it as soon as you hike, but I

aven't punched it yet——"

Coker staggered

“Urrgh! 1'll——

He broke off suddenly, as he saw
Stacey.

He blinked at Stacer. Then he stared
at Whartonl Then he bliiked almost
dizzily at Stacey again.

“Mum-mum-my  hat ™ stutbered
Coker. “ Are there two of you? Have
vou got & blessed twin? Great pip!
Which of you was it I whopped in my
study #* .

AW hat ¥

H .
1 I'

asped Wharton.

“Hn, ha, ha'!” roared Bob Cherre.
“It wasn't Whartbn! Have you been
ettmg & whopping from Caker
tacey IM

Stacey scowled.
_ "That overgrown booby, whoever he
i3, pitched mto me with . & cricket
stump,” he answered. “I don't know
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But the fivawhy—but I know 1 punched his nose

F¥

gnd—

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

“Oh, crumbs 1” gasped Coker, staring
blankly at Stacey. Now that he saw
the two relatives together, he was able
ta see which was which. The likeness,
thoywgh strong, was not strong enongh
to cause a mistake when the two juniors
were together., Tt dawned on Coker
that. he had made a mistake, and
whopped«the wrong man,

“Who—who—who the 1thump are
{nu‘f*’ he gasped. ‘I took yon for
¥hartoa, when I whopped you—why
didn't you tell me you weren’t !”

“Ha, hs, ha!”

“You silly idiot '™ snarled Btacey.
“How was I to know "

“Well, I can see you're not Wharton
now,” said Coker. *“So it wazs you
punched my nose, not Wharton! Well,
1f wyou think you can punch a Fifth
;;:Grm”ma-.n"s noze, and get away with
l —_—

Transferring his wrath frem Study
No. 1 to the new [cllow, Coker rushed
ab Stacey.

The Famous Five immediately
after Coker.

Onee more Coker was collarcd befors
ho could carry out his intentions. This
time he was swept off the feor, and,
strugeling wildly, carried away bodily.
As the chums of the Remove swept him
awav, Stacey- stared after them,
ehrugged his shoulders, and went into
Study Neo. 1. %

Horace Coker was taken home to his
study. He was landed thers in a roar-
ing ien.'p, The Famous Five up-ended
the table over him, as he sprawled, and
left him to sort himself out. After
which, even Horace Coker felt that ho
had had enough to go on with! And
tha chums of the Remove, in cheery
moad, went along to Pob Cherry's
guarters for the study supper,

rushed

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Wrong Man Again!

ETER TODD stared.

P Coming into his study—XNo. 7
in the Remove—he was surprised
to see a fat figure suddenly leap

from {he armchair and belt under the

table, like a frightened rabbit into a

burrow. '

“My hat!™ ejaculated Toddy.

Like other Bemove fellows, Toddy
had noted Bunter's dodging tactics that
day, and wondered what they meant.
Wharton was puzzled and irritated, the
other fellows puzzled and amused by the
fat Owl's antics. '

Whye Billy Bunter fled down passages
and skipped round corners at the sight
of the captain of the Remove was an
euterlaining mystery. Now, it seemed,
he was dodging Teddy, his study-mate,
in the same remavkable way,

“ Bunter, you ass——"

“Ow! I'm not here [ gasped Bunfer,
under tho table.

“¥You blitheving bandersnateh——""

“Gi! Is that you, Toddy? JI—I--I
thought it might be that beast Wharton
after me!™

Buuter crawled out from under the
table.

“0nt” Peter comprehended. * Well,
Wharton isn’t after youw, you frabjous
owl! What are you playing this idiotic
game for® .

“He is after me "™ gasped Buntee, "I
sav, Toddy, I Dbelieve wvou ecould -lick
Wharton! I ecould, of course, onlv—
only——— Look here, you go along to his
study, and give lhim a jolly good
hiding, old chap!” :

“I can see myself doing it!” re-
marked Peter,

*gven if yow couldn't lick -him, vou'd
damsage him & lot hefore he licked
Foul” . argued Bunter. ' “Then he
wouldn't -keep on at me!l You're not
af{raui of a licking, old fellow 1™
“You blithering, benighted burblaer,”
said Peter Todd, “Wharton doesn’t

0w, any mors than I do, what you're
plamy;i these potty tricks for!l

“Well, look hero! Xend me the two
bob I owe him!” pleaded Bunter. “It
will bo all right it[ I pay him that two
I:.n:::h. That's what all the fuss is about.”
_'Whsat two hob?” howled Dater.

You owe Wharton a good deal moro
than two boli from las% term, and he
kt:?ws you never square, and—"

Not last term—I mean the texi fare
to-day 1" gasped Bunter. “You see, wo
had & taxi together from Clourtfield—"

_Xou—Yyou—you and Wharton had a
taxi together from Courtfield I gasped
Peter, ‘who had been in the school bus
w:ﬁh_the Famous Five.

Yes, aud I was going to pay half,
and—and I laft my money at home, and
-ﬁ—md he eut up fearfully rusty about it,

n o

“Is there insanity in your family?
m!f%]h Pﬁteﬁ T di i o

» really, Toddy—— .

L hart_ﬂnrcame in the school bus
from Iriacdale with nearly all the
Remove,” said Peter, was with
him, for one! 8o what do you mean
by eaying that he had a taxi with you
from Courtfield 1

“Oh, don't be an ass, Toddy!” said
Bunter, peevishly. “We had & taxi
together, and he kicked up a row over

10 . fare—>

“He didn’t 1" roared Peter.

“.HEI did 1" howled Bunter.

I tell you—— Ok!” Peior hroke
off suddenly. Ha had seen Stacey, and
had heard many remarks in the Kemava
ot the subject of the new fellow’s like-
ness to Havry Wharton. Light dawned
ot his mind. “Oh, my hat! Ha, ha,
ha 1" Peter roared,

“Blessed if 1 sea anything to cackle
at!” yapped Bunter. “I tell you hae
cut up rusty about the fare, and—"

“Ha, ha, ha !” velled Peter,

“Look here—" roared Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha! Wharton camo in tho
school bus ! howled Peter. “But there
was a fellow loft hehind at Courtfield—
that new fellow who looks like him !
B',"]' vou think that the new chap was
:ﬁ:llirtcrn, and try to billk him for a
axt "

“It was Whavton 1™

“Fa, ha, ha!l Tt jolly well wasn't!
There’s a new kid in the Remove—a
relation of Wharton’s '™ Peter roared.
“You've been trying to diddle tho
wiong man, Bunter! I know that m
Sitacey mever came on in the train’
Friardala! Ha, ha, ha! 8o vou landed
hima for a taxi! Ha, ha, ha {”

“I—1 say, Pcter, it was Wharton!
Mean to say there’s a new chap in the
Hemove just like Whazton?” gasped

Bunter.

“Ha, ha! VYes rather! I hear that
Coker of the Fifth pitched into him by
mlat.@,ke, becanse Wharton bagged his
hat in the school bus! Ha, ha, he!”

MOk erikey ! gasped Bunter,

“And you've been dodging Wharton
all day, becanse Btacey cut up rusty
about vour bilking him!" yelled Peter.

“Oh lor"l How was a fellow to
know " gasped Buntor. *“I—I say, if
~—if it wasn't Wharton, after ali* Oh
erikev ! I szav, Peter, are you surei”

“You fathead! A dozen fellows have
hoen taking him for Wharton | gasped
Peter. “And you've been taking him
for Wharton, too! Ha, hg, ha 1

Billy Bunter blinked at Toddy, his
little round eyes bulging behind hiz
big round glasses. t long last the
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Wharton®s fists crashed hard and heavy on his adversary’s face—Ileft, right, left, righi I ** What —what—what Is this ? "
“ Oh, crumbs 1 ”* gasped Nugent. *‘ Quelch ! ** The Remove master had arrived.

It was a sharp, angry voice at the door.

Owl of the Remove grasped it. He had
wondered why Wharton, who was so
used to his little weys, had cut up so
uncommonly rusty about that tax: fare.
Ile understood now—Wharton hadn’t}

It wos an immese rvelief to Billy
Bunter when he got it into his fat brain
at last. For ho had heard rumours of
& study supper, and if the Famous Five
wera standing a study supper, Bunter,
naturally, wanted to be on in the scene.
Fven a study squer would not have
drawn him into Wharton's presence—
until he heard fthis good news! Now it
was all right 1

“Coming down to Hall?” chuckled
Poter. “VYou neodn't be afraid of
Wharton now, old bean——"

“Well, that new cad will be there,
and he's after me, if Wharton i1sn’y 1"
said Bunter. “Not that I'm_ afraid of
him, you know ! I’d'thrash him as soon
as look at him! But I'm not coming
down to Hall. I've got to ste somo
fricuds along the passage.™ ; _
- And Bunter, preatly relieved in his
fat mind, rolle out of Study No. 7
and clown the passage to E‘IH{_I%.ED. 1.

Hitherto lie had aveided that ntudﬁ
lika a plague spot! But now 1t was a
right 1 Bunter, of eourse, had no know-
Iﬂg a of the f:n.lz:t. that the new fellow
ha.cg; beenn put in Wharton's study; and
still lesa was he likely to gucss that
Harry Wharton had cleared out of
Study No. 1 for that very reason, and
gone along fo Study No. 13 for the
study supper. Study No. 1 no longer
resembled a plague spot, but & land
flowing with milk end honey to
Buntor’s fat mind.

He threw open the door and rolled
in.
Only one fellow was in the study—
plading some beoks on a shelf. As if
wag Wharton's study, and the [cllow
looked like Wharton, naturally the Owl
ﬂf“tl!m Reg;:;\-ci had no ldm{’bta.

34y, chap——" ha began.
Btacey looked round at him.. A glink

came into his cyes, This was the fat
fellow who had bilked him over the
taxi fare, and had dodged out of his
Wy ever sinece !

“1 say, there's been s misunderstand-
fallow 1" said Bunter, blinkin

£4

ing, ol !
at him through his big spectacles,
hear that there’s a new fellow in the
Remove, just like you—a rotten tick,
from what I hear—a regular ound-
slder——"

“W]":Iﬂ.t?”

“I haven't seen him since I stood him
a taxi to the school,” said Bunmter,
“Tha rotter tried to make me pay for
the taxi—a réegular bilk] Of course, I
shouldn't have stood the taxi, only I
took him for you—"

“For me?” gasped Staccy.

“Yes, old chap, I took him for you,
or.I shouldn’'t have had anything to do
with him. A low rotter 1 said Bunter.
“Toddy says he's & relation of wours.
I ]m[.;er not. Rotten for you to have such
a relation at school! He's an apso-
lutely filthy outsider, I can tell youl
Fancy trying to diddle a chap over a
taxi farel % might have guessed that
it wasn't really you, Wharton—-—"

“My namo’s S)tmmy S

“Eh " s

Buntar g;wa the new djumnr one hor-
rified blink and leaped for the door,
Stacey leaped for Bunter

He reached Bunter before Bunter
reached the door.

“Ow!l Leggol” yelled the hapless
Owl -“I say, Wharton—] mean, Stacey
—1 say, old chap, I'm going to pay you
that two bob. I'm expecting a 9-0-31:&1
order shortly, snd——_ Yarcgop I

Possibly: the fact that he was still
wriig%ling from Coker’'s cricket stump
added to tho zest with which Btacey
handléd Bunter. CUertsinly he was in
o very bad tempor, and Bunter's re-
marks had not mmproved it. Having
knocked the fat Owl's fat head on the
study door—to en sccompaniment of
fiendizh yells from Bupter—Stacey

slung him round in tho doorway and
lanted a foot on thoe tightest trousers at
reyfriars.
Thud }
Bump!
Billy Bunter landed in the passages,
roaring.  Stacey slammed the door on
him, and left him to rear.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

The Fight In the Remove Dormilory !

) BE SBiameso twins!” grinned
Skinnar,
Some of the Romove fcllows
... laughed. Most of them starod
at Harry Wharton and Ralph Stacey.

It was dorm; but on tho first night of
the term things had not scitled down
into their uwsual order. Mr., Quelch was
to see lights out for hiz Form thas
night, but some of the muliifarions
duties of the bepinning of term scomed
to have delayed him. The Remove wero
in ‘their dormitory, bit Queleh was not
on the spot—which did not displeaso
the juniors by 'any means. They were
quite prepared o put in ten minutes or

skylarking up and down the
dormitory,

Stacey camo in last of the Form, and
it was then that Skinner mado his re-
mark. Al the Remove knew by this
time about Wharton's relation, who was
gn like him in logks, and some Lknow
that thers was no love lost botween the
two., The amiable Skinner had olready
“tumbled” to the fact, and he was
aware that Wharton _hafi been annoyed
bﬁ.thﬂ new fellow being taken for him,
Skinner had oné of those happy natures
which find entertainment in annoying
othérs. If Wharton twas irritated by
Stacey’'s resemblance to him, Skinner
was the man to rub it in,

“1 gay, which_ara youl” he called out
to Stacey, ) .

The new fellow léoked at him.
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His face became rather grim as he
looked. He did not know Bkinner yel;
but he recogrised him as tha fellow who
had' misdirected him, sending him. to
the Fifth Form passage in search of a
Remove study. :

It was Hkinnér's way to play such
tricks on ‘'a new kid, and he had not, of
course, known that it would lead to
Stacey getting a thrashing from Coker
of the Fifth. FPfobabl
mida np difference bad Skinner known.
Anyhow, Stacey had got the thrashing,
and he was still feeling the effect of it;
Coker had & heavy hand with e cricket
stump, : '

. “Are you Wharton or Stacey?” went
on Skinner.  “Blessed 1f I can tell
t'otheér. from which." .

“The whichfulness is terriic, my
esteemed Skinner,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram BSingh, noting the gatheriog frown
on‘Harry Wharton’s brow.

ST Well,” they're a3 alilke as two peas,”

saidl Skinner. ]

“Don't be a silly =ass, Skinner!”
snapped Harry Wharton, “You know
perfeetly well which is which. " Btop
talking silly rot!”

Skinner winked at the other fellows.

“1 know now [™ he admitteéd. " ¥ou're
Wharton,. old bean—anybody would
know vou by your sweet temper.”

“Ha, hp, ha!”

Wharton's cyes ghinted. Like as he
was to his relative, he knew that nobody
could rcally mistake them when the
were secn together. Skinner, as usual,
was making himsellf uopleasant. Ila
was Sstrongly inclined to  punch
sSkinner's grinning face. Nugent read-
ing his thought, touched him on the
arm.

“Chuck 15, old man!" wlispered
Frank. * You'll get a lot of that, if you
let a cad Like Skinner sce that it gets
your rag ouk.”

Wharton nodded, without speaking.

“They ought to bo labelled,”” went
on Skinner, determined to make the
most of 15, "or to wear different
dolouredl ties, or—— Hallo! What the
thiimp do you think you're up to?”

Skinner broke off his pleasantry with
a vell of angry surprise, as Stacey came
across to him and grabbed him by the
shoulder,

+ “"¥ou're tha fellow who told me lies
this afternoon, and sent moe on a fool's
errand,” said Stacey, his eyes glinting
under knitted brows,

“Let go my shoulder, you cheeky
cad " bawled Skinner. “I pulled your
leg, if that's what you mean.  Are vou
the first new tick in the school thab's
had his leg pulled?™ '

“Well, you pulled my leg, and now
I'm going to pull your nose!” sald
Htacey coolly, " You may think twice
before you play 8 rotten trick ¢on me
again.™

He held Skinner with his left hand,
armtl reached for his nose with his right.
Skinner bagked hiz  head away
strugphng.

But the weedy Skinner was no use in the
grasp of the new fellow, who rosembled
Wharton not only in loaks, but in being
strong  and sturdy. Skioner almost
crumpled up.

_ There was & laugh from some of the
juniors, and frowns from some others,
Skinner, jerking his haoad frantically
back to Leep his long, thin nose out of
Stacey’s reach, backed and backed till
he backed against a bed, and foll on it
Stacoy’s grasp on hin was like iron.
No doubht Skinner deserved to have his
nase pulled; but Stacey was twice as
strong as the wcedy slacker of the Re-
move, and 1t was not pleasant to sce a
stronger fellow handle a weaker one 50
ruthlessly, Harry Wharton opened his
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lips—closed them—and then opened
them again and called out:

“Stop that, Stacey!™

Stacoy eeemed deaf., At sll events
he paid no Lkeed. His finger and thumb
reached Bkinner's nose now, and closed
on it like a vice.

Thers was & muffled howl from
Skinner., His face was crimson with
raﬁ? and humiliation,

harton's eyes Bashed.
stride towards Stacey,

“Let S8kinner go at once, Stacey!™ he
rapped out. o : 2

stacey, still keeping Skinner pinned
with his left hand, and gripping the
long nose with his right, r{luuced OVET
hizs shoulder, contemptuocus

“Did you speak to met”

“You know I did.”

“Well, don't1*

"I'va told wyou to let Skinner go!”
gaid Wharton, breathing hard.

“And I tell you to mind your own
business " answered Stacey coolly.

“It happens to ba oy business, as
captein of the Form, to put down bully-
ing in the dormitory 1" answered Whar-
ton, “If Bkinner's pulled wvour leg,
vou've done cnough—too much!l  Let
m go ™

“I shall plecaze myself about that

“Let him go. you cad!” exclaimed
Bob Cherry hotly., “ Do you fancy that

Lt

He made a

i’;.e snapped.

(L]
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yvou can handle a Remove man as you
please I ;

“Oooopoogh!” came in  anpuished
accents from Skinner, as he wriggled
and struggled. “Drag the bruie off!
Ooooogh 1™

“I gay, vou fellows, rag him!” ex-
claimed Billy Bunter. *1 say, the beast
kicked me!”

“Will you lot Skinmer go at agee,
Stacey ! said Harry Wharton, his voice
trembling with anger,

a4 E}'u' “,Dn:lt_ !.'l.'l

“Then I'tl make you

Wharton bad - already made’ up his
mind to “bar* the fellow with whom
his uncle desired him to make friends.
BEnt he had also made up his mind to
avoid any open “row * with him, if he
could. 'hat good resolution fell to
pieces on the spot!

He grasped Stacey by the collar, with
8 grasp that was as powerful as Stacey's
ownron Skinner.

With a wrench, he dragged him away
fram 8kinner, spinning him yards along
the dormitory with the swing of his
arm.

Stacey reoled  and  stumbléd and
sprawled, and went down at full length,
ea Wharton released his hold.

“Qogoogh!” mumbled Bkinner. Ha
sat on the bed, nursing his nose, which
was red and painful.

_Stacey was on his fect in the twink.
ling of an eye. He faced the eaptain
of the Remove, his face white with rage,
his oyes flashing. Sirangely enough, his
likeness to Wharton was still more
marked, with rage burning in his face.

“"You rotter! You chesky rotter!”
he panted.. * You lnid hands on me .at
Wharton Lodge—but your uncle isn'g
here to protect you now!”

Wharton's lip eurled.

“No; my uncle isn't here,” ho snid.
“It didn't snit your game to come out
mio the vpen at home. There's nothing
io slop you here—and if you're epoiling
for trouble, you can tackle somebody
a little tongher than Skinner. I'ut up
vour hands, you cur!”

“T'll do that fast enough!” panted
Htacey, and he came at the caplain of
the Remove with his fists clenched, and
hiz eyed flashing over them.

Bob Cherry jumped between them.

“Hold on!™ exclaimed Bob. * Dash it
all, yon two fellows are relations—for
goodness’ sake—"

“Stand aside, you fool!” shouted
Stncay.

“I say, Bob, you lick him, old ¢hap ¥
velled Tully Bunter. “I'd jolly well
ick him myself, only—->r"

“IMa, ha, hal”

Stacay pave Bob Cherry a cshove,
Boh's blue eves gloamed, and hia grasp
would have been on the new fellow the

noxt * moment.  But Harry Wharton
caught his arm.
“Leave him to me, Bob! It's bound

to come—may as well got ik over.”

Bob' nedded and stepped aside. The
naxt moment Stacey was springing at
Wharton again, and they ware fighting.

The Removites gathered roilind in a
breathless ring. E!ﬁnner, for onge, pave
the captain of the Remove hiz hearty
enpport amd best wishes. Thora was
rather a severe pain in Skinner's nose.
Billy Bunter blinked on in great delight
through his big spectacles.  Bunter
would have liked to whop that cheeky
beast himszelf; and the next best thing
was to see anolber fellow whop him.

It was a fierce fight—no gloves and
no rounds.  And the lwo adversaries
seemed fairly well matched. They were
matched in size, in sirength, in boxing
wkill, and, it had to be admitted, in
pluck. Almost every fellow there
thought that what that cheeky new
fellow wanled was a hiding, and hnﬂed
that Wharton would give him one. But
they could not help &dmirin¥ the way he
stood up to the captain of the Iorm.
Whatever _he lacked, he did not lack
courage and determination.

Both of them were fighting hard and
fiercely—Wharton savagely angry with
the memory of Slaceys taunts at

Wharton Lodge in his mind—Stacey as
angry, and far more hitter. Dislike was
mutual; but far stronger on Ralph
Stacey’s side.

Crash!

“Oh, my hat! WWharton!” gasped
Bob, as the captain of the Bemove went
down on his back.

But Wharton was up almost as socon
as he touched the floor, and rushin
at his adversary. Stocey met him wit
left and right—but the rush drove him
back, and Wharton's fists came home
hard and heavy, crashing in his face—
left, right, left, right; and, Btacey,
swept his feet, crashed in his tura.

Wharton stood panting.

“What—what—what iz this?* It was
a sharp, angry voice at the door.

“Oh, erumbs! Quelch!” gasped
Nugent.

r. Quelch had arrived, to see lights
out for his Form. He was greeted b
o rather wunexpected sight—Stacey
sprawling on hiz back, his nosa slream-
ing crimson—Wharton slanding over

(Continued on page 28.)



START READING THIS GREAT CANADIAN ADVENTURE STORY TO-DAY, -BOYS!

ISAAC SNUGGER

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Following thelr fallure to make o
suceesy i the molor business, Selwyn
Gore and Ris younger brother, Colin,
ara visiled by Jsgae Snuggey, a
solicitar, from whom they earn that
their Encle Anmypas, a gold prospector,

has been wmurdered in Conade. ©

Snugger further informs the twwo
brothers that Amygas Gore kad, in the
scnce of kis trusiy friend, Mouniain
a Stowe Indian, made out a
H!fu, leoving his shach ol MHoose Cell
together with Iis claim up in the
Sunrise Mountoins ond aoll clze he
had, to be equally divided beticeen
them. Defermined fo setlle aecounis
with the murderers, Selwoyn and Colin
scll thelr business and, after providing
for their widowed mother, leave for
Canada in company with 8 Er.
Eventually reaching Quebec m‘ogwﬂ
speed wesiward on the Conadion
Pacifle Rollwap te Edmonton.

{Now read om).

An Unfavourable Outlook !

ERE Isaac Bnugger sprang a

surprise on Selwyn and Colin.

Ha called at o pavape, where

he had left o ramshaeckle,
broken-down car,

“Don't tell me she's vours, 3nugger,”
eaid Selwyn, when the car was brought
out snd wound up, with the result that
its engine vevved ssthmatically.

"1 bought her on November 1lth,
Jﬁlﬂ * smid Bnugger, screwing wup his
LN

“ What, the da of the Armistice!”
yelped Colin. o listan to her bark-
ng, you'd still think there was a war
on.”

“Bhe goes,” averred Snugger.

“That's a miracle,” said Belwyn.
“ Fver thought of having her decar-
Lonised ¥ Ever had the sparking 'p]uga
sera ed, or new ones serewed o7V

No,” gnswered the solicitor. :

“ Isaae, you're a peach! OUne thing,
there's romn for us all, as well as the
Inggage. But do you mean to tell me

SELWYN

and

we've got to go all those miles to Toma-
hawk in thisi”

“8he's never let mo down yet,” pro-
tested Bnugger.

“Touching wood,” murmured Sel-
wI:;'n. a3 he set a finger against the side
Snugger's head.

_ Hoon the tric were snorting and pull-
ing out of the town, and leaving a long
trail of choking blue smoke behind
them.

To Selwwn's surprise, perhaps becavse
he nursed her all the way and carried
out countless miner repairs, the old
rattle-trap mana to reach the far-
away town of Tomahawk, wmte the
streets of which she snerted one bright
ZH'I'IIII'I'III'lE'JI
citizens.

They know that Snugger was comin
back, for Isaac had written to his hea
r-lerh: and the clerk had spread the
News,

The moment the car stopped, many of
the neighhours crowded round, shaking
hande and asking a heap of questions.

Snugger introduced Selwyn and Colin.
Then he set a foot on the running-board
of the old bus, serewed up his face, and
held up hia hand. \

“Boys,” he cried out, *you all knew
Amyas Gore, an’ liked Jum.  Well,
theze mre his twcn nevvias. Rummour
may have told yon some of the truth
about Amyas, but you don't know the
whele story. Amyas was shot dead by
some durn skunks who are crawling
round this earth, p'r'aps planning to
murder some other honest man, Amyas
lies buried up at hie shack, at Moose
Cell, whar the snow’s been meltin’. The
law has made: ne move against his
killers, partly becos the case was ncver

handed over to the Mounted Police. But

_you all know now, and the case will

soon  become publio pr dpm*t P'r'aps
some of you have won why I've
erossed the pond and hrought HaEEﬂ two
fime lads back to Tomashawk. Well,
I'm tellin' you. They've kem over to
track down killers, whoever they are,
and to avenge their uncle's murder.”
Selwyn and Colin were not enamoured

to the delirious delight of the
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with sueh publicity, and after they had
cseaped from the eager, questioning
crowd, kept within doors until night
fell and the lamps were lit.

Then they went out into the strects
for a stroll round. It was ss they were
torning a corner on their way back
lhome that Belwyn became suddenly
avare of a shadow lurking in a doar-
way ahead of them.

No sooner did he sight the shadow
than his suspicions were aroused, He
saw & shadowy arm move upward, and
instantly dragged Colin to the pave-
ment with him.,

Braang, hrasng !

‘I'wo revolver shots rong out with
ﬂeul'emng cchoes, the bullets whistling

Y.

Sebwyn relled Colin over and ovew
ithen the two sprang up and leapt for
COVEL.

Braang !

A third shot awskened the cchoes of
the ztreet.

Then men came running to the scene
and the assassin took to his heels.

* After him, Colin 1™ chouted Selwsyn,
as he began to run. “Think what this
proves. Uncle Amyas” murderer is here,
m Tomahawk 1"

Selwyn Gore and his brother Colin
wera both as liard os n&ﬂs, and when
they started i hot pursuit of the killer
they sct a eracking pace.

Tha shadew turned a corner ond
vanished,

Colin, (caring desperately on, leapt
past his  brother, and wo have
swung wide round the tuen had not
Selwyn caught him by the coat and
|'.t1l|lﬂd him back just =8 the ecnewmy
showed his head again.

Braang |

A whistling - bullet accompanied the
shattoring report of s gun shot as the
twe brothers flattened thomselves
against the. wall,

Then they heard the sound of fast-

rnping steps as the killer took teo
flight again.

Tue Micwer LerAkT.—No. 1,422,



W%

“Thanks, Sell” said Colin, with an
appreciative gleam in his blua eyes.

“Mutt I growled Selwyn, az he took
a peep, and then sprang out into the
road. “Why don’t you use your grey
matter? Might have known- he'd wailt
round the cormer.” ] )

The killer was running close in to
the wall, still a shadow, and Selwyn,
sotting & pace, despite the handivap of
heavy boots and restricting clothes,
began to gain, :

olin followed & yard or so behind.
But the shadow, too, knew how to step
cout. At the crossroads he stopped,
and, taking careful aim, fired two more

shats.

A bullet chipped the cobbles at
Selwyn's foet. K ricochztting plug of
lead starred & window ond brought
some glazs jingling down., LThen the
man ran on again and vanished.

The strect into which he turped was
not desertod, a3 the others had been.
Several of its shopz wers open, and
the lamps outside more then ono saloon

gleamed brightly in the darkness.

Selwyn and Colin, meinﬁ,‘ no trace of
il shadow, slowed to a halt,

“He's beat uws, Sel”™ said Colin.
*"1la’s dived into one of tho saloons, I
suppose,”

The two boys walked ihe whole
length of the street, looking into cvery
saloon bar they came to, scanming ihe
faces of every man they met; but they
had no idea what their enemy locked
like, and had but the vagnest notion
as to how he was drossed. At last,
reclizsing  the hopelessness of  their
search, they returned to Isaac Snuggoer's
guarters.

Isaac lived about hali-way along Bear
Btreet. The original house, built of
stout timber and weather-boarded, was
now an office. On to this Iseac had
Luilt in the course of sears o plamn
brick house which he had himsclf
desipned, no single part of which, an
more '{mrgmulﬁﬂr the ugly slate rool,
seemed right. But tha doors were
gtout, the double windows sound, and
the cellars below—Isaac called them the
vaulis—as strong as a fortress,

lsaae had given the boys a latelikey,
so that they were able to let thom-
selves in and gain the reom in which
he =at writing without his knowing
they were within the house.

“Hallo 1" said Selwyn.

Enugger swung round in his chair,
and Lhe ﬁlpu he was amﬂkmi fell from

; 1

his mouth, to be caught by him befora
it could reach the floor.

Izane stamped out the scatler of
tobocco sparks,
“Jumpin' rattlesnakes!” ha

?:rmnhind. though his eves were twink-
mf “How you boys do stavile a
body!™ Then he noted their Aushed
faces and how their chests cxpanded

and contracted as they breathed. “ Bin
runnin’, haven't yeri"
“Bnugger,” informed Selwyn, “we

wera shot &t whils we were walking
through the town.™

Ispoc Snugger set his corncob pipe
down upon ﬁm table. Pe

*¥You wuz what?"’ he asked, sticking
out his chin and forming the familiar
nuterackers.

A man shot at ug while we were ouf
walking,” corroborated Colin.

““What sort of a mant”

“Don’t know,” answered Colin. *In
the dark we couldn't get & good leok
at him. But he was big and strong,
and he couidn't have bean old becauso
he ran almost as fast as we did. Ie
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wore some sort of & cap.

Ho fired five

shots altogether.”
Isnao Bnugger opened a drawer and
slid his pepers in. His rugged face
was set, and he began to wag his chin

up and down. s
How did it

- “About this shootin’,
hapﬁen ' he asked.

Tha two boys explained, and the
golicitor's screwed up eyes Aashed fre.

“Mebbe I wuz wrong talkin' to the
bays about yore uncle’s murder the way
I did, and seyin' you kem oul from
England to pget the men who killed
Eim,"” he said. *That shootin® was no
accident. That  shkunk must  hey
watched the house and laid in wait for
yor. Boys, I reckon we'll pack and
start for WMoose Call scon’s wo can.
Mebbo to-morrow, Meanwhiles, I'll set
the Mounted Derlice movin'.”

IIe snateched up the teleplhione which
stood on a ledge in & corner of the
room, and rang up Arsi the ™ounted
Folice, then the newspaper office, and
linally &ha sherif, for Tomahawk
boasted  its own  publicly appoinbed
sheriff, just as if 1t were a town in the
United Stabes.

Before long there came a knock at
tho street door, and Snugger opencd
it, to admit a hur%y, gun-tanned ser-
geant of the Mounted Police,

Snugrer introdueced the two bovs
The  sevgeant’s name was Threfall,
Chrstian name Paul.

“Tell him, boys," said Snugger.

For the next forty minutes the tale
of the attempted killing was fold and
discussed.

“It rather looks as if one of the
roughnecks who murdered Amyvas Gore
wuz among the erowd when you said
your little say tﬂ-d&l}', Isane,” the
sergeant remarked, *The man who
fired those shota was no drunk runnin’
amok, judging by the way he ran.
Read me the riddle, Mr. Snugger.”

Isaac leant across the table, pushing
out his chin, and looking very solemn.

“It's plain, ain't it?"” he said. "I
told you, sergeant, how Amyas Core
wuz killed, You read the copy of the
will he made. Then there wuz the bag
of gold we found, proof that Amyas
had moade a big strike up at Moosa
Eall. Amyas left his claim and every-
thing he owned to these two boys, I've
got the will locked up in my safe down
in the vaults. But what'd that will ba
worth 1f the killers who slew Amvas
wiiz to shoot Selwyn and his brother
Colin and then blew lead through me,
ah, sergeant?”™

“¥ou sure couldn't take the gold
with you to the happy bunting
grounds,” said the sergeant, with =z
grim smile. “Yon think the men who
murdered Amyas Gore tried to get
these [adf to-night—eh 7

“That's how I read the riddle™
Snugger answerad.

The sergeant rose and shook hands.

“"Tomahawk iz & rc-ugh place, boys,™
he said, “but we don't usvally have
anybody snoopin’® around with & gun.
P'll get the vs out and comb the
town. If we're lucky we may get yore
mait. Meanwhile, pleasant dreams, and
keep yore doors locked.”

The sergesnt let himself out of the
house, pauzing for & moment at the
door.

*This is an ugig business, an’ I don't
like tha look of it," he said. " Isaac,
take my advice, and don't take these
lods out to Moose Call until the
spring's kem and when you do, take
an escort with yvou.”

Isnae Snugger shook his grizzled
head,

"No, he said, “"we'll start o
morrow, The snow should all be melt-

E!I
a

in’ out at Moose Cal

The read was coated with rime. The
roofs and strect-lamps were all coated
with whito,

“No sorta weather to be startin' for
Moose Call,” the sergeant added, as he
wished them a cheery good-night.

Snugger bad pulled out his great
turmip of a waftch and was shudying
the limo impatiently.

“It wants two minutes to ten.” he
said, as he slammed the door and shot
the bolis, “Jest time to catelr the last
weather report an’ news,”

Back in the sitting-room he switched
on the radio, and on: of its clumsy and
ngly cabinet a voice issucd, distorted
beyvond belief,

“A deep depression is moving from
the north-cast,” tho voice boomed rasp.
mgly. “Weather for the next {weniy-
four hours promizes to be cold, with
heavy falls of rain and slect, Terhaps
snow  later. Conditions  generally,
unsettled.”

With a twist of thumb and forefinger
he cut off the hoarse voiee, and looked
keenly at the boys. -

“Don't sound too favourable,”™ ho

runted. “Hoys, don't think we'd

ttor start to-morrow, after all.”

“Oh, lot's [* said Selwyn cagoeriy.
“Tf we are going to be shot ai, 1'd
rather ba out in the open, whare we
can shoot back. At least, onr cnemiocs
would bhave to show themselves there.””

Snugger nodded,

“OLKL I he zaid. “T've & hunch wa
ought to get to Moose Call soon's we
can, anyway. And we'll go—armed !

Y e e

All Abpard for Moose Call?

ELWYN and Colin slept lilie logs
in the big cosy bed Bpuggor had
assigned to them.

They were awakened at Lalf-
past six, and had breakiast v the worm
room downstairs at seven,

Then began the busineszs of loading
the car for the journey.

Selwyn and Colin, assisted by a
grizzled and bent clerk named Crime
wade, helped Snugger to remove the
things from the house and from a big
shed next the garage, and these uwere
strapped safe and sound on the car.

The overnight frost had gone, and the
sun blazed up. Soon it was so hot that
the two brothers were forced to take off
their coats.

Bnugger came stoggering out of the
shed, carrying a rolled-up tent.

“Where's it going, Isaac®’ asked
Selwyn, seratching his ear, as he studied
ﬂlﬁ slready overloaded and cranky old

us,

“Long the footboard,”™ answered
Tsane, “Y had them holes an’ straps
made special”

Selwyn relieved Isaac of the tent, re.
rolled it, then jammed it in place, and
strapped it home, together with poles,
ropes, and & stoul cenvas sack full of
fent pogs.

The fask wasz sompleted
Sergeant Panl Threfall arrived.

“ Nothing doing, Izaac,” he veported.
“We started a round-up of Lhe town lasc
night snd finished it this morning.
There wasn't & tramp or a siranger in
hotel or dosshouse but could give a good
anceount of himself. Durthermore, few
of 'em carried a gon. I had hopes of
catching that gunman, but apparently
there’s nothing doing.*
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His eyes reamed over the heavily
laden Hivver, and he pointed.

“Does this mean yo're starlin® for
Wogse Call pronto ¥ he asked.

" Startin® as soon’s we've loaded up,”
answered Isaac,

“Mr. Snugger's arms range from the
prehistorie to the wmeodern awlomabie,”
grinned the friendly sergeant, as he
pelled & Serviee revolver out of its
liolster and gave it to Selwyn, and ihen
withdrew another Mvoam hia pocket, which
e handed to Colin. The guns were
followed by two packels of ammuni-
tion. “Hyar, take these as extras, 1n
cue Pop’s guns won't work.”

“I can't take your Service revolver,
sergeant,’”’ said Selwyn, staring at the
cinpty holster. .

“Tha gun served out fo me 13 back
at- the station,” the sergeant replied.
“The one I gave your brother is an old
friend I had before I joined the Foree;
the other's my owa. The ammunition [
Longht,”

“Thanks ! said Selwyn warmly.

“ Don't mention it, So-long! Pleasant
journey. I‘ll be seeing you again. All
the same, Bnugger, 1 wish that Injun,
Mourtain Lion, had showed up. le's
¢ great guy at getting & meszage
through i auylhing gocs wrong out abt
Moese Call”

The sergeant swung his hand up Lo
tha wide brim of his soft felt bat as he
turned and stroade away.

In spite of the beiling heat of the sun,
Iacac Snugger encased himself in a
thick, coarse fur coal, which gave him
1the appearance of an Eskimo; then he
fixed on a pair of goggles. and set a
cap with heavy car-flaps on his head,

Perspiration started out on Selwyn's
fovchead at the mera sight of lan
Phew ! The fur coats which had been
provided for him and Colin te wear
were  thrown upon the seals.  The
Iwothers wore ihe peaked caps which
had served them on the voyage over.

Sclwyn had cranked tha naoisy old
engine into a start, feeling that he dare
not trost the self-starter.

The Hivver was shaking violently
when he climbed into the front scat and
starmmed the illfitting door.  Izaae
jerked the elutch home, and slowly the
car moved out of the yard gate and
turned into Bear Strect.

Here Tsaae turned her to the right,
and she throbbed and chugged away,
making almost as much noize as a
battery in action. Teople stosd in the
street, or in deoorways, to walch her
E-:«, and everybody in Tomahawk soon

new ihat Isaac Bnugger and the two
handsome young Englishmen he had
bronght back with him from Deven,
neland, were on the road and heading
for Mooze Call.

Stranded !

[IANES to the overhaul Balwyn
? and Colin had given the old bus
and itz engine, the Aivver made
quite respectable  progress,
almost bearing out Snugger's contention
that she waa gooil enough to go

sy wliere.

The sun was bailinz haot, and the road
5u1'prisingtl':,r good. In some places a
way -had been blastea between the hills,
and they fravelled at an average speed
of iwenty rules an hour for four hours,
cventually halting in a sheltered place
near the rock face for a meal

The sun waz still hot, but the north-
east wind out in the open had a biting
nidge to it, and clouds were beginning
to roll up.
From where they sat the trio over-
locked a great range of country backed
by taH peaks capped with znow,
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“IWo've ecovered cighty miles,”” zaid
Bebwyn, “Ivs good going. Ilow much
farther iz it to Moose Call?"

“ Another cighty miles—one hundred,
mebbe,” answered SBougger, cramming
hizs mauth full of pie, and sinping a
stcaming cup of coffeo, filled from a
thermes. *0OF course, we can’'t make it
boeforoe nightfall. We'll stop at a Likely
place and set up ithe tent. Then we'll
get  along to Meose Call m  the
morning.”

The party rested o bare forly minules,
and then moved on again.

On the way they had passed by
izolaird houses and vanches datted hera
and there: telegraph-poles had reared
their cone-capped ends high above the

road, and the wind-swept wires had
hurmmed an  accompaniment to  the
drive.

The telegraph peles had ended now,
showing that they had reached the limit
of telephone communication, Before
them lay only the wilds.

Clouds covered the sun, and the wind
blew gustily. BSelwyn and Colin donned
their %.m' coats. FLator the crazy engine
began te missfive, and the day ended
abruptly with a snowstorm that blotted
the landsecape clean out, conted the
windsereen of the Rivver, and put the
soraper out of action.

Great snowflakes whirled inside ihe
car, and twice within half a mile Isnae
Snugger ran the bus clean off the road,
and it stopped with a jerk.

“We've got to Lkeep her going,” said
Selwyn, *Colin, help me push her
hack on the frack. Snugger, you get
in behind—""

“'Beuse me,” piped the Tomahawk
lawyer, “but I've driven this ere bus
ever since I bought her, and—"

“Get 1n the back and rest,” insisted
Selwyn. “You've done more than your
share. I've got keener cyes than you.
I'll take tho wheel. We'll start again
while the engine's warin. Colin will =it

*

* Let 'em have it !*’ snapped Snugger. Braang,
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braang, braang!

The irio
fired in quick sueccession, and here and there a dusky shape rolled over.

beside me and keop the sereen clean o
that T can see. Tho read’s preity well
defined so far, but e may have trouble
if the snow keeps on.”

Snugger stuck oul lus chin obstinately
and opened his mouth to object, but as
his eyes scanned the open landscape he
changed his mind.

Ha knew this Canadian weather far
better than these English boys. The
snow had come to stay. They would ba
lucky if they could only get away from
this bleak and exposed stretch of
country to the shelter of a pine wood.
Thers ought to be such a place within
a few miles, if he remembered rightly.

Isaae climbed into the back of the
bus, and Selwyn, sqﬁlaezing himself
behind the steering wheel, started off
again in the teeth of the blinding storm.

Colin .wiped the screen clean, and
Selwyn, picking up the road despite a
thick, swirling storm of flakes, the like
of which he had never seen before, man-
ared to drive the car until, in a rush
down & steep inecline, 1t bounced over
the edge of the metalled way, to stop
dead at the foot-of a fir-clad rise, -

The wheels had plunged into the snow
almost to their depths, the bonnet was
smothered, and & selid wall of white
blocked further progress. :

The fir-trees ranged upwards as far as
Sclwyn could see, and from the grey
pall above the flakes came whirling in
a blinding cloud,

Isaao gave & dissatisfied grunt.

“Pity we're landed hyar,” he said.
“1 know thia place. We may be
stranded for davs. We'd better shovel
a space clear and put the tent up. That
radio announcer was right. rat the
snow ¥ -

It was hard work shovelling the snow
clear of the car and making a space for
setmng up the tent. The exertion mado
their blood Aew warmly, and they wero
hot by the time they had pgrectod the
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tent and taken such supplies as they
were likely to need inside, together with
the riffes, revolvers, and ammunition.

The iric threw their Elmket‘s on the
ground and then set up a hanging lamp
to the centre pole. t was & modern
‘vlectric lamp, for which they had plenty
of spare batteries. They had each, in
addition, & pocket torch.

With their heavy fur coats, a suffi-
ciency of bed-clothes, and plenty of
warming food, they werc soon cosy
enough. Their boots were thick and
heavily soled, and they had brought, in
addition, long_ rubber boots in case of
accident.

A primus stove heated tinned soup,
and this, together with the remains of
the fresh food they bed brought, made
up a rattling good meal. The canned
food in the car and in the tent they kept
n TLSETVE. _

It was pitch black outside the tent
when Sclwyn poecped out after dinner.
Mhe biting wind hurled a storm of snow-
flakes into his face, and be was glad to
tic up the fap agsin,

“ How long will the storm, last, pop ™7
hie -asked.

“ Dunno. Mebbe all night. Alcbbe
longer. Whatever happens, though, we
shan't be able to get movin' till the fall
melts and  leaves the road clear.
Darnation,. I've been & fool, boys!”

Snugger's voice ended in a wail of
anguish. _

“What's the matier, pop®" ashked
Colin, drawing & rug about his knees.

“I ooly brought one pair of snow-
shoes,” Baid Snugger. *Clean forgot
about you boys.”

The. loog, hard drive through the
Leen, invigorating air had tired the too,
afid they were in need of a rest.

“ Pedstime, bo¥s,” said Isanc. “ We've
got the lamp, and wo've got the.bat-
teries.’ The food’s in the tent, so 18 the
stove, an' everything else we want. The
fir-tretes Will keep the worst of the storm
away from us. Botter get to bed an’

¥ i

heapa for good luck in the mornin’.

They elid under the blankets fully
dressed, and’ spread their thick skin
coats over them. Then the light was
switched off, and very scon they were all
{fast asleep.

It was still pitch dark in the tent when
Selwyn suddenly started up in his bed,
scared by some shattering cry in the
night, and a ghostly touch,

He hit out blindly and struek—Colin!

“Steady, old chap ! Colin cried, as
he thumbed on his pocket torch. *It's
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me, Gosh! Did you hear that howl
]“ -JF
ﬁh’u,” Selwyn replied, and ‘then he
canght his breath as the silence of tho
night was shattered by the most terrify-
mi yelping he had ever heard.
us!utg]aﬁ his blankets, he moved

over to ugger, shook him vigorously,
and then flashed the light of the torch
in his face.

Isaae swung himself wup, his hand
on his gun, his chin raised.

As he recognised Selwyn he grinned.

“Gol durn it, boy, why can’t you lot
a2 man sleep ¥ he grumbleéd.

The hollow, awful howling answered
him, and Selwyn pointed,

“ Listen, pop !" he said breathlessly.

“Wolves I said Bnugger. " Bust 'em !
They've scented us, an’ the grub, and
they'll keep up that chorus the whele
night thr-::u%_h if we don’t seare "om and
drive 'em off.” :

Selwyn and Colin followed him fo the
mouth of the tent. Untying the strings
of the flap, they peered out,

The storm had ceased, and the moon
was up. All around them the white,
unbroken pall of snow lay threv feet
decp. The fir-trees had been whitened
as by a fawy hand.

Hard p:,' lay the car, heavy with snow,
heyond it, the fir-clad slope, and ahead
of them, facing the gap, a ‘gfegb-wiﬂe
glade in which ghostly forms moved in
the vivid light. They were like great
shapgy dogs. The nearest were fifty
vards away, squatting on their haunches,
watching the tent with glistening cyes.

“Walves!” cried Bnugger. “Let 'em
have it, boys " _

Braang, braang, broang!

The trie fired in swift succession, and
here and there a dusky shape rolled over
from the squatting ring or Iimped pain-
fully away. Then followed a rush, a
fierce fight, snd soon the warm wet

fesh of the wounded beasts had been

divided the  four-footed
cannibals,
Braang, breaang., braang! .
A second volley seemed to scare the
remaining wolves, for they turned and
seurried nway,
When all was clear .agnin, Snuggor
cast an eve up at the cloudless skv,
“Mebhe,” he said, “the sun will melt

L

the sopow 1n the maornin',

(Selwyn and Colin have staried off
well, by the look of things! Buf this 15
only ¢ forelaste of the thrills to come,
Sce nexd week's ehapiers of this grect
adventure yars, chuns)

BMODE

HARRY WHARTON’'S
DOUBLE !

(Continued from page 24)

him, panting, with clenched fists.
Thunder gathered in the Remove
master's brow, as he rustled in.

* Wharton—what—"

Stacey bounded up. Perhaps in tha
fierce excitement of the moment he did
not. gee the Form-mester. He rushed
at Wharton.

“Boy!" almost shrieked Mr. Quelch.

He caught Stacey by the shoulder and
spun _him back. harton, his hands af
his sides, did nobt stir,

“Btacey! How dave you? Wharlon,
what does this mean®? thundered Mr.
Qualeh. “This boy is a newcomer—he
15 your relative—yet I find you fghting
with him in ihe dormilory—withont
even gloves! What does this mean "

Wharton made no reply.

“You ara the head En;,f of my Form,
Whartem! This s -disgraceful! A
relative of your own, loo! Have you
anything to say?"

“ Mo, sir!” answered Harry guiclly.

“*Havo you anything to say, Stacey "
““Only that F'm sorry, sir!”  Stacey
wag cool again at once.’ 1 suppoze we
both® lost our tempers! Borry, sir!”

“I am glad to hear you say so, ab
least,” snapped Mr. Quelch, “and I
should- have expected you Lo say at
least as muech, Wharton! ¥You will each
tdke an mmpesition of five hundred lines.
Lot there bs no more of this? Do you
understand me? -If ihis quarrel is re-
newad, I sghall take both of you to youwr
headmasier for a flogging !

In silence the two late combatanis
bathed their faces—which needed it
badly. Tnder Mr, Quelch's frowning
gaze, the Remove turned in. He wos
still frowning when he put out the light,
and left the dormitory.

Tt was late before Harry Wharton
glept that night., The new Llermm had
started with trouble, and thera was
more troubls to come. He know that,
only too well; though he little guessed
the oxtent of the troubla that was to
come.

THE ENT.

(Fhere will be another grand schopl
yarn of Harry Wharton & Co. tn nert
week's Magxer, enfitled: “RIVALS
OF THE REMOVE!" s a great
yara, this, chums, and youw'll regret it
¢f wou weizg 1lf)

) The “SPUR” RACER

1035 Bodsl Al British
50 YEAR CGCUARANTEE

BE TALL

Your Height inoreaaed in 14 days or Mowes Rick,
Amazing Courds, Sf-, Feod STAMEP HOW.  for
freo ook =STEBBING SYBETEM, 28, Denan
Road, LONDON, N.W.2.

Usnal retall £4.4.0. Frame epamelled

bt 55/
Genuine Avon Red Cord Tyres

5/- seoures and 12 monthly payments of 5/-
Art List Free Freae Insurance

GQROSE, New Bridge Btreet, LONDON

g Incrensed mh‘ own helght e Bt 33ins.

Btrength, Sfaming, and Dashing 'Enr.trq;:.r in
=iyl
oor friends | Cotnplete Course, 5/-. Details fres, privalely. —BTERERING

=Y YR B CLIENTS GAIN 2 to 6 INCHES! Dec £ 23.
&l complete,  Detaflls FREE. Wit W o

P, M. KOSB, Helght Fpscisaliist, 3 i

BE-STRONG :: il Rasmine 3
.E 0 ll*_':nm"ﬂ‘:id'gﬂfg?ﬂﬁ ?nu- tﬂylﬂi“ r?ﬁmmmr
davea] riogs so Irou
NETITUTE (A} 28, Daan Road, LONDON, N.W.2
ons, " Harvss,' Beli-Jon LT T T

BLUSHING! Habik, Tnoressonabls !‘nm.-l!ﬂ:t:.. Wﬁr;;

SCARBOROUGE.
t (with 2 ine. o8 Ohest and 1 16 oo Armae), algo
back|[ © 3 i
ﬂdﬁ empletes Coursa Hi-. Details
Ll

I promize you Robust Health, Doubled
will, feat Seif-opntral, Firilg Wanhoeod, Poreonal Magnotdsm, Socprise
@, I8, Dann Road, London. H.W.2,

Oure vourself as I did. Portion-

lars Froe —FRANK B, EUGHEHR,

T. BOUTHEAMPTON ROW,
LONDOM, W.0.L,

Astouwndiar ofer, due Lo large nc
rehase. 25 diff. 7d., S0 difl, 1/8,

Bend mow ! — WHITE, Bngine

Lansa, LYE, Btoonrbridge.

500 UNSORTED WORLD-WIDE STAMPS, 6d.

200 MIXED EBRITIGH COLONIALS, ifocludipe HIGH VALUEZ, 94.
WAY. CHEADLE-EULME, UHESHIRE.
Your FHelght inoreased o 12 daya or o0 cost. Woew dis-

eovery adde 2-5 iss, I gaiped 4 1os. aranteed
I AL safe,  Poll Course, &/=, Dotaile: J, B, &%Riﬂ?.

# BREAM'S BUILDINGE, LONDON, E.C.4.
THE ""MERSEYSIDE "™ PET. PEEE! Fine stamps, locludl Mews
foundland {(Pripce), Tarmania, Ema&, 516 conts Cevion, Montenegto, izt

stamp, Heoya, over 70 differcnt, Guntomala, Nepaul, cte. Free. Hend 2d
postage, requesting approvale.—Lisburn & Townsend, Lid, {U.3.8.}. Livarpoal.

21 MY GREAT OFFER

T Write for my free Bargain Lists -
of the best ALL-BRITISH Cycles.
14 DAYS' APPROVAL. CARRIAGE
PAID. Cash price £3:10:0, or Lormas.

S - |2 < gl :

: ﬁ{n,,b All accessories FREE. VYalua 21f- A wEExw

_.'E‘ \ -.‘_I;#}’ y THE WORLLE LARGLEY CYCLE DLALER,
MER. HUGHES, T,

BLUSHIH 1T ROW, LONDON, W.

All appilcations for Advertisement Space in this publication should
bha addrassed to the Advertisement Wanager, Tha MAGMET,
The Fleetway House, Farringdon Streel. London, E.C.4.

18-5-39

\- -"-

=0 e
, RLATAD, =
gﬂl'BT AMPTON

Hervous Timidity, sShyvness.
home curo.  Fres porlieulzras 1




THE ORDER
OF THE BOOT!

By DICKY NUGENT

“* (ot the sledgehaminer 7
“Yen, rather [ "
“ Good 17 grinned Jack Jolly of the Feurth Form

at 8t. Sam’s. “ Give it Lo me, and I'll have theso
nele pe up in a cupple of jiffies 1™ _
8¢. Sam's had just returned from their Jubilee

Hollerday, and Jaek Jolly & Co. were about to pub
in a little net praktizss in reddiness for the foirth.
coming kricket season. Mowers, the groundsman,
had not yet erected the junior nets by tho entrance
gates, so Jolly had decided to put themn up himself.

‘He took the long-handied sledgehammer from his |-

.pal, Bright, and swung it over his head.

The next instant, 1o his serprize, he felt it hit
something bebind him.

Crash ! ;

“ Yarooooo! Ow, by dose!™

“ Oh, cruma ! ™ oggaclaimed Jock Jolly in dismay.

Tuarning round, he saw what had happened. By
a stroke of bad luck, two jentlemen happened to be
paseing just as ke lifted the hammer—with the
result that the hammer had hit the neaver of the two
right on the nose.

“Wooooop ! Yarcooo! Ow-wow!'™ :

The imjured jentleman who made these sounds
waa a stranger to Jack Jolly & Co., but, reckernising
his companion as Sir Frederick Funguss, the Chairman
of the Guvverners of Bt. Sam's, the juniors guessad
he must be someona of importance, and felt awfully
pervuse in consekwonee, ot

M . gir 1 ¥ pasped Jack Jolly. - Then hia words
died on his lips, as the siranger fook hia hands away
from his dammidged nasal organ. For the stranger
had the most feendish-looking dial Jack Jolly had
ever seen in hig life ! '

“Dolt! Fool!" snarlod the, feendish-Jooki
gtranger. ' Mark-my words, T wiﬂ make vou shree
with pain for thist™

“ But look here, sir,” protested Jack Jolly, * 1,

didn't do it a-purposze, and——"" -

“ Bah ! A.purpose or not a-purpose, I'll make you
‘goreemn and bellow in ageerny for it ! Follow mo-—the
rest of you, too ! ™

“ Oh, crikey!”™

"I can see what is needed here, Sir Frederok,”
went on the sayvvidge-locking jentleman, in & eringing,
wining voicq that contrasted weerdly with the
brootal, boolying tonea he had used to Jack Jolly.
“ ¢, Sam's wanta ruling with & rod of iron, and 1
prommis. you that very scon now it is going to get
what it wants1" _

“ That's the way to talk, Dr. Crule!” croaked
Bir Frederick. ** This way, my dear sir}”

Feeling very uneasy, Jock Jolly & Co. followed
their era to the Skool Houao.  Asfhey went, thoy
coiikdn’t -help wundering what could be the meaning
of the criptic conversation they had herd,

They got the serprize of their lives, when they
lerned 1
" Bir Frederick led the way fo the Head's study, and
told Jack Jolly & Co. to wait ontsidoe for a minnit.
Then he led the miaterious Dr. Crule into Dr,
Birchemall’s sanktum. ' :

Within the study, Dr. Birchemall emiled his most
ing iating smile a3 he reckernised the Chairman
of the Guvverners. 3

“ This is an uneggspected plezzure, Sir Frederick 1

| chest.
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he cride. “I trust that you are in the pink, and
that——" :

“ Bilence ! ! growled Sic Fredericlk, grately to the
Hoad's serprize. “ I have not called to eggschange
plezzantries, sir. The purpose of my wvisit, as a
matter of fakt, ia to perform a duty which I should
have performed long ago. 1ir. Birchemall, it iz my
unplezzant task to give yon a week's notiss!”

%ie- Head of 8t, Sam's siarted vielently,

“ A—a week's notiss, Sir Frederick * Pardon my
jggneérance; but I am not conversant with vulgar
eggspressiona. Do you mean, yon are giving me the
hoolit T ™

fir Frederick nodded.

 Feginetly. You're sacked-—fired—hunked !
&t. 8am’s has long needed a man who will restore its
ancient glories by imposing an iron dissipline ofi its
inmates, and I think I have found the right man for
the job—Dr. Crule, whom you gee by my side !

* M-m-my hat ! " gasped Dr. Birchemall,

Heo locked daggers ot Dr. Crule. But the ooly
effect it had on that jentleman was to make him
gkowl with such fearful intensity that Dr. Birchemall
hurriedly jumped backwardas,

i W’ﬁl{ that's that!"™
aaid Sir Frederick, rather
releeved to get it off his
“You ecan't =say
you haven’t asked for it,
Dr. Birchemall. Something
had to be dono to stop the
rot——"" '

“Rot!" anapped .
Birchemall, regnining his
curridge.

“TUnder your rule, St.
Sam's was going to the
dogg———-="

“*Bow-wow | "'

" And thoe only thing to do was to introduce an
iron dissiplinarian—to wit, v, Crule—and solve the
knotty problem that way { ™

“Well, if thot's your idea of solving & knotty
problem, I'm not in a eord with it 1 * gaid Dr. Birche-
nrell, his greenish eyes farely flashing firo as the fakt
that ‘he was being sacked pennytrated his noddle.
“1 can sea at a glarnse that this jentleman 18 a
beestly booly and & tretehorous tirant, and if you
think 8t. Sam’s is going to bhe browbeaten by him,
yvou'lt eoon find- vou're mistalken!™

“ Hear, hear | ¥ chortled Jack Jolly & Co., outaide,
Then they hurriedly stopped their applawse, for the
door had been herled open, and Sir Fregen'ek Funguss
waa standing just inside, pointing out to thie passidge.

“ That's -enuff from you, Birchemall ! " he cride.
“ What yvou have sead has cavsed me to change my
mind over the weelk's noliss.. You can take two ticks
1nstead’l” Go !

- {Look out for the second of thie slaggering series—;

L —

For a moment there was aviramaitich pawse.
You could have herd a pin drop. Then Dr. Birche-
mall dropped a bomshell.

“T won't ! " he said, | 358

“You—you won't ' 8ir IFederick stared ak
the rebbel headmaster agarst. ** Why, you must be
cemented ! 1'H feteh the perlica ard have you foreibly
dejectod 1™

¥ Fetcehh the perfice—aznd the ‘,rnnPs, too, if you
like ! said Dr. Birchemall, ecklessly. “I'm
ataying heer, notiss or no notiss! You and your
friend are the people who ara"gninf,! Get out!"”

* Look here—-—"" roared Dri.rule.

“Can't! “Your face gives ma g'pain ! ™ said Dr.
Birchemall, * Get out, I repeet--both of you! ™
" And then, to Jack Joly & Ca's delight, the Head
seezed & birchrod and made & ruws at his unwelecome
visitora.

Bwish, swish, swish 1

“Yarooooo 1 " 1

- *Qw ! Btoppit, yon rotter ! *' .

Yolling feendishly, Siv Frederict and his ally tore
ont of the study and collided witi Jack Jeolly & Co.
All five collapsed in the passidge ina struggling hr,-z'g.

- Al whie they struggled,
tha dodr slammed after
them, aid o koy turned in
the lock. Dr. Birchemall
had locked Ei:l‘;_lﬂﬂ].l:‘l-l in
: reparet. {0 dely all .at-

: 'Eamirt& 1o dislodge ham ! -

Siv F-ederick and ‘{he
rew herkmaster staggored
to t.hai;"feat again, ::Elglana
i an ning. 1011
Eﬁ Cns{ﬁﬁ:lud%hat aves
rested onJack Jaly & Co.,
and be groned evilly.

You are atillf here! " he said. “ Sir

“ARh!
Frederick, if it is your wish thai ] commence my
duties aa headmaster nnw—a"i .

“ Tt ia!'" eronked Sir Frederiein

“ Then I will start b{ teaching: bese cheeky yung
cubs & lesson they will not easily forget!™

. Let us draw a vale, dear readen; over the panciul
spen that followed. Never im all their eggaperience
had Jack Jolly & Co. endured sueifeendish punish-
ment,

As they erawled away, the thoyght that Dr. Crule
waa now in charge filled them: with sheer horror.
Only one gleem of hopé remainsd—Dr. Birchemall's
barring-out ! _

Their old Head was mir!ant!yﬁ'}q(eminud to stay
on and see this thing through. . .

Would he—could he, suxxeod ?

IF COKER
WERE
TRAFFIC
DICTATOR

By William Greene

= Tt's the thnuﬁht!eaﬂ minoxity |-
1

that's eausing all this  trouble
on the reads to-day,” said Coker
bifterly, when ho took me for a
pillion-ride to Wapshot the
other day. " But for thoss
solfish. few, the roads would be as
safe as houses. :

“ Tale that chap ! ™ he said, a
minute later, as we raced alon
on the wrong side of the rnaﬂ-nng
nearly collided with a milkk-ran.
“ He aaw ua coming—yet did -he

t out of the way, the rottor f

ot he | N -

* There’s another!™  he
snorted, a3 wo shot across a
crosg-roads at filty miles an hour
and caused another motor-oyelist
to skid into the diteh. * Why,
a chap likke that is & danger to
tae publie !

“If I were Traflic Dictator,”
said Coker, as he performed a
hair-raising cutting-in display
that caused two ears to brake
hard and epin round in eircles,
“I'd turn. people:like those off
the roads—disqualify them for
life, by gad |

“ Now, look at this road-hog
trying to overtale us!’ he
grunted, a little further on. ™ It
makea mo mad ! Why on earth
are such villaing allowed in a
car ot all 1™

Coler got rather o shook when
he learned the answer to that
guestion. The reason these

“ Dr: Birchemall's Boarring-Que-f =i next weekls
number /—Ep.)

phrticulur “villains® were allowed
in & cor wea that they were

police-officers, looking out for
rond offenderal” -

Now Coker iz due to appear at
Courtfield Police Court,

What thE{ do with him there
will probably give him more
decidod views than ever on the
Road Safoty question,

If ever he doos become Traffic
Dictator; I can see Coker abolish-
ing Speed Cops in the first
minutea } .

| achool _to

MY WONDERFUL
WHEEZY IDEA

It haa always brﬁuﬁht esteerned and weepy
gorrowiulness to me, to think that one dav I must
leavefully depart from honoured and idiotie Greyfriars
for ever.

But lately I've thought out & wheezy good idea for
removefully obviating that sorrowfulness.

It ie an 1des that will make most of you take sit-
upful notica, In brief-fulness, it is fo dake Greyfriars
back to Indig with me }

* What utter rotfulness ! * I can hear most ¢f you
eryfully exclaim. But wait an honoured minuto,
my estesmed chums. I don't mean to take the
picces and cary it a lock-stock-and-
barrelfully on the boat. What I'm meanfully gettiog

1 at is guite another notion—mnamely, to build & now

Greyliriars, just like the original, in my native
Bhanipur !

You will all concurfully agree that it would make a
delightful and preposterous rezidenes for me whgn
I wanted an esteemed change from my palace. DMy
joyfulness in wandering through the honoured Form-
rooms-and esteemed studics would be truly terrvifie

The only flyfulneas in the cintment would be their
esteemed emptiness. But even this drawback mighs
ba winfully overcome. For I could invite all my
ostecmed and honoured chums to spend a holiday
with me whenever they fels ke it, you zee. With
such familiar and ridiculons surreundings to atiract
them, I could always relyfully depend on an esteemad
full houze ! i .

The mora I think about it, the better this mwopderful

wheezy idon scoms to be, I shall certainly have to

leck into it inquirefully when I de leave Greyiriars

for good and ailfulness, )
Fortunately, that won't be for a longful timo vet [

HURREE SINGH.

Figher T, Fish hereby gives notice thot +f tho quys
in this one-horse show don'l soon accepd his offer fo
make their forlunes for them by investing their dough,
HE'LL LOSE INTEREST.

HAIL, KING

CRICKET

By HARRY WHARTON

Now for the best season of the year,
Ahend of us
lin ten weeka in which we shall wield
the willow and chase tho ball on the
pleasant playing-fields of Greyfriars, and
of the other schools we shall visit |

rand summer,
with plonty of sunshine and just
sufficient rain to keep a pitch in tip-
top condition is the wish upipﬁ;:;mat- in
comes the wish that Groyfriars. will
acquit hersolf well—particularly the

lads—the Crickket Senson !

That it will ba a

our minds to.day. Next

Remove team |

To hope for nothing, but keen, sports-
rAuous.

know before we start that right through
GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

manlike games iz supe

the scason keennesa and good sportesmanship
will predominate.

Qur readers will be glad to learn thst our
pitch on Little Side is as near perfection as
could be wished, The groundamen who
worked on it during the Easter—Jubilee.vae.
sgem to havo given it as much atténtion as the
First Eleven pitch on Big Bide—and the
latter has been compared favourably ' with
some of the finest pitohes in the country |

What of our team ' Well, you'll sgoon be
able to judge by results. It's early yot to
start boasting, but I know for a faet that our
best players are slready in fine fettle, Most
of thom spent part of their holidays _‘getgi:;g
into trim at home, and some-—nota ernon.
Smith and Redwing-—were fortunats emough
to get professional coaching.

Ono thing I can vouch for is that Inky is a
more deadly bowler than ever. 1 hold decided
opinions about that for a very good reason—
he clean.-bowled me three times running i
the firat tise matche

And incidentally, that dossn't mean that
WoiI'm off colour myself. I stood up to all-the
rest without the loss of a eingle stump]

We're all ae keon ag mustard. Even Bunter
has already started angling for the offer of a
place in the Form team—so far, however,

that

That’s Why He’s Blue!

Rough luck that the hottle of ink Skinner
was o ing under his coat to tip over Fisher
T, Fish ghould have had a crack in tho hottom,

Skinner waa trying to keep the jape a secret—
but bis intentions leaked out !

— s i p——

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

........

.:.-- Ca T 4 \.'- — -

oS PEOUTY ? ’
" GETTIN0, | o

without success |

Our opening mateh is with the Upper Fourth,
and I haven't the slightest @oubt that we shall
diapoge of Temple and his men without
diffieulty. After thet, comes the first ISt.
Jim's gamc—a storner tussle, but one which
we are anticipating with equal confidence.

A great scagon starts when the first match
iz plaved on Little Side this year.
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