


THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Wazxy !

1! E, he, he!l"” _

H It was quite a startiing

sound—in the Remove Form
Room during class,

Billy Bunter's fat cackle was heard
often emough in the quad, in the pas-
sages, and in the studies. When Billy
Bunter was moved to mirth, i was his
way to explode rather like a cracker.

But there was, or, at any rate, should
havo been, nothing of a mirthfui nature
going on im the Form-room while class
was on. Latin grammar was anything
but mirthful.

Mr. Qualch, the master of the Ramove,
was serwous—not to say solemn. - Most
of the fellows were serious.

Queleh had got on to deponent verbs.
The happiest nature could herdly -have
found anything amusing in deponent
verbs, = 3 :

The Form-reom was guite silent—till
Bunter suddenly axﬁl¢ded+ Hiz sudden
r:;-:ﬁ]a had almost the effect of o bomb-
shell.,

Queleh, ot his high desk, jumped,
Many of the fellows jumped.  All
stared round at Banter.

The Remove master had chelked on
the blackboard some samples of those
verbe which are passive in form, but
active in meaning, and a worry, any-
how. The jumiors were writing them
down. It was not, in -the gencoral

inion, & laughing matter. Yet, all
g?n sudden, BﬁIr ﬁunter went off like
a cracker.

“He, he, ho!*

“ Bunter |” came a deep rumble from
Mr. Quelch. -

“Oh!” gasped DBunter, recalled to
himself immediately by that deep
romble. *I—[ wam't ]ugfhin% sir 1™
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“What ¥

“J—I mean, I—I' didn't mean to,”’
stammered Bunter, evidently wishing
that ha hadn’.

Skinner, who was next to Bunter,
hastily covered his blotter, an which he
had been drawing a caricature of Mr.
Quelch.

He gave DBunter a glare of fierce
WATHIN.

But the fat Owl of the Remove waa
serious enough now. With Mr. Quelch’s
gimlnt eyes almost boring into him, he

id -not feel like cackling any more.

The Remove master came towards his

class. He picked up his cane as he
came—an action that made Billy
Bunter feel still more serious.

“ Bunter 1

“ Yes, sir]"”

““ What were you Iaughin%‘ at?"’

Bob Cherry winked at Ha Whar-

ton, who grimmed. Quelch, pldinly, was
very waxy. Only in  wvery waxy
moments was Quelch 0 far off his
grammatical guerd.  His usual style
was “ At what were you langhing?™

*I1—I wasn't!" geasped Bunter. ™1
meen, I-I didn’t! That i3, I never—
Oh lor’ 1™

“* Apparently,” said Mr. Quelch, with
almost ferccicus sarcasm, “vou find
somothing  entertaining in  deponent
verbs, Bunter,™

“Yes, sir. I—1 mean no, sir! Net
at all, =ir!"" groaned Bunter. * The—
the fact is, sir, I—I—]—"

“Well?" rapped the Remove master.

# [—I—I—I—"" stuitered Bunter.

“What do you mean, Bunter, by
that incessant repetition of a persomal
pronoun

Billy Bunter blinked dismally through
hiz big spectacles. Mr. Quelch came
round the desks.

Akinner, with his  Latin paper esre-
fully placed ever the comic picture he

AT

YARR—

.-'."-:r.‘-_ y, | w—e
-‘:‘IJI'II.'E":E"-"‘"I- :
Ny

E/

PR AN

ll / : T -
Ricg}}ﬁs

had drawn on hizs blotier, tried to. look
as if buiter would not melt in his
mouth., Bkioner could draw; and 1t
was quite & good carvicature of ks
Form-master, though not compliment-
ary. Skinner fairly shuddered at the
thought of that drawing meeting
Quelch's gimlet eyes.

Howaver, it was ite out of sight,
and Harold Bkinper hoped for the best.

Mr. Quelch examined Bunter's Letin
paper, while the rest of the Remove
looked om, wondering. He found the
usual collection of mis-spellings, blots,
and smears. A Latin paper for Bunter
was, sccording to some fellows, enough
to make a cat laugh. But it was nol
that paper that had made Bunter
langh. Quite well aware that some-
thing was “on,” Henry Samuel Quelch
was going to know what it was,

* Bunter 1"

“h dear!™

“1 insist,” said Mr. Quelch, “upon
being acqusinted with the reason for
vour unseemly outbreak of merriment
in clgss, Bunter ['?

“h, nothiog, sivl

“What?” _

“ Nothing, sir!"” groaned Bunter. *I
mean, anything! I—I was doing my
vub-vub-verhs, sir, and mever even
looked at Skinner.”

“Bkinner I repeated Mr. Quelch.

“0Oh, mno, sir!” gasped Bunter.
“Akinner wasn't drawing anything on
hiz blotter, sir! snd I never saw it
You see, I wam't looking.”

I never saw—=m=»"

“Oh, my betl” murmured Bob
Cherry.
Mr. Quelch’'s attention was tranps-

ferred from Billy Bunter to Harold
Skimer. That. humorous yooth, wish-
g thet he had neglected art in favour
of d t verbs, hardly breathed.
“ Skinper I’ ramhbled Mr. Quelch.
“¥Yes, sirl” gasped Skinner.
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“HRemove your Latin paper!"
“There's nrﬂthing, n_ii'J’

‘“Remove your Latin paper!”

Skinner, with shaking fingers, re-
moved the Latin paper. The entertsin-
ing sketeh on the blotter was revealed.

Mr. Qnmlﬂh‘s eves fized on it. Re-
move fellows stood up on all sides to
look. They eraned to stare ot that pie-
ture. Iverybody wanted a view. Fel-
lows whe were not near enﬂu%h to get
a “sguint,” asked other fellows, in
eager whispers, what 1% was.

It was quite 2 geod drawin
Quelch. But it exaggerated

of Mr.
is " strk-

ing features. Queleh’s nose was rather

long and thin. In Skinner's drawing
it was longer and thinner. His chin
was prominent. In Skinner's droawing.
it jutted like a promontory. Iis mouth
was firm. In Bkinner's drowing 1t
locked as if it was just going to bite.
There was an  awful raoment of
gilence while 3Mr. Queleh and o dozen
Remove fellows looked at that drawing.
The silence was broken by a sulmrme&
chuckle. It was immediately sup-
ressed: but it canght Queleh’s ear.
{iz gimlet eye gleamed round.
“Wilmot !'"
“(Oh, ves, sir!” gasped the new fellow
in the Hemove.

U ¥on find thisr amusing ¥
Wilmot was orimson.

“Vou will take a hundred lines,
Wilmot.” .

“Yez, air!”

CRall

“(h " muormurved Johnny Bull

%o will take & huandred lines, also.
And wvou, Vernon-Smith.”

There was no more chuckling in the
Remove. There was not the ghost of
a grin on a single face.

Mr. Quelch turned back to Skinner.

“ A very good drawing, Skinner,” he
enid. "1 ecommend vour skill, But the
Form-room iz not the place for cornic
drawing; neither iz your Form-master
a proper subject for disrespectful cari-
eaturc. You will stand out before the
claga, Skinner.”

Skinner limped out before the class,
Mr. Quelch followed him with a busi-
nesslike grip on his cane. ]

“Bend over that desk, Bkinner !”

Skinner Lent over the desk in the
lowest of spirits. The cane swished in
tho air.

Whaelk !

* O 1Y gospedd Bkinner.

Whack !

W YVow-ow ' howled Skinner.
Whack !
“Whooop I rorred Skinner.

“Yon may_ now go back to wour
place,’ said Mr. Quelch. “I trust that,

after this, Skinner, you will give your

attention to the lesson, otherwise—""

Mr. Queleh did not complete the sen-
tence.  He left the rest to Harold
Skinner's imagination. Skinner crawled
back te his place, giving Bunter a
look a3 he went that made the fut
junior gasp with apprehension.

Deponent verbs resumed the even-—or
uneven—tenor of their woy. There was
no more merriment in tho. Remove
Form Room. Nobody was fecling merry
—least of all, Billy fmntﬂr. IFivery now
ond then Skinner [ﬂgnm Bunter ¢ look
which wns as good ns a promise—the
kind of promise that Skinner was the
follow to keep. Billy DBunter almost
forgot the horrors of deponent verbs
in his deep approhension of what was
to happen to lim after class,

morning school, Bunier had not

. What he was #hiﬁking

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

A Fighting-man Wanted !

&t SAY, you fellows "
I “Run for vour lives!™ roared
Bob Cherry, ;
“Ha, ha, hat"™

Harry Wharton & Co, ran! Billy
Bunter stared after them through his
big spectacles in surprise and annoyanoe.

"1 say—"" he bawled.

But the Famous Five of Mo Remove,
leughing, disappeared across the quad,
Billy Bunter snorted angrily.

“Beastis 1 he hooted.

Bunter tvas indignant.

Iie had been misjudged ! Rolling up
to the Famous Five in the quad after
been
ahout to say “ What about the hols?¥—
as the juniors snpposed.

It was not, for once, on the subject of
making arrangements for the {Eaaiar
holidays that Bunter had been going to

spesl.

Still, the chums of the Remove had
natnrally supiposed that it was, It was
Bunter's chief topic lately.

But, in point of faet, Bunter had,
momentarily, forgotten that his arrange-
ments for Faster were still unsettled.
of was that
sinister gleam in Harold Bkinner's eye.

IHe had got Bkinner a whopping | He
had not meant to—but he had{ A good-
natured fellow wonld have made aliow-
ance for Bunter being such & howling

W‘

—
Jleiani—s2

Crawley by name and crawly

‘by nature is Erle Wilmot’s

enemy, who has come fo Grey-

friars from Topham School,

bent on irading a miserable
secret for a price !

A iamm

azs! But Skinner was not good-natured.
Skioner was malicious and vengeful;
and thouzh he had a short memory for
benefits, he lmd a very long one for
injuries, Bkinner, it was clear, was
going to “take it out ¥ of Bunter after
class. It was protection that Bunter
wanted.

Hod the Famous Five been aware of
that, they would not have run for their
lives, as Bob giar!u]l;r expreased it.
Wharton, or Bob, or Nugent, or Johnny
Bull, or Hurrce Singh would cheerfully
Lhave  punched Skinner if he started
punching -the fat Owl. But they wero
not aware of it—and they vameshed—
leaving tho hapless Owl on his lonely
own,

Bunter blinked round apprehensively.

Bkinner had been kept in a few
minntes, when the elass was dizmissed,
to destroy that picture on his bloiter,
by tearing it into the minutest {ragrments
and dmpﬁi‘.ng same into the wastepaper-
‘basket. ‘Lhat neceisary mct had to bo
dene in Skinner's own time, not in the
timo devoted to lessons. Which waa
fortunate for Bunter, as it geve him a
chance. of getting clear when the Form
came out; and, he huged, gecuring A
defenider all ready for Skinner !

‘Harry Wharton & Co. having disap-
eared, Bunter hurried over to where
Elarhnrt Vernon-Bmith was strolling.
The PBounder's glance twas not en-
couraging. Btill, he was a great
fighting man, good for two er threo
Skinners, i the fat Owl succeeded in

onlisting his scrvices.

“1 say, SBmithy——" began Bunter,

hopofully, “You're not afrald of that
ead Bkinner, I know.” )

“Hardly!” agreed Smithy, with a
grin. He guessed what was coming, and
it seemed to amuse him,

“1 say, if ho pitches inta me, you'll
handle him, won't you, old chap 1" ssked
Bunter auxiously.

“Not at all!”

“0h, really, Bmithy—" _

“You shouldn't hove given the chap
away to Quelch, you fat Owl! Serve
Tou right if ho kicke vou all round the
guad !

* J—I never meant to, you know [ I—I
can't understand how Quelch guessed
it, rezlly—="

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“Blessed if I. can see anything to
cackle at! I say, Smithy, you'd jolly
well handle Skinner, if you knew what
he had been saying about you ™

The Bounder came to s sudden halt.

“What's that?” he snapped.

“Ho ealls von awful names, old
follow ! said Bunter hopefully. *“He
soys you're always swanking about your
money that your father made diddimng

. paeple on the Stock Exchange, you know,

and—— g8y, wharrer Fou up t-n::r,.,
Smithy? Leggo my collar, will you?'
roared Bunter. i

Having shaken Bunter, rather like a
terrier shaking a rat, Vernon-Smith let
go tho collar as requested, and walked
Olt.

“Qooogh ! gasped Bunter. *Beast|
Qogoogh: I .

ile blinked round as he fa.sg:-ed n
terror of secing 8 vengeful Bkinner
emerge {rom the House.

Harry Wharton & Co. had proved
useless; Smithy worse than useless, Sa
for, in his search for a champion,
Bunter had ecaptured only s shaking.
He was glad to spot Eric Wilmot, the
new fellow in the Remove, and he rolled
over to him hastily.

“1 sav, Wilmot, old follow—""'

“Don't bother 1 Wilmot walked on.

“But I say—" howled Bunter,
rolling after him.

Wilmot accelerated. o dul Bunter.
With the corner of his eye Bunter conld
see Skinner coming out of the House,
locking about him in search of someone !
Bunter did not need telling who that
EOmMeons was!

He grabbed Wilmot by the sleeve.

“I gay, do stop a minute I he gasped,
“] say, don't be a beast, Wilmot, old
chap.”

“Lesve me balone, wyou fat ass!”
snapped  Wilmet, jerling his - sleeve
AWAY,

*“I say, don't you be shirty, old chap
pleaded Bunter. “ You had a fight with
Bmithy when you first came, and you
could handle Skinner as ecasy as any-
thin%—”

“Why the thum o

“I say, Skinner's down on you, old
chap!® =aid Bunter hurriedly. “He
makes out that vou were sacked from
vour last school—Taopham, rou know.
You're quite miztakén in thinking that I
looked at that lotter of yours from that
chap Crawley at Topham! I never did,
you know! Toesides, I nover told any-
hody what I saw in it. Not a word!
I wouldn't, you know.”

“Yeou fat idiot 1

“0h, reslly, Wilmet! I can tell you,
it was Hkinner all the time!” said
Bunter anxiously, “He's 3 nosey-

arker, and he nosed it all out some-
Enw—timt,'a how it about! Bee? I'd
weoll whop Skinner, if I were you.”
ilmot gave the fat Owl & black look.
It was owing fo Bunter's _spﬁ'm and
prying that he wastha talk of his Form,
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with all sorts of surmisés going round as
to why he had left his last school
Really, the fat Owl must have had =
hopeful nature to appeal to Wilmot for
pratection,

B! say, here he comes!” gasped
Bunter. 1 say, you stand by me, old
chapl If you know the awful things

Skinner's heen saying about you
Ho grabbed” Wilmeol's arm again.
Thae new junior jerked it sngrily

away and walked on under the elms.

{Once mora Billy Bunter was left minus

a defender,

It was too late to look for ancther.
Skinner had spotted him, and was bear-
ing down on him at & run,

‘Oh lor’ 1" gasped Bunter,

Ho scudded off., After him sendded
Skinner, with gleaming eyes and tight
lips, overhauling him fast. ]

Three Fifth Form men were walking
nnder the elms. In sheer desperation
Bunter panted up to them.

“1 ray, Coker, old chap—
gazped, _ )

Horace Coker, of the Fifth, looked at
him. He frowned purtnntﬂu.ﬁri ; Potter
and Greene grioned, Coker did not like
“old chap © from fags!

“What?" hooted Coker.

“Y aavy, old fellow—— Yarooooooh

Smaclk |

“Whooop 1* . i

Coker walked on, frowning, having
amacked Bunter's head for his cheek,
Evidently thero was no help from Coker
of the Fifth. ]

“Ow|” gesped Bpnter, rubbing the
place. “Wow!l Ohlor'|” He rolled off
again in flight; Skinner was close at
band now. .

“ Btop, ﬁﬂﬂ fat frog I howled Bkinner.

“Urrrgh I gasped Bunter. “Beast!™

“I'm going to smash youl!"”

G“E::’h crikeyl Xeep off, you rotterl
w1l
Bunter barged on desperately. But he

had no chance in a foot-race; he had

altogether too much weight to carry.

Skinner ran him down under the clms,
grasped him by the collar from behind,
and jerked him to a halt; almost suffo-

r
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cating Bunter in the procesa,
“Gurrrrggh I? gurgled tha Ow] of the
Remove, "“Urrgh! Leggo! You're

chiook — ¢hoo ook — chuck —chick—

choking me 1"

“You got me a whopping from
Quelch I” said Skinner grimly, “Now
I'm going to twist your arm—like
that—"

“Oo cgh *

“Anddike that—"

“Yaroooh 1

*“ And bang your head—liko that !

“Yooop | )
_Billy- Bunter roared [rantically as his
fat head smote the trunk of an elm.
He fairly bellowed.

" And——" Bkinner was going on.

He was not finiched yet. But at that

int he was interrupted. A stron
wnd grasped his shoulder and twiste
him away fiom Bunter. Ho spun round
with & gasp of pain and rage, and
looked the new fellow in the Remove in
the face. : s

“Stop that 1” said Eric Wilmot curtly.

ey g

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

A Row In the Remova !

T EEP him off}" yelled Billy
Bunter. .

Tha fat Owl leaned on tha

elm, spluitering for breath

and rubbing his head. There was a

pain in it whereo it had banged on the

tree.
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Wilmat stepped quictly between him
angd Skinnea. Tha latter clenched his
hands, his thin features working with
rage. The handsome face of the fellow
from  Topham was c¢oal and
contempiaous.

“¥ou checky rotter ! Skinner rubbed
hiz shoulder whera Wilmeol's prasp had
fallen. That strong, sinewy grip had
rather hurt the weedy Skinner. " What
are you barging in for, you cad "

“Leave Bunter alonel”

“What's it got to do with yomui”
howled Skinnce. " You heavd that fat
chd sneak to Queleh, and give me

awa X
A didn™t I  wailed Buanter. iz
never——",

“Bunter can't help being » fool,”
said Wilmet, “and if he got you a
whopping, yow've given him cnough for
tt. Mow leave him alone.”

“1 won'tl" yap 2kinnor.

“¥ou will I” said Wilmot guielly.

Skinner, with clenched hands, camo
on. 'The Topham fellow faced him with
s faintly disdainful smile, The fellow
who had steod up to the Bounder in
one of the toughest scraps in the history
of the Hemove was not likely to bo
Efraid of anything that Skinner could

a0

“Better chuck it," he said quietly;
and Bkinner. pausing in tune, realised
that it was good advice. " You can
bully Bunter, bui you can't handle me.
Don’t be an ass [

“¥ou're barging in to protect that
fat rotter—the fellow who spied into
your letters. and gave it away Lhat
you'd been sacked from your last
school 1" hissed Skinner.

“1 didn’t 1" howled Bunter. "I never
looked at tlhe letter. And there was
nothing about being sacked in it, either,
All Crawley said was that Wilmot had
done something-he had to leave for.”

“Shut up, you fab fool I” =mnapped
Wilmat,

"I'm only telling vou that I never
locked at your lettor, old chap ! gasped
Bunter.  “ My belief 15 that Skinner
must have scen-it, or how docs he know
that you were bunked from Topham ?"

“You hear him?” sneered Skinmer.
“Now perhsps you'll mind your own
bizney, and let me give him what he'’s
asked for."

Poerhaps Wilmot for a moment re-
gretted thay he had intervened. The fat

and fatuons Owl certeinly had very
small claim on bim. But he shook his

. hea:d.

“Leave Bunter alone 1™ he said.
“I'm going to rmash him [

“Then I'm going to stop you.”
“Keep him off 1”7 howled Buntor,

“Will you get out of the way,
Wilmot i . '

L] Nﬂ I!J

“¥ou cheeky cad ' yelled Skinner.

" Better language, please!” said
Wilmot, with a ghnt in s eyes. “I

don't allow anybody to call me names
like that, Bkinner.”

“¥ou!” howled Skinner. “A [fellow
who's been sacked from his school—
sneaking into Greyfriars because you've
got an uncle 8 master here to wangle
it for youl What lies did Hacker tell
the Flead to get him to let you in here,
Fou rotten outsider—**

Skinner broke off with a howl of
anguish, a.
him and
amnd thum

Tweak

“He, he. ke !”™ cackled Bunter.

“Halle, hallo, hallo!” came Dob
Cherry's roar " What's this game§”

The I?'amnua Five came up, as well as
a gooa meny other follows. The row

Wilmolt meade a stride at
abbed hiz noge with a finger

going on under the elms had atiracted
attention by that time.

“1 say, you fellows, Wilmot's pullinﬁ
Skinner's nose! He, he, he I" squeake
Billy Bunter,

Skimmer gof Lis nosa away.
rubbing it, splutterin
Marian's in the hailgac'l. it looked red
and raw.

YA fight! shouted Vernon-Smith.
“CGio for him, Skinner! 1'll hold your
jaeket [

Skinner gave the Bounder a bitter an
venomons Jook,

“Go i, Skinper!™ bawled Bolsover
major. “¥Yeou ecan't let a fellow puli
vour nosel Mila in 1Y

“Bmnebady phone for an ambulance I
exelaimed Bob Cherry. *'There will ba
real dainage dooa 1f Skinner's on the
jolly old war-path [*

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

"o it, Skinnor!”

Skinner did not “go it.” 1le would
have given a termt's pocket-money to
handle Wilmot as Smithy had once
idona.

“I say, you fellows, he's funky!"
Eig;gied Billy Bunter.

“You shut up, you fat worm 1" said
Wilmaot.

“Oh, really, Wilmot—"

“I'll make you sorry for this, you
cur I said Skinner, in a choking voice.
TWait till I find out why von were
sacked from Topham! Wo'll soe then
whether your Uncle Hacker will he able
to keep you here——"

“Do sou want vour nosa pulled
again 1 asked Wilmot econtempluously.
“If not, vou'd better shut up 1™

“You'd Dbetter shut wp, anvhow,
Skinner,” said  Harry Wharton.
“Thera's ¢l Hacker with an eye on
you,”

Mr. IMacker, the master of the Bhell,
was coming along the path under the
elms. His frowning face was turned
towards tho erowd of juniors.

Wilmat broathed hard. Whether his
uncle, My, Hacker, had heard anything
of tha. talk in the Remave, he did not
know, but he was very anxious for
Hacker not to heap

Unfortunately it was casy for Skinner
to read as much in lus face, and
Skinner was not the man f{o lose such
a chance, It was a sheer pleasure io
Skinner te see the master of the Shell
in the offing.

“Why did they boot you out of Top-
ham, you cad?” shouted Skinner, put-
ting on steam to make surc that Hacker,
who was still at some distance, should
hear.  “What did you do at Topham
to get the boot?”

“*Bhut up, Skinner I breathed Frank
Nugent.

“You know as well as I do that that
fellow was turfed out of Topham at the
beginning of the term!” retorted
Skinner, still in very loud tones. “And
they jolly well don't boot a wan for
nothing 1™

Mr. Hacker was secn lo come to g
siidden halt.

Evidently he heard.

“Bkinner, ryou
Wharton.

“FEverybody the
tha: banknote that

He stood
with rage., Like

cad ! muttered

ht he had pinched
rout lost the other

day,” went on Bkioner, *“The bank-
note  turned up, but  overybody
thought——"

"Will ven shut up!” snapped the
captain of the Remove.

*No, I won'tl Did you pinch any:
thing st Topham, Wilmot? = Was thai
what you were booted out for 7" howled
Skinner. .

“That's enough, and a little over,”
caitd Boh Cherry, and he grabbed hold
of Skinner and put am end to hik



remarks by bumping him headlong en
the groun :
Mr Ha-ker stood looking at the

group of juniors for & moment or two
with & startled facc that darkened and
derkened. Then he turned and walked
towards the House .

Wilmot glanced after him. Then he
walked away quietly, without a glance
to right or left, spparently unconscions
of the many curiouns eyes fixed on him.

‘Wil you let go, Cherry, you silly
fathead 7" came in gasping tones from
Skinner, wriggling in Bob’s grasp.

“Wot till Hacker's gone,'" answered
Bob. * You talk too much, Skinner, old
man. If you say any mere I shall tap
vour head on the ground—Ilike that !”

Bang |

0w 1" roared Skinner.
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Shkinnoer was
grasped his sho

“He, he, ha!l" cackled Bunter. *I
say, Bob, old chap, give him a [ew
more ! The beast was pitching into me,
vou know when Wilmot stopped him.
I gay, if you'll hold him, I'll jolly well
kick him—see "

“Homebody boot that fat frog!” said
Bob. And there was a roar from
Bunter as Johuny Bull obliged.

Bally Bunter hastily reti from tha
spot. e preferred to be at s sale
distance from Bkinner, whon Bob

Cherry reloased him.

He overtook Wilmot. The dark look
the new fellow gave him would have
warned any other fellow off, but Billy
Bunter was _impe:vim.la to locks, how-
EVEr expressiva.

“I say. Wilmot, old chap!” said
Bunter. *I say, you can tell & pal, you
know What did they boot you out of
Tapham for !

“What 1" ejaonlated Wilmot.

“1 won't let it go any further, old
fellow,” smid Bunter. You can tell
e, hat did they sack you for?

EE

-
+
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Skinner thinks you
Did you, old fellow
Eri¢c Wilmot did not answer that
guestion in words. He took hold of
Bil.le! Bunter’s collar, jerked him off
his feet, and sat him down on the earth
with & bump that almost shook the
old quadrangle of Greyfriars. :
Bunter roared.
Wilmot walked on, and left
roaring.
“Ow1” gasped Bunter, as he stag-
rod up. ‘R’nwl He's a worse beast
ﬁfun Skinner—— Wow ! Pitching into
a chap, Just for asking him a friendly
question—— (hw! Beast! Wow!”
Bunter was still curious to know why
Eric Wilmot had left Topham. But
he sagely decided not to ask him any
more [endly questions!

?E’,imh“d something.

him

FoF g

]

who Intervened.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
The Limit !
it NE for you, Wilmot!¥ called
O ouk azeldene, with =
laugh.

And eome other fellows
laughed.

It was morning break the following
day, and some of the fellows had come
along to look for letters in the rack.
Bil Bunter, of course, wes there,
blinking over tho letters through his
big spectacles, in the vain hope of spot-
ting one addressed to himself which
might contain the celebrated postal
order ho had been so Euxg; expecting.
But there was none for Bunter; that
postal order was still delayed in
transit.

Other fellows were taking down
letters, and a good ma,r_uly glanced at
one addressed to Eric Wilmot. It bors
the postmark of Tc-{pham, the town near
Itz old school—so fellows did not need
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tEIlin§ that it had come from that
echoo :

Fellows who were not inguisitive like
Bunter, or malicious like Skinner,
could not help being a little curious
about Wilmot and his former school,

All the Remove knew that Bunter
had pried into a letter from a fellow
there, in which, according to Bunter,
that fellow had mentioned that Wilmot
had done something at Topham, for
which he had had to go.

Nobody, of course, would have
dreamed of taking Buntor's word on
any subject whatever. Bob Cherry had
declared that :f Bunter had said it was
raining, a fellow would have to look
ﬁgt 0 the window before he believed

mn !

Still, 1t was fairly clear that Buonter

Billy Bunter’s fat head on the ¢lm when he was suddenly Interrupied. A palr of strong- hands
, and dragged him backwards. * Stop that 1** It was Eric Wilmot, the new boy In the Reinove,

could hardly have invented such a
story entirely out of his own fat head.
Neither had Wilmot denied it. Injudi-
cious fellows who hed asked him
blunt guestions, had been told to mind
their own business, or answered only
with a stare.

That, of course, might be only dis-
dainful pride; and Wilmot certainly
was & rather proud and reserved

fellow. But 1t was quite easy to think
of another motive, quite different from
pride, for vrefusing to make any
explanation.

On the other hand, if Wilmot really
had been “turfed ' out of Topham, it
was rather odd for a Topham man to ba
in correspondénce with Kim ak his new
school, An expelled fellow was more
likely to be dropped as dead as =
doornail .

Wilmot, as he came along, was

reeted by Hazel's remark and a laugh.

is handsome face coloured a little.

Twe Maaxer Lispary.—No. 1,470,
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To a fellow who was proud and
sensitive, it waa not pleasant to be
an object of curicsity and discussion.

But he answered ciuil:rtlj_ “Thanks,
Hazeldena!” took the létter ‘down and
put it into his pocket. Clearly, he was
not going to open it on tho spot in the
presence of other fellows, He walked
out into the quad with if.

“I =ay., vou fellows, that letter's
from the samo chap!” said Billy
Bunter. “That chap Crawley, who
wrota to him lost week. I know the
fist.”

“ And how do you know it, Bunter 7"’
asked Lord Mauleverer quietly.

“Yen, how " grinned Hazel. * You've
told us that you never locked at
Wilmot's letter last week, as well as
what was in 1™

T Hﬂu -hh ha I*

“0Oh, really, Hazel! I hope I'm not
the fellow to look at a fellow’s letter;”’
said’ the fat Owl. “I told Wilmot I
never looked at it. and he pitched into
me with a ruler, all the same. They
must be rather cads, at Topham, not to
take a fellow's word ! '

T HE. hﬂp hli"

“Queer that Wilmot's got a friend
left at Tﬂ%ham, if ha was bunked,™

remarked Peter Todd.
“Ha jolly well hasn'tI” grinned
Bunter. “That fellow Crawley 13 no

friend of his, I can tell you. ¥ou
should have heard the names Wilmet
was calling him, when he was reading
his letter the other day !
“You fat ass!™ said Peter. “Ho
must be a pal or lLe woulde't he

writing 1"

“His letter wasn't pally!™ chuckled
Bunter. “Ha jolly well said—
Beast | Wharrer you kicking me for,

Mauly, you rotteri”
PPy = ol
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“Tip to chut upl? explaived bis
lordship.

“Beast !'" roared Bunter. ;
“Oh, don't :op him!” chortled

L]

Bolsover major. a's just going to
tell us what was in the letter he mever
saw 1"

“Ha, ha, hal™ .

Harry Wharton & Co. went ont into
the. quad after Wilmot. The Famous
IMiva were the only fellows in  tho
Eemova who koew Wilmot's secret,
But, they knew, for a fact, what all the
other iefl-:.wa mora or less suspected.

“1 suppose that’'s another letfer
from that chap Crawley " Bob Cherry
remarked.
fellow want Lo write for, when Wilmot's
made it plain he deesn’t want him to1”

“Rubbing it in, I suppose, beenuse
they were cnemies at Topham '’ said
Harry, with s curl of the lip. " Musk
be an awful ocutsider 1”

“Rotten toad!™ s=ald Johnny PBall.
“If he believes that Wibhot did what
he was accuszed of, he has a right to
cut him—but net to tount him. And
I suppose they all believe it at
Topham."

They came in sight of Wilmot, stand-
ing under one of the elms, reading hisg
letter. hdy exchanged uncomfortabls
glences as they saw hum

Wilmot's faco was pale with intense
anger; his lips moving, as if he was
muttering to himself

Obviously, that letter from Topham
was disagreeable—so verﬁ' much so that
Wilmot, in his anger, had rather for-

otten that he was in full view of any
ellow who happened to pass.

*(h, the cur I’* he muttered sloud, as
the juniors camo along. “The toad 1”

Ho glanced up, fushing erimson, aa
he saw the chums of the Hemove. He
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2 at the dickens does the .

thrust 1he letter hastily inte his
pocket.

He made a movement to wallk away,
annd then, changing hia mind, joined
the IMamous Five.

“Anything upi” asked Boly Cherry
—a rather superfucus guestion.

Wilmot nodded.

“¥Yes! I—I don't know what to do!
You fellows—" He broke off, flush-
ing again, a deep ecrimson.  But,
never mind, I dare say you've heard
guite enough of my rotten affairsi®

“Don't be an zss, old chapl" said

Harry Wharton, “We'ra your friends
—and if there's anything we c¢an
do-—-"

* Friendsa ™ muttered Wilmet, “I
had plenty of frienda at Topham, and
every one of them turned me down
when the crash came. I've not had a
word from one of them—not from a
friend, only from an enemy!” Ha
crumpled the letter savagely in his
haopd. “You fellows must be asses, %o
stand by me here, when you know why
I was kicked out! What makes you
believe in me "

“Well, we do!” said Harry, with a
smile. " Leave it at that! But, look
here, Wilmot, can’t you get that man

Crawley to stop writing? Bince
Bunter started tattling, vour letlers
fi?m Topham  keep the cackls
glivpom——:"

“I've tried! But—you don't know
the man!” said Wilmot, bitterly. " At
Tepham, I wouldn't have touched hin
with & bargepolel WNow ha has tho
upper hand. wai one of the games-
men; hoe was a crawling toad, always
up to some rvotten game—breaking
bounda after lights-out, backing horses
with seedy bookmakers—that =ort of

toad! Goodness knows how he's gob
through so long without heing found
out and bunked., It will come some

day—I shouldn't wonder if it's on ithe
way now—Iirom what he writes.”

Hao breathed hard.

“ Look at the letter,”” he said. ™ Tell
me what to do! I can’t go to Hacker
for advice—it's not a matter I can put
to lhim. Goodness knows what I can
do! My uncle got moe 1n here, and if
ib all enme out, what would his position
bhe—a Form-master at a8 Public school,
whoze ncphew had been sacked from
another school for theft? I can’ risk
that-=Hacker’s done too much for me.”

“But  what—"" Wharton was
puzzled. “Whnat doea the iellow
want i

“Money I sald Wilmot savagely.

The chume of the Remova hblinked
ab him.

“You can't mean— exclaimed
Bob.

“He's got inte a difficulty—not the
first! Fe has three or four narrow
escapes every term, I believe,”’ said
Wilmot bitterly. "“This time it scems
to be pretty serious, from what he zays.
I know at ths be-giﬂning of the term
—I was at Topham the first week, you
lknow—he was pretty badly up agsinst
it—lots of the fellows knew le owed
o man money from the term before,
and was being dunned for it, He
scems to have got out of that all right
—now he's in another scrape of the
samo sort. Look ™

He shoved the crumpled letter info
Harry Wharton’s hand

The Famous Five read it together.
They did not wonder, when thoy had
read it, that it had made Wilmot psle
with anger. It ran:

“Dear Erie,—~I've had your letter,
and if you don't want fo see me at
Greyfriars, all right. But one gobd



turn deserves another. Woen you were
here, at the beginning of the term, 1
esked von for & loan.  You refused
then, I'm osure yon won't refuse now.
T'in  protky severely pushed for a
five-pound note. That's not & lot to
Vol Can you manage it? I'dl
rather have it by post; buot if you
wonld rather I came over and talked
it over, I'll drop in  on Woednesday
afternoon.
“Your old pal
S ORAWIEE."”

Harrvy YWharton drew a deep hreath.
From Wilmot's description, he had becen
alle to form some idoa of what Master
Crawler, of the Fourth Form at
Tophain, waos like, and he had doubted
whether Wilinot's dislike had not miz-
led him. But he knew now, beyond
doubt, the kind of fellow Crawley was.

It was diffieonlt to believe Lhat any
fcllow eould be base enough fo trade
on his knowledge of a miserable secret.
But that, orly too clearly, was whak
Crawler of Topham was doing !

“Well,'” suid Bob, “of all the worms,
that—"" :

“0f all the toads——"" =aid Nugenl.

“The wormfuloezz is az terrifie as tho
toadfulness " murmared Hurreo Jamaet
Ham Singh.

“ Lot him eowe ! said Johnny Ball.

“What 7

“I'd lat him eome, and give him tho
Liggest thrashing of his Iife when he
gots here ! zaid Johinny Bull

“Not a bad stunt!™ said Bob.

Wilmot gave a harsh laugh.

“And hear him shouting it all out
the minuie afterwardsi™ he exclaimed.
“I daren't touch him, and he knows it.
I've kicked ithe cad at Topham—here, I
dnn’f know what I could do if he kicked
"

“Oh 1" said Johnny, He had not
thought of that, * You think he’d be
mean enough to give vou away -

“Vou don't know him! That is what
i3 ecalled blackmail "' eaid Wilmot
savagely. “If I don't send him five
pounds he will eomo here—and show me

np! That's what he means by talking
it oveor.™
“"Could ant fellow ba sieh o rotber

as that?” muttered Nugent.

“"WNot even Crawley, think. unless
he was pretty seriously up agninst it,”’
said Wilmet. * That's why I think he's
up for the sack this itime, if he doesn’
geb clear. That lelter’s from a fellow
who's desperate.®™

Harry Wharton nodded.

“ILwooks like it,™ ho said.
pecting the crash
anyithing, cven wl
mail, to sav
kick him out the better.
thing is the Limit."

“He won't be kicked out if he ean
help itk could managoe the five
pounds,” said Wilmot, * But——"

He broka off, at the looks on the faces
of his friends.

“Yon mean thab wyonu
advice 1" nsked Harry.

“That's why I've shown vyou the
letter. 1 don't know what to dol I've
pot my uncle to think of ! muttered
Wilmot.

“I understand that, of course. But
vou ean’t do as this rotter asks. Even
if yvou eould stretch a point, with your
conscience, to Lkeep him quiet, it
wouldn’t be any unse1” said the captain
of the Remove. “If five ponnds would
get him out of this scrape, it wouldn't

et him out of the next. Isn't he o
cllow to get into another?*

“I've told you he's always up to the
neck in some blackguardly row, I
know ho was up agninst it just like

“EHea's ox-
and he's cabchimg at
b amounts to black-

This kind of

want our

his neck., The sooner they |
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this, at the beginning of the {erm.”

“Yell, then, what would be the use?
It wonld be only putting it off. You
can depend on it, that if you let =
rascal Eibt money from you by threats,
vour will never got shut of him,”

“That's solid commen-sense | agreed
Johnny Bull. *It's never right to do
what's wrang—and never zense, either.”

“But—he will como here on Wednes-
dav " muttered Wilmot. “There will
be ne keoping him away.”

YWon't thera?” said Bob. * He will
have to come by train, I suppose, from
such a distance as Tophom.” .

S What about that?” asked Wilinot,
with a stare,

“It's a h.lf-holiday here, on
Wednesday I** said Beb, with & grin.
“And there are lols of ways of per-
suading o fellow not to play s dirty
trick, Dipping his head n a ditch is
opo way.'

"Oh T pasped Wilmaot.

“Alter we've been persuading lum a
hittlo while, I think very likely he will
look on (ireyiriars as the best spol on
earth to keep away from!” said Bob.
“I think wvery likely he will just hate
the thought of dropping in again.”’

There was a chuckle from the Co.

Wilmot stood silent for a few
moments, Then his eclouded, harassed
face broke into a grin.

“I never thougnt of that ! le said
glowly. "It's not a bad stunt. Tf roun
fellows back me wp—-""

“Ta the last bean, old scout.”

“Then it's a go !

And o “go ik wos!

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Dark Doubts!

: R. HACKER moved restlessly
M abput his study -

A pile. of Form papers

awalted his atfention on his

fable. But he did not glance at them.

His brow was deeply imttn:-:l, his lips

set hard. Every now and then he

glanced at the door, evidently in ex-
poactation af a vieitor.

Mre. Hacker was not n good-tempered
man, and he had o rather acid disposi-
tion. But he hod & sense of duty, and
he had stood by his nephew, who had
been expelled from Topham School—to
the extent of using his influence with
Dy, Locke, to give the hapless boy
another chance at Greyiriars, It was a
big thing he had done, for if the facts
came out at Wilmot's now school, it was
g scrigus enough prospect for DMr
Hacker, !

Now, it seemed,
coming ouk

Ever since he had overheard Skinner
in the quad the day before, Mr. Hacker
had been thinking and worrying about
that. He hardly dared face the prospect
of the school knowing that his nephew

the facis were

had been “sacked ™ in disgrace.
Neither was hiz belief in Wilmot so
firm and unsheken as he hoped and

believed that it wag. He had not a
trusting disposition, and he knew that,
on the ovidence, he would have con-
demned anyono but his own relative. As
a logical man, he had to admit that it
wae illogical to persist in regarding a
hoy as innocent, samply because that
boy happened te be his nephew L
There had alwavs been a lingering.
tormonting doubt at the back of
Hacker's mind. He drove it away—but
it would not guite go, The affair of Mr.
Trout’s lost banknote had been an over-
whelming shoek to him. True, that
banknote had turned u? again: 1t had
been lost, not stolen. Wilmot, clearly,
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had had mothing to de with it. Never-
theless, the effect of that shock remained
on Hocker's mind.

Now, it seemed, his nephew's past Wacs
coeming out—after all his warnings to the
boy to be careful. What he had done
for Wilmot, ho had done with mangy
doubts and many misgivingz. And
npw——-— v

There was a tap at the door, and Eruc
Wilmot entered. Ha shut the door after
him, quietly, and stood facing his uncle.

His face was grave, and grew darker
as he looked at Mr. Hacker. Wilmot
was by no means ungrateful; he knew
only too well what Hacker had done
for him, and the risk invelved for the
mpster of the Bhell in doing it. But
all the kinder emotions were checked in
the presence of a hard, cold man, whose
sense of duty, strong as it was, was
mingled with fussy petulance, and had
little to do with personal affection.

“I sent for you some time ago, ric ™
snapped Mr. Hacker.

"I was out of gates, sir,
just heard it

“Veory well, very well, it does not
matter, as you are here. What iz all
this 1 have heard ! said Mr. Hacker.
“¥You were cautioned over_ and over
again to say nothing here of Topham
—never even to mention that school.
Yet I find that your misadventure there
is the talk of the juniors.” .

“Y never did mention Topham, =ir!"
said Wilmot quietly, It came out by
aecident—"

“¥ou should not have allowed it to
come out by accident.”

“1 eould mot help it, sir! I played
football for Topham at St Jude's at
the beginning of the term. That was
where 1t—it happened, as you know. A
St. Jude's fellow eaw me about, and

I've only

knew e, of course, by =ight, and
)

“And told the boys here !

' Yﬂﬂa“

“Not about what happened in tha
dressing-room "at St. Jude's on that
accasion I exclaimed Mr. Hacker.

Wilmot crimsoned.

“No! They don't know that at Bt
Jude's, It was kept dark there—anly
the Tepham team knew.” '

Mr. Hacker grunted. He was pro-
parcd to blame his nephew, but he im:l
to admit that this, at all events, was not
Wilmot's fault.

“But even if it became known that
vou had been at Tt_'riuhnm, which, per-
aps, was unavoidable, fromdawhat you
say, nothing eclse need hate Lecen
known!” he snapped. “If the Bt
Jude's boys knew nothing—="

“Nothing at all ¥

“Then nothing can have been learned
here from that source; but something
has been learned, from what tho
wretched boy Skinner was shouting in
the quadrangle vesterday.”

“I know," muttered Wilmet,
wasn'tk my fault A prying cad of a
fellow looked at a lotter I was reading,
over my shoulder, and saw something in
it; not the whele story, of course, but
a reference to my having to leave
Topham."”

Mr. Hacker etared st ham.

“You have been so injudicious, so
thoughtless, so undutiful as to keep up
correspondence with  your  former
school I ho exelaimed. “VYou have let
Topham boys know that you are al
Greyiriars 1" .

“Nol Oune fellow nosed it out, know-
ing that I had an uncle who was a
Form-master here. ¥ou used to come to
Topham sometimes, sir, and Crawley
gaw you and so ha nosed it out——"

grsw]ar! Wha is Crawley T
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“ A fellow in the Topham Yourth.”

“If he is a friend of yours, you thould
have warned him not to write to you
Lere.”"

“He's not a friend; he's a rotien
worm, and he likes rubbing itan 1™ said
Wilmot bitterly.

“At all events, you.should never have
ellowed a lettor to be seen, even by a
pr:,-iirgi boy.  You should have been more
careful.” .

Wilmot was silent. It was nob easy
for the most careful fellow to l-:ee.% his
affairs from the knowledge of Billy
Bunter.

“ A letter with the Topham postmark
should not even have been placed in the
rack, to draw attention,” muttered My,
1lacker. “I am surprized that Quelch,
whoe knows the facts, should—"

“He handed ma 3"3 first letter in hia
study, siv, privatcly, for that reason.
But after it becams i&nﬂru]]j known
that I had been ab LTopham letters were
put in the rack with the othera. But
that was nof.the trouble, The fellow
I've spoken of never tock it out of the
vack ;- he wouldn't dare. He spicd over
my shoulder—=>"

“You have bgen careless1”

Wilinot was sulent again.

“Now, tell me,” said Mr. Hacker
barshly—" how much is known?®

“Nothing's ‘kngwn for certain, sir;
only the fellows have & pretty clear idea
that I had to get out of Topham for
s0me reason.’’

“They do not know-that you were ex-
pelled on the ehargy of having pilfered
tha boy Raleigh’t notecase in the
dressing-room st 3t Jude's ¥

Wilmot's face erimsoned again.

“No, sir,” he said in a low voice.

"“No one knows that i’

Wilmot hesitated.

“Five fellows know it, sir; I couldn’t
leep it from them, owing to cireum-
stanecs.  But they're my friends, and
they belicve in me and stick to me,”

g%'ﬂhu are they 1™ .

“ Wharton :mcfr MNugent, who are in mny
study, and their friends Bull and Cherry
and Hurree Singh.” i

“They knew the facts—and still
believe in you I

[ EB.J!

“{Oh 1" =aid Myr. Hacker.

seemed to derive some comfort
from this, Parhafu the discovery that
five schoolboys believed in Wilmet, re-
gardless of appearances, hﬂl_peé' to
strengthen his own wavering faith. THe
remalned seilent for some time, movin
restless|f about the study, Wilmot stand-
ing as still as 2 statue, waiting.
It 18 unfortunatn that anyono
knows,” said Mr. Hacker st last; *still
mora unfortunate that suspiclon 13
abroad genorally.  You must know,
Eric, that if the facls come to genecral
knowledge you caunot remain here.”

“1 know,” zaid Wilmeot, wincing.

“I hoped that every connection with
your {mst raight ba broken. It is clear
that I hoped too much,” muttered Mr.
Hacker,  “I had faith in you, Eriec.
WE‘EJE I did proved that I had faith in
‘au

“I hope yvou have not lost it, sir,”
said Wilmot. * I've done nothing heve,
at any rate, {o make you change your
opinion of me.”

“That is true mutterad Mr.
Hacker. “I do you that justice. That
is true. And yet—" e stopped his
hurried, worried movements, stood
facing his nephew, and fixed hiz oyes
on the pale, handsome face with a
Eenetmtm , searching stare, “Yet I

!l‘l‘

ope and believe, Eric, that vou were
inngcent. And vet why has nothing of
the truth, in fhat case, been

discovered ?
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“The fellow whoe did it is not likely
lo own up, - I suppose,™ said Wilmot
wearily. “I've no chance unless he is
found out.”"

“That i3 not the point. Do you zup-
ose that I have been idle?" sznapped
AMr. Hackor. "“Taking your word that
vou were innocent, I have, of course,
taken what steps wers practicabla to
p;‘qve vou innecent, Nothing has come
of 1t,7

“1 don’t geo what——>"

“If you are guilty, Eric, the steps 1
have taken wi]ig bring home yvour guilt
to you beyond the shadow of a doubt.™

Wilmot's li'p enrled.

“I'm not afraid of that,” he answered.
*I you're afraid of it, sir, I can only
say I'm sorry.™

“I believe you,” said Mr. IMacker—
dubiously, Thowever, e
believa you, Erie but—" Ile set his
lipg, “ Nothing has come of the investi-
gations that have been made—afier all
these weeks”

"But what—"" asked Wilmot.

“ Tt should be F]ailti ta you ™ snapped
Mre, Hacker. "The boy Raleigh's note-
case was taken in the dressing-room
during, or after, the football match at
St Jude's. The weallet itself was seen
to drop from your pocket when you were
putting on your jacket; the meney was
missing. According to your story., the
empty wallet must have been placed
thera by the thief—no doubt, in such o
manner that 1t would fall out when you
handled the jacket.”

“1 suppose 0.

“It is not a case for supposing. If
yvou are innacent, you know 161" snappod
Mr, Hacker. *“There was certainly a
thief—either you, or another Topham
bay. If you are innceent, that boy de-
liberately extracted the money, and
placad the wallet where it was found
to secure himsell by placing hig guilt
an,your shoulders. A dren-:FfuI act, in
which it 1s hard to helieve™

“Hard or not, that's what must have
lm‘;;:imnnd, Y
- % 1—I believe so. Was there any boy
in the football teamn who- disliked you
Tr:rg mch 7

“"They were all my friends—all good
pals-—every man of them. But there
were other fellows who came over with
us for the match, all decent chaps,
except one fellow—that cad Crawley,”
said Wilmot. “PBut I don't sca 1t's

roved that the thief was a Topham
ellow. Anyone might have slipped into
the dressing-room and gone t!’:r:}ugh the
pockets and shoved Raleigh's notecase
into another jacket to cover up his
tracks.”

“You zeom very keen Lo speak up for
the school that has turned yom ont in
disgrace,” said Mr. Hacker, with savagse
sarcasm. Unheeding the painful flush
that dyed Wilmot's pala face, he wont
on: “The thief was a Tupl:iarn boy.
Ouly & Topham boy could have known
where to look for o large sum of money.
It was not customary, I presume, for a
Topham boy to carry banknotes in his

ocket,'?

“0d Raleigh always had a lot of
money.”

“"IMis headmaster should not have por-
nutted 1t 1" snapped My, Hacker, “ 1t is
seandalous for o schooalbay to have the
sum of ten pounds in his pocketat? Tt
was a tewnptation to o dishonest school-

fallow—-"’

“Wo Topham fellow—" hegan
Wilmot.

“Be zilent! Some Topham hoy cor-

tainly is a thicf=—vou or another! You
male me begin to doubt whether it may
not be vou,” said Mr. Hacker harshly—
“all the more because the note cannot
be traced.”

“Traced I repeated Wilnot,

certainly .

1 suppoze von know that banlinobns
ave numbersd 1" spapped Mr. Hacker.
“¥onr headmaster  at Topham  was
mleased to find my nepliew guilty of
theft, Do you imagine that I wasy
willing to leava tho matter thera? In-
vestigation has been going on, and I
admit that your late headmaster has
iven me all the nssistancée in his power.
‘The money taken was in the form of o
five.poundd note and currency notes.
Tho latter cannot be traced; bot thoe
five-pound “nota certainly can if it is

ut into circulation. That 18 a matter
or the poliee.”

“The police " gasped Wilmot. :

* Most. decidedly ! What ara the polica
for, oxcopt to clear the innocent and to
aumizh the guilty T T'he number of that
ive-ponnd note—00002222—has beon clr-
culated. If it is found, the thicf will--
or, nt least, mav—be traced.”

“Oh 1" gasped Wilmot, ]

“Nothing has heen heard of the note,
after all these weeks,’ went .an My,
IMTacker. “It cannot have been passed
yeb,  That i3 what troubles and sor-
prises me. Only a hoy in desperate neec
of money could commit sueh o dreadful
act; yeb it appears that he has not spent
tha maoney,” ] ] .

“He might funk it,” said Wilmat,
“"He mightn't dave.™

“ 1o must have intended to dare when
ho took the hanknote,” said Mr, Hacker.
" Perhaps he has lost his nerve. But af
tho note! ¥et it had not been passed |
vostigation 13 futiJe. DBut——"

Again ho looked at the junior scarch-
ingly, almost doubtingly.

“ ¥ou must see how it looks, Frie,” he
said at lask. *The wretched boy must
have intended to use the five-pound note.
1f he was discovergd..as “the thief ho
would not dare to do =o; but, other-
wise X

“(Oh heavens " breathed Wilmotb.

Ile could see now what was torment-
g hiz uncle's troubled mind, A dis-
rovarcd thief would not dare to pasa a
stalen note, Undiscovered, he would tako
the risk, as ho must have intended to
do. If Wilmot was innocent the thicf
was still undiscovered—and wounld pass
tho note! Yet it had not heen passed !

The colour dreined from Wilmot's
face, leaving it almost haggerd. Blr
1lacker, almost as pale, watched him.

*Tric,” he muttered at lIast, "if—if
vou have deluded me—if you have done
this dreadful thing—"

“You think that i muttered YWilmot
huskily., “Yoa know what it looks
liket  Tf you think that send ma away
from here. I wish I'd never come to
Groyfriars; if you couldn’t believe in
me, right up to the hlt, you shouldn't
hava gmugﬁt me here. Lot me go
awa e

“The term 18 near its end,” said M
Hacker. “In a [ow days we break up
for lHaster. I shall have to consider
whether you can retnrn here ofter the
holidays, Feie. After all my warnings
vour past has becomae tho tolk of the
Form—whether it is your fault or not is
immaterial, it does not alter the fact |
No discovery has been made to clear
vou—and I had every reason to hoge
that—" 1le broke off. Heard as he
was, worried as he was about his éwn
position, Hacker conld not help taking
pity on ihe whito misery In ilmot'a
face. His voice was kinder as he want

=mnap

on: “‘Believe me, Erie, I still hava

faith in you, though_ I am soroly per-

plexed. Leave me now, my boy.”
Wilinet was glad encugh to go.

Left nlone, Mr. HHocker resumed hiy
restless pacing of tho study. He
balieved, at least he tried his hardest
te belicve, in the boy from Topham,
yet every step taken to prove the boy's
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** Now, answer me, short and sharp ! ** said Coker. * Is it rue that you were kicked ouf of your last school 2 **
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J';'

By way of

answer, Wlimot stepped forward and smacked Coker fairly across ihe face with his open hand. Smack ! * Ooococogh ! **

innocence seemed to blacken the shadow
of guilt on him. The master of the
Bhell was, 83 he had said, sorely
perplexed.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Smack !

+ RETTY thick ! said Coler of
Pri
It was the next mornin
that Horace Ucker of the Fifth
PForm made that remark to his friends,
Potter and Greene, in the guad after
marning school,

To what Coker was alluding his
{riends did not koow, t-h:::u?h they could
guess that it was probably something
that was no concern of Qoker. That,
indeed, almost went without =aying.

“If it's true,” went on Coker, "the
sooner he's turfed out the better.™

“Whe 1" yawned Dotter. “No bieney

of yours, Coker, if Price smokes
cigarettes in his study—"
“Pm uob talking about Price! Blow

Prica! I'm talking about that kid—his
name's Wilson, 1 think—eor Wilkins—
no, Wilmet.”

Coker made a gesture towards a
Remove junior who was in the quad at
a little distance. Potter and Greene
glanced at him without much interest.

- “That's old Hacker's nephew, isn'd
it?* aaked Greene,

1 believe so 1™ said Coker. * Accord-
ing to what I hear, he came here from
ancther school after being bunked. I
tear that his Form are full of it

“Rot 1" said Potter “A beak's
nephew | I shouldn't take any notice of
far tattle, Coker, old man.”

“If you think I'm the man to take

any notice of fag tattle, George Potter,
Tl :

“Aren't vou " asked Potter.
“Don't jaw!” ssid Coker erossly.

gasped Coker, taken by surprise,

“What a fellow you are for jawing,
Potter. I believe yvou'd jaw the hind
leg off a mule’ Coker frowned.

Greyiriars 1sn't a home for fellows
sacked from other schoole. If it's true
he ought not to have come here—and he
_'Dught- to be booted out, seo?™

“Don't shout, old mant!” advised
Greene.  “There's the kid's beak over
yonder, Te mifghtn‘ls Iike to hear that
you think one of his crew is a throw-out
rom another show,”

Coker did not even glance towards
AMr. Queleh, who was taking a walk in
the guad befoere his lunch, which was
the school dinner. Beaks had ne terrors
fm; L”h:;kalrl ﬂ[ttllﬂ Flfth.ﬂ] L

“1 call it pretty thick,” went on
Coker. “If it's true I really don’t know
what the Head thinks he's up to.”

" Might ask him !” snggested Potier,
with & private wink at Greene.

“Well, a chap ecan't very well do

that " said Coker, who was never
known to guess when his leg waa being
pulled. *'0ld Locke would most likely

shut me up pretty sharp if I did,”

Potter and Greene grinned. There
was little doubt that, had Horaco Coker
inguired of the majestic Head of Grey-
friars School what he was up to, Coker
would have been shub up sharp—very
sha?? indeed |
_"I'm going to ask the kid whather
it's true or not,” said Coker. *I'll get
the truth out of him, you can bank on
that! And if it's Lrue——"

*You'll turf him out of Greyfriars?”
asked Potter, with another wink at
Greene with the eve that was farthest
from Coker.

“Well, I can’t exactly do that 1" said
Coker, =still blind to leg-pulling.
“You're rather an ass, Potter, if you
don’'t mind my mentioning it. _ Still,
something will have to be done, I don’t
think fellows ought to stand it—a man
bunked from another school ecoming

here, It's too thick! I heard one of the
Remove kids—that weedy rat Bkinner—
saying that it was a {acr. Ho waa
speaking out loud_where a lot of seniors
could hoar him=~I noticed some of the
Sixth heard him, one or two prefects!
From what 1 make out it's getting to bo
the talk of the Lower School. It jolly
well won't do.”

Coker shook his head decidedly,

_ Potter and Greene refrained from ask-

ing him what business it wea of hiz. It

;'ir]aat no use asking Coker questions like
at.

They only smiled as Coker started
towards Wﬁmﬂt of the Remove, and
walked away in another divedtion,

Ceoker walked across to Wilmot,

That junior, who hardly knew Coker,
gave him no heed. He was thinking
of what had been planned for the
afternoon,

ko had not answered Crawley's letter,
and ha had no doubt that the hlack
sheep of Topham would keep his word
and come over to see him.

There seemed to be no way of dealing
with the unwelcome visitor except the
way suggested by Bob Cherry, t?nough
Wilmot was not wholly easy in his mind
about taking such drastic measures,

Hiz reflections on “the subjoct were
interrupted by Coler.

“Here, youl” rapped ount Coker.
“Btop 1™ y vhe '

Wilmet glanced at him in surprise.

“What the dickens do you want i he
snapped, not liking either Cloker's tone
or loo Except that he had once or
twice lent Harry Wharton & Co. a hand
in handling Coker in Horace's more
obstreperous moments he had never had
anything to do with the Fifth Former.

Jt did not occur to him that the
rumours in the Remove had reached
some of the seniors by this time, still
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less that Coker of the Fifth felt impelled
to barge into the matter.

Cokor knitted his brows. Tf Wilmot
did not like his look or tone, neither did
he like Wilmot's.

“First of nll, I don't want any
cheek I ha said gruffly.

“I haven't asked you what you don’t
want, but what you do want,” Wilmot
pointed out. " Cut it short—I've no
timo to waste I .

This, from a Remove junior to a
Fifth Form scnior waa csheer, un-
adulterated cheek ! Especially when the
senior was Horace Coler. i

“If wou're asking for a whopping
I'll—" hooted Coker.

“0h, don't he an ass 1"

“Whea-at i

1 Aﬂ- A58 (b

Coker breathed hard.

“Look here I™ he gasped.

“(h, buzz off 1* snapped Wilnot.

“I've got a question to ask you. It's
going the rounds that you came hera
after being sacked from another school™

“QOh1” gasped Wilmot. )

"If_it."s%ntﬁ you're a pretty disgrace-
ful young blackguard,” said. Coker.
“Now, answer me, shork and shorp—is
it true? Were vou kicked out of your
last show or nntg’ And don't tell me any
whoppers, zce i

Wiknot did not tell Coker any
whoppers! He Jdid not tell him any-
thing! He made s swift step towards
him and smacked him fairly across the
faca with his open hand.

. Bmack !

It was a hefty smmack ] It rang almost
lilke & pistol-shot. It caunsed dozens of
heads to turn, scorves of eves to stare.

“ Qooogh | gasped Coker,

Taken - utterly by  eurprise, . €oker
staggered back, stumnbled, and sat down
in ﬁw gquad., He sat with a heavy bump.

“(ooogh 1" repeated Coker, gasping.

“Wilmot I Mr, Quelch came towards
the spot Like an arvew. “ Wilmet, are
you out of your sensea? What is the
meaning of thial” se x

“Oocogh I’ gurgled Coker, still in a
slate of great surprise,

“Wilmot ! What——" _ _

““The checky fool asked for it!"” said
Wilmot, ; :

“Wh-what "—stuttered the Remove
master—"* what did you sayi”

'tT‘I said that the checky fool asked for
1 T

Thunder gathered in My, Quelch's
brow. Wilmot, in his angry exeitemennt,
was lacking in respect.  Certainly he
was not sptaking as & junior should
have spgken to s IForm-master,

“Wilmot, how dare you! You have
struck o cenior boy—and wnow you
answer (he insolently ]l Go into the
House at oncol I will deal with you
later ™ .

Wilnot, with a dark brow and gleam-
ing cyes, walked away towards the
House., Alv. Queleh, frowning, followed
him there.

Coker—the eynosere of all eyes—stood
rubbing his cheek, which was red as a
newly boiled bectroot. Coker’s face had
beon smacked, in open guad, by a fag
of the Remove—smacked, knocking him
over ! It waa incredible—one of thoze
thingas that couldn't happent Vet it
had happened! It was time for the
skies to fall!

The ekies did not falll They took
absolutely no noticel Coker, dazed,
vubbed his crimson cheek! He walked

away, in a state of great astonishment-—
and a chuckle and a chovtle followed
him a3 he went. Awful as this ocenr-
renca  wag, it seemed to strike the
fellows whe had seen if, not as traiic,
but as rather comie, and they chueklad
and chortled.
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fHE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Meeting Master Crawley !
i OTTEN 1 gaid Bob Cherry.

R “Tha rottenfulness is ter-

rifia [
“Can't ba helped ™
Johnny Bull. “We can carry on.”

It could net be helped, that was cer-
tain, Harry Wharton & Co., after
dinner, were ready to walk to Courtheld
to wait for the train that would bring
the fellow from Topham over.

Wilmot could not go. He was under
detention. 'That was his punishment for
tho episode in the quadrangle.

“We don't know the chap by sight!”

gaid

said Bob doubtiully. . ]
“We'll spot him all right!” said
Nugent,

“ Bunter knows .him by sight,” said
Harry slowly. “I've heardg him say
that he saw a Topham fellow named
Urawlc:;' that day at 54 Jude's. DBut—
bat——"*

“ Don’t get Bunter mixed up in this{”
said Wilmot hastily. “For goodness’
sake, that tatthng fool—"

“Quiite 1" agreed Harry., “We'll
manage to spot the fellow, anyhow.
}}mm}: Incle your getting detention,
though”

“Bit of an ass to ask for it, 1f you ask
me I said Johuny Bull, “I saw you
acrass tha quad, Wilmeot. What the
thump did you knock Coker down for—
with Quelch vight on the spot, too?”

“I didn't knock him down!  The
clumsy fool fell down when I smacked
his choeky face,” grunted Wilmot.

“Well, it comes to the same thing!
Rather fatheaded, with Quelch—"

“I didn't gea Queleh! I should have
smacked Coker's face, all ths same, if
I had, though!” added Wilmeot
mwiﬁrd{'

“Well, Coker's a barging ass, and I
dare’ say he was cheeky,” said Johnny.
“ But don’t rea smacking his face.
What on earth could he have zaid to
malke you go off the decp end like

that " y
“Nover mind what ™ he said!”
answered Wilmob ecurtly, “Ha asked

for 1t, and got if, and that’s enough.”
“Well, I jolly well think—"
“Easy does 1t, Johnny, old bean ™

sald Bob hastily. “Look here, you
men, . Wilmot -can't come: but that
needn’'t make any difference. Wao shall
pick out that Topham beauty easy
enough.”

“1 jolly well think—" repeated

Johnny Bull stolidly,

“Wilmet * It was Mr. Quelch’s vaice
from 1he doorway of the House.
“Wilmot, you will go into the Form-
room, and remain there till tea-timo!
1 hava prepared you a task 1”

“Very well, sir ]” said Wilmot, biting
his lip; and, without another word to
his friends, he went into the House.

"“Bit of 3 wild-cat, that Ehli?} it seoms
to me,” said Johnny Bull. ©Smacking
a senior man’s face in the middle of the
quad—-="

“ Fathead 1" =aid ITarrv. “It's pretty
rasy to guesa what Coker zaid, though
Wilmot doe¢sn’t like mentioning it
He's got hold of the yarn that Bkinner’s
trying to. spread all over the school, and
tenr to one he's barging in and meddling,

as usnal.”

0R Y spad  Johnny.,  “In-  that
case——" He shrugged his shoulders.
“If Wilmot's going to smack ever
man's face who asks him why he left
Topham, he will have a lot of smacking
to do I .

“Tha smackfulness will be terrific|”
grinned the Nabob of Bhanipur,

“ Let’s get out 1 said Harry.

The Famous Five walked out of zates.

They had little doubt that they would
ha able to spot the Topham fellow at
the station, without Wilmot's assistance,
if ba came. It was not certain that he
was coming; and if he came, they did
not know by what train he would arrive.
It meant hanging about the platform on
Courtfield Station for a good part of the
hali-holiday—perhaps, after all, for
nothing. However, they had made up
their minds to that.

They walked away from the school by
the road over Courtfield Common.
Plenty of Greyiriars fellows wore out of

ates  that sunny  April  afterncon,

ernon-S8mith and Tom Redwing were
taking a boat out on the Sark, and they
called te the Famous Five to join up;
but fhe chums of the Remove shook their
heads and walked on. Peter Tadd,
Haquiff, and Tom Brown werae taking
itheir bikes out, and they also hailed the
five in vain.

Uartain]g. tha chums would have pre-
ferred eilher 8 pull on the river, or &
spin on a bike, to visiting a ratlway
station that sunny afternoon; bot it was
not a matter of choice with them, Any-
how, 1t was a very pleasant wallt across
the grdﬂ-n common, ubder a blus sky,
which was go much to the good.

“Halla, hallo, hallo!l There's jeolly
old Horace I remarked Bob Cherry,
half-way across the common to the
town. “looks as if he's lost zomae-
thing.®

Coker of the Fifth was starving about
him, appayently in search of something
or someboedy. As the juniors came
nearer, they saw him tramp up a grassy
kuoll by the road, and scan the wide
common on all sides. He had a per
FL::-:&::I and very annoyed expression on
s face.

As the }uniﬂrn came along, Coker
descended from the knoll to the road,
and called to them.

“Here, vou kids! Have you scen a
couple of silly fools wandering about?"

“Only one I” answered Bob.

“0Oh! Potter, or Greens!™

“ MNeither. Coker!” :

At which the juniors chuckled, and
Coker stared, not being guick on the
uptake. It was some moments before it

" dawned upon him that he was the *'silly

fool ” to whom Bob alluded. '
“ Checky, as usual 1” said Coker, knit-

ting his brows, “Look here, jyou
serubby  little ticks, I'm looking for
Potter and Greene. Have -you seen
them #*

* Lost them ™ grinned Nugent.

“Well, thay can’t be far away,” said
Coker, evidently puzzled. “We started
to walk to Courtfield, to go to the pic-
tiires, and I changed my mind, and told
them that we'd go for a walk along the
river instead. I started acrosa the
commen for tha river, but I suppose
they didn't undurat‘-nﬂdr-aﬂii fools, you
know-—-because when 1 looked back I
couldn’t see them.™

Heo stared at the juniors.

“What are you sniggering ati” he
demanded.

Coker was puzzlod by that strange
disappearance of Potter and Greene in
broad daylight.

The juniors were not puzzled. ThH!}'
had a strong suspicion that Coker's
friends—tiot having changed their minds,
like Coker—had gone on to the pictures,
leaving old Horace to take his walk on
ins lanely own.

That, evidently, had not cccurred to
Coker’s powerful brain. It occurred to
Harry Wharton & (Co., and caused the
sniggering  of which Coker angrily
inguired the reasom,

Weo haven't seen them, Colker ! said
Harry, laughing. “Beiter squint into



the cinema at Courtfield. They might
be there.” :

“Don't be a young ass!” said Coker

irritably. “I told them plainly I had
changed my mind about going to the
pictures. They ean't ba there ™

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“ And if you snigger at me, I'll mop up
this road with vou!" roared Coker.
“I've had enough cheek fromr the
Remove to-day I

“That reminds me,” said Bob Cherry.
“0ld Wilmot’s got & detention because
Coker asked him to smack his faco. Sit
him down ¥

“Good egg!™

Coker was considering at that moment
whether to mop up the Courtfield road
with the juniors. He was not given
time to come to a decision. The juniors
zottled the matter by mopping up the
Courtfield road with Coker.

‘They collared the Fifth Form man,
up-ended him, rolled him in the dust,
and left him to sort himself out, in a
state of breathless fury.

Then they trotted on to Courthield,
leaving Horace Coker sitting by the
rmﬂsiﬁe, dusty, and wildly enraged, and
struggling  spasmodically to  get his
weond wind ! It was quite a long time
sofore Coker felt fit to resume his hope-
less quest of Potter and Greene.

By that time the Famous Five were
in énurtﬂd& They walked up the cld
tligh Btreet to the station, and,
:aken platform  tickets, went on
platform to wait for trains.

Trains came 1n, and they watched pas-
weng®rs alight. A lenz hour passed
rather drearily.

They thought of Smithy and Redwing
sn the sunny Sark, and of Teddy & Co.
sn their bikes. But they also thought
sf the junior sitting in the Hemove in
{etention, grinding at the task thought-
fully provided for him by Mr. Quelch.
[t was for Wilmot's sake that they were
:here, and though they were fed-up, they
did not prouse. _

“There's ona fast train—at four,” said
Harry, “1 looked it out in the time-
table. Ten to one he'll come by the four
train 1"

#1f he comez at all!” said Johnny
Bull.

“Wel; if he doesn’t, so much the
better 1"

“I don't know about that,” remarked
Bob. “He's the sort of rat I should
like to serag. Anyhow, if he comes this
onea, bet you he won't come again [

The four train came in at last. There
were 8 gobd many passengers, and the
Greyiriars fellows watched them keenly
a3 they salighted. One of them was a
fallow about their own age, with a pasty
face, sharp, wary eyes, and & school
cap. As soon as their eyes fell on that
passénger, they had no doubt that he
was the fellow they wanted.

Ho lingered on the platform, while the
othor pascengers passed on their way,
looking about him, as if half-expeetin
to be met, Harry Wharton steppeg
towards him.

“ Crawley 1" he asked.

The pasty fellow stared st him. .

“My name's Crawley,” he said. *“Who
aro you, and what do you want

having
the

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Fellow from Topham !

i OU'RE Crawley,” sasid Bob
Y Cherry.

The Femous Five looked at

tho foilow wilh interest. After

the letter he had written to Wilmot, they

had a natural curiosity to see what sork
of a specimen be was.
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He returned their stare with sharp,
suspicious eyes.

“J ean sea vou're Greviriars men,” he
said. * Friends of Wilmot's "

“You'vo guessed that one 1” said Bob,
with a nod.

“Well, as yvou know my nome and
have turned up here to meet me, 1t
wasn't hard to guess, as nobody &t
(Greyfriars knows enything about me
but Wilmeot,” said the Topham junior.
“Did Wilmot send you here?”

“Not exactly ! We've come|”

*“ Message from him, or what?” asked
Crawley, evidently puzzled. “I rather
thought he might be at the station him-
self ; I ncver expected him to send any-
body. I shouldn't have thought—"

He broke off abrupily.

“You wouldn’t have thought he'd
have mentioned you!” said Harry,
finishing the remark for him. “No

doubt.*

Crawley’s look grew more and more
watchful., The Famous Five were
strangers to him; but he knew now that
they were friends of Wilmot;: apd he
scented hostility, Their manners were
civil enough, 0 far as that went;
but the under-current of hostility was
unmistakable.

“Well, if it's ¢ messzage from Wilmot,
what about coughing it up ¥ he asked.
“1 haven't come here to stand about
on & platform I” :

“It 1sn't 1™

“Then, what the dooce are vou talk-
mg to me at sll for? said Crawley,
showing plain signs of irritation.
“What do you mean?”

He made 8 movement to pass along
the platform. The Grevfriars fellows
quietly but firmly barred his way.

Crawley stopped, breathing rather
hard,

“Is this a rag, or what?” he asked.
“1 suppose Wilmot hasn't Leen fool
enovgh—mad enough—to fix up a rag on
me | BL gurt, if he has——" Te¢ stop-
ped with the threat unuttered.

ANOTHER GREAT YARN

In Our Companion Paper!

It's one of the many thrilling incidents
irom

“CLUE TO A FORTUNE!”

—this week's powerful long story of Tom
Merry & Co.. of 5t, Jim's, Get it to-day |
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“We've something to say to wvou,
Crawley " said Harry Wharton politely.
“Will you gtep into thé waiting-rooin?
MNo need for all Courtfield to hoar.Z

“No,” answered Crawley, “I won't!
I'm going on to Greyfriars. I've not got
a lot of time to waste.” :

“ Better waste a fow minutes,” said
Harry. “It may save vou all the troubla
of %inq to Greyfriars at all.”

“You're telking rot! I've come over
to see Wilmot | ff he's not here, I shall
have to go on to the schoel.”

“The point 1s, that Wilmot doesn't
want to see youw”

Crawley’s narrow eyes glinted.

“Has he said so01” he demanded.

“"Yes: quite plain.”

“Well, that's no bizney of yours, that
I can see!” said Crawley, nfter a Lrief

ause, “I've pobt a reason for E{‘:Elll%
¥ilmot, and I'm going on. May
advise you fellows to mind your own
businezs 1" '

*As friends of Wilmot, wa'rea making
thizs our business |” explained Wharton,
guite polite. " Otherwise, wo'd
rather not sea you, Crawles! You'ras
not exactly the sort of chap we like to
2pe."

“Hardly I grunted Johnny Bull.

“Not at all ! said Nugent. !

I3 it Groyfriars style to mob a fellow
and insult him i asked Crawley, with
o speer on his thin lips.

“Not in the least1” said Harry., “If
vou're offended at snything we say,
we're ready to take tho conzequences.
If you're lecking for & scrap, four of us
will stand round and sce fair play, while
you handle any man you choose to pick
out, Can't say fairer than that.” -

“The fairfulness ig terrific I” declared
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh—a remark
that made the Topham fellow stare at
him for & moment.

“I haven't come over here for a
serap 1" said Crawley.

“Quite | agreed Wharton. **Nobody
wants to scrap. F'm only pointing ot
that you're not being mobbed, as you've
deseribed it. Every fellow hero would
prefer to seo the last of you, without
any trouble.™

“You can do that, by getting out of
my way,” suggeated Crawley. *'I shall
be auite as glad to sec the last of you !

“While you go on to Greyfriars i

“Yeu " snapped Crawley.

_ “That's. where tho rub wes inl
You're not going on to Greyfriars,"” ex-
ained the captain of the Remove.
“That's why we're here.”

" Exnctly 1" said Johnuy Bull.

Grawh:_‘i' stood silent, watching them
with rat-like eyes. He was breathing
very quickly: )

It was clear that he was taken utterly
by surprise by this unexpected meeting
at the station; snd, Keen and cunning
fellow as hoe was, he was rather at a loss.
As he did not speak, Harry Wharton
went on: i

MIE you like, we'll keep you company
till the next down train, and sce yon
off for Topham | What about that 1

“Thanks 1" snesred Crawley. " 1'm not
going back to Topham, yet, and
don't eare for your company.”

“That's worse for us than for you—
we don't care for yours!" said Harry.
“ And ours, at any rate, is decent ]

“And mine ian't¥ asked Crawley,
with set lips.

“Wal I've told '}{Qu vou're not wanted
at Greyfriars! Wilmot has told you so
in his letter last week. you call it
decent to barge in, after that 1"

“That's my business—not yours.”

“I'vo told you we're making this our
buzivess, as Wilmot's friends. He wouyld
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have come himself, only he's gobt deten-

tion. We'ra representin im,2  ex-

plained the capiain of tha Remove,
“1'm going on to Greyirviars 1
"You're not™

“Whe's going fo stop ma1” exclaiined
L‘i:rﬁwles', 15 voice growing loud and
SHOTLE.

“Wa are |?

The Topham fellow cast a hunted
look up and down the platform. e was
comforted by the sight of two or three
porters in tgu offing.

1 warn you, thiat if you begin rag-
ging here, I shall eall for helpi” he
sadd, between his teeth. “You won's
get awey “i':th that }”

*1t's rather & long step to Greviriars
from here,” said Harry. “We can’t stop
vou from leaving the station. We can
stop you afterwards—and we jolly well
will, 1if you keep on 1.

"im here, what's the
elaimed Crawley. * Has
Py e

“Every jolly old thing 1* said Boh.

Craw]ay‘llmked startled. %

“Not why he [eft TophamI” he ex-
claimed,

dE .EE'E 1."

“Oh erombs ! gasped Crawley. He
seemied quite confounded by that reply,
and he stood staring.

\“We know the. wheole story, from be-
ginning _to end,” seid Harry "quietly,
;an}ﬂ we believe in Wilinot, and stand

¥ hmi™ -
. A fellow who waa expelled for pinch-
ing out of ancther fellow's pocket
mn & dressing-room | ssid Crawley
Yenomously.

ame ¥ ex-
1limot told

“¥ou see, wo don't believe 8 word of

it; wa don’t believa that Wilmeot is that
kind of chap at all. -

“His headmaster at Topham did!"
stieered Crawley.

“That's not the point I dare say a
beak has to act on the evidence, and it
seemod pretty thick in Wilmot's case,
from what he's told us. But we can't
ghgj it down, all the same; we belicve
that Wilmot is all right, and we'ra
standing by him. But from what you
sby, you don’t "

“Nobody at Topham does!” sneercd
Crawley,

“According to thet, you’re going to
visit & fellow you believe to be a thief |
2aid Wharton scornfully.

I've got my reasons—" muttered
Crawley, .~
p Exgﬂy; and we know the reasons.”
Thén—Wilmot's told you?” stam-
mered Crawley.

“Mote taol Bt T should b

“More fool he! I should have fancied
he'd have kept it all dark at his new
school " sneered Crawley. “If he's told

o, he hasn't told the rest. He would

ve to get out if it was known; his
Uncle Hacker couldn't keep him there
if it all came on

:It’s ndt all coming ount.”

s Fhat doezn’t depend on you.™

o 1 does. If you won't go back
ruietly to Topham, you can have all the
trouble you want before you'go! But
vou'ra going, and we're going to sece
that you do I¥ said Harry ‘f’hurtun.

Again the Tﬂgham fellow gave a
lunted look round.
hero, Crawley,®
H.EHT{, "1 hear that you were enemies
with Wilmot at his old school. But he's
down and cut; he's had as hard a knock
ps any enemy could want him to have.
Can’t you let him alone? He'z got &
chance of making a fresh start at Grey-
friars if that rotten Topham business
cati only he washed olt. There's been
talk  already throwgh your lotters
coming to him, but it will be forgotten
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if there's nothing fresh. Give him a
chance.”

Crawley did not answer. ]

“If you think he really did that dirty
trick at 8t. Jude's, you can't want to
have anything to do with him,” said
Harry., “If vou think it was another
fellow planted it on him, i,';:ru ought to
feel sorry for him. In either case, it's
up to you to leave him alone and give
him a chance. Look here, why not do

decent thing and leave the chap
alone {¥

Wharton spoke in a quiet, concilia-
tory tone. His friends stood silent. It
seemed to all of them that no fellow
could resist an appeal that was put hke
that, Fven Crawley secmed a litkle
uncasy as ho listemed. There was, at
least, somae sign of shame in his face.

But his thin lips set obstinately.

“You don't understand!” he mut-
tered.

“We do understand,” said Harry.
“Wilmot showed us your letter, and it
was easy enough to understand.”

Crawley's sallow face crimsoned,

“More fool he! Leave me alone, you
meddling fools! I'm going to ‘f‘rI:EE-
friars now, and you're not stopping
me " )

He pushed psst Harry Wharton, and
almost ran towards the exit. Two or
three porters looked round. Bob made
& movement, but stopped. A “rag?”
was hardly practicable on the station
Matform. ;s ] ]
“Coma on ! said Harry, with a glint
his eyes,

And the Famous Five, with grim
faces, followed Crawley of Topham from
the station.

n

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Taken for 3 Walk !

RAWLEY eut across the pave-
q ment, and jumped on the
motor-bus  that was  waitin
outside, about to start. He
panted with relief s he drgpped 1nto
& zeat

A moment later five fejlows came
across from the station, and, one after
another, jumped on the bus, ]

It roared away down Courtfield High
Street.

Harry Wharten & Co. sat down,
taking no notice of the flurtive-eyed
fellow who was watching them uncasily
from farther aleng the seats.

ha route of the Redelyffe motor-bus
was by the road over Courtfield
Common, where it passed within a
guarter of o mile of ref)'frmrs Zchool,
st-:gp HF st the corner of Oak Lane.

rawley, it was clear, knew that that
wag the motor-bus for Greyiriars, but
probably did not know that there was
a walk at the other end.

When the time camie for that walk,
the chums of the BRemove were read
to join Crawley, wa]kin% But they di
not intend tha walk to be in the jircc-
tion of the school.

The bus rolled out of Courtfield and
buzzed away across the green common,

Harry Wharton & Co. did not look
at Crawley, but they were aware of &
sneering grin on his face,

Ele had been taken quite by surprise,
and he knew now that Wilmot's friends
would prevent him from getting to
Greyiriars i they could. But he flat-
tered himself that he had put “paid ¥
to that. He had intended to walk to
the school; but by taking ihe motor-bus
he fancied—so far—that he had mado
himself quite safe,

Wharton & Co. were chatting as the
bus rolled on; and when & word or two
reached Crawley’s eavs, through the
buzz of the motor-bus, he was aware

that they were talking about the coming
Easter holidays.

He had no doubt that, having failed
to turn him back by warning words,
they had ﬁivan up the idea of stopping
him at all. Having failed, they were
gomg back to the school Ly bus—so it
appeared to him.

e was to discover shortly that that
was a mistake.

After a time he took no more notice
of the juniorse than they took of him.
He had ‘other matters to think of—
more urgent and pressing matters.
From his letter, and the veiled threats
it contained, Wilmot had guessed that
Crawley was in o scrape and “up
agamst 15" But he had not guessed
how desﬁerataly up against it tha black
sheep of Topham was. But Crawley
knew only too well, and he was thinking
of 1t as the motor-bus thundered omn.

Every now and then he looked out
for a sight of the school. e had never
seen Groyfriars before: he had made
only one visit previouzly, and on that
occasion Wilmot had met him on the
road over the common and turned him
back. Every minute now he expected to
see Grroyfriars.

When the bus stopped at tha corner
of the common, ﬂreif}friars was not in
$|%:I!t; but Harry Wharton & Co., still
taking no notice of Crawley, stepped off
and walked up the read towards the
school.

Crawloy watched them, and spoka to
the conductor.

“Don't you pass Grevfriars School 1"

"“No, sir; we turn off hera for Red-
clyffe,” answered the conductor. *“It's
that way, sir—the way thgse Foung
gentlemen are going.”

“Is it far?”

TOnly & {few minuics, end you'll ses
the tower, w1

Crawley stepped off the bus.

Thoe motor-bus roared on for Red-
olyffe, leaving him standing there,

arry Wharton & Ca., without s back-
ward glance, disappeared up the read,
tbahzmj'side trees soon hiding them from
sight.

Crawley waited a few minutes longer.

His idea was to givé them plemty of
time to get ahead; ho did not want to
avertake them on the road.

When he walked on at last he kept
a wary mnd furtive eye open om the
road in Tront of him, prepared to stop
or to dodge, if necessary, if he sighted
thoe Greyfriars fellows.

But when he did sight them he had
no chance of dodging.

There was a sudden rustle in & haw-
thorn hedge beside the road, and five
figures leeped odut.

Before the Topham fellow
knew what was happening he was sug-
rounded by the Famous I-g-h'a.

He panted, and made a spring to
escape, and Dob Cherry's grasp closed
on his arm like a vice :

“Mo, vou don't[” said Bob grimly,

“Let me go!” yelled Crawley.

“My dear man, we've been waiting
for you to Dblow along,” said Bob.
“You've l-:-:f)p us walting a good ten
minutes behind  that hedge. Can't
expe;;t us to-let vou go now we've got
FOU.

“You're so nice, you see!™ grinhed
MNugent.

*“I'll call for help I’ panted Crawley.

“Go it1” said Bob. *“Call all you
like! Kick him every time he does,
Johnny ! You've got the biggest feet [¥

“Well, I like that!” exclaiméd
Johnny Bull. *What are yours—fifteens
or sixteens i

guito

“Help 1" yelled Crawley desperately.
; I‘iiﬂ elled only onee. heavy '
ande

on his t‘rnus-zr%_and he squealed.
Tt was borne in on his ‘mind that the
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“ You can call for help as much as you like,” said Bob Cherry. ** And every time you do you’ll ba kicked I * Halp !

yelled Crawley desperately. He yelled only onca,
It was borne in on his mind thai Harry Wharton & Co. did not intend to stand on ceremony with him.

Greyiriars fellows did not intend to
stand on ceremony with him,

“Try againl!” said Jobhnny Bull,
“Lots more where that came from if
you want any more !V

“Will you let yalped
Crawley.

“No ™ said Harry Wharton., “ We'll
leit you go back to Topham! Nowhero
elsa 1

me gol™

“You rotter! TYou cad! You—
yvou——" panted Crawle

“Right about facel!™ said DBob.
“You're wealking back now!l We're
walking with you. I'll keep hold of
your arm, if you don't mind ! I've got
an idea that you're fired of my com-

pany, and might out if 1 lot go.”

‘Pf won't go back | I—"

“Well, I'm going,” said Bob, “and
your arm’s coming with me! Pleass
yourself about the rest of you 1"

Bab started, holding Crawley’s arm
in & srascj‘:' that the weedy Topham
fellew had mno chance of loosening.
Crawley’'s axm went with Bob, and the
rost of him had to accompany the arm |

He resisted the pull fiercely, with the
rosult that he was dragged off his feet
and trailed along in the dust.

Bob leoked down at him.

“Do you prefer to travel that wayi”
he asked. “I'd rather walk myself.
Still, if you like that better, every
man to his choice.”

Bob marched on, dragging. Crawley
rolled headlong after him, gathering
dust. Clearly he did not prefer to
travel that way, for he mrnmEIed furi-
ausly to his feet, and walked.

“If you don't let me go—"" he
panted. )

“No “if ' about it,” saidd Bob, *But
lot's know what awful thing is going
to happen? I'd like to make my will
i -fame,™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I shsll complain to your head-
master,”

“Yes'" said Bob, with a chuckle;
"I can see you telling my headmaster,
or a&y headmaster, what you want to
see old Wilmot for. I don’t know
what your beak at Topham is like; but
I'm pretty certain that if he knew what
you were up to, you'd be booted out so
quick it would make vour head swim.”’

Harry Wharton laughed.

“If you'd like to seo our headmaster
first, and tell him why you want to zee
Wilmot, we'll let v¥ou go on to Grey-
friars,” he said.

That was not an offer that Crawley
was likely to accept. The headmaster
of Greyfriars was the last man in the
world whom he desired to sce,

With Bob Cherry holding his arm,
and the other fellows walking behind,
he walked back to the common, pant-
ing with rage. On the open road there
was a chance of getting help; but as
soon a8 they reached the common, the
Famous Five turned off the road, and
followed a track across the grassy ex-

nse, among the furze and bushes and

rambles.

“Where are you taking me:” hissed
Crawley.

“Just for o walk,”' szaid Bob.
“Lovaly spring afterncon for a walk.
Wa're going to do miles and miles and

H r¥

miles—

“The milefulness i3 going to be ter-
rifie 1" chuckled the Wabob of Bhanipur.

“Like the prospect?” asked INNugent.
“We've got some rather decent scenery
round our school. You're going to see
some of it. Not the maore publie plaees
—nice secluded spots.”

“Far from the madding crowd, as the
jelly old poet puts it,” said Johnny
ull, " Hope you're & good walker.”

*Anvhow, you'll get & rest in the 9

train back to Topham,” said Harry.
“We shall finish this walk at Court-

field, in time for wour train, Crawley.

A heavy boot landed on his fronsers, and h

o squealed. “* Ooooop [ **

Tf you'ra late for calling-over at Top
ham, it's your own look-cut, VYou
shouldn't pay these visits without the
formality of an invitation."

*This,”" said Bob, pausing to point
to the pond on the common, "is an
historie spot. It's historic becauss we
once ducked m chap named Ponsonby
there. A Highecliffe chap—rather like
vou, but not guite such a horrid toad.
What about ducking this tick there, you
men 1"

"Not a bad ides,” said Nugent.

® Oh, you rotters I groaned Crawley.
He dragged at his arm,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! He's keen to
pet on,” said Bob., “Glad youre en-
joying ihe walk, old bean!”

The juniors walked on cheerfully.

A long ramble till calling-over was
gquite agreeable to the Famous Five,
It was not so agreeable to the fellow
fromm Topham. He was slack and
weedy, and shuddered at the thought of
long miles over rugged common. And
Grayfreiars was getting  farther and
farther away.

He realised now what was going o
happen. He was to be walked off his
weary legs, and landed, finally, at the
railway station, and fundled into a
train. The best he could hope was
that the Greyfriars fellows would land
him there in time to get back to Tug-
ham_for ealling-over, otherwize trouble
awaited him in hik own school,

In & state of ragoe and bitterness,
which ne words could have expreased,
the black sheep of Topham tramped
wearily on. .

He was prepered to wvell for help
at the sight of a passer-by; but the
juniors, who knew every inch of the
country round Greyliriars, chose unire-
vented paths. Only by chance was he
likely to sight any other face; but, as

(Continued on pags 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

it happened, that chance was to turn
up. guddgn’lj as the walkers passed a
clump of trees, a hur]ﬂ fellow who was
sitting there in the shade jumped up,
and stared at them. : L
. "What the thump’s this game? de-
manded Coker of the Fifth,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Barges In !
HD’R&GE'GDI{ER stared st the

juniors.
juniors  stared &t
Horacae Coker.

Crawley wrenched st his arm.

Coker, with a knitted brow, strode
towards them. That Crawley, evidently
s fellow who belonged to another
gohool, was struggling to escape from
tha Greyfriara fellows, was clear—a
sig'lht that roused Coker’s wrath. FProb-
ahly Coker would have barged in, any-
wey. DBEarlier that same afternoon
Coker had been rolled in the dust, and
left gasping by these very juniors:
Harry. Wharton & Co,, having more
important “matters to think of, had
forgotten that trifling episode. Coker
had not forgotten it. To him 1t was
not trifling.”

And Coker -was in 8 bad temper.

Thosa twoe fatheads, DPotter and
- Greene, having lost themselves, Coker
had heen looking for them  all over
Courtfield Comamon. He had not found
them, Indeed, as they were sitting all
the time in the picturs palace at Court-
field, his chance of finding them was
vory remote.

Very much gunoyed and tired, and
rather Warmﬁfg the bright April sun.
shine, Cokee had sat down to rest under
the clump of trees—rather unfortunately
for the Famous Five and their plans,

“That fathead!” said Bab erry.
He tightened his grip as Crawley
wrenched. “Go away, Coker!"™

“Yeq, buzz off, old man " said Harry
Wharton. "“We've no time top reg you
gnw.’ }Hm'en’t you had enough for one

ay ¥

cker, with a grim brow, planted
himself directly in the path of the Re-
move fellows, His rugged brow was
corrugated by a deep frown.

“VTou cheeky young sweeps—" he-
gan Coker,

“Run _away
advised Bob.,

Horace did not run away and play.
He had net the remotest intention of
running away and playing, His wrathy
frown intensified.

“Who's that kid?" he demanded.

“Find out 1" suggested Bob.

“Make them let me gol™ panted
Crawley, “I den't know these fellows.
Thay've eollared me, and mads me——
Yarcooh [* ~

A sudden application of Johnny Bull's
boot caused the Topham fellow to
brenk off with a howl.

Trr Maoner Lisrany.—No. 1,470

and play, Horace™

THE MAGNET
“Well, my hat!™ pgasped Coker.
“You're a set of chiecky, 1._mr~u]gI young
sweeps, but this is the limit ! Let that
kid '50 at once !’

“We're taking him for & wall,™ ex-
plained Bob., " Showing him the m%hts.
and all that., Lock at that chap
Crawley; he’s one of the sights _nf
Greyiriars! Nobody has ever been

-nble to make out whether he's got a

Guy Fawkes' mask fixed ¢n, or whether
it is really his face”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Coker's rugged face crimsoncd.

“Will you let that kid go?" he
bawled. :

“Look here, Coker, don't barge
i 1™ said Harry, “We've got o reason
for keeping this fellow oub of mischief.
He's yp to o dirty trick, and we're
stopping  him. Now  keep  your
distance I"* .

“ Pass on, friend, and all's well I" said

ob.

“I'm rather glad to see you kids
again,” sald Coker grimly. “I've got
something in store for you for .cheek-
ing me an hour or two ago. INow I

find you ragging a kid from another
school. He looks. rather & measly
worm: but that’s mneither here nor
there. Let him go at once!l”

“ Fathead 1™ _

“Keeép off, youi ass ¥

Instead of |Lkeeping off, Coker
charged.

Coker's charge was rather like that
of an escaped elephant. Harry Whar-
ton reeled to the right, Nugent to the

left. Johnny Bull end the nebob
rabbed hold of Coker, and were
ﬁt‘ﬂ.ﬂ'gﬂd off their feet by the hefty

Horace. _ .

Crawley struggled frantically.

This unexpected chance was not likely
to reeur. a exerted himself te make
the most of it. .

His struggles would not have availed
him much 1n Bob’s grasp; but Coker,
with Johnny Bull and Hurree Bingh
clinging to him, grabbed at Bob, and
caught him by the collar.

“Now, then——"' panted Coker.

“Leggo " roared Bob, as he was
dragged over.

Crawley, as he went, wrenched his
arm locse, and sprang &way.

Wharton and Nugent were on their
feet at once. They made a dart at
Crawley as he darted away.

But the instant he was irce Crawley
rati as if for his life. -His fect zeemed
zcarcely to touch the grass as he flew
back towards the distant road.

Coker, mixed up with DBob and
Johnny and the nabob, rolled on the
ground, punching wildly. Wharton
and MNugent ran to the nid of their
comrades. Three Remove fellows might
have handled Coker, but they would
have collected a ot of damages in the
process, Coker was big and brawny,
and strong a9 & horse. He needed 2
lot of taking care of.

With five pairs of hands on lim,
however, the brawny Fifth Form man
was soen in & gasping state, -

Far three or four minutes Coker of
the Fifth put up n terrific shindy. He
kept the Famcus Five guite buag-. But
he was reduced at last to a state of
gasping and gurgling breathlessnoss.

With more time at their disposal, the
chume of the Remove would have given
Coker a little more to remember them
by. Now they had to think of Crawley.
And, having put Coler out of action,
they left him gurgling, and started in
pursuit of the Topham fellow.

But Crawley, of Topham, had disap-
peared among tho bushes and itrees on
tho wide commeon. The pursuit was in
vialn

\When, half ar hour later, the Famous
Five came out on the Courtfield roasd,
they saw no sign of him.

“That fool Coker!” breathed Dob,
B"ﬂThat howling ass!” said Johnny

u L]

“That cad Crawley may have had
onough and cleared off I suggested
Nugent hopefully., |

arry YWharton nodded. It wan

EQ&SI'JIP that Crawler was fed-up with
reyfriars, after his experience that
afterncon; and he might have decidea
to’ go- while the going was good: The
juniors hoped so, aa they walked back to
the school. But they doubted it. That
ineffable ass, Coker, had spoiled every-
thing ; and they knew that it was almost
certain that by that time Crawley of
Topham was already at Greviriars.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
. The Coming of Crawley !

< RIC WILMOT came out of the

emova Form Roem at five

o'clock. At that hour he was

released from detention. Ho was

glad to get out into the fresh air and
the spring sunshine,

It had beon a weary afternoon to him.
He walked round the quad, looking for
his f{riends—wondering whether Harry
Wharton & Co. had como 'back yet.
He saw nothing of them—and did not
care to ask' other Remove fallows.
Some of them were about—but plainly
did not want him to speak to them.
Lord Mauleverer gave hum & nod, but
did not step; some other fellows affected
not to see him. Bkinner burst into a
enigger as he passed, and whispered
something to S8noop, which made Sidney
James Booop smgger also. Wilmot,
taking no notice of them, walked on
with burning cheeks.

With his friends out of gates, he was
guite on his own. He felt the.diference
it mada.

With sll his pride, perhaps too dis-
dainful a pride, it was bitter to feel
himself something of an outeast in his
Form. And that was what it was coming
to. Flenty of fellows would have taken
his word for it, that thers was nothin
in tho story that had originated with
Bunter, snd that Skinner was indus-
triously spreading all over Greyfriars.
But Wilmot could hardly deny what was
true: and his friende could not have
stcod by him in such a denial. Ha could
only keep silent, or give curt answers;
from which, as a matter of course,
fellows drow their own conelusions,

There was hardly a fellow in the
Form now who deunbted that Hacker’s
nephew had been sacked from Topham,
and owed his entrance at Greyfriars to
his uncle’s influence with the Head.

That, indeed, was exactly how the
matter stood; it was the truth that was
gotting known, though not 1n exact
detail. i )

Fellows took the view that Greyfriars
wes not 8 refuge for castouts kicked out
of other scheols; & very natural view to
take, Excepting Skinner, and one or
two fellows like him, nobody made him-
solf unpleazant, but na'rura]lf the boy
from Topham was left severely slone,

Wilmot did not wonder at_it; indeed,
he expected it; but it hurt, all the same,
In his first days at Greyfriars he had
adopted & disdainful, stand-offish
attitude, which had made him generally
disliked., He had thought it better to
keep everybody at armelength, so that,
at all events, he would not have to suffer
being turned down if anything came out.
He almost wished now that he had Lkept
to that poliey.



iz friendship with Harry Wharton &
Co. had changed 1t. For a time he had
Leen a chicerful schoolboy like the rest,
taking his part in the lifo of the Form,
joining in the Form gﬂmﬂs-—kﬁcﬁiz‘l& the
shadow of the past at the back of his
wind, if he could not dismiss it alto-
wether, Certainly he had been glad of
the change—it had mede an itamense
Jdifference te him, and given him hopo
of the future, :

All the time, however, he had known
that the blow might fall—and now it
liad fallen. Crawley would not leave him
i peace—Bunter's prying had revealed
a part of the story—Skinner's enmity
made the most of . He was back in
his old position now—alons among &
crowd ; but this time not by his own
proud cheice, bul becanse the other
fellows wanted to have nothing to do
with him. ' )

As he walked in the quad and noticed
Hazeldene and two or three other fellows
turn away as he came along, he felt a
wish that Mr, Hacker would decide,
after all, that he had better not come
hack after the Easter holidays.

There was, however, one fellow in the
Remove who was willing to speak to
ihe lonely junior. That one was Billy
Bunter, Bunter spotted him, and rolled
up te him, giving him a friendly blink
through his big, spectacles, ]

It was not gratitude for the service
rocently rendered by Wilmeot, 1n rescuing
him from Skinner's vengeancs, that
made Bunter award the new {umur that
friendly blink, Bunter had already for-
gotten that, What was worrying Bunter
was that it was nearly tea-time, and ho
had been disappointed about a- postal
order, ) :

“All on vour own, old ﬂhnF 1" enid
Bunter, by way of an agreeable begin-
ning. " Have those fellows gone out and
left you on your own? That's the way
they've treated me,”

“Don't be o silly ass, Bunter 1" was the
curt reply.

“(0h, really, Wilmot——" _ ]

“Haven't Wharten and his friends
roma in yet?” Wilmot wanted to know,
and as Bunter had barged in, he asked
him.

“WNo! I've been keeping on eye n{fm
for them,” ssid Bunter. “I shouldn’t
wonder if they'rs teaing out—without
telling a chap, you know ! That's the sort
of thing they do to & pal! I say, don’t
walk off while a chap’s talking.”

As Wilmot did walk off, the fat junior
rolled on by hia side.

“1 say, don't be shirty, you know,”
:aid Bunter, “There ain’t & lot of
fellows in the Remove keen to be seen
speaking to you, I can tell you.”

“You {at fool t”

¥ ook here, Wilmot—="

“Qh, clear off, and leave meo slone!”
snapped Wilmot, He was going down to
the gates to look out into the road, and
fa did not want Bunter's fatuous
SOMpPAany. _

Bunter's eyes gleamed behind hiz zpec-
tacles, He waa speaking to this outsider,
ta whom hardly another fellow would
speak,  And this was the outsider’s
cratitude !

Bunter came very near telbing Wilmot
what he thought of him! However, he
zhecked that natural impulse, -

“1 say, old chap, do Tiaten.” he said.
“I don't mind vour being bunked from
l'opham, and all that! Why, Skinner
would be bunked, 1f the Heaad found him
out—as he knows jolly welll Fat'lot of
vight Skinner has to talk about a féllow !
You only happened to be found out, old
chap, didn't you *

Wilmot made no reply to that.

“But, I say,” went on Bunter,
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“Toddy's gone out on his bike, with
some fellows, and I fancy he's net
coming back te tea. When that chap
teas out he doesn't care & brass button
whether thera's anything in the study for
mo—you'd hardly believe it, aftar all
I'va done for him—but there it is! I'm
stranded just the same as you are™

“Do shut upl®

“What I mean 15, we've both been lot
down,” zaid Bunter. “Come in to tea
with me, will vou, in Study No. 7. I'm
standing i, of course! You lend me five
bBob—"

“"Go and eat coke !

“I wish you wouldn't wallk so fast,
Wilmot ! Walking a chap off his legs]
I say, my postal order never came this
mormng, and—— Will you listen to a
chap, \%’ﬂmnt? Hold on, I gay!™

Wilmot walked so guickly that the fat
Owl was left breathless behind., He
glared wrathfully after the new junior
through his big spectacles,

“Look here, Wilmot I* he bawled.

Wilmot did not turn his head,

“Yah!"” roared Bunter. “Who was
sacked from school? What did you do
to be bunked for? ¥Yah!”

Wilmot Lialf turned ; and Billy Bunter

i7

did net weit for him to make o com-
lota turn. 1le bolted, without waiting
or an answer to his gquestion,

With a flushed face, Wilmot wont on.
He noticed thet Eoder and Walker of
tha Sixth glanced at him very curiously
—having heard Bunter’s howl., Temple,
Dabney, and Fry of the Fourth Form
had heard it also, and they exchanged
glunces, and Cecil Reginald Templo
came over to the new junior.

“Look here, what's this about you
bein' sacked from another . school,
Wilmot ¥ he asked., “It seems to be all
over the Remove 1

“TFind out!” was Wilmot's terse reply.

“Well, if it’s true, you oughto’t to be
here ' said Tomple warmly, “Looks to
ma as if it is! You can't give s civil
answer———"

“I've no time to waste talking to
fopls 1 . .

With that Wilmot walked on, leaving
Ceoil inald Templa with & com-
plexion like a peony, and Fry and
Dabney grinning.

“Oh, gad!” gasped Tomple., “Did
vou hear him, you men? What the
dooce was the Head up to, lettin’ him

(Continued on next page.)
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Greyfriars Rhymeater,

(L)
Dear Editor, 1 cannot mask
My feelings ai Lhe horrid task
That yon are pow compelled to ask,
| I'd willingly avoid it !
I'va been to vixit Quelch balore,
I’va tapped npon his stody door,
Then left his zludy sad and sore,
I've never yet enjoyed it.

(Z)

h The visit fllls my mind with gloon,
I Enow I'm bound to meet my doom,
For well I know that in his room

T iz & certain cuphoard,
Apd in that cupboard thers’s a hook,
And on that hook—I dare not look !
Weva geen i when we'rs brought to book

And how we've yelled and blubbered |

(4}~
S0 in I went, prepared to be
A {0 my posiry,
Those gimiet optics glared at me .
That voice said, ** Well, what is it 7"
[ felt no willingness to speak,
For trouble was not far to geek,
But finally T told the Beak
The object of my visit.

Your leisure well.

Ambusy I ¥

While Quelch was giving me the bird,
I'd faken down hiz av o
And in my notebook 1 heard
T told i 30 t0 Bls surpHe

m 80 STrprisa,
“I've got as far as ¢ boye as wise——*' M
What atudies for an 8 Ayes

His features then afforded

“ This_interviewing business is a thankless task[™ says our clever
ater, We cert&inlj]vlgﬁ;':n ‘with him when
to interviewing such a hig

HENRY SAMUEL QUELCH, M.A.,

the stand-no-nonsense Master of the Remove.

i A hundred lines would oconpy
Yoo will not waste my time when I

“1I'm reading the absord replies

You gave thiz morning’s exercizse,

And those of other hovs as wizp—
What is it you are writing 7

INTERVIEWS. |

it comes
PErsOnage as

(%)

I thought of all that I'd done wrong,
My sins came to me in & throng,

room I went along.

My knseses knooked

Upon his study door X &
And falt that I was ¥

When, * Bnter | ' Quelohy’s

voice like tearing leather

(&)
Hisg glare sItaw mare and mora infense, |
‘e Abvaurd [ The boy’s completely denae |
Have you no better common sénes
80 putiing such & question P
You want o wrile an interview P
Absurd | Ridioulous | If you
Hava nothing betier you oan
I'll make you a suggeéation

—

(8}
Soppose sou iry P
He was biting.

(8)
¢ You nndersiood me to refass
To grant iﬂtl- sny interviews,"
He roared, " 'nad yei you ¢
My words with that inteotion !

nEs
1

The cuphoard opened with s swing,

And on its hook I saw tha Thing !

What ensd then X eannot bring
Mysell (o even mention !
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in here, I'd like to know! It's true
enough—I can see that.”

“(Oh, rather !” agreed Dabney.

Wilmot’s reply had left no doubt of it
in Temple's mind, at all events!

Heedless of the dandy of the Fourth,
and his deep indignatiofi, Wilmot went
down to the gates, -

He was anxious to ses the Famous
Tive, and to learn what had happened
at Courtflield. - If Crawley had arrived
at the station. it was clear that they
must have stopped him; otherwise, he
would have been st Greyfriars before
this. It wonld. ba an immense relief,
to be sure, that Crawley was A not
coming. _

He went out into the road and
stood looking in the direction of Court-
field Common., From that direction a
fellow came in sight, running.

Wilmot's heart gave & sickening
throk. i

Even at a -distance, he could not
doubt who it was; and as the running

fellow ceme nearer, he recognised Lim.
It was Crawley.
Ho looked rather dusty nnd

Bustered, and was clearly in a hurry.
As he came nearer to the school gates,
however, he dropped inte a walk, pant-
ingﬁ for breath. Wilmet stood quite
still,

Greyiniars fellows were going in at
the gates. DMany of them glanced at
Wilmol—and at one anothor, TFollows
of all Forms- had heavd that there was
somo strange story going- the rounds
about that particular junior in the
Remaove.

“That's him!” said Hobson of the
Shell ungrammatically, in & low voice,
as he passed with Hoskins and Stewart.
“That's the Bemove kid they'ro talk-
ing aboyt| Backed or sométhing ™

Wilmot heard, but did not heed. Ha
stood staring up the road, and the Bhell
follows stared at him and went in  Hae
saw Crawley's eyes fix on him and
gleam. The fellow had seen him now.
. Crawley was breathing hard as hoe
came up. He had had s sharp run to
get clear of the juniors en the common,
and ho had run most of the way to
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Greyfrinrs since. His pasty face was
spotted with perspiration. =y
*(Oh, here you are, Eric!” he said in
a loud voice that reached a good many
BArs. '
looked at and his

Wilmot him,

hand clenched. He was near, at that’

moment, to planting his fist full in the
sly, pasty, unpleasant facoe of his old
enemy from his old scheol. _

Crawley made a step back, walching
him™ warily.

“Better not!” he
voice,
fool ¥

Wilmot knew only too well that he
had better not. He unclenched his
hiand slowly. '

“Aren't you asking me in?" eneered
Crawloy. _

Wilmot did not answer. He turned
and walked in at the pates, and the
Topham junior wallked in by his side.
A dozen Greviridrs fellows saw him
and wondered who he was  In the
quad there was one fellow whe saw

spid, in & low

" him and did not wonder who he was

—ho knew |

“1 say, you fellows, that's Crawley!”
exclaimed Billy Bunter, in great
excttement, "I know that chap ¥

“Crawley I repeated Skinner.

“1 jolly well saw him the day Top-
ham played football at Bt. Juode's!"
said Bunter. “He wasn't playving
footer—he cama over with them. I
remember hie eame after Wilmot—when
‘Vilimot cleared off by himself—they'd
had o row or something. That's
Crawley.”

Many eyes were on Wilmot and the
fellow from his ald school as they
wenb to the House

T ————

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
No !

BAWLEY smiled =arcastically as

Wilmot teok him into Study

No. 1 in the Remove, and

kicked the door shut. He did

not need telling that his former school-

fellow was anxions to get him out of
sight of the Greyiriars fellows.

Clu
fo

a Fortune!

THE PIECE OF PAPER THAT WAS
WORTH TWENTY THOUSAND

POUNDS |

Such was the value of the

document which came into the hands of
Tom Merry of 8t. Jim’s! For.it was
the clue to a treasure hidden on a

lonely isle in the Adriatic—a treasure

Ask now for THE

GEM

that three stop-at-nothing crooks
were desperately seeking |

Read how, in thrilling circum-
stances, the clue to a fortune came
into the possession of Tom Merry,
and the exciting events that
followed it. This ace-high yarh
Is a story in a thousand ! Don’t
miss it.

Tuwopence, every Wednesday, al all Newsagents,

“Do you want a row here, you

He zat down, without waiting fo be
asked. Wilmol remszined standing.
The Topham fellow glanced round the
study., -

“ Any tea poing ¥ he azlkcd.

L1 Nl]‘”

I suppose they'd let you take a
visitor to tea in Hall?"

“Yes; but I'm not going to.”

Crawley shrugged his shoulders.

"You  weren't  so  fearfully in-
hespitable at Topham!” he remarked.
“ Your study used to be crowded at tea-
time."”

“¥ou were never one of the crowd 1
said Wilmot bitterly. *No fellow who
was & friend of mine wopld have
touched you with a barge-pole !”

“Well, they wounldn’t touch you wilh
& barge-pole now ! eneered Crawley.
“I haven't been sacked, at any rate !"’

““Is that what you came here to say ?”

“No. I suppoge you know I was mct
at the station,” said Crawley venom-
ously. “That was your idea of keep-
Ing me away, was it?”

‘Not my 1dea—but I was glad those
fellows were willing fo toke it on. I
wish they'd succeeded.™

“They jolly nearly did ! snecred the
Topham fellow. *'They pot hold of
me on the common, and woere going to
keep meo walking sbout till it was time
tc get back. They'd have me now,
only some chap—a big, blustering fool,
goodness knows who he was—hutted
in and ‘I got away! I had fo 1un
for it.”

He gave Wilmot a black and bitter
look.

“8Bo that was your game!” he said.
“I mnever expected that! It hasn't
dene you any good, Eric Wilmoet—I'm
hera I

“And now you'r¢ here, what do you
wantb T

“Dhidn’t vou puess from my letber i

“Easily! You've come for nothing 1™
gsaid Wilmot quietly. I won't tell you
what I think of vou, Crawley—I don't
supposa that anvthing I could Eﬂ% wauld
get through your thiek hide! But I'll
tuli.' you this—you’ll pet nothing from
me I’

Crawley leaned back in Harry Whar-
ton"s armchair, with his hands in his
pockets, .and looked fixedly at the
junior standing in front of him.

There was silence in Study No. 1

Wilmot broke it .

“Now wou've got thet elear, you'd
better go!” ho zaid. “Two of those
fellows: who  mebt you ab the station
share this study with me, and I don't
want them to find you here when they
come in.”

“I dare say they're still hunting for
me on tho common,” said Crawloey
coolly. - “Anyway, I don't care what
vou want, or what they want! I fancy
they won't dare to lay hands on me
here! As you seem to have told them
the whole jolly story, they know what
I might shout out for this school to

‘hear, if they did.”

“Will you elear?”

i Nﬂ [J!

Wilmot stood silent agaoin. He
could hardly choke down his impulse
to grasp the sly-eyed, sncoring f&?l:}w,
bundle him neck and crop out of the
study, and kick him out of Greyfriars.
Only the knowledge that Crawley would
not go silently held him back.

Thers were [ootsteps and voices in
the Remove passage. Most of the
Form wera coming up to tea.

Billy Bunter's fat sgneak was heard
outside the door of Study No. 1.

“1 say, wyou [ellows, it's that man
Crawley—Wilmot’'s got him in kis
study ! I tell you I saw him that day
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With Wharton and Nugent cli on to him, Coker grabbed Bob Chesry by the collar. * Leggo ! *’ roared Bob Cherry, as
he was dragged wgﬁa Craw 331,5 wrenching himself free from Bob’s grasp, darted away as if his life depended on It. ’ ¥

ab 8t Jude's! ITe's the chap who
wrote that letter——*"

“The letter you never saw
another voice.

“Ha. ha, ha!”

“0Oh, veally, Ogilvy—"

“Bhut up, Bunter!”™ came
YOiGh, really, Maul I

‘Oh, really, Mauly—— say, leggo
my collar, 1?::11 beast! I ecan gn’J iﬁtu
Wharten's study if I like, can't I77
howled Bunter.

Apparently Bunter couldn’t! There
was s bumping sound in the Bemove
passage and a roar of laughter as Lord
Mauleverer led the fat Owl away—not,
it scemed, gentlyl :

Crawley, watching the changing
oxpressions on Wilmot's face, langhed.

“You're not asking anybody in to
:eo me ™ he remarked, with sardonic
banter. “1 dare say some of them
would like to hear about your old
deys at Topham.”

Wilmet did not spealk.

“8gill, I'm not anxious to linger,”’
went on Crawley. “I'd better explain
to vou how the malter stands——"

“T'm not interested.”

“You will be. ¥ou'ra as deep in
the mud as I am in the mire, as it
happens !? snecred Urawhafn “If you
were a friend of mine, I'd ask yom
ta lend me five pounds. You can do it
casily cnough—you've got plenty, and
you know how to get :nore when you
want it, I dare say.”

Wilmot, his face Baming, made a step
towards him, and the Topham junior
shrank hack in the armchair,

“ Another word like that, and I'Nl
smash youl'” said Wilmot, in a low,
tense voice, “You cur, you don’t
believe that I did that at 3t. Jude's
that day! The other fellows do—you
don’t, or oven you wouldn't come near
we, PBut believe it or not, don’t say

l:l:l

Came

apother

that again, or I'll give you what you'reo
azking for.”

Crawley laughed uncasily. _
iy I{wE vour wool on, Eric!” he said,
“T didn't come hera to row ] As I said,

if you were a friend, I'd ask you for
a loan to tide me over. Why not treat
me as a friend for once, and leave it
at that?”

“Youn—a friend!” said Wilmot
scornfully. “I'd rathor make friends
with a toad or a viper!” i ]

“Thanks! You can have it which
way vou like!” said Crawley. " Only
keep thia in mind,’”’- ko - went on, in
a low wvaoice, with savage distinciness,
“this isn't pleasant to me—I'd never
have come here if I wasn't so hard up
against it that I've got no octher
resource. But I'm in a scrape—and
you'va got to help me oub of it—or
taka what’s coming to ypu! I'm in
such & fix that I can’t be particular.”

“The same 8% you were at the ba-
ginning of this term?” asked Wilmok
bitterly. “I remecinber you wanted to
borrow money the day the tean came
over to Bt J;Lda*s for the match. My
answer's the same now as then.”

*The civcumstances have changed a
bit, though,’* said Crawley. * Then you
wern  Wilmot, the tremendous foot-

. baller—the fellow they all cheered, and

were proud fo be seen speaking to.
What are you now "
“Whatever I am,
same ! _
“I gob out of that, at the tune ! said

the answor'z the

Crawley, “But, look here, Wilmot,
I'll tell you how it i3, and yow'll sece
that—""

“1 don't want to hear of your black-
guardly business. Keep it to yourself.”

“T'Il tell you, all the same! I owed
a mar money then, and I was able, as
it turned out, to give him a few pounds
on_sccount. That kept him quict for
a bit. But he's been dunning mao all

through the toerm for the rest, and it's
come to this now, that if I don’t hand
out something, he will give me away at
Topham. ¥You know what that means.”

“Quite! It means the sack—and the
soomar the better [

“You may like the sack—used to it !"
spneered Crawley., “No sack for me, if
1 can wangle out of it! If I don't let
that man have five pounds before wo
break up for Easter, I'm done.”

Wilmot's face set.

“If five -shillings would do it, I
wouldn't give you a single sixpence,’ e
said, " I've heen kicked out of ‘Topham
—but it's still my ald school, and for the
school’s sake I'd be glad to seo you
booted out. Go back and take what
vou've asked for."”

Crawley’s thin lips sct. )

“I'm depending on you,” he said. 1

don’t lke doing this—but it’s the only
wayl+ I can stave it off, by taking 2
lot of risk—never mind how! If I have
to take that risk, T shall owe it to you
—and, by gum, I'll meke you pay for
1t|. F¥
He watched Wilmot's face,
“You can shell out & liver quite
cagily,” he said. *“You always had
plenty of monaey at Yopham, though you
weren't rolling it in like old Raleigh.
If you say that you ¢an't——"

“71 gay that I won't!"

Crawley sat silent. The curt refusal
seemed to take him my surprise, coming
from & fellow who, ho felt, ho held in
the hollow of Lizs hand. He scanned Erio
Wilmot's face, only to read cold and
quict determination there, ‘The blackest
and bitterest animosity gathered in his
O 1L,

HYau can't mean that!” he zaid, at
last.

“Every-word ! _ .

“You'll be sorry for it® I've been
handled by your precious [viends—and

Tue Maeyer Lisriry.~No. 1,470,



20

I've had this trip tor nothing! I've got
to go bock ‘and take a risk that may be

the finith of me, for all I know! Do
you think I'll . go and leave you to
carry on here—lknowing what I do——"

There was a tramp of foet again in the
Remove passage. A stentorian volce
woke the cchoes,

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Is that Bunter,
or an escaped balloon?"™

#*0Oh, really, Cherry—"

Crawley rose from the armchair,
knew that volce.

“Thet's your gang "' he said savagely.
“They've got Inl No time to waste
now—make up your mind "

“It's made up 1® R

“Mind,"” said Crawley, and his voice
eame in a hiss, * this means more to me
than you ean possibly guess! I'm right
up asainst itd Will you—"

l‘h":‘l“ .

“Vou've got till those fellows come
in!  3tick to that, and as soon as the
door's open, your new school will know
what you did at vour old school!
You've got a fow seconds—"'

FPorhaps, st that - moment, Wilmot
wavered, If he did, it was too laute,
The deor of Study No. 1 was thrown
open, and Harry  Wharton & Co.
crowded into the study, -

* Halle, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, as his eyes fcll on Crawley.
“He's hera I

EHe

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Gotilng Shut of Crawley!

JILLY BUNTER blinked
B Btudy Neo. 1, his little round
Cyes ‘f]aammg with eagerness
behind his big round spectacles.
Bunter was intensely curiouns about
that visitor from Topham. DBut as he
put his fat little nose in the doorway,
that podgy proboseis had a rather
narrow escape, the door slamming sud-
denly: and the fat Ow! jumped back,
just in time to save his nose.

Crawley had made & step tdwards the
door. It was Bob Cherry who slammed
it, and his nexi proceeding was fo put
his back to it.

“Here we are again!" said Bob.
“Vou chucked uz & bit suddenly on the
common, Crawley, Don't rush off now,
before wa've had a chance to enjoy your
company.”

Crawley’s thin lips set hard.

“1f you-begin ragging here,” he zaid,
“T'1l yell loud enocugh to bring your
veaks up.”

“Do ' said Johnny Bull. * You'll get
sumelhin% to yell far, you worm, if you
start yel inlg-." _

Crawley looked at Wilmot,

“I'm going!” ho said. “Will you
walk down to the gates with me¥”

Y No " said Wilmot.

“I'm giving you a lasl
breathed Crawlay.

“You needn't 1"

“All right! Leave it at that!
going 1

“Any hurry?” asked DEob, without
moving from the door.

“¥ou'd better let me passt" said
Crawley, between his teeth. “ Do you
think you can keep me in this study,
yvou feol?'”

“If I'm a fool,” said Pob cheerfully,
“I'd rather be a fool than a ropue.
And Ithink I can keep you in this study
as long as I joll weﬁ like! If you
think you can shilt me from this door,
eet on with it."

Crawley looked at him with bitter
rage. Ho did not undertake the task
of shifting Bob Cherry from the door.
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Two or three of Crawley could hardly
have done that.

“Let him go!” caid Wilmot. “You
don’t want that cad here, surely®”

“Hardly I'* eaid Bob, *The soconer
he goes the better. But I don’t like the
look in his eve. 1 sort of guess that he's

at some dirty trick in his mind. Isn't
that s0, Crawley?™

Crawler did not answer.

“There's a dozen fellows in the
paszage,” went on Bob, *Dozens in
the gquad! Crawley doesn't know any
of them, but he's nobt one of those shy
chag:-s who can't speak to fellows they
don't know. Are you, Crawley?”

“Wait till I get ont of this study ™
snarled Crawlev., “You'll see whether
TI'll speak or not—and whether I'll let
the fellows here know that they’ve got a
chap here who was sacked from Topham
for pinching—'"

"f guessed that one!” said Bab.
“And you'rs going to get out of this
show, my pippin, without saving o
ward [ .

“Am 1" enecred Crawley.

“You am [ assented Bob., “ As Inky
would say, the amfuloess is terrific!
Not & single syllable, you crawling
Crawley I

“It’s no good having a shindy, you
chaps ! said Wilmot unecasily.  “If
yow'd stopped himm coming, all right,
but hore——" _

“Ieave it to wus!” said Harry
Wharton. “I gather that he hasn't got
&“‘&I{; 'k".;ll:h what he came for—"

L 1] "ﬂ .”

“Then we-know what he means to
do—oven if he hasn't told us! Wilmot's
not going down to the gates with you,
Crawley. We are!” '

“Please yourselves!” said Crawley,
with o sneer. “ Open that door, and
let ma got out of this, or I'l] shout for
& master to come up.”

“Bhout as much as vou like ! said
Harry. “At the first shout, I shall
knock you spinning ! If that’s what you
want, shout away !'*

Crawley did not shout.

“Now listen to me,” went on the
captain of the Remove, in tones of biting
contermpt, that bmuq;ht a Aush even to
Crawley’s face, ‘You're a dirty
rascal, and you're here to play a dirty
trick. We're stopping you, We're goin
to walk down to the gates with you, an
sce you off. You're not going to speak
8 single word {o aony chap here before
you go.t

“The minute I get out of this study,
I'll——=* hissed Crawley.

“Yon ecan't stop him!™ muttered

Wilmot. **Let the cad ripr! A shindy's
no good—=*

“"Leave it to us, old bean,” said
Harry. “Take my tip, Crawley—vou're
going to be kept quiet! Open your
mouth while we're getting you away,
and we'll shut it wp for vou, fast
encugh. We've got to take the chance
of o beak butting in—and we're taking
that chance. You'll take one of hiz fins,
Bob, and I’ll take the other. First time
he opens his mouth, get him by the
back of the neck and shut him up.”

“You bet!” agread Bob,

Crawley panted. In Study Ne, 1, in
the presence of the Famouz Five, he
was ralher in the position of Daniel in
the lions’ den. Me clenched his hands
as his arms were taken, but he un-
¢lenchied them again. Bob and Wharten
gripped his arms, tight and hard.

“ Dpen the door, Franky,” said Harry.
“If Bunter's there, kick him !

“ What-ho !V

Wilmot stood silent, troubled, un-
c riain, All the fellows in the passage
knew that Crawley had come over from

Topham to sce lim, What were they
going to think of this?

But the alternative was to havo the
whole wretched story shouted out b
the unscrupulous young blackguar
before he went. If the chums of the
Remove could stop that, Wilmot was not
likely to object.

Frank Nugent threw the door open—
and Billy DBunter moarly tumbled inte
the study. A clutch at his fat neck
slewed him round, and Nugent's boot
landed on his tight trousers.
~ Buinter - volled into the
velling.

Nugent and Johnny and thsa nabob
followed him out, Wilmot remdinced in
the study; but Wharton and Bob, lead-
ing  Crawley, followed their friends,
Skinner pushed forward in the passage;
a dozen other felléws staved curiously.

“That the chap from Topham ™
grinned Skinner, “Let’s have a word
with him-—— Yaroooooh [*

Bkinner, suddenly ‘up-ended by
Johnny Bull, went rolling. Snoop
backed away very guickly.

Crawley opencd his mouth.

Before lhie could utter a word Bob
Cherry’s grip was on the back of his
neck, and his head was banged on the
study door.

Bang 1

“ Yoo-hoop ! yelled Crawley.

“Come onl” said Havry. “Give him
another if ho wants it [*

“I'll givo him all ho wants, and a fow
over ! gaid Bob grimly. “Quick
march [

There was & buzz of excited voicea n
the Remove passage. The Bounder
shouted from lis study:

“Is that the way you fellows sce
visitors off i

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“What the dickens are you men up
to 1 called out Ogilvy.

Without answering, the Famous Five
hurried Crawley away to the stairs,
They wera anxious to get. through as
quickly as possible. They left glincst o
roar of excitement in the Remove
passage behind them.

“ Buck up I" breathed IHarrr.

Thﬂ]{ went guickly down the stairs,
On  the middle |and'm:g five or six
fellows, coming up, stared at them.

Crawley would have spoken. At ali
events, Hob had the impression that he
was going to speak, Taking no chances
in the matter, he banged Crawley's
head on the banisters withh a heary
ba.nﬁ. :

Thera was a fearful yell.

“(h crumbs ! exclaimed two or three
fellows. **What's the game >

The Famous Five hurried down the
lower stairs, leaving the fellows on
the landing blinking after themn in
amazement,

Crawley panted with rage.

Once out of the junior quarters he had
no doubt that this extracrdinary process
of zeeing him off would be intervupted.
He meant that it should be interrupted
E,S gsoon as he was spfe from anothor

ang.

The Co. hoped that those hefty bangs
would be a tip to him to keep quict.
But that was too much fo hope.

They lost no time. A dozen fellows
stared at them as they rushed Crawley
out into the quad. Mr. Prout, master
of the TFifth, saw lhm;n; and pave n
snort. But they were very swift, and
they came out into the quad with a rush
and hurried in thoe direction of the

atos,

“IHelp I yelled Crawley.

The next instant Bob was vwisting his
collar, choking his voice. But one yell
was enough—added to the fact that
about a hundred pairs of eyes saw Bob
twisting his collar,

There was a swarm of fellows round

passage,



thermm ot once, That would not havo
mattered so much, but  there were
prefects among them.  That mattered
n goodd deal, Win%‘atﬂ of the Sixth
strode in the way of the party.

“Stop! Do you hear? Bitop! Who's
that fellow and what are you up to?”

“ I—" panted Crawley. e broke
off willh & pgurgle as Bob twisted his
cvollny with great energy.
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= 14’5 all vight, Wingate ™ said ITarry.
“This fellow haas butted in where he's
not wanted, and we're seeing him off the
premisas,

“TLet him go at onece, Fom young
lunatic! Do you hear—let him gol*
snapped the captain of Greyfriars. “Do
you fancy yvou can kick up a shindy like
this in the quad? Let that kid go
Who ia he 1"

21

“* A sneaking worm that's erawled in
hera 1” said Bob. :

“Well, I'll sce him off if he's
husiness here., Take your hands o
at once I* said Wingato,

There was rio help for it, and Crawley
was released. Ie panted for breath,
lis  eyes glemming with venomous
malice. This was the chance hie wanted

[anitnued on nezt page.)
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TIEY say an Editor's life is a busy
ﬁ ono | DBut what aboub the post-

men ?  Each week my leotter bag
reems to get lorger and larger.
And what a cheery lot you fellows are.
Bolicve me, chums, the amount of
grmmmbles [ get per month I could eount
on the fingera of one hand. That's saying
spmething, isn't it ¥ Tt just shows that
the amount of work I put into the old
paper—and, believe me, it's a real pleasure
—ia appreciated to the full by my vast
urm‘}:ﬂ readers.
I feel that at {lug juncture T must bring
Letore your notice ithe vest number of

REQUESTS FROM LOYAL READERS

acking me to ropublich the stories dealing
with the eavly edventures of Harry
Wharton. pleal armong these is a letter
from John Cawfield, of Birmingham, who
writcs ¢ ' Dear Iditor, you wounld be
granting the wishes of many hundreds if
not ithousands of your readers if you would
%ry.hlish the very earliest atories of Grey-
riara dealing with the coming of Iarry
Wherton and how Billy Bunter, the
world's fattest and funnieat lavghter
merchant, firsat found o fooling in the
Remove Form,”

It 18 over twenty-eight yesrs now since
thesas famous Greyfriara characters were
At introduced in the MaeweET by Frank
Richards, And their morry pronks and
schoolboy adventures have never failed to
please the lover of school stories. ™ 'We
don’t get enough MagweT stories,” as
aunother ardent reader states, truly sumsa
up the smtuation.

I am now eonsidering how I can give
every MagrEeET render the opportunity of
reading &ll sbout how Harry Wharton
Brat came to Greyirinrs, how he quarrelled
with Frapk Nugont, and the execiting
evontd at Greyifriarsa that changed his
whale character, It is quite evident that
it ia tho dearest wish of every single
Mag¥ET resder to readd about Harry's
early deys at QGreyfriars, and so I must
think of some way to gratify it. Naturally,
I shall not thiok of interfering with the
maognificent weok-to-week storiea which
Fronk Richards is now writing. He has
gome Teal * smashers ™ just coming along !
Keap your oye on the Maaver and ace if
my words don't come true,

must npow turn to  another

letter. This comes from o

reader hailing from Berwick-on-
Tweed, who asks me if I can tell him

HOW BTEHEE}E{;&?‘EE FILM3 ARE

HA‘UIHG got that off my chest, I

Your Editor is slways pleased to hear from
his readers. Write to himi: Editor of the
“ Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Flestway House, Farringdon Street, London,
E.C.4. A stamped, addressed envelope will

ensure a repls.

Thiz is quite essy to explain to MagyET
readers, lor I expect most of you howe
still got the magio spectacles which were
given away by .this paper a little while
ago.  Sterecscopic films—a selection of
which have recently been shown in
London—are based on exactly the same
principle as theose spectacles. 'To view
them you must wear similar spoctacles,
with one eye-piece coloured green and the
other red.

Stereoscopic filma are token with m
camara which hes two lenses, and the
position of the lenses correspond to the
positions of the human eyes. This means
that one lens “ shoots ” a scene as the
right e¢ve secs ib, whilo the aother lens takes
the scene as the left eye sees it. The two
separate views aro now merged on one
print, ona view being dyed green and the
other red. The completed , if viewed
in the ordinary meanner mercly presents a
very blurred outline. Bubt whon it ia
projected upon  the sereen, and the
audiencoe wear their ™ magic spectacles,’
the film is seem in reliel in the same
manner a8 the picturea which wero
presented to our readsrs.

So, you seo, the Magwer was woll
ahead with this latest development in thoe
film world, for sterecscopic films had not
been released until after our * magio
spectacles ¥ were in  your possession.

at's one up to the old paper, chums !

Talking about cinemas, they certainly
are making great etrides nowadays.
Only the other day T had the opporturnity
of witnessing one of the

MOBILE CINEMA THEATRES

which are now a foature of the big L.N.E.I.,
cxpress traina.  Wonderful little cinemas
they are, too, and they provide an
excellent method of passing the time on a
long raillway jowrney. From the outside
they look just I ordinary railway
earriages, coupled on to the rear of the
train. But inside they are perfect
cinemas in miniature, The filma are
projected from the rear of the sereen, and
the tip-up chairs are arranged on an
incline 2o {that everyono can see the screen
cloarly.

The programmes consist of  talkis ™
news and variety Glms, and are changed
fraquently. Each performance lasts for
sbout an hour, so that several per-
formances can be given during each
journey. A glight charge ia mado for
admizsion to the mobile cinema, and thess
shows are proving popular to those who

travel long cistances on the railway. A
few wears ago the idea of a travelli
railway ¢inems would have been scoffie
at. kﬂ-wadﬂ-ys. what with restaurant and
gleeping cars, buffets, barber's shops,
wireless, and oinemas the British railwaya
are showing just whot can be dona to
make even the longest journoy one round
of pleasura.

e e

COCOCUR NEWS.

Children who insist on having the cocon
with the * toy in every tin" and who
belong to the Cococubs how havd o
monthly magikzioe of th2ir own, the
 Cococub ewe:™ which records the
adventure of the Cocosub animals snd
many othor intoreating things. The fitet
imgue includes instructions ?;r making a
toy theatre in which the animals aro the
actora, Thia is sent free from Bournville
te all Cococuba.

|

Now for three
REPLIES IN BRIEF.

Will you give some Detalls of the French
Liner Normandie ? Mer gross tonnage
is 79,283, and total displacement about
66,400 tons. Length 1,029 f{t. 4 in.
Beam 117 ft. 9 in. Officers.and crew total
1,345, and she can carry nearly 2,000

agsengers. Her highest recorded speed
was 31.37 knota,

What was the Biggest Successial
Salvage Job ? The salving of gold hullion
from the sunken liner ** Egypt.” About
£1,183.000 worth of treasure waa recovered,
The Ttalian salvage ship Artiglio
carried out the work.

What Is the *‘Poriland Vase"? A
beautiful imen of Greek art, preserved
at the British Museum. It gets its name
from the Duke of Pertland, who deposited
it there. Bome years ago it was shattered
by & madman, but wes skilfully repaired.

———

As space iz now running short, we must
see what's in store for next week. First of
all look out for another topping yarn of
Harry Wharton & Co., ﬁntitl'ied z

* HIS GUNMAN GUARDIAN [ **
By Frank Rlechards,

the first of o grand new series featuring
Putnam van Duck, first introduced to you
as the Millionaire Stowaway, whom the
chums of Greyfriasrs met when on their
way home from Brazil. According to
Pﬁatnam ;em Euﬁga atatmnﬁnt-, ha was
threatened with kidnappi ngaters
in the United States Eﬁdn%ﬁsym%ﬁiﬁﬂnaim
2 fpﬂ per " sent him travelling in charge
of o hired punman known as Poker FPike.
Not caring for the surveillance of Poker
Pike, Van Duck dodges his punman
guardian and “ hits the horizon."” Exeite-
ment you'll ind in plonty in this great
yarn, boys, Be sure to read it.

You'll find fuorther chiapters of our
adventure-thriller, another topicsl jsene of
the * Greyfriars Herald,” ond more
anappy verses by the Greyfriars Rhymester,
Take my tip, chums, and ‘-arder next
Saturday’s MaguET in good time.

YOUR EDITOR.
TrE Macrer Liseany.—No. 1,470,
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—in the midst of a eurions, staring
crowdl,

YMNow, what do vou want here, who
ever vou arc?” asked Wingate, '

“I came here to show up a [cllow
who—" began Crawley,

Hoe got ne further, Ilecedless of
Wingate, Boh grabbed hun by the
collar and pitched him over, and he
simote the quad with a heavy snite.

“Cherry 1" shouted Wingate.

S3till unheoding, Bob sat down on
Crawley's head. The Topham fellow's
features wore gouged into the earth.

“Call Quelch I panted Bob,

It was the only resource now. But
Aly, Queleh did not need calling, He
was already aware of that extraordinary
scenoe in which boys of his Form were
tukmg conspicuous parts.  Quelch was
already whisking up.

“Wharton—Cherry—what docs  this
mcan " thyndered the Bemove master.
“How dare you create such a dis-
turbance?" '

Wingate stepped back, leaving the
matter 1tr4he hands of the Form-master.
Bob  retained lis -scat on Crawley's
head. Urawley gurgled Tor breath.

“Cherry ! thundered Mr. Quelch,

**Please let me explain, sir |7 breathed
Harrg* Wharton, * That fellow has come

|

over from Topham—
“Topham 1" repeated Mr. Quelch,
with a start. And a dezen fellows who

canght the nome of Wilmot's old school
exchanged looks,

“He's come here to make trowble,
sir—wo'ra shutting him wp——"

Mr. Queleh looked at his head boy
Liankly.

It was hts first intimation that any
boy in his Form Lknow anythi?lg of
Wilmot's past, But fortunately Honry
Samnel Quelch was very quick on the
uptake, :

“%on understand, sir?”  pmttered
Wharton, He had to cxplain to Mr.
Quelch, but he was only too Lkeenly
conselons that other esrs wore hearing.
“He wants to shout out. You under-
stand, sir "

Luckily Mr
Olca.

“Quite s0, Wharton !" ho said between
gct lips.  “Leave this boy to me.
Cherry, release that boy at once [*

Mr. Quelch stooped os Bob rose and
grasped Crawley by the collar. Ha
jerked the Topham fellow to his feet.

“Ceome with me 1™ he said., “ Wingate,
please see that this disturbance ceases
ot once ond that no boy follows this—
this porson while I sse him off."

“ Certainly, sir [” said Wingate,

Mr. Queleh walked away to the pates
with hia hand still on Crawley’s ccllar.
He walked wery quickly, and tho
Topham fellow had almost to run to
keep from falling, -

A buzzing erowl was left behind. Dut

uelch’s instructions to Wingate had
cffect, and nobody followed to the gates,

In the gatoway Mr, Quealch releazed
Crawley's collay and pushed him out
into the road, Crawley stood there,
panting.

“You had better gol™ Mr.
Quelch with cold cﬂ-ntemgt.

reath.

Crawley struggled for

“Do you know why I ecame?” ho
panted. “Why those rotters collared
me?  You've t & thief herc—that
fellow Wilmot—ho was sacked from my
school for ;ihitmhing—n”

“1 am fully sequainted with Wilmot's
unfortunatoe ‘past,” said Mr. Quelch,
“and I have some hope that a mistake
was made, as the boy has gained my
good opinion by his conduct hero.
cannot believe that your motive was
good in coming here to betray him-—it
15 clear to_me thet rour motive is
malicious. I shall write to your head-
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Quelch wunderstood ot

eaicl
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master and lay a complaint before Lim,
and demand from him an assurance that
tln:;-”nmt will not be repeated ! Now
go

Crawley gave him a look-—and went!
Mr. Quelch stood with a grim brow,
watching him till he was out of sight,

— i

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Darkest Hour !

ARRY WHARTON & COD., had
H done their bost,
And they had done a good
deal, for Crawley's visit had
passed off, after all, without the facts
coming to light,

No Greyfviars fellow, except Wilmot's
friends, knew why lie had left Topham
at the beginning of that term,. tlmot
had been saved from that last amd worst
blow, Ilad it become known he eould
not have stayed another day in his new
school—he knew only ioo well that he
could not. To be pointed out oz a
fellow  who had  been  sacked for
“ pinching,” to ba aveided like a leper,
would have been more than flesh and
blond could bear.

It had not come to that !

 But, short of that, the affair of
[-rawi'eya visit put the hd on, so to
speak.  If any fellow had charitably

oubted before that Wilmeot had heen
expelled from Topham le could not
tdoubt now.

The motive of the Famous Five in
handling Crawley as they had done was
unmistakable.

They had been “shatting him up.™

He had intended to git‘u Wilmot away
and they had stopped him. Nobody
could have any doubt en that point,

. Why & fellow from Wilmot's old school

should _take the trouble te come a
long distance to his new school to give
him away was rather a puzzle, but Lhe
facts were plain enough.

That had been Crawley’s intentien,
and he had been stopped. What he had
had to say had remained unsaid, It
was havdly necessary for Skinner to
point out that Havyy Wharton & Co.
jelly well kuew that Wilmot had been
sacked, and why., That was clear to
Cvory oo,

Wilmot had been sacked. That was
clear as noonday now. Why, was still
unknown.

Beenusze that was  still  unknown
Wilmot was able to earry on, and the
frjiendship of the Famous Five helped
1im.

Wilmeot had been more or less avoided
before; now he was barred by all the
Remove, with the exeeption of the faith-
ful five. They had believed in him
while the mattor was still scerer. and
they could hardly change their belief
now that it had coms out. It was ex-
tremely uncomfortable all round, but
they were standing by the fellow they
balioved in.

Crawley, at all events, was not likely
to come again. In his angry malice he
had rather overlooked the posszible con-
secquences to himself, Dut Mr. Queleh’s
letter to his headmasler must have
caused him an uncomfortable interview
with Iis Beak at Topham. It was cer-
tain that he wonld not venture to come
near Grreyfrinis apain.

Weither was there any further letter
from him. Any such lotter would havo
heen detained by Mr, Quelch and sent
to the Topham headmaster, accompanied
by another complaint. In such circum-
stances, Crawley was not likely to write.

He was done with.

Unluckily, the harm he had done could
not be done with. Bunter’s tattle and
Skinver's industrious efforts to make the

most of it might have been forgotten,
bubt Crawles’s visit had blotted out all
poszibility of that, Wilmot was bareed
on all sides,

_ Not only his own Form, but fellows
in other Forms, expressed the indignant
opinion thet Greviviars vas not a refugo
for sacked ouicasls from other =chools.
Cokor of the Fifth was especially em-

%hatin ont the point—and, for ouce,
orace Coker's remarks were nob
enerally regardecd ns brninless
abblings.

Nice fellows left Wilmot severely
alone; fellows who were not nice made
themselves as unpleasant aa possible,

It was a woeek after Crawley's visit
that Mr. Macker ealled his nephew inta
his study,

Binee their last interview the junior
had not had a word or a look from the
master of the Blicll, Hacker, of course,
was aware of tho present stale of affnics,
and Wilmot knew only too well what
bis feclings must ba like.

Heo knew, too—at least, he fell—that
doubt was growing in Haeker's mind.
His heart sank as he faced the master
of the 8hell in his study.

Mr, Eacker's manner was cold and
grim.

“I have only a few words ta sav,
Erie,” he said curtlv. * Probably vou
are aware of the intolerable position in
which I have been plaeed. 1 am searcely
able to face the other members of the
staff in Common-room now that it is
known that my nephew was expe'led
from another schoal.™
" 1 know, sir,” muttered Wilmet,

I'm sorry! I—"

“This cannot continue,” said M.
Iacker. “The point is that T was relyv-
l:g‘.l,t_ri_. upon the fruth being brought 1o
light-—what vou assured me was the
truth. I counted as o certainty upon
the tracing of the five-pound note that
was faken from the boy Raleigh in the
Bt. Jude's dressing-room.”

“And it has not—""

* It has not been traced. Obviounsly it
had not been put into circulation. IF it
is in other hands than yowrs there is no
m:'n':ﬂpntln?: for it.™

Wilmot’s face whifened,

"It never was in my hands, =ir.”

“I believe you—I beliove you!™ =aid
Mr. Hacker hastily. “Nevertholess,
even if the pilferer wns afraid at first
to pass the note, it is extraordinary that
he should have kopt it back so long.
I have bad to relinguish the hope of
tracing it. That means that your name
cammot be cleared.”

He gave the junior a sharp glance.

“You will remain here till the end of
the term, Lrie; I must not appear to
have lest faith in my nephew. After
the wvacation., however, other ATrange-
menta must be made. You eannot
return hern.”

“1 Lknow,” muttored Wilmat., “T'va
made some good friends here, and I
ghall be sorry to leave them, but it
can't go on.”

“Some other school may be found:
we shall see. I shall, of course, do m
best for you. It will be o difficult
matter, in view of the cireumstances.
Hore I had some influctice ; elsowhere I
have none, If vou had beon more care-
ful, mere judicious—— But we will not
go-into that, You will leave guietly ot
the end of the torm, Frie. That is all™

“Very well, sir.”

Wilmot left the study. e passed
Trotter 1n the passagpe bringing a
telegram.

“ Mr. *Acker in his study, sir?"” asked
the House page.

B YE.E lll‘

Troller passed on. i

Wilmot stood by the passage window
looking out into the April sunshine in
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With Bob Cherry's

the quad. His heart was heavy, Since
Mr. Hacker had told bim of the line
that investigation was taking he had
had a faint hope of something comin
of it; but the only effect so far ha
been to shake hiz uncle's faith in him.

Troiter, comin away from Mr.
Hacker's study alter handing him tha
telegram, glanced ocuriously at the
E}nmr's moody face as he passzed;

ilmot did not even sce him.

He had to go!

He could not be sorry to go, as
matters stood. He would have been
glad if he counld have gone back to his
old school. That was not to be thought
of. He had to make a fresh start
somewhere—somehow. And without the
cheery friendship of the fellows who had
stood by him, which had meant so much
to hiim 1n his dark days. The futurs
looked black hopeless, to him—and he
did not remember at that gloomy
moment that the dJdarkest hour came

before the dawn

A sudden sound from his uncle’s study
startled him and ha looked round. Mr.
Hacker appeared in the doorway of his
study.

Wilmot stared at him blankly.

A startling change bad come over the
master of the Shell; never had the hard,
acid foce looked so strangely bright.

“Trotter, send my nephew!” Mr.
Hackar was calling.

Trotter was ne; but Wilmot was
there. He made o guick step towards
the master of the Shell. What did that
look on Hacker’s face mean?

" Tnelo ' he exelaimed. It was tha
first tima at Creyiriars that he had
called Mr. Hacker * uncle,” instead of

“ gip,

“Oh, you are there, Eric!” Ar.
Hacker mmiled genially, "My dear,
dear boy, I have some news—some good
news M

The change in Hacker in those few
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p on the back of his neck, Harold Skinner's face was used as a duster lo wi
the giass. It was quite a painful process. The glass gmL!uﬁsinkr
gurgled

minutes was  absolutely amazing.
Wilmot could only stare at him, his
heart beating almost to suffocation with
& vague, undefined hope.

“This telegram—" Hacker waved
it; he almost brandished it like a
banner in his gles. “Eric, this tele-
gram—" To Wilmot's dumbfounded
astonishment, Hacker chuckled, He
had npever seen Hacker laugh before.
“This telegram. Eric—— The note has
been traced 1™

“Traced 1" gasped Wilmot.

“Traced at last, my bo i
o EI‘F'B-pﬂlmd noto

"Raleig;h"s note—-t
—hage—=" . ]

“¥es, yeal Tt has been pat into cir-
culation at last! WNWo doubt the wretch,
the rascal, the—the-~the miscreant was
hard pushed, and had to take the risk.
At all events, it has been traced, and is
now in the possession of the police——"

“Oh 1" gasped Wilmot. .

“It has been traced in the neighbour-
hood of Topham School,” Mr. Hacker
almost chirruped. “ My dear boy, yon
know what that meanal It iz o matter
of hours—of deys, at the most—befora
all will be known. T am thankful that
I never lost faith in you, Erie ¥

“(Oh 1™ repeaicd Wilmot.

“1 must take this to the Head [* said
Mr, Hacker. “Dr. Locke will be glad
to see it—ha will be resssured——"

Hacker whisked away, the telegram in
his hand., He almost rushed into Mr,
Quelch, coming out of his study, lower
down the passage.

“My dear sir—" exclaimed
surprised Remove master,

“My dear tiuclchl" chirruped Hacker,
y- Luﬂlfl Look at this telegram !*

Quelch locked at Hapcker first. Hacker,

tha

whom all the Bhell agreed in describing .

as a ﬁlmmr ass, and all Common-room

regarded ss an acid drop, was grinning

rinning—with
r- Quelch: ha

lea !
a  dreadful

-—tairly
momant

, but Skinner's faco grew very inky

For a.
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the Inky message off

deed. ** Urrrggh 1 "
suspicton that Hacker had been
drinking !

Then he looked at the telegram,

“0Oh!” he ejaculated.

“You understand, sir?” grinned Mr.
Hacker. *“A fve-pound noto, Number
00002222, was taken from the boy Haleigh
in the dressing-room st 3t. Jude's, ip
the firsk week of this term. My nephew
has heen here ever since. That note, sir,
has been passed i:ul;_il' someone at Topham
—near his old school—recently, a hun-

dred miles from here, sir! You under-
stand, sir? What "

Hacker whisked on., Ile alimost
daneed.

“ Dear me [ said Mr. Quelch.

1la glanced at Wilmot.

“Wilmot, my dear boy, I congratulate
voir [ he zaid, *Sioce you have been
nere, I havée formed the fGrm opinion
that o mistake was made at your former
school. I am glad—mora glad than
I can soy—to be confirmed in that
opinion. I congratulate you, my boy.”

“Thank you, sir [ stammercd Wilmot,

Mr. Quelch surprised bhim by shaking
hands with him. Then he walked away
—fecling a little dizzy, but with a light
heart—walking as if he were walking

on air !
THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last !

£ SAY, you fellows!”
I “You fat villain I
“Oh, really, Wharton!”
“Berag him |
“T]—TI say—" stammerod Dunter in
alarm. “I say, keep off, you know!
I—1 come here as a pal, old chaps 47
Bunter was scated in.the armcheir of
Studg No. 1. It was. tes-time, and the
Famous Five were coming up to tea,
They had locked for Wihmot, without
Tne Miower Lisrany.—MNo. 1470,
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finding him, and comp up without him;
and what they saw from the doorway of
the study made them jump.

Acrass the looking-glass over the
roantelpiece, in largo letters in ink, was
wrilten:

“WHO WAS BAKKED FROM HIS
SCHOOL?

GET OWT OF GREYFRIARS!

SAEKED KAD3 NOT WANTED
HERE "

That that inscription had been inkeod
thete - by Billy Bunter nobody, of
course, <onld doubt for a moment,
I’ﬁn’uﬁdr ¢lse in the Remove spelt like
that ! _

The surprising thing was that Bunter,
having put up that taunt to Wilmet in
his atudy, had remained on the spot!

But there ho was—sprawling in the
armohaizr ! )

Harry Wharton & Co. came into the
study with grim looks. Fellows could
bar Wilmot, if they liked; but snyone
who taunted him in his own study was
booked for trouble, _

Bunter blinked at them very vneasily
through his big spectacles,

“1 say, you fellows, no larks!” ho
squeaked. “I say, I really camo 2s a
pal. T've been disappointed about a

ostal order—I mean, I haven't comeo
Eere becauso it's tea-time—what I mean
is, 1 don't want to bp down on that chap
Wilmot,  If vou fellows stand® by him,
that's good enough for mel See? And
—zmd? thought that—that I'd tea with
the chap here, just—just to show him
that I don't thiﬁ‘k he did what he did,
you ‘know .

“ You're not down on Wilmot, you fat
frog ?” said Harry Wharton. * What do
vou mean inking on the glass, then?”

“Eh! Who's inked on the glass? 1
haren't touched your ink, or your glass,
either "

“ What?” roared Bob Cherry.

“Wharrer you mean?” domanded
Bunter warmly. “I can't sco anythin
on }'ﬂilr glass. What's the matter with
it ¥*

'fhe fat Owl blinked at the glass
through his big spectacles.

“0Ohl It looks & bit inky!” he said.
“Well, I never did ikl What the thump
should I want to chuck ink at your glass
for 1¥

“You wrote that on the glass!”
oxclaimed Nugent.

*Is anything written there?"” asked
Bunter.

“ Wha-a-at 1"

The short-sighted Owl of the Remove
heaved himsalf out of the armeheair and
tock 8 closer view of the glass, Then

he jumped.
“0Oh erikey ¥ he gasped. “Whao did
thas?”

“You did " roared Johnny Bull,

“The didfulness ia terrifie,
esteamed Bunter.”

“1 didn't '™ gasped Bunter. "7 never
noticod 1t before! Think I'd have staved
hore, if I'd done it! What makes you
think I did it 1"

“The epelling, you fat fibber.”

“What’s the matter with the spelling 7
ssked Bunter, blinking at the inseription
again. “I sce—the. word schooll I
don't spell like that! I know achool
has two K's in o™

“Oh crikey ™

"An H, too, I think,” =aid Bunter.

I'm not certain sbout the H—but I
jolly well know there are two K'g—"

“Ha, ha, ha!*

" Anvhow, I didn't do it 1" said Buntor
wurmi:i *1 came here to tell you
Tim Muwyer Lisrary,—No. 1,470,
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fellows I was willing to tea with Wilmet,
though he's barred ij all the Form—-="

“Is there anybody you wouldn't tea
with 1" asked Bob.

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Sorag him !

“Hold on,” said Harry Wharton
quickly. “ Bunter never did that, vou
men! He came here on the make—and
he was too blind to see it when he rolled
in. If he hadn’t been here, I should
have thought

“Nobody else spolls like that—"

“Unless it was soma rotter who wanted
to taunt Wilmot, and get by with it
safely,” said Harry. "Some fellow who
might like to see Bunter get a ragging
—some fellow, for instance, who was
ﬂi‘p}:gmj:t whopping him, by Wilmot—"

“ Bkinner | o

d Bob,
“Easy enough to imitate Bunter's
spelling and pull our log I” said Harry.
“Bkinner did that, and wanted us tb

think that Bunter had done it.”

“Blessed if 1 see why you should think
I'd done 11" grunted Bunter. *“ What iz
there mbout it to make you think I'd
done it, I'd like to know.’

"The juniors chuckled.

- It was rather fortunate for the fat
Owl] that he was guilelcsaly on the spot
at the moment! Otherwise, there was
little doubt that he would hare been
found guilty! But 1t was clear that
Bunter had been unaware of what was
ntked on the glass, though he had been
sitting only two or three yards from it.

If it was not Bunter's handiworl:, it
was another’s—and the Famous Five had
littlo difficulty in gucssing whose.

“Ask Skinner to step slong herg,
Bob 1" said Harry,

“What-ho 1™ said Rab.

He went along to Skinner's study. A
few moments later there was a roar in
the Remove passage.

Diob was asking Skinner to step along,
by the simple process of heaving him
a nnﬁ’ﬂh his shoulders.

“Will you leggo?” roared 8kinner
frantically.

“This way!" said Bob choerily.
“Here he i3, you men! Walk in,
Skinnor, dear man, and tell us why yol
left that kind message in the astudy.”

“You ailly ass!” howled Skinner. I
haven't been here! Looks to me liko
Bunter's work, from the spelling——*

“Oh, really, Skinner—I don’t spell
school with only one K—"

“You meant it to look like Bunter's
work [ said Harry Wharton, “Own up
that you did it "

"I never—"

*Bhick his head in the coal-lockor——

“Ohl Owl Let ma go!™ yelled
Skinner wildly. “Tt was only a joke—
stimply & joke! T'll rub it out, if you
like!*

“¥You will1” mgreed the captain of the
Remove. "And you'll use your face tao
rub it aut with. Take hold of the back
of ' "~ neek, Bob., Waiting, Skinner,”

“He, he, hel” cackled Bunter.

“I=I woen't! I—-I—" gasped
Skinner.

“Help him get on with it, Bob, old
bean I

The next few minutes wore horrid for
Harold Bkinner. With Bob Cherry's
grasp on the back of his neck, his face
wag used a3 & duster to wipoe the ink
off tho glnss,

It was quite a painful process.
The giass pgrow less inky; and
Skinner's face very inky indeed. The

ink was dry, but fard rubbmg got it off
the smooth surface of the glass., By the
time the cleaning process was through
the glase was still rather grubby, but
Skinner's face was awfully grubby—and

where it was not grubby it was Haming
CTIrASOoN,

“What on earth’s this game?"” asked
& startled voice in the doorwav.

Lric Wilmot looked in, laughing.

“Urrrggh I"' gurgled Skinner.

“ Hallo, halle, halle 1™ exelaimed Bob,
Iooking round. *“You're looking fear-
fully bucked, old man.”

Wilmot laughed.

“Tm feeling fearfully bucked,” he
answered, : : .

“Well, that will do, Skinner,” said
Bob, * ‘{'E'he glass 1sn't quile clean; but
I don't think your face will do it any
more good.”

“Urrrrggh 1"

“Ha, ha, hal”

‘Bkinner spun to the deor. He gave the
lsughing Wilmot & grubby glare as he
gurgled for breath.

“Congratulate me, Skinner I"* chuckled
“’i"{:}f" 4 fosl?

£t do you mean, you fool?™
mnr!edFSh inner,

“T'm sure you'll be glad to hear the
news, sou've always wanted to koow
why I was sacked from Topham. I'm
ﬁnlﬁg to tell you. I was supposed to

ave pinched n five-pound note "

“Oh erikey 1" gasped Buntor.

“Wilmot 1™ exclaimed Harry Whae-
ton.

“ Al zerene '™ szaid Wilmot., “Skinner
can shout it out all over Greyfriars
now—all over the universe, if he likes!
You see, my uncle's just had news that
that note has been traced, and they're
g'attinﬁ after the man wha passed it
May have him by this time. They'll
know already at Topham that I never
touched it, and whe did—see "

“Oh, my hat1” gasped Bob Cherry.

“(Oh, ripping I cxclaimed Nugent.

“The ripfulnesa is terrific !’ said
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh. “ And the
eateomned gratiers are proposterous!”

“0Oh1” gasped Skinner.

And he went.

“What jolly luck I said Harry Whar-
ton, his face very bright. * ¥You've had
a tough term ulmot: but all's well
that ends well. Why if they get the
right man, that means that you're
cleared,

* Quite 1M

“Than vou can go back to Topham,
if von like.”

“YWhat-ho 1"

“Gratters, old beanl Sorry to loze
yvou, but it's ripping 1"

*1 say, yvou fellows—"

“Bhut up, Bunterl’

“Bhan’t !¥ hooted Bunter. “I jolly
well kpew all along that Wilmot was
all right! Haven't you heard me say
g0, lots of timesi™

17 Nﬂ‘rﬁf |**

“(h, really, Cherry! If I didn't ex-

actly suy 80, I meant it,” said Bunter.
“Haven't I come here to tea to-day
becanse—"
“Becanse you're a hungry eor.
movant.”’ ]
“Beast] HEecause I'm standing by
the chap like o pal!” seid Bunter

warmly. * And I think, in the circum-
stances, you fellows ought to make a
spread of it—a real celebration. A
cake, at least, and jarn——"

“¥a, ha, hal”

It was a happy study tea to Frio
Wilmot. 5o it was to BEilly Bunter,
for his suggestion was adopted, and
there was & cake and jam.

1 i€ E [ |

“Orawley |

"Y’EE t.'-:

Tha next day it wos all known.

As soon as Hacker got the full story,

{Continued on page 23.)



MORE EXCITING CHAPTERS OF OUR BIG THRILLER !

Done jn the Dark !

AST away on a strange, dead

C land of barren rock and sand,

which has risen up as a result

of a huge tidal wave, Bquadron-

Leader Akers and Flight-Liewtenant

Ferris  discover that England and

Western Europe are submerged bencath
the sea.

After a series of exciting adventures
they meet more survivors, ameng whom
wre Coles, Huck, and a negro named
Jim Crow, who have made a rich haul
looting stranded derelicts,

Their signal firez are sighted at last
by paseing ships. Anxious to get clear
with their ill-gotten gnmu Coles & Co.
enlist the services of Larsen, Baines,
and Crawley, and then szet out under
cover of darkness to seize ome of the
rescus ships—the Roea. Taking the
lead, the negro steals aboard, &nd
fells one of the men on gunard with a
pile-driver to the jaw,

The noise awoke another man a.zieeg
en the bunk, His snoring cease
abruptly, and he =zat up.

“Whe'n thunder's making that
blamed row?" he began angrily. Then
the words died away as he took in the

massive figure of Jim looming over him.

" Lisson, mate 1™ said Jim softly. 1
should hate like pizen te have to hit
you, o dean’t make no fuss "

“ But—but what's the idea?”
mared the ather.

“It’s jest dat me and s few frien's
ara aiming to go for a li'l eruise in dis
heah eraf’ of yo'res’” Jim informed him.
“Heah dey come, g0 you can ses for
vo'sel dat if you start a rough houss
yvou'll enly git hort.”

Apparently, the man thought so, too,
for after eyeing [Larsen, Baines,
Crawley and I?Iuck. who were crowding
in through the fo'c'sle door, he said:

stam-

“O.K, feller, I don’t know what
your game is, but I ain’t startin’
nothing.”

“That's real sens’ble of you,” said
Jim, glancing towards the man whom
he haﬁ felled and who was beginhning to
stir inta befuddled life.

Turning away from the bunk, he
erossed to Larsen in the doorway.

“¥ou, Baines, an® Crawley, tis thess
fellers up,” he said. “Huck an' me'll

"tond to the
Leaving Larsen to carry oub the order,
he and Huck collected Coles, and the

ent down in de stolkehole™

thres of then made their way to the
engine-room ladder.  Descending tho
iron stairease to the dimly illumined

stokehole, they found a solitary stoker
on duty,

* Keeping asked Jim
pleasantly.

“What the ‘blazes d'you want down
here®” demanded the man., “Who are
you, anyway?”

“We're jest a RI'l visiting party
makin’. a tour of dis heah .deep-sea tug-
boat,” responded Jim, “an’ we like her
zo much dat we're gwyne for a ¢ruise in
her.”

“1 don't get you,” said the other
roughly. “You clear out of here,
nigger, and take your two pals with
you I*

“Lissen, chum,” rred Jim, * vou
doan’t understand. s threa gents an'
thres more up ebove am in possession
of dia boat. ‘R’n doan't wanna hurt you
nor nobody else, but ’less you come up

uiet an’' peaceable to tha fo'c'sle,
things are goin' to be real bad for you.”

“You're drunk!” said the other
angrily, taking a fresh grip on his
long-handled shovel. “Get out of here,
or I'll smash that uﬁly head of yours |

“Aw, ﬁy,“ sighed Jim, advancing a
paca, git sense an' put down dat
shovel—by golly I”

With the swiftnefs of. a panther he
leapt aside as the shovel whistled past
his head in & murdercus, cleaving
swing. Simultaneously, his massive fist
shot out, smﬂshmlg wi.tim sickening fores
against the man's head, sending him
reeling bemused and bewildered against
the iron bulkhead.

Before the fellow could recover, Coles
rushed at him and kicked him savagely,
bringing him to the floor doubled-up
and gasping in agony.

“Dere was no need for dat, Coles,™
sald Jim. " But you always was handier
wid yora feet dan yore Bists, You're a
h:nwgmvn -onery shunk, Coles, an’
mere’n once I've wunnered why you was
reared. But dat dean’t matter for de
Em?:li‘nh Let's get dis feller vp on
E“L‘-' L

steam upi”

Between them the trio got their cap-
tive up into the fo'c'sle, where Larzen
dealt with him as he had deall with the
other two, effectively binding his wrists
and ankles.

“Well, I reck'n dat’s dat,” said Jim.
“An' now we'd better seo-about gittin’

under way P
A cable at once and stand slowly
out for the open sea.

“What us have got to do,” said Jim,
“is to get away from heah an’ be out
of sight by mawnin’. We can talk den
and fix up de watches and duties, and
de best way of working de ship.”

The Rosa had sufficient steam in her
Loilers for the engines, and after the
cable had been slipped and gone over-
board with a = ]aalan, Larsen mounted to
the bridge and took the wheel.

A few moments later, as steam was
guietly turned on by Jim Coles down
in the engine-room, the tug began to
quiver under the muffled thud of her
powerful pistons. At her low stern ap-
peared a creaming welter of foam,
water rippled away from her sharp
bows, and she began to glide away
through the night, standing out for the
open Gea,

At first she had little more than
steering way on her, but as the camp-
fira lights of Camelot and the great
red beacon which still burned on the
hill above began to 1recede, Baines

Aboard the Tug!

BRIEF council of war followed,
and it was decided to sliil tha
4]

arrived down in the engine-romn to
report that Larsen required more
steam.

“Q.K. " nodded Jim, his oily, black
hand gripping the handle of the main
steam-control. “But he cain’t have tao
much, Baines. Wweo kinder misealeu-
Inted things.”

“What do you mean?” demanded
Baines, his latent fears that something
would go wrong roused at once by the
negro's words.

“I mean™ replied Jim, “dat de
coal-bunkers are blamed 'near omply !
Dis craft was never coaled for as 4

Tue Maoner LisgarY.—No. 1,470,
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a vorage as she’s bin an' done. T'll
jest come up wid you fo 'de bridge and
report samo to Larsen.” =

“Yea; but what are wa going to do
if we've got no” coal?’ demanded
Baines anxiously, as, giving the steam-
control ancther fraction of o furn. :

Jim wiped his hands on & piece of
waste.

“Dot” repeated the negro. “Why,
wo'll either have to .coal somewheres,
or jest drift until we're picked up. An’
you know what that'll mean.”

“Yeas, I know what it'll mean, all
right 1 said Baines, with an_ oath.
“Jt’'ll mean arrest. Curse it, I wish
I'd kept clear of this (™ ; ;

“Aw, quit worryin’!” advised Jim,
striding towards the engine-room
ladder. *We ain’t beat yet. Nossir, not
by & mighty long way " . :

Followed by the spprehensive Baines
ha reached the. deck, and, mounting to
the bridge, he told Larzen of the almost
empty coal-bunkers. 3 :

réen received the information with
an outburst of terse profanity.

“Woell, what d’von suggest we do?”
he demanded. “How much coal have
we Eﬁt, anyway 7" ;

*“ Egough for twelve houra steaming,
and no more” replied Jim. *“What
we've gotta do, Larsen, iz furn noerth,
and steams as far 8s we can up de
coast, We'll find some place where we
can lie in shelter, an’ we'll have to coal
from one of de wrecks”

“Do you know what you're saying?”
demanded Larsen ro b , visualising
the heart-breaking aﬁ ack-breaking
work that coaling the tug from some
derelict would entail. .

“Yessir, I knows what I'm saying,”
veplied Jim, unperturbed. “If you
knows a better way out of dis jam,
Larsen, you've jest gotta say 1it.”

Larsen did not know a better way
out. Or, at least, if he did, he kept it
to himself. Wrathfully he agreed that
it was a case of either coaling the ship
as Jiun suggasta;i, or waiting for cap-
ture upon the high seas.

The bows of tho Rosa were turned
northwards, and throughout the night
the tug ploughed her way steadily up
the coast %it’h the dawn, Jim, after
s consultation with Larsen, Coles, and
Huck, went into the fo'c'scle to inter-
view the three captives, who were still
lring, bound nng helpless, on their
bunkes, .

““Now lissen to me, gents,” said Jim
amiably. “Dis chip i8 ours, an' you
cain't do nuthin’. Ii?imt. we're gohna
voal her, and den we're gonna eail
for America. If you cares fo work for
ag, you'll be well treated, well fed, and
wc!ly paid. If, on de other hand, you
doan't wanna work for us, you'll jest
have to stay tied up like what you are
until do end of de voyago. at it's
to be, den?”

“Who are von, anyway?” demanded
the man whom they had found down in
the stokehole. “What's your game?”

“We sin't got no game,” replied Jim.
“We're jest six cestaways who ain't
craving to sail in company wid dem
others from do camp at Camelot.”

“Becanse you consider yourselves
better'n them, I suppose?” snecred the
other.

“Yes,” grinned Jim.

The man laughed harshly.

“If you ask me,” he said, “you're
just a bunch of cheap crooks, and
you've been up to something at the
camp what has eent you on the run.”

“Hard words ain't hurting me anr,”

THE MAGNET

said Jim unperturbed, *mnor doing you
any good, either. Do. you wanna stay
tied up, or are you gonna work for us?

“I'll work,” out m ono of the three.
“But it's only because I'm being forced
to, understand. T'm not in with you,
whatever your game is.”

The other two, aleo realising that
freedom from their bonds coold only be
obtained- by & promise to work,
grudgingly assented. . )

fter freeing them and giving them
& warning sabout the consequences
any sttempt at mutiny, Jim led them
out on deﬁ. . ;

“You rustle some breakfast for all of
us,*” he ordered, singling out one of the
trio. “¥ou other two take over down
in de stoke hole and keep dem boilers
going.” .

The men obeyved, and Jim joined
Larsen on the bridge. :

“There’ll be a fine shemozzle going
on back ders st Camelot,” said Jim,
“for by dis time dey'll have found dat
de Rosa’s gone.” - :

“Yes; but they won't know where 1t's
gone,” responded Larsen. I only hope
we don't meet any shipping coming this
way, that's alll”

That was Jim's fervent hope, also, for
he knew by now that the Texan’s wire-
leste would be sending out werd con-
cerning the missing tug, and asking
vessals to report if they sighted it.

Until mid-morning as they cruised up
the desolate coast of rock -end ssnd, a
gharp look-out ahead was kept, but
never & spar, s&il, or hull broke the
liorizon line.

It was. mearing the forencon watch,
while Jim had gone below to see how
the cosl supply was holding out, when
Baines joined iamu on the bridge.

“Look here, Larsen,” he burst out,
“thiz coaling is a mad idea. Even if
wo find & dereliet near enough to the
<oast fo handle her coal, it's going to
take uz davs, and maybe weeks, to fill
thesa bunkars {*

“I know,” nodded Larsen: “but the
nigger's dead set on coaling. He
reckong it's the only way to pet clear
with his swag.”

" And d'you reckon it's the only way 1"
demanded Baines,

Larsen's bearded lips twitched in a
grin. g -

“Mo, I dorn't,” he answered. *It
might be the only way of getting clear
for them, but 1t 130"t for ve”

“What do you mean?” aszked Baines
eagerly.

I mean,” answered Larsen, “that to-
night. we're going to collar as much of
the swag &3 we can carry in our belts
and pockets, and then we're gomg to
skip thoe ship. There's no one can eon-
nect us with this seizing of the Hosa,
because it was all done under cover of
darkness, and 1t won't be suspected
either that we've money and
jewellery om us. We'll get & ship some-
where to give us passage aoross to
Americe, even if it means ua having to

o back to Camelot, Anyway, if we do

ave to g& back there, Akers will have
sailed. e's supposed to be leaving
this morning aboard the 'I:Ia:nn.“

“And B cursed good job, too,"” said
Baines venomously. " But how do you
intend getting hold of the loot to-night?
The nigger's no fool I

“1 know that,” answered Larsen.
“But he and his two mates have got to
sleep some time or other, and even if
nnLr one of them turns in, it leaves the
odds three to two in our favoeur, because
we'll keep awake to-night.”

ting the threp seamien
belonging to the tug,” said Baines. "Ii
they see us and the nigger scrapping
among oursolves, they'll’ join in on ther
own account.™

“They won't,” answered Larsen.
“Long before night comes we'll be
anchored offshere, and them fellers'll bhe
locked in _the fo'e'sle. | The nigger
daren’t risk letting them walk about
loose in case one of them goes over-
board in the might and swims ashore

“You're for

of and spills the beans to somebody about

what's happened.” .

He nudged Baines with his elbow.

“Here's the nigger coming now,” le
said. “Clear off, and I'll talk to you
and Crawley later.”

Obedicntly Baines sauntered away fo
the starboard rail of the bridge, as,
mounting tho ladder, Jim joined Larsen
at the wheel,

“We've gotta find an_ anchorage
mighty scon, Larsen,” said Jim, * Demn
bunkers is about empty now. Kcep her
closer inshore.” 3

For “another hour the fug cruised
slowly northwards, while Jim, with
glasses pressed to his eyes, scanned the
desolate coast for some derelict whiels
gave promise of providing the necessary
coal, o '

“Dere we are,” he exclaimed sud-
denly, handing the glasses to Larsenm.
“YWhat about dat?”

Taking the glasses, Larsen focuscd
thern on & big, rusty-hulled freighter
of some 6,000 tons burden lying high
and dry on tho rocks within a sfone’s
throw of the water's edge. What was
more, & long, curving line of rock run:
ning ocut intoc the sea to form a small
bay gave promise of an ideal anchorage.

“It couldn't be better,” said Larsen,
handing the glasses back to Jim.

With a leadsman in the bows, the tug
nosed her way into the bay, The re.
maining port anchor ran cut with a
rattle and splash, and as Jim signalled
down to the engine-room: " Finishe:
with engines,” t.hq Rosa lay riding close
inshore, rmnﬁ lazily to the swell,

The port davits were slung out, a
boat lowered, and Larsen, Coles, anil
one of the tugboat hands went ashore
to examine the derelict and see what
coal she had in her bunkers.

They were gone less than half an hour,
and w{mn they returned Larsen clumped
up the bridge ledder o report to Jim.

“Her bunkers are almost full,” he
informed the negro. “8he must have
heen outward bound from some British

port.” ; .
“What ship is she?” inquired Jim.
“The s  Sycamore,” answered

Larsen, *“under water ballast.” -

“(.EK. |” nodded Jim. * We'll be alile
to fit ourselves out wid stores as well
as coal. We'll start coaling right away,
veing potato and store sacks.”

He turned to Coles. .

“Take Baines and Crawley ashore wid
you, and start getting de bunker
hatches off | he ordered,

“Wait a minute!” growled Larscn.
“Wa don't have to start coaling now.
Not one of us turned in all last night.
We'll start to-morrow morning.”

“Us'll start now, Lnragn,*’ saic
Jim firmly., “We can’t git dis of
tub coaled quick enuff, Ebery hour of
daylight is precious. Go on, Coles, git
goin’, an’ take Baines an’ Crawley wid

ou,”
4 Larsen took a step forward.

“ Listen, nigger,” he growled. “I've
talken orders from you ever snce we
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come aboard. I've got something to sa
now. . Thia coaling doesn’t start untﬁ
the merning, as far as me, Baines, and
Crawley are concerned.”

" Anyt'ing more to say?’ drawled
Jim.

“That’s all at the moment!” snapped
Larsen. i

“0.K,, den!” nodded Jim. “Now let
me tell you somethin’, Larsen, Whilea
vou're aboard dis heah ship you'll take
orders from me an’ obey dem on de
jump, sea?”

“No, I don't sce,” shouted Larsen.
“I'll obey no ¢rders given by a dirty
nigger———=" ;

Like a black piston Jim's arm shot
out, his c¢lenched fist taking Larsen full
on the side of his bearded face, sending
him staggering back ageinst the port
rail of tha bridge.

“¥You talk to me dat way again,
Larsen,” he said grimly, "an’ you'll git
somo mere Y

Larsen made no reply. Instead,
gathering himself together, eyes blazin
with berserk rage, and fista clenched,
he charged forward at Jim, his right
arm swinging murderously.

The nigger avoided the blow, and,
straightening up, smashed home & right
full to Larsen’s bearded lips, sendin
him reeling back against the wheel-
house, :

Again Larsen recovered himself, and,
spitting blood, he tore in at Jim, aiming
gﬂ sgvage kick at him with his heavy sea-

of.

Sensing what was coming, the negro
twisted to avoid the kick. But he was
not ;;uml: enough, and Larsen's boot
thudded cruelly into his thigh.

With & snort of pain, Jim swung his
black fista smashing like ple-drivers
into Larsen’s face.

Cursing and pantiag, Larsen brought
his knee victously up mto the pit of
the negro's stomach.

dim . doubled up, but only for a
moment. Then & savage elbow jab In
the Lkidneys made Larsen erpalt in
agony, and a- smashing right, crunch-
ing sickeningly agninst his nosze, fat-
temed it into & squat caricature of 1is
former shape, and sent hiri staggering
back against the wheelhouse,

Larsen pualled himzelf  together,
With head down he charged in again
at Jim, who side.stepped and smashed
home such a terrific blow to the throat
that Larsen went headlong into the star.
board rails, where he lay meaning and
groaning.

"Gt up ! grated Jim. :

Larsen got wup. Wounded in the
shoulder as he had been in the attack
o Anstruther’s camp, his stamina was
&Inazing,

It was not pluck which kept him
going. It was bestial, unreasoning
fmsamn, snd & blind and murdercous
ust to kilk

Jim, also, was in & towering and
merciless rage. His sledgehammer
fists ecrashed again and again on
Larsen’s jaw, reducing the man's
bruised and bleeding features to red
and quivering pulp.

Baines, Crawley, Coles, and Huck,
on the bridge, looked on in tense
silence, ss did the three tughoat hands
from the deck below. No one inter-
fored, no one spoke a word, for to
Baines and Crawley, and to Coles and
Huck, this was a fight between their
leaders to prove who would in fuinre
he top dog aboard the Rosa.

All dour knew that there was some-
thing else at steke, for it would be
the top dog and his two companipns
who would get the hundred thousand
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The negro ﬂhﬁlﬁﬂ-ﬂ, his sledgehammer fist erashing merellessly on the polot of
Larsen's jaw !

pounds’ worth of loot which was
aboard.
The hearvte of Coales and Huck

rejoiced exceedingly as they saw Jim
slam Larsen up against the wheelhouse
again, and, holding him there, batter
hia face unmercitully, until Larsen
suddenly saggeH at the knees and shd
to the deck, where he rolled over on
his face, to lie a limp and unconscious
heap.

Stepping back, with hands on hips,
Jim stood staring grimly down ot
Larsen,

“T sec’d dis coming, Larsen, when
vou brought two men along wid Fou
laat night instead of one,” he said. "I

gin't never trusted you, bub vou've
plaved yore cards wrong, Larsen.
Yon should have waited an' knocked
me over de head when I wasn't
locking 1™

Which iz precizely swhat Baines

thought, as disgustedly he muttered to
Crawley :

“The fool said he was going to
wait until tonight. Instead of that,
he goes and loses his temper, and, by
the look of him, be'll not be able to
move for davs.”

He broke off as Jim turned on him.

“{3it Larsen below inte aone of the
cabin bunks ! growled the negro. “He

WF3

wahts seein’ tol

Amsisted by iwo of the tugboat
hands, Baines and Crawley carried
their fallen leader below, and, after
bathing his bruised and battered faee,
they bandaged. it as best they could,

and set about attending to his other
hurte.

“The [oel!" burst out Bainea again.
“1f enly he'd waited  till to-night, as
he suggested, this wouldn't have hap-
peaed [

“What exactly was he going to do
to-might ?” asked Crawley.

“His idea was to wait until either
ihe riigger or his two pals had turned
in, then grab as much of the loot as we
could ecarry, and skip tha ship,”
explained Baines. He went on survey-
g the unconscious form of Larsen.
“He'll not skip o ship this side of next
weelk B

He broke off as there came the sound
of running down the companion ladder
ared Huck poked his head into the
cabin. ]

M Cone on [ grinned Huck.
“You're wanted on deck I”

“What for?” demanded Daines

“We're going to start coaling,”
replied Huck.

And start they did, under the super-
vision of Jim, wheo, after a wash-down,
seemed little the worse for his fight
with Larsen.

It was heartbreaking and killing
work, filling sacks of coal from the
minkers of the Bycamore, carrying them
to the Rosa’s bost, ferrying them to the
tug, bauling them up the side and
emptying them into the tug's bunkers.

‘Bur  throughout the afterncon, and
until dusk was creeping in. from out the
sea; Jium kept them.at i, lending his
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owy lLerculean strength to the task and
doing - the work of two men.

At length, however, he called o kalk
for the day. Worn out by the back-
breaking toil, all hands discarded their
grimy clothes ‘and, after o cold sluice
down, donned fresh clobber from the
Jockers in the fo'c'sle and sat down fo
a meal cooked by Jim.

It was Jim who took the first long
watch, the rest wearily secking their
bunks to fail into sound and instant
slumber. There was no talk that night
between Baines and Crawley about skip-
ping the ship, nor by the tog Lands of
attempting to escape.

All that was wanted by everyonc was
sleep, and when eventually Jim roused
Cales and Huck to take over guard in
the middle watch the pair of them won-
dered greatly how be had meneged to
keep awake so long. ]

"? ‘dan't think there'll be much stir-
ring,” said Jim, preparing to dﬂp?rt
below, “De main thing what you've

ot to waich is dat dem three hands
or'ard doan’t try to slopo off I”

Tho remainder of the night passed
uwneventfully cnough, and soon alter
dawn the coaling of the tug was
resumed. 1

Enowing the need for haste, Jim
worked the men mcmilessli'.', and in such
great Tespect did they hold the negro’s
fista that protest was only uttered in
surly undertonés when he was out of
carsnok.

Larsen was still too weak to move,
and had ho not been =0 badly bat-
tered, Baines and Crawley could have
envied him having nothing to do but
lie in his bunk whilst they teiled,
aweated, and cursed i1n the grime and
dust of the Bycamore’s bunkers.

With the dusk, work ended for the
day, and after a sluice and an evening
meal, Jim sét the watches as on the
previons night. He was to take first
watch, and Coles and Huck the
second. Jim had ne intention of let-
ting himself, Coles, and Huck, be asleep
at the same time, leaving the ship to
either the mercy of Baines and Craw-
lew, or else to that of the three seamen.

Baines, however, secmed loath to
turn in that night, and darkness found
him and Crawley seated, smoking, on
the fo'c’sle head. _

“What's biting vou, Baines?" asked
Crawley curiously, after a few efforts
at conversation had brought nothing but
n surly grunt from Baines. “ You got
something on your mind, or what?"

Baines laughed shortly. ,

“I've got this on my mind,” he said
gavagely, “I'm through with coaling.
I'm not doing it to-morrow, not for that
“iE or nor nobady.™

'ENn?" said Crawley,

b lencing
through the darkness in the

irection
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of the bridge on which he Lknew the
giant figure of Jim was lounging. .

“I've been thinking, Crawley,” said
Baines, lowering his voice. ™ You know
that i1dea of Larsen’s to grab some of
the loot and clear afgf the ship
nitogether "

"Yes," nodded Crawley.,

“Well, T reckon we can still de it,”
went on Baines in low guarded tones.
“I've been thinking it ouc all evening.
The first thing we've got to do is to get
possesaion of the ship.”

“Which 13 impossible,”
Crawley.

% No, it 1s2't,” retorted Baines. * You

listen to me. Thoso three seamen what
wo eaptured know that you and me and
Larsen ain't friendly with the- nigger
and hiz fwo mates.”

“Yes, go on,” encouraged Crawley.

“¥You and me," proceeded Baiunes,
“ecan tell the three of them that now
that Larsen's out of it we're kind of
gorry we ever stood in on thiz game,
Got the wind up, see? We'll tell them
tho truih, tell them all about the loot
and everything, and we'll sy that
wo've talked it over and come to the
conclusion that we're bound to be rap-
tured, so we're prepared to lhelp them
retake the ship and sail it back to
Camelat.”

“ And you think they'll swallow that¥”
cxclaimed Crawley contemptuousiy.

“It doemn’t matter whether they
swallow it or not,” reloried Baines.
“All that’ll maiter to them will be our
offer to help them retake the ship.
We'll help them retake it when Huck
and Coles are standing the second watch
snd the nigger’s asleep.”’

“You I'E-[ﬁl_‘r* mesan to help them "
said Crawley In amaze.

“That's my idea,” nodded Baines.

cut in

T The five of us'll rash Huck and Coles

on the bridge and once we've aover-
powered them we can handle the nigger
easy. MNow,” he lewered his vaice to
a whisper, “Coles has got a gun what
he brought with him from a ship ealled
the Boston. 1 saw it to-night when he
was cleaning it. You and me'll get
that gun, grab a few pocketfuls of the
awag, and skip the szhip. The threc
hands won't be able to stop us beeause
they're unarmed. D’vou get the idea ?”

Crawley was silent a moment,

“Yes,"” ho said softly, “I pet 1t. But
what about Larsen ?"

“Lersen,"” retorted Balnes, “can to
blazes. I'm not worrying about him.”

{Daines seems pretty confident of pet-
ting away safe with the booty, doesn’t
ke But Jim Crow is no fool, as you
will discover when you read next week's
cxeiting chapters of Lthis powerful adven-
fure yarn. He sure to order your copy
of the MAGRET fn good time/)

NOT WANTED AT GREYFRIARS

{Continued from page 24.)

it was-told, end it lasted Groyfriars as
a topic till the school broke up for
Easter. .

It was a dismal story. Raleigh's
five-pound note had been passed in the
town of Topham, and identified there.
And a racing man, who had passed i,
had had to explain whence he received
it. He had received it from Crawley.

Only too well now Wilmot understeod
the urgent neced that had brought tho
wrotched Crawley to Greyfriars; and
the risk he hnd said that he had to
run, if Wilmot failed him. That risk
was the passing of the banknote,
which uneasy fears had led him to keep
back so long. Ie had been driven to
part with it at last. And., doubtless,
after such a lapse of time, it had
seemed safo to him—unaware of tho
investigations set en foot by Hacker,

“ It shows,” said Johnny Bull oracu-
larly, “that a fellow should always do
the straight thing.

"%uiﬁa 1" agreed Wilmot, :

“Gratters, old bean!” spid  the
Bounder, looking into the study. *'1
don't think you can blame any man
for barring you, Wilmot, in the cires.

“ Not af nil’ i

“But- grattors all the same

“"Thanks "

And the Dpunder voiced the general
sentimont of the Remove. A wrong
had been done, and it had been st
right; the wretched Créwley making s
full confession, when he was expelled
from Topham—glad to eseape with
nothing worse. Every fellow in the
Remove offered Wilmot his “ gratiers
—even Bkinner.

On the last day but ene of the term,
Wilmot showed his friends a letter from
hiz old headmeaster at Topham. It
contained a cordial invitation to take
his old place in his.old school, and te
come ot once. He was to go bagk
as if nothing had happened.” And
though his Greyfriars friends were
sorry to lose him, they were glad of
his good fortune. And when §r.
Hocker took him to the station, the
Famous Five went to see him off—
Hacker, for once, glowing with good
humeour, and giving the Kemove fellows
the impression that he really was a
human being, after all.

THE END.
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BRONCO-BUSTING
BIRCHEMALL

By DICKY NUGENT

* Goin
huatiug sonteat, you fel-
lows 1" asked Jack Jolly,
as he and his pals sat 1n
General Jolly's magnificent
Rolla-Rice on their way to
s sircuss and Wild West
show they were patronising
on Bank Hollerday Mon-
day. * There's a prize of
five pounds for the chap
that can stay on the
bronee’s back for half-a-
minnit." -

“ Not i 29 trowsis ! V'
answered Fearlesa,
with a larf, ** . say
that nobody has yet lasted
longer then five seconda on
that flery muatang—and
I'm sure I don't want to
start Easter hollerdays
with a broken neck !

* Bame here 1" corussed
Merry and Bright.

“All sereen I'm not
keen myself, while the
hollerday'a so ngl"

rinned the kKaptin of the

ourtl, Then be broke
off enddenly and gave a
wigsle, “ Few !.S5ea who's
walking along the road,
gnu ﬂh&‘pﬂ t Stop the car,
teer |’

Steer, the shaver, saluted
and shoved on his brakes,
and the grate car, with a
deflening roar, came to a
dead stop.. As it did so
thers was a mermer of
serprize from Jack Jolly's

pals.

** The Head |

The wayfarer Jolly had
spotted was noneother than
Doctor Alfred Birchemall,
t?p vennerable headmaster
of 8t. Sam’as 1 He glanced
round curiously,
Rolla-Rica pulled up beside
him, Then, when he reck-
cruisadlytilﬂ ‘Intkku n;ltﬂ, &
strange ook ap-
pnare%l nmh?a akollerly fizz.

. iﬂyl Fearleas ! Merry!
Brig What are you
doing of, gallivanting about
in this part of the world 1 *
hea I]Jhn tered.

“"We're maki for
Slanger’a Sircuss and Wild
West Show, sir.'!

The Head started vio-
lently.

““ The dickens you are 1

“ No objection, sir, have

you ¥ "
Doctor Birchemall eoul.
none what-

lerad.

" Nunno ;
ever, of corse! But why
don’t you go further afield,
with a magnificent car like
this at your disposal ¥ You
could eaaily a trip to
Merry Margate or Breezy
Brigll:?t-nn, Op——

* Nothing doing, eirl"
chuckled Frank Fearless.
“It's the Ernnc:n-hust.inﬁ
Kontest we want to zee |

“Iwill ba i'mnkwiti}::[yuu,
boya," aaid the sad.
“The truth ia that I also
AHl O IOV to Slanger's
Sircuss—with {he inten-
shun of goivg in for the

as the

in for the bronco- .

‘his trowsis seemed

bronec-bueting kontest
myself § 1

“My hat! 1f you
really mean -that, sir,
you've pot some nerve | '
eggsclaimed Merry, ad-
miringly. ** Why, an old
fogey like wou won't
stay on that bronco’s back
for a nufp]u'ﬂf jiffios 1 ™

“* Pardon mo, Merry, but
I object to the term ' old
fogey,' " said the Head,

gsharply. “In any caso,
I've madefup my mind to
puxxeed, ome what may,

I must hang on fo that
musgtang.’’

“ Well, wo all wish you
the best of Iuck, I'm’ sure,
air 1 " grinned Jack Joliy.
“What ashout a Lft as
you're coming our way 1"

The Head seemed to
hezzitate ; but his doubis
wers soon sot at reat when
Foarlcea opened the door
and gmxkﬂg hirn in by his
beard ! ;

* Yaroooooo!

 2it down, =ir, and make
vourzelf comfy!" said
Jolly, hospitably. * Steer
on, Steer (™

The shover saluted and

ot bizzy, and the Holls-
fliau started off again with
a deffening report, Tha
Head, grately to the juniors’
sar!}rize. remained standing.

“If wou don’t mind,
Jolly, I'll stand up.” he
said. "“Unless I do &0
now, I may pget lired of
aitting down later on, when
I'm riding that horse at
the sircuss|”

¥ My hat ™

It atruck Jack Jolly & Ce.
aa very pokuliar that the
Head should be so hoapful
about hiz chancea. They
couldn’ help wondering
what it was that had made
him go optimisticlk.

“ When they arrived at
the sircuss, they notissed
another pekuliarity about
the Head. The spat of
to be
awfully shiny, as though
he had been recently sitting
in & pool of grease ! But
they had no time to call
his attenshun to that before
they found
themselves in

g
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“ Ladies and jontloment™
cride the ring-master. “1I
now have the honner to
invite any brave horseman
who is willing to defy deth
on ;39 hmﬂéa;:gf tgmﬂm 1:n+
tam mus 8
into the ring! The ﬂrﬂsrl.:
jentleman to remain on,
tha pony's back for half-a-
minnit will receeve the
stowpendous prize of a
five-pound note 1 *

For a fow seconds thera
was o deadly silonce ; and
then, amid a buzz of egg-
sitemeont, Doctor Birch-
emall, who had been stand-
ing at tha ringside, vaulted
over the barrar.

Half-a-duzzen tuff-lock-
ing ¢owboys held down the
foam-flecked colt with ropes
while the Head mounted
him. But as scon as
Doctor Birchemall had fixed
himself firmly in the saddle,
they released the mustoog
and jumped aside.

Like litening, ltha pony
galloped right across the
ring, then pulled up with
a terrifick jerk. Jack Jolly
& Co. rubbed their eyes.
They had fully ag%apaﬁted

to sce the Head flv over
the hoad of hia steed right
into the middla of tha
awdiencs ; but instend of
that, he remained stuck in
the eaddle as though he
was glued there !

That first serprize was

goon followed by others,

The mustang tried one
trick after another to dis-
lodge the Head, and each
trick was morse eggstremse
than the one before it. Yet
he didn't make the sliteat
impression on the bronco-
buster from St Bam’s. He
reared up on his hind legs,
then danced on his four-

wa, then twisted round
in dizzy cireles, then bucked
all round the ring. And
atill the Head remained in
tho saddle, grinning from
ear to ear !

The ruffneck ecowhboys
gazed at him open-mouthed
and the ring-master blinked
as though he couldn't
beleeve his own eyves.
¥hen the half-minpit had
paszed they pinched them-
selves to make sure ‘they
wera not  all  dreeming.
But 1t was no dreem, as
thay realised when the
crowd etarted elammering

for the Head to be given
hia promised reward.

By that time the egga-
hausted mustang was too
tired to de anything but
stand still, pant-%ng and

ergpiring ; so the ring.
Emat!:rr mg hored into the
ring again.

* Ladies and jenilemen]™
he cride. ' It gives me

grate plezzure to present
the prize of a five-pound
note to this jentleman—
who, I may say, has given

the most amazing disnlay
of horsemanship I Eewe
seon for many & long day
Here wou are, mir!™

A crisp, russling fiva
changed hends, and the
crowd cheered wildly-

Then a remarkable thing
bhappened. One of the
cowhoya tried to help the
Head off the mustang;
and it was promptlymfoand
that the }I}-.(e-adp couldn™f
budge an inch. He was
stuck in the saddls just .
firmly as if he f-heen
stuck there with Fluet
Other cowboys camo to t

reskew, and in the end the
ontiro six were tuggmg at
Doetor Birchemall for al
they were worth. Mean.
while, the ring-masber,
whose opinion of the Head
scemod to be changing
rapidly, fixed on Doctor
Bimhmnia:'ﬂ ahkin& er b,
nottick look that nﬁ‘;u
Head turn as rﬁ& a

ony |

2 “%u that’s how 'you dift
it 1 eridelthe ring-maater;’
when he found his ¥ ‘eo.
“ You put gluo on the .tah
of wyour trowsis so tha

yvou'd stick to the saddle.

By guam ! "

Tiﬁan Jack Jolly & Co.
remembearad that shiny
look about the Head's
trowsis and his reflasmsl to
sit down in the Rollsitice
—and they realised thst the

e s B SR,

QUITE i

LOGICAL,

Gosling, the School pecter,
has just seoured &n extrs’
soap allowanoce of £1 a yeat]
bocause of the dirty work
he doea. "

Skinner, of the Raaove,

iz thinking of asking foe £10}

ring-master had hit on the
truth. '

A moment later there was
& rending sound from the
saddle of the broneo and
the Head parted company
with his steed at lasat,
leaving the seat of his
trowsia still glued frmly
to the saddle, The cow-
boya pitched back into the
sawdust in a yelling heap
and the Head made a wild
rush for the barrier, klutch-
ing the rear of his trowsis
a8 ho ran |

* Quicl | 'Weo must wisk
him away in the cart™
eride Jack Jolly, *' If those
ruffnecks get hold of him
now, they'll slawter him ! **

And, as the Hoad vaulted
over the barrier, the chuma
of the Fourth surrounded
him and rushed him away
ta the nearsat oggsit.

Forchunitly, Steer was
still at the wheel of the
Rolls-Rics, and in & cupple
of jiffies they were all inside
and the grate car wasa
relattoring  away, bearing
them all to safety.

* Thank you, my boys

ad regained his breth.
Y Quito a naat bit of work,
what 1 "

* Pergonally, eir,” said
Frank Fearless, in his usual
frank and fearless way, “ I
prafer to call it & neat bib
of swindling ! "

* Pshaw [ Likewise, tutf.
tutt 1 grinmed Doctor
Birchemall. ** They offéred
the fiver to anyons who
atuck in the gaddle for
half-a-minnit end I did it
—with' the loss of nothing
mora than the seat of my
Sunday worst trowsial It
waa all  perfectl fair,
square, and above-board 1

And, as the Head geemed

o year exlra foz thessanme
reason !

-gatisfied, thers was nothing
mora to be said about it!

ﬁnu ed the Head, when he’

Nothing Overlooked—Says _.

G. BULSTRODE

WHEN
TEMPLE

& Co. Go
HIKING

Biaowny and I had the
shoek of our lives when
wo were hiking in Hamp.-

shire at the atart of t

vac, Yo came acrosz the
laat fellowa on esrth we
should have expected to
find on the read—Temple
& Co.,of the Upper Fourth!

e T Lo

ou're hiking 1™ ped.
. Temple xgaiaa-:l Eﬁ:ﬁ im-
maculate eyebrows.

“Why not "

“ Because I didn't im-
agine that three ewanking
tailors’ dummies like vou
chaps would descend to itl"

emple glared.

“ Cheeky, ¢h T Well, if

vou're lookin' for trou-
ble——os"
“ Pax | It's holiday-

time 1"’ chipped in Browny.
And pax it waa, and we all
hilced along together and

TRUE FOR
YOU, LARRY

Speaking of the sugpes-
tion that the Upper Fourth
should have the first claim
on the beast junior playing

iteh in the coming season,

r. Lascelles says it
wouldn’t be ericket.

If the Upper Fourth
played, it certainly
wouldn't 1

the grate
Airenas tent:
Thero the ﬁ
soon forgot a
about the
Hoad’a trowsia.
At last came
the turn they
wern all await-
ing 80 eagorly—
the bronco-
busting kon-

whon a save
vidgse « lookin
ooy charge
i, Jack Jolly &
Co. yelled them-
gelves horse |

him a

Billy Buntar began collecting For an

Bunter was allotting & penny in
the pound to charily—the res
going to buy Eastar egga for him- {
zelt. Harry Wharton & Co. gave
geversa bu
“ pracked even Eutnta:’I thick

. _ __=:

: A T i :
cofo , TTTAIPT i | Ly
Tl y, | g 5

mping—which .
 shall

Mnch excitement was caused by a

Wharton opened it with care—

t dodgiog the emoke bhomb which

t contained.

received

ftime containing a ** guy ** of Pon,

Wearing a cap of his, capi~red in s
[ !Hﬂ*’l

Ponzonbhy & Co.

thair a baglkt—this

Th Mr. Pront kapt the Fifih i .
test, Thegrate  sggaier &gf Iund,” sazing a per- huge Easter ﬁg arriving at Grey- the other alternoom,. recalllng jlanned a 20-mile romte over
ring wa8  centage of the amount wonld go Iriarsaddvessed to Harry Wharton. thef it was st Ensier 1806 that 'he Kenlish dowus, which he and
cleared; and  to charity. If furmed out that Suspecting a Higheliffe *° jape,’* he last ate an Easter egg. It was :he rest of the lamous Five intend

sent to him from England while o *f hike.”
he was in the Rockies, shooti
grizzly bears.

Hillon was

—Eagazeter egg and all |

The oaly

or fine, Baob, un

reas0n
punter has decided not to aftach
heard himsell to the parly iz that Bob
to murmur It was- & pity the iays there will be no stopping to
*¢ grizzlies ** hadn't eaten Prouty roest, wel 5 .
Ruoter, keeps in perlect (tirainiog ]
L

recollect

his doting Aunt Judy sent him an
Easter egg tied with & big blus
Form men are abo
—bnt the rast of tha

E'"‘ Coker ** down
pnder ** wilh  theiz ohipping.
liks Coker !ﬁq.nl his Easter egz a

* yoke ! tor wools §

bow.
such things

Fitth quite

heavy

3 : A o ; : \
/’ { ok "I. v

f-::ll';'!.. .: x

it GEe R

ion of last Easter—when

=

found Temple and his pals
uite human in spite of
their looks !

8o there you are. Tample
& Co. are hikers right
enough end nobody can
deny it now.

But I ought to add that
they'rea not common or
garden hikera like Browny
and me. ©Oh, dear, no!
‘They put up for the night
at swell hotels and take
their moala st the most
expensive restaurants en
roufe. Asio carryinirue-
sacks, they wouldn't dream
of it |

They cover a hundred
milea & day and put on
dress-guils every evening ;
and that's got Browny and
me woll beaten !

How do they do it?
That’'a soon answersed.
Temple's car follows them
everywhere at a distance
of about a hundred yards
with all their kit on board.
And when they got tired of
hiking (which 1& usually
after about an hour) they
jump aboard the car and
finish the day's ‘‘ hiking "
on wheela.

STRANGE SCENES

AT MAULEVERER

By

TOWERS H. VERNON-SMITH

Iearing

that Dob

Cherry was spending a
couple of days of the
vac, with Mauly ot Maul-
ceverer Towers, L thought
I'd lock in to ses how

such

wit

an oddly assorted
enugla wera getiing on
each other. Imagine

my amazement to dis-

COVer

Mauly feverishly

punting a footer about
on one of the lawns,
" Mauly, old beant’

1 gasped.

e Ean

Make
ante

“What the

dickeng——- "

‘'t stop, dear man !
ourgell at home
Mauly.

!!l:ll

*You'll

nd plenty_to do—sawim.
min' an’' tennia an' run-
nin', ¥’ know ; an'thore's
the gym indoors ! "'
* But, you howling ass,
what's wrong 1" I hooted.
“* You're not yourself !

Then Maul

atopped

booting the ball and broke
down completely | Crawl.
ing over to where I atood,

et

ton my shouldor.
u're right,

dear

man ; 'm not myseelf | ™

he sobbed.
you

Bob,

" It's dear ol’
know — hin

frightful energy and what.
not | He's mada me inteo
somethin'® different
somethin® I was never
intended to bel? .

“ Great Scott | This is
gorious | Let’s come along
and sea him ! " I said.

We wont. I nearly
collapsed in a lifeless hea
when we found Be
Cherry, the most vio-
lontly energetio chap at
{Greyfriars, snoozing in a
hammoclk.

I grabbed him by the
hair and Bob opened his
eyes with & yelp.

“* My dear chap, you're
not yourself 1" 1 said ;
and then, would wou
holisve it, Bob Cherry
broka down, too |

“You've satd it
Smithy ; I'm not ] he
sobbed. * It's this sleepy
ags here that's dome it
being with him for two
days has mesmerised me
or something !

Goodness knews what
sort of a etate ihey'd
have got into if I hadn't
turned up when I did !

SECRETS OF A

SPRING POET

By SQUIFF

“Tg it true,” I asked
of Horace Coker, ** that
you have recently becomo

& great Spring poet 7 "
dde

Coker no
it Quitﬂ

d gravely.

true, young

Fiold. Anything I can do’
for youl™ ,

“ Yes, what about giv-
ing our readers some idea
of the way you go to

work 1 "’

“ Quite & pleasure,”
answered Coker, genisally.
“ Thera'sa cortain amount
of work behind the fin-

Trust Temple & Co.

......

{
Horace Coker still blushes at the

Dioky Nu 1;3
ol presontiog an Easter egg
Form-master, Mr,
hal? of the Bscond, A
till Gatty ol
¢ansing him to

ya

*erack *on 12

nt hit opon the idea

post.

to his

g, on be=
want well
nudged Nugeut,
p the sgg. Mr,
Twigd’s tace, when ha read the
humaorens mokio it ¢contalned, was
thunderous. If read : ** We agg-
spact you aré & lot oldsr thao you

ished product of

the

" Most people
fail to ni}%m-
ciate that. oy
rend some sonor-
ous  sonnet  or
Lilting limerick
and imagino that
it just comea to
the poet In &
flash of inspira-
tion.

“* Far from it!
The poet has his
work to do juet
asany other kind
of artist, and
finding rhymes
ig no light in:;h
somatimes, -
lisve me !

“ Some ypools
start from the
last line and work

I'm on now,

back. But my methed ia
the plain, straightforward
one of starting from the
beginning and working
right through. For in-
stance, teke the poem
I started
with the line *Hurrah !
It'a gnqd'm c-'i{'{ spring,
gpring, spitag 1 :  °
P“ril.ghs?; aren't man
words that rhyme wit
‘Bpring,” I could only
think of about forty, and
moat of those didn't
fitin. Here theyare, the
firat four lines :

“Hurrah ! It’s good old
HEPrIng, BPTING. Eingr ¢

Thé? hﬁ*dﬂprarg gﬂ t
wiﬂg, wing, wing ;

The hikers gaily sing,
sing, sing ;

The cyclista ting-a-ling-
ting-ting.":

I grabbed my cap and
mudg:l-' for the Tl.‘lﬂ-ﬂl]?.

“ Half a jiffy 12 aaid
Colker. “I've writien
ten more lines all ending

m “-pg ™ :

“Thanka, old chap,
but P've just remembered
an urgent appointment !
1 gasped.

We  newspaper  Te-
ortera are a hard-boiled
ot, I know ; but we havo

gur limits |



