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Skip laboured on at his Lafin

THE FIRSTY CHAPTER.
Skip, Tao !

i HAT about 8kip?” asked Bob
Cherry.
“Bkip 1" repcated Harry
Wharton.

“Rot 1" said Johnny Bull.

“Um " murmured Frank Nugent.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grinned
and was silent,

It was just like Bob., He did not like
Bkip, the new fellow in the Greyfriara

move, any more than any other
Remove fellow did. He was interested
in him wholly and zolely for one reason
—hecause he waa down on his luek, and
Hob hated to see any fellow down on
hig luck.

The Famous Five were om the Remaove
landing, after class. The new fcllow,
who hore the remarkable name of
“SLip.” had passed them there, going to
Study No. 1, which he shared with
Wharton and Nugent.

He had glapced at them in passing,
but.-did not speak. Skip seldom zpeke
to & Remove man unless he was spoken
to first.

Skip had been at Greviriars School
hardly more than a week, but in that
brief space of time he had learned that
most of the Removites had no use for.a
fellow who had been brought wp in
Shunmoeck's Alley, and still retained
many of the manners and customs of
that delectable gquarter,

Bob’s glance followed i as he went
into the study; then he propounded the
query that zurprised his friends.

“Well, why not?” asked Bob, rather
warmly. “We've going on a bike spin.
The kid's got a bike. Why not azk him
to come 3"

“The whyfulness iz ternific!” mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
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exercises, and did not look up at the cheery party thai was about to

pass him on the landing.

“We dor't want him 1" pomted out
Johnny Bull

“Thet's not the peint. He'd like to
come. I kmow what he was before he
catite here as well as vou do: buf it's
rotten to see any chap barred like that.
Look heve, let’s ask him to run his
]:glger out with us.”

he Co. looked at Bob, and looked at
one another.

In the study, Wharton and Nugent
were civil enough to the peeuliar new
Eemovite ; indeed, more than civil-—they
were kind and helpful. But out of the
study, the less they saw of him, the
better they liked it. They could make

nerous allowances for a fellow who

ad been trained in bad hands—ihey
could feel glad that he had been given
a chance in life—but they did not want
the company of a fellow who was known
tﬁ have been a pickpocket, and that was
that |

“Don't all speak at onee ' said Bob
sarcastioally.

“Well ¥ said Harry Wharton slowly,

“Well 77 said Frank Nugent.

" You don't think he will %“Uh our
liggers, I suppose ¥ grunted Boh.

“I know he picked our pockets last
hols 1 zaid Johnny Buil stolidly. < 1f
he's changed sinec he came here, I'm
glad. But I'd rather keep him at avms-
length"

“The ratherfulness is tervific!™
mured Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.

“Well, I think it's rot!” said Bob
crossly. “'The kid's done nothing amiss
since {m came-here. Iiven Bunter turns
up that pimple hé ealls o noze at him,
Ave wo taking Bunter as an example ¥

“"Ha cughtn't to be here”

“ The Head decided that.  Hadn't you
better drop in at Dy, Locke's study, and
iell him you don't find him giving satis-
faction as o headmaster "

Johnny Bull grinned.

Imyr-

“XNo need to get your rag out, old
mat;,” he said. "“Let's ask him, if you
like. If he picks anybody’s pockets
while he’s ont with us——m

" Don’t be o silly ass 1™ snapped Baob.

;[{] say the same to you, only you
can’t help it, so it would be no good '™
said Johnny imperturbably. *Come on,
you men, let's frot along to the study
and ask hﬁ?n . ;n] honour us with his
COMPRRY. ed better not go thr
Courtfield, though." . e

Y Why not " grunted Bob.

“There's & notice up outside the rail-
way station, * Beware of Pickpockets,” ™
said Johony affably. It might hurt
h::}feeimgs.“

Three members of the Co. chueklod,
Bob Cherry snorted. 3
. If youre going to be a blithering
idiot—"" he began,

“Not at all!  T'm leaving that to
you—it's in your line ! said Johnny
Bull.  *“Come on! This Co. alwavs
sticks together, and if you're going 1o
play the goat, we'll all play the gout,
Can't say faircr than that.”

“ Look here——"

“Oh, let's!™ eaid Harry Wharton,
" We shall never get out on the jiggers
at this rate. Tet's go and ask him, and
have done with 1£.”

Bob Cherry tramped into the Remove
pussage, his friends following him, They
were wilhing to back up Bob in a kind
action, but they could not feel very en-
thusiastic about it.

LThe door of Study No. 1 was half-
open,

Skip of the Remove was in fall view
az the Famous Five arvived at the daoor-
way.

As he had gone to the study, they sup-
posed that he had some work to do.
Bkip, whose knowledge of the shady side
of life was extensive and peculiar, was
not well up in the kind of knowledge
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ih‘“ was reqguired in a Form &b Grey-
riars.
He could pick & pocket and he could
crack a lock, but he could not construe
the simplest sentence in Latin without
scvere labour. He was, in consequence,
rather a trial t6 Mr. Quelch in the
Remove Form Room, and, being anxious
to geb on, ho put in & good deal of his
leisure-time af swotting, He had all the
more time for it, as he was left severely
alone by most of his Form.

_But e was not swolting at this par-
ticular moment.

He was sitbing on the corner of the
study table, staring at s small object
that he held in his hand. _

Ho engrossed was he, that he did not
notice the arrival of the juniors at the
doorway, and did not look round as they
dooked 1n, Certainly he was not expect-
ing anyone to come to the study for him,
It was very seldom that anyone did,

Loocking in from the doorway, the
chums of the Remove conld not help
seeing what the waif of Blummock’s
Alley held in his hand.

It was a small plain gold locket,
attached to a ribbon, It contained =
photograph which they could not see.

Bob Cherry had been about to shout
inte the study, but he did not shout.
Ho atupﬁe{l dead at what he saw.

A gold locket was rather an unusual
possession for a schoolboy. In SBkip's
possestion, it was nob merely unnsual,
The most unsuspicious fellow could
scatcely havo drawn any conclusion but
one.

Unheeding, in faet, unaware of five
pairs of startled eyes staring from (he
doorway, Skip continued to gaze at the
photograph in the locket with a eurious,
clouded expression on his chmbby, rather
good-lecking face.

But the pause at the doorwsay was
only momentary. .

Bob Cherry tramped heavily in, and
S8kip, with a sudden start, stared round.

Instantly the locket disappeared from
view under his jacket, and he slipped
from the table and stood facing the
juhiors with & red face.

“Well,” he snapped aggressively,
“what do vou blokes want? aking &
covey jump outer his skini Whatcher

wank

THE SECOND CHAPTER!
Whose Property?

AREY WHARTON closed the
H door of Btudy Neo. 1.
His face was very serions, as
were the faces of his comrades.
The .infended bike apin was, for the
moment, forgotten. The sight of an
article of jewellery in the hand of the
pite-time  pickpocket had nfn‘&n the
chums of the Hemove a painful shock.
Only once had -Skip fallen under sns-
sicion of reverting to his old wayz since
}:e had been in the school. Yernon-
Smith's notecase had been missed, and
all the Remove had taken it for granted
that Skip had pinched it But as 1t
Lied turned up 1 the Bounder's study,
even Binithy had had to admit that the
waif of the Remove was guiltless, reluc-
tant as he was to admit that he lhad
rade & hasty and unfounded accuzation.
Bub the gleam of pold in El{i{}'ﬁ hand
told another tale. Five feliows had seen
it with their owzn eyes, and it had to be
cxplained. : y .
*Well i yapped Skip, his eves roving
aggressively éc-m face to face. “Wor
vou got agin & bloke now?™
“ Nothing, 1 hope, Bkip,” sald Harry
Wharton quietly. “But——"
“Then what are you all locking like
- l:.-pt of blooming howls for " demanded
Ti g
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“I'd better put it plain. We counld
not help seeing what you had in your
hand when we locked into the study,"”
sald the captain of the Remove.

“No 'erm if yvou did. What about
it? Think I pinched it?" sneered Skip.

The Famous Five looked st him.
That, as & matter of fzet, was exactly
what they thought, and could not help
thinking. ]

“Young Bmith missed suthing from
his study agin, and making out that it
was mé ! jeered Skip.

“No,” answered Harry.
He paused uncomfortably,

“(h, git it off your chest!” growled
8kip. “What's biting you now®"
“You had a pold locket in your
hand,” said Harry quietly, “I don't
suppose it belongs to anybody at Grey-
friar=. Bui it can't belong to youl”
“'Ow do yeun know?"

“Well, I suppose that's pretly clear,
According to what youw've told me,
vou've never had anything, except—
except—"

“ Except what I've pinched!” sneered
Skip, “There saint no secret about
that, I pinched from you coveys once.
I'd ba pinching now, if Mister Coker
hadn't took me up, aod his aunt per-

L1 B’“.t Lk
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ONE MINUTE AN OUTCAST
—THE NEXT THE HERO
OF THE SCHOOLI

Beeause of his bad record,
Harry Wharton & Co. do not
want the company of Skip,
the new boy in the Remove.
But when the one-time pick-
pocket risks his life to save
another they are the fellows
to do him honour !

suaded the 'Ead to give me a chance
‘sre. But I amn't never pinched 'ere,
like I promised the 'Esd I wouldn’t]
And if you don't ‘beliove a bloke, you
can do the other thing 1"

“But T do believe you,” said Harry.
*But—but—lock here, kid, you musk
know, as well as I do, that when the
Head let you in hers, he not only made
it & point that you chucked being dis-
honest, but he took it for granted thab
vou were pot keeping anything you
bad—-had—" ;

“ Pinched ! said 8kip, “Can't you
git it out?” .

“Yes, pinched " said Harry. “You
don’t look at such things as we do,
Skip: but vou must know that you can't
keep anything here that doesn't belong
to vou. Will you take thet locket to
Mr, Queleh, and explain to him "

“Yob am I to explaini®

“That it waz left over from—firom
the time before you came here. He ean
send it to the police station, and they
mar get it back to the owner.”

“You'te bound to do it, kid!" said
Bob Cherrr, azs Bkip did not answer,
“You can’t keep wEart daesn't belong
to vou, now yew're a Greyfriars man.”

“And the soonor you get that into
ﬂ:uhr head, the better |" grunted Johnny

Eidla

“ Honesty., my esteemed Skip, is the
cracked pitcher that goes longest to
the well I murmured Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, .

“Buck up and get it over!” said
Nugent, “What oo earth would the

thl?ws think, if they saw il, a3 we
1 I

“They'd think I pinched it, like you
do 1" said Skip bitterly. “I: Y naaFnit
ain't no good telling you I dida't?"

CGrunt, from Johony Bull, Evidently
he had no use for such a statement |

“If you mean that it ia yours—="
said Harry slowly.

1 mean jest that,
beliave it or not.”

“It's not easy to believe, Skip," said
Harry quietly. " From what you've
said, you were brought up in an aHey,
by some brute you call Barney the
Binger, and you Joined up later with a
rasoal called Jimmy the Rat, who ia
now in prison, You've said that you
don't know your own parents, or even
your own name. And you're asking us
to beliove that that gold locket belongs
'gu?zmu. If that's so, where did you get
7

“1 dunno.™

“You don't know!” exclaimed the
captain of the Remove. ]

0w know §* anﬂlpped Ekl‘g.
“All I know is, that I've always "ad it.
Barney never knowed I 'ad if, or he'd
‘ava pinched it fast enough, for - the
drink. But I've always 'ad it, all the

and ¥you can

samo. It's got & picture in it it
might be one of my relatioms, for all
I know."

“Oh!" exclaimed Harry.

“Tt was 'ung round my neck when [
was a little nipper,’” aaid p- “1
don't know how old I was then—"ow'd I
know ?—but I know I've always 'ad it,
and slways kept it id, in case they got
it off me. Many a time I've looked at
it, and wondered who she was,
whether I'd ever ses "er.””

The Famouz Five exchanged glances.
It was a strange story enough, bub they
had to.admit that it was possibly true.
Skip, slone in the world as he was,
ignorant even of his own name, mush
have had parents and_relations some-
where, at some time, like every other
fellow. .

“You can look at it, if wou like!"
added Skip, “and if you ever eeen it
afore, you tell me the bloke i} belongs
to!"” he added, with a sneer.

He drew the locket out from under
his jacket, and threw it on the table,
The juniors looked at it They had
certainly never seen it before; but
did not, in any case, suppose that b
belonged to anyone at Greyiriam
Bchool. : .

“Look in it1” jeered Skip. " Plr'aps
you'll say you krnow the chivey 1n it,
gnd that I've pinched it from ‘er.”

Quietly, Harry Wharton picked up
the locket and snapped it open.

Ha was sure, ot almost sure, that Skip
had done mo pinching at Greyiriars.
If the locket was mot his own, it was
left over from the loot of his earlier
days, or else he had been at his old
game outside the school. ; ]

That was & sta.rtlm%' and dismaying
thought, Certainly, if the face in the
locket was familiar to the eyes of the
Greyfriars juniors, Skip's tale could
scarcely be true.

Thﬁ five juniors locked at the photo-

ra .

E:It?r was that of a young womasn of
about twenty-three, with strongly
marked features

In thosze features, there was something
familiar to the eves of the Famous Five,
They did not, certainly, recognise the
face. But they had seen it somewhere
or other, or, at least, one very like i,
they felt sure. , ;
All the five had the same impression.
Skip watched them with & parcastic
Tae Micxer Lispany,—No. 1,548
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sneer on his face. Bat his look changed
as e read therr expressions,

Harry Wharton drew a deep breath.

“Where did you get ims, 2kip?* ho
asked, in a low voice.

“1've told you."

“And I tell vou,” said the captain of
the Remove grimly, "“that, though I
don't know wﬁu it 33, and can't recog-
nise ner, 1've scen that face before some-
where—what do you fellows say?™

“The same ! zaid Bob Cherry.

“The samefulness js territic1” agreed
Hurree Jamser Ram Singh.

Johnny Bull nodded emphatically,

"No doubt about it,” :aid MNugent,
“It nmught be a chance resemblance, of
course, but—it's like a face I've seen
somewhere, ™

“ Gammon " said 8kip.

“"Don't be a young ass|” said Bob.
*That photograph is of somelbody we'va
seen while we've been at school=—sone-
hody about Greyfriars somewhere. We
live in different parts of the country, =o

it cap’t have been at home—or we
shouldn’t all know it. Goodness knows
who—nobody here, at any vate. But

it’s somebody who lives near Greyirviars,
I'll bank on that.”

“*Ow’d I come hy it, then?” jeered
Skip.

“There's anly ona answor to that
question, Skip "' said Harry Wharton,
" You've pinched that locket from some-
body in this neighbourheod since yau've
been here,”

“That's what you think, is it1"

“What else am I to think!” ex
claimed the captazin of the Remove.
“Do you expect ma to beliave that
you've had that phiotograph sinee you
were a little nipper, wgcn 1 kuow per-
fectly well that it belongs to somebody
not far from this school 3%

“Ylo!" sneeved Skip.

“I don’t know! It's not somcbody
I've seen often, 1 know that! T can’t
spot who it 13, Bubt I know I've scen
that face somewhore,™

“And I know vou ain'ti"” zaid 8kip,
“P'r'apa you've fixed this ‘ere up with
youngz Smith, as lie never got by avith
his lies about his blooming notecaze 1"

“What?"’ gasped Wharton,

“Why, wou roften young Dblack-
guard "' roared Johuny Bull.

MP'raps you 'ave, and perhaps you
gin't 1" said Skip. “But that thers
locket's mine, and I'm keeping it 1 He
crammed it back into an mside pocket.
“Neow vou ean go and tell My, Quelch if
vou like, and the 'Ead, toe, and I'll say
the same to them, and you wan't get
shut of me s0 easy as you think.”

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at the
hapless waif of Blummock’s Alley in
almost incredulous disgust.

He had suspected Smithy of making
a false acensation, which the Bounder
hasty and headstrong as he was, was, ©
course, totally incapable of doing. Now,
it geemed, he was extending the =ame
susplcion to the Famous Five.

That the Remove did not want him,
he knew only too well; and to the boy
trained among uncerupulons erooks,
such a suspicion of foul play came only
oo easily,

“Let's get out of this!” gasped Harry
Wharton. “It's no good talking to him
—he makes me sick! Get out, ﬁ:r good-
ness' =ake !

The Famous Five left the study at
once. FEven the good-natured Bob was
hot thinking now of nsking that young
rascal to join in the bike spin.

Bkip was left staring after them—

with angry resentment in  his face
which gradually changed to troubled
dhismay.

More than once it had heen borne in
‘T'ue Maexer Laprary,—No. 1,549,
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on his mind that the wars of Slum-
mock’s Alley were not (he ways of Grey-
friara School; but it was 2 lesson hard
to learn.

Heo realised now that he had given
deep and deadly offence to the only
fellows in the Remove who had shown
him kindness—and he realized, too, that
his miserable suspicion was not only
unfounded, but impossible. He ¢rossed
to the study window and stood staring
out, with a dark and gloomy brow,

“ This 'ere ain’t the place for ma [ he
muttered. "It ain't! That fellep
Coket's a kind-"earted bloke, but he's
a silly fat'ead, like I always knowed—
and he was a fool to bring me ‘ere.
What I oughter o is to 'vel it, like
thay all want—only—"

o chumas of the Remove, who lad
left Bim in decp anger, would perhaps
have relented, had they known what was
in the waif's mind.

LE&-\'iH{{ Greyiriars, wheve nobody
wanted him, was a thought that had
eoms into Bkip's mind mere than once,
But leaving Greyfriars meant going
hack to what he had left—and his new
associations had already worked a
change n Skip’s views on the subjeet
of pinching. A repugnance for his
former way of life, and even for the
remembrance of it, was growing up in

Dy deeper and stronger with every
passing day. Leaving Greyirviars meant
going back to picking pockets—and the
wail of Blummeck’s Alley Lad already
determined, irrevocablv, that ho wenld
never, as he expressed it, © pinch ne

mm‘cﬁ’

THE THIRD CHAFPTER.
No Lilt for Bunter!

Wl SAY, you fellows!” welled Billy
Bunter,
Five eyelists slowed down,
Billy Bopnter was plugging
down Friardale Lane, when he heard
the sound of bicycles biehind him, and
blinked round, through his big spee-
tacles. '

As he recognised the Famons Five, he
waved & lat hend and yelled.

“1 say, hold on ! he squeakced, as they
Bk up—vh 2 asked

“Buck up—what 15 1t asked Harr
Wharton, %

“aet down, and I'll tell you™

“* Bow-wow I"

No member of the famons Co. zeemed
keen on dismounting to hear what Billy
Bunter had to say., If he had anything
to say that was worth hearing—which
seamed doubtful—he could squealk it out
as they rode, They slowed fo the
slowest possible pace to give him a
Eha?w" fellows, T

“I say, you fellows, I'm going over to
Chiff Housc !” gasped Buuter, trotting
baside the bicyeles, and puffing and
blowing as he trotted. “I'm going to
sce my sister Bessie 17

“Borry I” said Bob Cherry,

“Lh? What are you sorry for, fat-
head ™

" Bessio 1™

“Beast! I say, I'm tired,” gasped
Bunter. “It's a jolly long wallk, Will
ong of you fellows give e a hit on his
bike ?*

“1 would, with pleasure—" bezan
Bob.

* Thanks, old chap!”

“1f my bike was a ten-ton lorry=—>

“(bh, really, Ehorr{:i' i

“But ik 1sn'tl Good-bye 17

“Beasta!” roaved DBunter, 1z the
Famoua Five, laughing, put on speed
again, and swept on down the lane,

Thoe chums of the Hemove were quite
obliging fellows. But takinz Billy

Bunter's uneommen weight on the back
of a bike was really asking too muech of
any fellow. Moreover, they wera poing
nowhere near Chff House SHehool, So
they pedalled on, and the fat Owl of the
Remove was left to plug afoot,

It was a warm afterncon, for Qeiober.
The sun was bright, the lane wos dusty,
imd Bunter was tired—not to mention

BLY.

But there was no help for if, and the
fat junior i}!uﬁged on, till he reached
the stile, which gave admijltance to the
footpath through TFriardale Wood, a
short cut to the sea and Chiff Housze. |

On that stile Bunter reposed his fat
person, to take a rest before he pro-
ceeded farther,

It was not a very long walk to Cliff
House for any other Greyfriars junior.
But it was a fearfully long welk to
Bunler. A mile and a half was seven
furlongs more than be liked when he
took & walk.

But he wanted to see Bessie Bunter.
This was not wholly on account of
brotherly love, which was not strongly
developed in the Bunter clan, e
times he did not see Mlizs Elizabeth
Bunter for wacks together, and even for-
got that he had such 4 charming relative
at Chiff House School at all.

There

But circumatances alter cases.
was 8 feast toward, at Clif House that
afternoon.  Hazeldene of the Rewiove,
having a sister also at Cliff House, was

g, He had been asked. Bunter,
wving & sister alse at Clif House, was
willing to disregard the trifling cirveum-
stance that he had not been aa%ed l

There was plenty of time yet, foriu-
nately, and Bunter was able to take a
rest on the stile. He sat there, and
fauned his fat face,

The Famous Five had long dis-
appeared in tho dusty distance, when
another eyclist came up the lane from
the direction of Greyfriars—a junior in
a straw hat.

This time it was Hazcldene of the
Itemove,

Bunter's fat faco brightened.

Hazel, evidently, was going to Chif
Tlouse on his bike. There was no reason
—tnat Bunter could see—why he should
ndt stand on the foot-rests, and go on
Hazel's bike as a passenger. This would
savo Bunter a lot of trouble. It was
likely to give Hazel a lot, too; but that
did not matter to Bunter. It was pos-
sible that it might matter to Haze] |

The Removite jumped off his bike at
the stilo to lift it over, and take the
shart ent through the woed.

“Shiit, tatty I” he said briefiy.

“"Hold on & minute, old chap ¥ =aid
Bunter amcably.  *There’s no horry,
vou kpnow! They ain't teaing at Chit
Houze 1l half-past five. Old Bullivant
roes for her walk after class, and the's
as regular os elockwork. Look heve,
I'll come with you, if yvou like.”

“1 don't I said Hazel,

“ Beast 1"

Ilazeldene laughed, ified
machine,

“Bhift, fathead, before I bhang it inin
you i he suggested.

“1 =ay, old chap—ow! IKeop that
bhike away, wou silly idiot—you're
making my bags all muddy I yelled
Bunter.

" Betler shaft, then 1" grinned azel,

Billy Bunter shifted, and Ilazel
dropped hia machine on the inner side of
the stile. He clambered over after it

“1 say, old chap,” =aid Bunter per-
suasively.  “I'm going to CLiff House,
AMizs Bullivant has asked Boessie o tea,
as well as your sister Marjorie, and
Clava and tho rest, and I'm going witi

and his



her, See? I don't want to miss i,
because old Bullivant always stands a
jolly good spread when she asks the girla
to tea. I heard that last time thera
were three kinds of cake, as well as jam,
and cream puffs, Bhe's a bit of an old
rhinoeeros, you Lknow, but she knows
how to stand a spread——"

“That's why U'm going.” said Hazel.
“Get out of the way, Bunter !

“But, T say, what about giving me a
1ift on vour bike *"

“Ha, ha, ha | roared Hazel.

“Blessed if 1 see anything to eackle
at!” snapped Bunter, *“What are you
cackling at, you ass?"

EVERY SATURDAY
Haze! grabbed him by the collar from

ind.

Bang, bang!

Billy Bunter's bullet head smota the
stile, I: smote the stile hard. B:untar’a

aﬂsd awoke the echoes of Friardale
Wood.

“Yarooh! Owl Stoppit! Yarccop!”

Bang, bang !

“Ow! Oh_ crikey! Leggo!” yelled
Bunter frantically,. “0Ow! My napper!
T'll jolly well lick youl ¥aroooh!"

Bang |

“Yoo-hoop 1™

“There, you fat frump!” gasped
Hazel; and, leaving Bunter rubbing his

3

in the poem, resume plodding on his
way

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Whose Hat?

' EASTS ™ groaned Billy Bunter,

Halfsway through the wood,

Bunter was more than tired.

He was fatigued, he was hot,

he +was dusty, and ha was perspiring:

and his pace had dropped to that of an
old and feebls snail.

By this time he might have been

landed st Clif House, if o fellow had

given him = lift.

Billy Bun*t}ar blinked in horror at the face under the smashed hat. It was the face of Miss Bullivant, the

it Houss. The straw hat had taken him in,

“Your little joke!” explained Hazel,

“I'in not joking—"

“You are, old fat man! Ha, ha, ha !”

Angd Hazel, laughing, pushed his bike
into the footpath to remount it.

Billy Bunter glared at hiin, with a
glarve that almost eracked his spectacles.

Az Hazel put his leg over the bike, the
fat Owl reached oui and tipped his
straw hat over his face,

Straw hats were dropped at Crer-
friars, after the summer term; but that
bright and sunny afterncon had caused
Hazel to sport his straw,

Bunter tipped it up from behind, and
it =lid down over Hazel's nosa, raking
Lim quite by surprise. The result was
that he missed his pedal, the bike spun,
and went over, and Hazel sprawled over
it
i:-'iﬂu gave a yell as he landed on the

e,

"“He, he, ha |” gasped Bunter.

* O 1 howled Hazel. “Wow !l Why,
vou fat maniae, I'll burst you all over
the shop!1” :

He serambled up, red with wrath, and
made a fierce rush st Bunter.

Bunter mada a prompt jump for the
sfile, to escape.

But he did not jump gquickly enousn,

It was not Hazeldene's.

head, and squeaking with anguish, he
turped bdck to his Jigger.

He lifted it from the earth, to mount.
Then he made the happy discovery thot
the pedal had been twisted in the fall,
and would not go round.

The look that came over Hazel's faca
a5 he made that discovery, caused Billy
Bunter to leave off rubbing his fat head
quife suddenly, and clamber over the
stile 1nto the lane.

“¥ou Iat idiot!" roared Hazeldene.
“Look what vou've dorel I can't ride
that bike now ™

“Herve vou jolly well vight 1 retorted
Buater, from the safe side of the stile.
“Whe couldn't vou give o fellow a lift 3"

“Be gum !l I’ jolly well—"

Billy  Bunter faded up the lane
prownptly.  There was o pain in his
fmllet hicad, where it had banged on the
stile, and Lo did not want any more.

Hazeldene glaved after him; and then
wheeled the jigger onward. He could
not ride it, and the only resource was to
wheel 1t as far as Pege, and leave it at
i evele-shop there to ba put in ordec,
while he went to tea at CLff House.

Not till ho was safely out of sight, did
Nilly DBuuler clamber over the stile
again, and, like the weary ploughman

es-misiress of
It was Miss Bullivani’s |

The Famous Five had paszed him by
lilke the idle wind which they regurde&
not. They were beasts! Hazeldene had
not only refused him s lift, but had
banged his head on the stile, and there
was & pain in it where it hed banged |
Hazel was & worse beast than the other
beasts!

There was eome satisfaction in the
fact - that Le had to walk to Pegg.
wheeling a disabled jigdg{:n But Bunter
wished now that he liad pitched into the
beast, and given him a jolly good
thrashing.

But tired and peeved as he was,
Bunter plt&gg&d ot Eﬁp(‘fﬂ“,}h The lure
of foodstuffs drew himn like 8 magnet.

Owing to a disappointment about a

ostal order he had long been expecting,
ga was in his nsual stony state; and at
Clif House there was s spread—if a
fellow could barge inte it And if
Marjorie Hazeldene's brother could, so
could Bessie Bunter's brother !

Ressie conld hardly refuse to back
him wuyp, when he was actually on the
spot.

Miss Bullivant, the founder of the
feast, migut ba a little surprised to sep

him, as he was not on the hist of invity
Tue Maexer Lisrary.~%%. 1,548,
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guests.  PBut etenn the DBull, 23 some
of the Clilf House girvls ealled the games.
miziress, could hardly de anything but
take it politely—so Bunter hoped, at
least,

After all, he was a charming and
fascinating fellow, and he had his good
looks and courtly manners to help him
through. He felt that he could, with
reason, rely a good deal on his personal
charm |

Personally, he did not like Jliss
Bullivant. She was a trifle terrifying.
=he was a lady with an exiremely stron
character, and & commanding voice an
eyve. Cames slackers at Chf Houoze
found her adamant, She wore heavy
hoots, and a straw hat like a man’s on
a cropped head——and it was rumonred
that she smoked cigarettes, though, of
cotrse, sho was never geen to do so.

But she had a lot of sense.

She onderstood thet s few slices of
thin bread and butter, and & snip of
ml.'.sg did not constitute & tea, as undeyr-
stood by healthy youth.

If Miss Bullivant asked anvbody 1o
tea, the tea was worth attending—even
by Billy Bunter.

Tt was even worth & walk of a mile
and a helf, if a fellow was stony, and
had no other resources.

So Bﬂlf’ Bunter plugged wearily on.

He could afford to take his tiine, for
it was not five o'clock yet, and tea with
Migs Bullivant was not due till five
thirty.

But he grew mwore and more tived,
and iore and more peeved, as he
plugged. He would have liked to boot
the IFamous Five all round. He would
have liked to boot Hazel all the way to
CLf House and back again,

He reached the stile on Pepg Lane
at_last. It was only a short walk te
Cliff House School from that spot; but
Bunter had to have snother rest Bust.
30 he sat on the stile.

Sitting there, he considered the taciics
to be em l::-;.rq:i when he arvived at Cliff
House. Bessie would have to take him
in—that was all right. Misa Bullivant
seeing him, would think to heorself—
“Who is that handsome boy §¥

Bessie would present him as her
brother, who happened, by sheer chiance,
to have called at Cliff House just then!

Bunter's pleasant and agreeable
manners, and his air of native nobility,
would surely do the rest.

At the wvery worst, Miss Bullivant
couldn't kick him out, with those heavy
boots of hers, as Remove fellows some-
times did at Gueylriars,

He was going to charm Dliss
Bullivant! He was going to show her
that somme Greviriars fellows, at least,
were a bit different from Hazel, who
only came there to gobble tuck.

It wenld be all right—when he got to
ClifY HMouose, But he was beastly tived,
and fearfully peeved, and had a linger-
ing pain in his banged head—and he
would almost have given the Chif House
tea to punch Hazel as he deserved.

Then suddenly, as he sat on the stile,
he spotted the straw haf,

Io blinked at it

At a little distance from the stile
in the lane, was & mass of hawthorns,
and over the hawithornus, showed e
straw hat.

Somecone was sealed theve, on the way-
gide hiench, only the straw hat showing
over the hawthorns behind the hench.

Bunter's eyes gleamed at it.

He had supposed that Hazel had got
as far as 1‘n%g bg that time. Liut the
straw hat told a different tele.

Mo doubt he had got tired whecling
that crocked jigger, and stopped on that
wayside beoch for a rest, after gelting
throurh the wood. :



Certainly, it looked like it

Hazel was spﬁrtin% hiz straw that
afternoon, but straw hats were rare 1n
late October. It wos Hazel sll rightl

Billy Bunter's fat brows knitted over
his big spectacles, Dore and more
vengeful grew the gleam in his littlo
round eyes, behind those big round
gpectacles.

Hazel had banged his head. Now the
beast was fairly asking for it. To creep
behind those hawthorns, and bang that
straw bat down over Hazel's ears, was
as easy as falling off a form. :

Long before Hazel could get at him,
in return, Bunter would have vanished.
The beast would be utterly taken by
surprise [

ividently he had no knowledge that
Bunter was ncar. The back of the
straw hat was towards Bunter, and it
did not stir.

Bunter breathed hard and deep.

He slipped, silently, from the stile,
end crept mlong on tiptoe behind the
hawthorns. His cyes gleamed, and he
suppressed his breathing. If only he
got near enough te bang, before the
beast looked round—

Closer and closer he crept, till only
the nodding hawthorns were between
him and the unseen fizure on the bench
surmounted by the hat.

Up went his right hand, the st
clenched. )

It was poised in the air, right over
the hat.

Bunter gathered all his strength for
the smite. He was not going to stay
to deliver more than one—so 1t had to

be a good one. All his beef was EoLhE
to be put inte onc terrific bang.
Bang!

The straw hat was smashed down over
the head that wore it] From the wearer
came, not the yell that Bunter naturally
expected to hear, but & shrill feminine
shrick—or rather, & screcchl

Bunter, jumping back, gave a gasp
of amazement and horror.

It was not Hazell

ULL from the bepnch, on the other side
of the hawthorns, leaped a fignre—a
figure that was nothing at all like a
Greyfriars junior—and that was at
least siz inches taller than Hazel.

The face, under the smashed hat
glared round at Bunter. ,

Ho blinked at it in horror, his eyes
almost popping through hiz big
gpectacles [

It was not only the awful dismve-rg
that he had banged a lady on the hea
that unnerved him. He knew that face |
It was the face of Miss Dullivant, the
games-mistress of Clif Housael

Too late, he remembered that the
Bull had her own special taste in head-
gear! That straw hat had taken him
in. It was not Hazel's! It was Bliss
Bullivant's. It was the Bull who was

laring at him across the hawthorns, as

ercely as an% bull ever glared at a
matedor in & Spanish arena.

“Oh 1™ aapedp Bunter. “0Oh erikey ™

His fat knees knocked together.

“Boy!®™ The DBull fairly roared.
“You-—you-——""' i _

&he did not waste more time in words.
Word, after all, wera superflugus.
Bozides, the Bull was a woman of
action |

Hazel might not have been able to get
Bunter before he fedl DBut Misa
Bullivant got him! She pot him quite
easile |

She made one plunge through the
hawthorrs, and a large and sinewy
haud gripgfd Bunter as he would. have
dodged. liero was no dodging for
Bunter!

One swin% of Misa Bullivant's

n

wers
ful arm landed him throug

the
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hawthorns, to the wagside seabt. He
eprawled ncross it.

Then a henvy hand rose and fell,

Smack, smack, smack|

“Owl] Wowl!l Yaroooh![” roared
Bunter. “I say, I never—yaroop! 1

mean, I thought—opoooh! I
yow-ow-0mw 1"

Smack, smack, smack |

* Yoo-hoop 1™

“ Ruffian I'" oxclaimed Miss Bullivant.
Smeck! *“Hooligan!” Bmack]l *You
are a (reyfriars boy, I think I’ Smack |
“I will not complain to your head-
master——" Smack! I will deal with
you myself 1" Smack, smack !

“Yurrrooop !

Smack, smack, smack!

“* Doooooooooooh I

Miss Bullivant, with & final smack,
and a faroewell glare, walked away down
Pegg Lane towards Cliffi House—punch-
ing her hat into something like shape
pgain a3 sho went. :

Billy Bunter leaned on the warside
beuch, and roared.

" Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow-ow " \

It was some minutes before Billy
Bunter's dulcet tones ceased to wake the
echoes. He left the spot at last, but he
did not take the way to CLiffi House.

He had walked a mile and a half for
tea with the Bull at Chii House.
MNow he started to walk a mile and a
half back again—without the teal

After what had happened oven Billy
Bunter did not think of barging into
Miss Bullivant's tea party. He had a
hopeful nature, but he did not hope to
ba able to charm Miss Bullivant now—
not after smashing in her hat!

With feelings that could not have been
expressed in any known language, Billy
Bunter plodded his homeward way—
tea-less|

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Tea In Study No. 12!

ORD MAULEVERER walked
down thoe Remove passage and
paused near the door of Studsy

L

No. 1; he peused long, and
geemed to meditate.
Remove fellows coming up to the

studies to tea, glanced at him. Herbert
Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Grey-
friars, stopped to speak

“Teg in my study, Mauly,” he said.
“Trickle inl”

“Thanks, o6ld man, no!” said Lord
Mauleverer. “ Ancther engagement.”

v Afpaid I shall offer you a emoke
after tea? sneered the Bounder; and
he shrugged his shoulders and walked
on to Study No 4.

Ogilvy and Russell eame up, and the
former called to Mauleverer,

“Tf you want the chaps in that study,
Mauly, they're gone out; I saw them
go out on their jiggers after clasa”

“All of them?” asked Mauleverar.
“That new kid and all T

“ (h, no, not likely 1" answered Ogilvy,
laughing, and he went on with Russell,

Skinner, who was 1o the passage,
gtared at Mauleverer.

“You don't want the
Meauly i ho ashked.

“Not at all,” said Lord AMauleverer
urbanely. 1 was thinkin’ of askiy/’
Skip to tea if he's about. Seen him ™™

“Taking up that pincher?” ashked
Skinner, encering. *You'd better look
out that you're not barred, the same as
he is, if you do.” :

“Yon wouldn't bar me, Skinner, for
takin® up Skip, would youl™ aszked
Lord Mauleverer.

“1 jolly well would !”

“M’ean that "

pickpocliet,

“Yes, vou fathead !”

“Phen that settles 3t I'11 joliv well
take him upl” said Mauleverer chieoi-
fully. “Thanks, Skinner, ald bean!”

And Mauleverer turned to the door
of Btudy Ne. 1, leaving Havold SBkinner
&Es:rwlingi mi“::" other fellows in  the
passage laughing.
~ Mauly tapped at the door and pushed
it open.

Blip was seated at the stndy table;
he was at work on & Latin excreise
now, wrinkling his brows over it—per-
plexed, but determined.

It was the sort of simpla exercize Ethat
Mr. Twigg might have set for a fag of
the Second Forra but it was tough
enough for the waif, who had hardly
haﬂ.rg of the existence of the Latin
language until o fow weeks ago.

I looked up, far from pleasantile, at
a footsiep, probably supposing that hiz
etudymates had come back, but Lis brow
cleared as he saw Blauleverer,

&0 far he had hardly exchanged &
dozen words with that member of his
Form: for, truth to tell, Liz noble lord-
ship rather shuddered at the thought
of coming into contact with a fellow
who was—or had been=a pincher.

But so far as 8kip had sceu anything
of Mauly, Mauly had been urbane and
polite, Alauly's manners wore rather
more polished than the general run of
manners in the Lower ourth, and he
would not Lave hurt any fellow's feel-
ings if he conld possibly have helped it

Now, after considerable consideration,
Mauly had decided that if that wretched
kid realiy was on the reform tack, as
the Head seemed to sup , it Was Do
help te him to be barreg by his Form,
but guite the reverse.

Overcoming, therefore, the repugnanca
which his whele noble, nervons system
felt at the idea of a pincher, Mauly had
dropped in to break the ice.

“Oh, you!” said Skip, “You're
Mauleverer, ain't you "

i ETE.EI.S.”

“Wharten end INuzent *ave gone
out.”

Lord Manleverer smiled.

“I didn't cull to see Wharton or
Nugent, as it happens,” he answered,

“Tho other blokes Tave gone with
them, I believe.”

“Nor the other blokes,” said Maule-
Verer gravely.

“%You nin't called fo sec me, I s'pose ™
gatd Blip. starving.

'y -EFEII].S."

“Oh  sinoky ‘addocks ! elacunlated
Skip, still staving. I eap, T've "eord
tlic other coveys say you're a blooming
lovd.”

“The other covers had it rvight,” as.
senfed Mauleverer. with great gravily.

“Aly eve!" said Bkip.  *1aner me
a-talking to a lord! I wonder what
Bariey the Binger would say to that?
1 <'posa von know Latint®"

“ Az muel ns Queleh has bheen able to
drive into me”™ assented (lauwleverer
“Ihe guaniity is not large.”

“1  cessay wou  could andle this!
Look *ere. WWhat docs this "ere mcan—
if vou know?” Enecouraged by Mauly's

wibanity, Skip held up his exercise.
U Ramnlns Domanorum  rex  erak.
s noze that means somthing.”

ard Mauleverer grinned.  Ile was

far from being one of 3o Queleh’a
brightest pupils; bLut Tatin, to  that
extent, he conld have dope on the back
of hiz neck. so (o spealk

“Yaae® L assenied
Ling of thwe Bomans

“Phat’s what it means, is it?" asked
Skip.

“Yaae”
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“There gin't nothing about Romans
ore, that I see, This ’ere word 1s
Romanorum,” i

“That's the genitive case,” explained
Lord Mauvleverer. ‘It means *of the
Homans,' "

“Daes it 24 Skip. *Queer way
of putting it, if you ask me. Did them
Roman blokes really talk to one another
like thati" ;

“Ohy vaaa!® -

*“Must "ave puzzled one another a bit,
[ fancy,” said Skip. "3till, I s'pose 1%
coines in useful some time if a bloke
'a.Ppcna to meet any Homans.™

"Oh gad 1" gasped Maunleverer, almoast
overcome by the i1dea of meeiing any
Romans who had uwsed Latin as their
native language, “That's not likely to
happen, Bkip. It's a dead language,
nlcr bean; the modern Romans talk
Italiam.”

“Then what are we sa-learning of it
for ¥ asked Skip. “I'd rather put in
the time at football myself.”

“Tota of fellows think the same, I
believe,” chuckled Lord Mauloverer.
“ But never mind that. I dropped in to
ask you if you'd like to come along to
my study to tes,"

“Tea ™ repeated Skip.

“Tea |" assented Mauleverer. “In
vour deep plmges mto the classics, old
thing, you seems to have forgotten thas
it's past tea-time.”

“Look ‘erea. What you getiing
at? demanded SEkip, with the sus-
piclousness of Slummock’s Alley gleam-
ing.from his eyea, “ You don’t want &
bloke like me to tea in your study.
Pulling of my leg "

Lord Mauleverer did not answer for a
long moment. During that moment he
carefully ﬁnppreswd the repugnance
canzed by Skip’s answer. The polite
smile vemnained on his faco as i glued
there.

“ My dear chap,” he said at last, “I"'mn
askin’ you fo tes in my study, if you'd
care to come.  Will you?”

“Course I will, if you mean it1” said
Blip. The suspiciousness faded out of
hia face, and ho cploured, He was quite
keen enough to sce that he had put his
unfortunate foot in 1t again. “Look
‘are, Mouwieverer, don't you mind mo;

r'aps veur manupers wouldn't ba no

otter'n mine if you'd been brought up
by Barney the Binger. Scei™

“Oh pad! Yans—quite! Who was
My, Pavney I asked Mauleverer. " Nog
your father?"”

“lonrse he wasn't1® eald Skip. 1
never 'ad no father that I knowed; nor
mother, cither. 1 was a blooming
horphan when [ come to Barney., I've
‘eard "1 szay so when he was squiffy.
Left on his 'ands, according to 'ln—
blew him! Fat .ot he ever did for me,
‘vept teaching me lo pinch. T own up
that he Jdid 1that thorough.”

“The awinl rotier!” breailied Baule-
TOVET,

Skip grinncd.

“Bome of the hlokes ‘ere make a fuss
if Quelch wops them with o cane,™ he
gaid. “1'd like them to sample old
Barney's bockle helt! T uzed to get it
‘ot and "ard if I come back with empty
"ands.”

“Don’t "' gazped Mauleverer. * You'rs
makin’ my flesh erveep, old chap! I-—I
mean, e0rre, Ski{:r! ook hers, trickle
alonz with e, Yve got & decont spread
in my study, and 1 want you to come.”

“Like o ird I' raid Bkip.

Latin exercizes were lelt forgotten on
the table in Study Neo. 1

Reight and cheery, Skip walked out
with Lord AMauleversr up the Hemove
[Hassage.
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A dezen paira of eyes watched the ill-
assorted pair as they went—his shim,
elegant, handsome lordship by the side
of the Etﬂ&kf young rascal from
Slmmock’s Alley.

“What's this game, Mauly 1" asked
Bolsover major.

“Game!” vepeated Mauly., “1 don't
catch on, dear man! Bkip's comn’ to
tea in my study, if that's what you're
referrvin’ to." :

“(Oh cruntbs ! Yow've asked a2 hooligan
to tea !” exclaimed Bolzover.

“WNot at all! I haveu't asked yom,
that I remember,” answered Lord
Maouleveror politely, and he walked on
with Skip, leaving Bolsover major
senwling,

Skip glanced vound Study No. 12
when he entered it with an apprecia-
live eyo.

Mauleverer’s  surroundings were
rather luxurious for a junior schoalboy,
Study No. 1 was quite cosy and com-
fortable, but Alanly's looked as if a
small fortune had becn spent on its
ontht.

“Bmoky Taddocks!™ said  Skip.
“¥ou do yourself all right 'ere, o
covey.”

“Hht Oh, yaas!”

“¥ou' ave this 'ers sludy to your-
self ¥'* asked Bkip.

“idh, no! My studymate, Vivian, is
teaing out to-day with some men in the
Fourth,” said JMauleverer, rather
hastily.

Bkip grinned cheerfully. Ha was as
keen as a razor, and he knew at once
that be was asked to the study while
YVivian was teamg ount, becanse Vivian
did not share Mauly's desire to be civil
te him. But Skip was not dnsgose{l
to be over punctilious: and he did not
mind in the least

The spread, at least, was zall that
could be desired. . ]

They =at down to it with cheerful
faces. Bkip's face, in fact, was beam-
ing. A few of the Remove had been
civil to him., Coker of the Fifth had
been kind, in his own fatheaded and
overbearing way. But this was Skip's
first really happy hour since he had
been at Greyfriars.

With all his trials and tribulations
in the Remove, Skip found Greyiriars
g happy haven, in_comparison with
Slummock’s Alley. PBut he had sensi-
tive feelings under hiz rongh exterior,
and those feelings bhad been deeply
wonnded by the eral disdain and
avoidance. MNow tho fellow he admired
most in all the Form was entertaining
him to tea in his study with graceful
politeness, Bkip's chubby face was like
the midsummer sun [or brightness,

Tea was going on happily when tho
door openad, and a fat face and a
large pair of spectaclea blinked in.

“0h, here you are, Mauly 1" gasped
Billy Bunter.

Tired and dnsty, Dunter almost tot-
tered in the doorway of Study No, 12

Ha had got back from his expedition
at last. Tea in hizs own study—Study
Wo, T—waos over, and Peter Todd and
Tom Duation had gone out. The fat
Owl blinked inte Stady Na. 12, in the
hope that Lord Mauleverer was npot
through vet.

*Yaas, here I am!” assented Lord
Mauleverer. ' Good-bye 1

“Cth, really, Mauoly—"

“"Hhut the door after von, old fat
man ¥

“1 say. Maniy, old man, ['ve been
over to Chff House to lea, and I nevar
ot any, after all, becamse I had a
row with that old cat, Bullivant—"
Billy Bunter broke off, as his eyes and
spoctacles fell on Bkip. “Oh crikey !
Whai's that pickpocket doing here®™

It was rather an unfortunate remark
for DBunter. Lord Mauleverer, who
was the easiest-going fellow at Grey-
friars, would ecertainly have resigned
himself to his hard fate, and allewed
tha fat junior to roll in to tea—Lut
for that remark, But that did it

“Bkip, old chap!” said Lord Maule-
verer. “Would you mind doin’ some-
thin' to cblige me 1"

3 Ani; ald thing, you bet | said Skip.

“Will you kick Bumter into the
passage 1’

“Won't 17" grinned Skip.

And he did!

There was a wild roar in the Eemove
passage a3 Bunter rolled,

r’l‘im door of Study No.o 12 shat on
1111,

Billy DBunter, still {ea-less, rolled
dismally away—reduced {o the last re-
source of the =stony—tea in Hall,

And when he arrvived in Hall, and
found that tea was over there, Bunter
simply grogsned. WWords were in-
adequate, and he just groaned.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Strange Story!

ARRY WHARTON and Frank
Mugent came into Study Ne. 1
for prep that evening,
foun EEip already there,

Neither of them spoke to him, or
aven glanced at him.

Bkip eyed them rather wistfully, bt
did net speak, either. His manner was
very subdued,

During the week or two that he had
been at the school, his studymates had
R}ayeﬂ up to the i:s-es:t of their ability.

r. qlloi:]eh had specially requested s
head boy to do what he could for the

weer new junior, and Wharton had
ane his best.  Nugent had backed
him up, and the other members of the
Co. had done the same, more or less,
They had stood by him when Bmithy
made his mistaken aecusation, And in
every way, they had made the best of
a fellow with whom they had nothing
in comrmnon.

But that was over now. They felt
now that they could not stand hkim,
and they were not going to pretend
that they could.

There was no oceasion for talk, as

and

Skip's prep was guile different from
the usual move work. Prep passed
in grim silence in the study—\Whartan

and Nugent only anxious to be Bnished
and gone.

Sevaral times Skip looled at them,
but did not speak. Neat till wark was
over, and the twe juniors rose to leavo
the study, did he break silence,

“Look 'ere, yvou blokes!™” he eaid, at

length. .

They glanced at him. They were
barring him, lilte the rest of the Re-
move now, but they did not want 1o
carry it so far as to reluse to snswer
when he spoke.

“Well 1" said Harry curtly,

“"¥You needn’t get vour backs up,
'canse of what I said this ‘ere arter-
naan,” muttered Skip. “I knowed tho
minnte I spoke that I was putting of
my foot in if, lthe the rowgh cove 1
any, I was sorry artepr”

Wharton's sebt faco rvelaxed a litile.

“You don’t suspeet us of intending
to tell lies about vow, to got you
pushed out of the school, hike vou did
with Smithy?' he asked, wilh a enn-
tc:m;n he could not conceal.

"raps I did for a minmte,”
mumbled Skip. “And pvaps  you
would ‘ave, 1f vou'd been brought up
like T "ave.”

“Oh 1" satd Harry. * Well, if you've



learned to suspect fellows of rollen
motives, the sooner you learn spme-
thing elso the better. Smithy made a
fool of himself the other davy over his
lost notecase. DBut he would be hanged
drawn, and quarterced before he would
make a ixﬂsa accusation—and you
aught. to have known it."
He said I pinched it, end 1 knowed

I never did ' eaid Bkip. “And this
‘ere arternoon you says that thers
]nci-in:-t don’t belong to me, and I knows
it do ™

Wharten exchanged
glances,

“You don't believe that?* ashked
Skip.

“How can wa beliove it 7" ashked the

and Nugent
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captain of the Remove. "1 suppose
vou can't help being a sospicious, dis-
trustful rotter, if you've been trained
to be one. A fellow could get over
that. But syou're keeping something
that doesn't belang to you—and that
means that vou're as dishonest now &%

wore when you plcked our pockets
in the helidays. It's no good saying
that sou were brought up to 1t
You've seen something different here,
and you know how & decent chap
thinks about & thief.”

“You've put uz in a beastly position,
ton,”” said I'rank Nugent quietly. “We
know you've gobt that thing, and if
wa say nothing about if, 1t's as good
as being accomplices, But if we say a

9

word, vou'll be booted out of Grey-
friars.™

“We ean't do that™ said Harrey.
“"But why ean't vou do the right
thing? You're not poor now and hard
up Coker’s aunt is standing your
expenses here, and you have more

ket-money than most fellows in the

emove. Yet yvou're sticking to some-
thing you've pinchede—"

1] .&{I'ITt. Iu

“And that's not all,” eaid Wharton
hotly. “If it was left over from an
carlier time, it would be bad enough.
But wyon must have taken it since
vou've been in the school.”

“I tell you I ain’t!™

(Continuwed pn next page.)

The FIRST of a SERIES of Interesting and Instructive Articles Written Speclally for ‘¢ Magnetites **

who want to—

WATCE THE GOOD PLAYER!

T is hard to believe that there was a
time when the big footballers of
to-day had never kicked a football.
Yet naturally there was such a

time, ang not so very long ago.

At tlis time of the year there must bo
hundreds of boys who are just like
that—never kicked a football—but who
are looking forward to starting wvery
geoon. I am here to help those boys, If
you want to bo a foothaller, listen to
me. We are going to start at the begin.
ning, and perhaps one day you will all
bo in the shoes of the herces of your
favourite teams.

By tho way, I hope you have all got a
favourite football team, which you go
and wateh when vou pget the chance.
One of the best ways to learn this game
of foothall iz to watch the fellows who
are really good at it That's my firsé
tip. Remember it.

Before we start talking about how fo
play football, there are one or two
things I ought to tell you, just as an
introduction fo the game, As the time
has appreoached for you to start playing
vourself, I puess some of you are
worried about wour size, LPorhaps vou
are o bit smaller than the fellows yeu

lax with, and you're wondering jnst o
Eit whether they’ll be betier than you
bocause they are bigger.

Before wo go eny further let me te]l
vou that they won't. In foothall size
docsn't really matter.

THE ADVANTAGES OF BEING
SHORT

VEN though vou may not have
played football before, you must

have heard the names of Alex.
James, who has just put his
foothall boots away for pood, and
Huphia Gallacher. Some people put
these two players among the best foot-
ballers whe have ever lived, Alex.
James is_just five feet eix inches in
height. Hughie Gallacher is baelf an

In football, size doesn't really
matter. T[he small player has
just as much chance of getting
on and being a “star” as the

hefty one.

inch shorter, Both wvery small, but
wonderful footballerz just the samoe.
Thero have been footballers smaller still.
“Tanny ¥ Walden was only five feet two
—but he played for England, You see,
gize docsu’t matter in foothall.

1 guess a lot of you are puszled ot
that. You've always thought that the
fellow who had the most height and
weight to throw about went furthest on
the foothall fGeld. Let me fry  to
explain why that isn’t s0. You probaliy
know if wou hove read the rules—which
I sincerely hope you all have—that
plaver can only charge another player
aver willy his shoulder. Ie minstn't posh
wilh his hands, with his back, or wih
his armas e must do it all with his
shoulder,

Just imagine what happens when a
player six feet high goes to charge an
opponent wlo ian't much over five feet,
The big 'un can’t geb hus shoulder down
low cuough, Fither e has fo lel 1he
little man run by, or else, worse stiil,
he has to charge Lim unfairly.

On the other haud, what happens
when o Little man charees a six-fosicr,
Ha gets him right in the middle, aml
very often the big player topples over.
I've zeen that happen hundreds of fimes,

And here’s another advantage which
fthe livile man has over the ag fellow
in foothall, On a slippeey ground the
shorter the legs (e caszier they are to
control, bhigp player will slide abont
all over the place. "The man with shovt
lega won't be troubled at all. Try that
out sometime, and sve if I'm not vight.

,.

EE‘EP THE BALL ON THE GROUND

ENOW what you arve all going to
I siiout al me in 8 minute. You are
going to osk me what happons
when a little man and a big man
o to head lhe ball when it 14 in tho air,
'he big man wins, you say. So he does,
But wait & minute, and koep alert,
because there is another good' tip
coming, l1erhaps I shall be eble io
talk more about this Iater, but for the
moment, let me say just this. It is troe
that when the ball ia in the air the big
plaver has the better chance.

T'he pownt 15 that in foatball the place
for the ball 15 on the ground, not in Lhe
air at all., The game ie called fooiball.
Surely if the head were supposed o play
a big part o the gpams it wonld be
catled headball,

If von get the impression, when you
pree walching a foolball maich, that the
Laatl is in tho o as mach os it 15 on Lthe
prontd, then ithere s spuething wrong
wilh the feams you are walching.

Which hoave been the most soccessiul

frams in  Leagno  fooiball  in the
lazt  twe secasons?  Bunderland  aud
Alanchester  Cily—two  teams whoso

plavera know thalt the game should be
aved Yon the ,f_l:rmmg." Ther havo
proved that headball iz vt so profitable
as football.

I do not say that =ometimes it does
not help a plaver to be bngzer than his
opponents,  What I do say 13 that the
advamiare 1z nobt always with the 1all
foothallers.  So, you little ’uns, don't
worry, You have just as much chance
of being o “star” foolballer as any of
yonr bhigger pala

Take heed of the tips which I shall
give you in dhis series, woich olher
?cpp'[n playing, listen when your older
riends Eive you advice, and one dav
vou witl have your name across the
headlines of the foolball papers.

Next weel: I shall start with a lessen
irhich 48 the baxis of all succcss of
foolball— ball control.
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“That's rot I'* gaid Harry., “Five of
nus have scem the face in that locket
before =otpewhere, and we can only
have eeen it somewhere about Grey-
friars. That loeket belongs to some-
hody in this neighbourhood. It must ™

“Will you let a hloke speaki”

“Ob, say what you likel” )

“I get this 'ere to say,” said Skip.
“That there lgcket i3 mine, and I'va
*ad it since was a small nipper.
I'va told you #o, and it's true, ou
ain't believing it——"

“* No [

“It's true, zll the same. T've always
thought that mebhe that there chivvy
in it belonged to some relation of
wine,” szid Skip.  “1 s'pose I gob
relations somewhere, like every other
covey, Darney the Binger used to
gabble when he was squifiy, and more’n
once I've ‘eard him epeak about my
sister——"’

“Your sisjer!” exclaimed Harvy.,

“Why shouldn't I "ave s sister, hike
other blokes?” demanded Bkip  de-
fiantly. I vever sved ‘er, and Barney
never would say a word when he was
eober; but I used to think that p'r'aps
it was true, and that p’_r"nPs 1t was
'er face In that there locket.™

The iwo juniora looked at him.
They did not, and conld not, believe
a2 word of it, yet the bare possibility
that +f was true had to be admitted.

“What I'm coming to 13 this 'ere "
went o Skip. “If you've seed a face
like that there, like you say—-?"

“If,” said Harry contemptuously.

“I mean, I know you ’ave, if vou
say g0,”’ went on Bkip humbly. * Well,
then, you geed a face somewhere what
vou think i3 the same chivvy. DMebbe
you're vight, and mebbe it’s the same,
and, If that’s 'ow it stands, I'd like to
know who it is, "causze why, if it's ‘er
face, she muost know szomething about
me, or 2lse "ow do I come to ‘ave her
picture 1

They looked at him in silence.

“In that there picture,” went on
Bkip, “she looks about twenty-threa—
fur as a covey can say. 'Course, she'd
be older now. I know I've *ad it
more than ten sears. That'd make ‘er
over thirty now. P'r'aps that's why
vou don’t know or exactly. She'd lock
different—p’r'aps only a bit like what
she waz when she was a girl—sec?
But if it's the zame, like vou think,
I'd ltke to see "er, and show ‘er that
pi?turﬂ, and 'ear what zhe zavs about
it.”

Wharton and Nugent did not answer
him; they could rot. There was a pos-
sibility of truth in that strange tale,
and they had to admit it. DBut it looked
move like—mioch more like—a fantastic
invention fo account for the possession
of the pold leckoet. Its possession had to
be accounted for, and the wnserupulous
i{ﬂung razezl was Lrying to poll their
egs.  They could not help thinking zo,
and their belief showed pruinly in their
faces,

Skip’s own face hardened.

GIFTS IN PLENTY.

On page 25 there are particularg of
2 number of free presents ohlainable
fromr Rownlrege & ©€a., Lid, in
exchange for coupong from their tins [
of cotoa. Thare are lovely boxes of
paints, Tooiballs,  table tenniz scis
armd heaps of eiher fowvely girte to
thoose from. Send a postcard for the
epecial list of giftzs with a Free
Youcher worth threa coupong 2
directed at the foet of the advertise-
. ment, and don't forget to show your
mather her special paragraph.
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THE MAGNET

“Wot you got to say to that?” he
asked voughly.

“* Nothing 1" sald Harry.,

“You don't belisve me?”

"N'ﬂq-"

“Do the other thing then, and bo
blowed 1" enorted Skip. “And if you
don't want to speak to a bloke, keep
your chinwag to yourself; I don’t want
it.  Betcher that bloke DMauleverer
would believe 16 1 I told *im! Ie'a a
Fentluma.n, ha 1= Now, et out and
cave a covey aloneg I :

“As soon as you like,” said ITarry.
“But you know what we think, Skip,
gnd i you know what's good for Fou
you will take that pold locket to Qucleh
and hand 1t over to him before other
fellows see it on you. ™

“Oh, shut it1"” said Skip rudely.

“You won't "

“I said shut it! That mcans, 'old
vour row |* snapped Bkap.

Really there was uothing to be said in
answaer to that

Wharton and Nugent left the study
withous another word.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Not What Coker Wanted !

ORACE COKER of the Rifth
Form looked into the changing-
rooe on Wednesday afternoon.

I was crowded with juniors,
a match being on that aflterngon be-
tween the Remove and the Upper
Fourth,

Coker of the Fifth was much too
lordly a fellow, as a rule, to know any-
thing about junior matches, If he knew
any m%ahnut them, he affected not to
know ut on this special occasion,
Horace not only knew that the Remove
had a game en, but had come specially
to the changing-room to speak to the
Remove skipper about it.

His reason was—Skipt

Bkip, as Coker had told all Greyfriars
several times over, and then several
mare times, had saved him from having
his nut cracked by & footpad.

Coker regerded him as being wunder
his protection. He was going to lkeep
an eye on Skip. Ho was going to help
bring him up m the way he should go.

Unluckily, having quite a lot of other
affairas to thank of, Coker was not quate
abla to earry ont these bencvolent n-
tentions. In actual fact, days passed
without Colker seeing Skip at all, and he
even [orgot him at times,

At other times ho would remember
him, and seeing him in the quad would
say: “Hallo! CGetling on all right—
what ?" and pass on without waiting for
an answer

Bull, Coler was a dutiful fellow. Dis-
covering that the juniors barred Skip,
he had told them sternly that he would
not allew anything of that kind, which
had caused the Removites Lo reduce him
ta o state of wreckage for his check, and
certainly had pot cowzed them to relent
towards his protoge.

Now Coker clearly was at 6 asain,

ke laonked into the changing-room,
where iliere was a elicory buzz of voleos,
glanced over the juniors there, and
failed to spot Skap. lle called out to
the captain of the Remove.

“*Hore, Wharton [*

Harry glanced round, with o jersey
half on.

“Hallo, Horace 1™ ho satd cheerily.

This, of course, was cheek, and meant
to be cheek, as Coker realized. DBut
Coker kept his temper,

"I believe you're playing one of your
fap matches this afterncon,” he zand,

Do yout?” asked Wharton, in sur-
frrica,

“Arven't rou?" demanded Coker,

“Not at all 17

“Thon what ate you changing for 19
asked Coker, puziled.

“ Football

"You silly litile ass, what do you
mean, then 1™

“Yoau silly bag azs I mean that we're
playing a junior wmatch,” explained the
captain of the Remave.

And the jupiovs in the changing-roomn

rrnnecd. )

“Well, that's what I mean” sad
Coker, with unusnal self-vestraint.

“If that's what vou mean, why not say
what you mean?” soggested Wharton.
“Docan’t Prout teach you English in
the IMifih? Or are you juce fatheaded @™

Cloker breathed havd and denp.

“Have your got Skip in the team ¥ he
inoaired.

44 Hﬂ- ik

“Why not "

“"Necause he's left aul”

“"Weall, why ia he Jelt out

' Because he's not put in”

Thero was a chuckle from (he foot-
ballers. They found the expression on
Horace Coker’s speaking countenance
clitertalning.

It was clear that Coker of tha Fifth
only barely restrained bimself from
jumping at the captain of the Remove.

IFFellows who had not yet pot their
football boots on, hurried up with that
operation They fancied that the bootz
might be needed =oon.

However, the great man of the Filth
continued te control his just wrath, 1liz
vaiee was almost calm o= hie went on:

“That kid can play fooice™

“How on earth do you hnow " asked
Ilarry.

“Pyve seon him in pamies practice.”

“¥es, but you don't know anything
abont looter.

“¥ou checky young sweep!™ roared
Coker, his wrath breaking out. " Da
you want me to come in there and mop
up the place with you "

“Just that!™ sud Harcry YWharton,
langhing. “Trot mmt?

“ Do 1" urged Bob Charry.

“0Oh, do!” implored Johnny Ball.

“Roll in!" chuckled Poter Tedd.

Coker of the Filth, however, did ot
roll in. Passin? these pressing invita-
tions unheeded, he addressad the captain
of the Romove again.

“Look here, young Wharton, that kid
has got Lo have [air play. He can play
footer, and ha's keeon enough, I know
ithat. Naow, look here, put him in the
team. You ean leave one of the other
fags out lo make roos for him. It won't
make any difference to that scrambling
and barging that you fags call Soccer.™

I'he Hemove fellows gazed at Coker.

[n the Greyfriars Remove thoy played
Boccer wilh the aeeent on the * play,”
so to speak. They plaved a pood gaine
aucd they knew 1, and prided theinselves
an the fact. Toker, on the ather bhand,
plaved footer a= a rvhinoeeros or a
hippopotamnos might have played it, aned
ahat he did not know ahant the game
would have filled Targe voluines to over-
lawing., Coker had s own’ 5’£Eyle in
Socecr, and he had it all to himself !

Bo hiz criticizm of the Remove gamn
was neither  gratefnl nor comforting.
The Removites would really rather have
taken it from Billy Bonter than fram
Ilorace Cokar.

“Well, what abont HT" asked Coker
briskly., “The kid's all rigld, you can
take that from me., Your kicking and
rushing sn't footer, Lot such as 16 18, 1
want to zea the kid takine his whaek in
i

“That’s what you want, is it i” gasprd
the captein of the Homove.

“That's it 1™ eaid Coker, willy & nol.



“It’s quite different from what you're
going to geb !V

T IEh Y

““You fellows ready?" asked Haury
Yharton, lﬂ}ﬂkii':%’ round,

“The readyviulaess is  terrific!™
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Come on, then! On the Lall 1

“ Ha, la, ha "

The **ball * at the moment was Coker
of the Fifth!

The captain of the Remove led a rush
through the doorway of the changing-
roon.

Coker staggered before the rush, and
as three or four foothall boots clumped
on him he roared. _—

“Yaroop! You cheeky young villains,
whavrer you up to "

Coker really did not need to ask that
guestion, for it was guite plain what the
Removites were up to. They were
playing footer, oti  kick-and-rush
principles, with Coker of the Fifth in
place of a balll .

For o few moments Horace, vaging
with wrath, aitempted to stem the tide,

Then it swept hun away.

He staggered, and tottered, and
swayed, and sagged, in the midst of the
merty Removites, with football boots
clumping on him from all sides. Bome
of the juniors, in their eagerness to land
one on Coker, booted one another. bBut
Horace pot most of it

He got it hard and leavy, hot and
strong. A couple of minutes of 1t was
enongh for Coker. Then he ran.

After him ran the Removites, drib-
Lling Colier of the Fifth. ..
How many hboots landed on  num,

Coker never knew At a rough pguess,
e would have put it down ar about a
million,

But he knew that they landed often,
and he knew that they landed hard
Cm that pont there was no room for
doubt 1 '

Half-way across the quad, the Remove
faotballers chased the hapless Horace,
Then, leaving him in a gnrgling heap,
Ehiow tm-c:r}iuc-d away to Little Bide, rony-
ing with langhter. ]

Cralier of the Fifth sat np and blinked
after them, nat quite sure that he was
still in one piece. e felt as if he was
in a pood many.

“ Doooooogh I gurgled Colier.

He was still purepling when the game
started on Little Side. Harry Wharton
& Co. forgot o)l about Coker, and he
gurgled unheeded.

i —

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Skip fo the Rescue!

LI of the Remove tramped down
the bank of the Sark towards
Friavdale Beidge, with his hands
driven deep mio hiz pockets, aml

a ¢loud on hiz brow,

It was: Oetoher: but it was fine and
sunny, atch e golden afternoon had
tempted sowe of the Greririars fellows
to take boats aut. '

Slip gluneed ur them In passing; and
would have Leen glad cnourh fo join
any of them,  Bur nobody wanted the
compatt of the outeast of the Rewove,
eicher 10 hiz own Lovin or any olhler
I"avm.

He wonld have becn mnee than glad
to join the Rewove [ootballevs—or even
1o seand and waich the game.  Bol he
was not wanded theve: and the rogged
Birle waif bhad o disinclination fo barge
1 where be was not wanied,

AMuch az ke liked Lord Dauleverer,
andd much as he would have enjoved las
lordship's company that hall-holiday, e
mid not think of bothering Mauly, Thai
“alake " had been ki 1o Dbimn: L
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S8kip was not going to take advantage of
his kindoess aud be a worry to him.

S0 he started on a tramp down the
river by himself—far from enjoying his
own company, for he wa of a sociabla
nature,  In Slummock’s Alley. blokes
had been sociable enough—but Skip did
not wantb that sart of society now, even
if he could have had it. MMe had lelic
one world and entered another—and
was in the unhappy position of belong-
mg to neither.

As he drew nearer the village, there
were no more Greviriars boats to be
seen, But he noticed a bost coming np
from the lower reaches of the Sark, and
glanced at it.

There were three schoolgirls in it
Skip had heard the juniors speak
of ClIK Ilouse School, and had
heard that Fiazeldene and Dunter
had sisters at that =

1l
; :?mcgh!“ saneaked Dessie, “My
.i“ ne
“Look out!™ shrieked Clarva, as

Fassie Bunter, releasing one hand,
plunged towards the gunwale to grah
the hat before it weni,

Y Bessie ! exclaimed
“Keap back !

The fat hand missed the hat, which
dropped into the water. Bessie’s clutch
followed it, and closed on it

She had the habt. But her weight.
thrown on the gunwale of the rocking
boat, caused it to dip till it almost cap-

Marjorie.

sized. That did it—ond Bessie shaot
over Lhe side almost like a stone from a
catapult.

Splash |

Skip had passed the boat, and was
nat looking back, But at the sound of

(Continued on next page.)

establishiment. But
he had never seen
the place, or any-
one  belonging to
it; so he was nn-
aware that the
three girls in the
boat were Marjorie

Hazaldene, Clara \
Trevlyn and \
Bessie Bunter. He \
naticed, however, L

the ample ‘pro-

portions and  big

spectacles of Miss

Ehzabeth  Bunter,

and  her  rezem-

blanee to the fat
Owl of the Remove.

A barge, towed
k¥ & horse, came
along,  and Skip
stepped out of the
way of the horse.

hz barge rolled
slowly on, leaving
a heavy . wash be-
hind on the river,

The ClIiff House
hoat  danced en
the wash, and Skip

heard & shrill
sgueak  from  the
plump schoolgirl.

“ O | I saw,
vou girls, look oui
—tweg shall bo
pvep 1"

“Don’t be an ass,
Dossie, if vou can
help it 1" remaried
Miss Clava,

“0at 1

“It’s  all  rpight,
Tiezsie I't sald Mar-
jorie THazeldene.
aEit timhi M

Bessiec Duuter
sat  tight, holdinge
on fo the seat with
Bolli plump  hands.
At the same
raoment, the winld
from the sea. blow-
ing etrongly np the
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river,  lifted  ber npwards,
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the splash, and the startled cries from
1he boat that followed it, he swung
round at once, and stared across the
rippling water, ;

“Oh, smoky ‘addocks '’ gasped Bkip,
in alarm,

He staved blankly at a fat face and a
gleaming pair of spectacles that showed
above the water; as Bessie Bunter was
swopt down towards the bridge.

By the bridge, where the stream nar-
rowed, the current was strong. [t
whipped Bessie away from the boat in
o twinkling.

“Bessie I shricked Clara, in horror.

“Oht Quick 1" panted Marjorie.

They got the boat vound, to pull down
ithe curvent after Dessie. But both of
them were whita with horror, for they
knew quite well that they could never
veach her in time,

Bessie did not even know what was
heppening to her. Utterly bewildered
and hal-conscious, she swept away down
ithe swift carrent te the bridpge.

Bkip, on the bank, stood for a second
staving, Then he threw off his jacken
andl cap, and went headlong into the
waten
_ 8kip was up to the Remove standard
in very few ways; but at “ducker ™ le
Lad shown that he was as good & man
a3 any in the Form. And he showed
wow that be could swim—and swim
wdgnificently.

He shot across the current with light
ning strokes, and reached Bessie aa che
was dipping under for the third time,

1tis grasp pulled her head above the
water again, and Miss Bunter spluticred
frantically. i i

“Gurrrrggeehh )

Lt mﬁgﬁlisa 1 gasped Skip.

Bessie Bunter havdly needed telling.
The moment she had anything 1o cling
1o, she clung, like a limpet o a rock.

Two plump arms  tastened round
Blip’s neck like a steel viee, draggiog
Linnn cown.

Me struggled wildly, exerting all his
strength, aml came up agan,

Bessie came up with him, still clatch-
g his neck, vather like a boawwon-
strichor, :

"Urrggh} Give a bloke a chanee ™
gurgled Skip

Bessie Bunter made no reply—slie did
not even lear. She clung!

Skip swam hard, keeping himzell and
Bessie afloat, the current taking him
down under the shadowy avch of the
bridge with lia burden.

ITow hin got through, with that weight
hanging helplesddy on his neck, Bkip
cogld never have told. But he was a
11;4::11{1 swinrer, and he was strong, and
w had unlimited pluck and determina-
tion,

Ha kept himeelf and his burden afloat,
and, as the evrrent dashed him against
the avch, he elutched at o stone coping
a fook above the water, and held on
desperately.

'igm water tore at him, almost drag-
ging him awav: Dbut he held, and
shoufed buskily Tor help. The hoat, he
knew, must he somewhere near at haml,

Ripl CElp V' shouted Skip.

“Gurrrggh 1Y came In o fechle gurgle
from Bessie.

Hikp (M

“Hold oen ! came a clear voiee, that
aof Marjorie Hazeldene; and there was a
dash of ears in the water. ]

The boat glided under the bridge,

fkip, with his free hand, gripped the
gunwale, and let go with the other. The
hoat, borne on by the current, carricd
him on, and out into the sunshine below
the bridge.

Between Skip, in the water, and Mar-
iovie and Clara, n the boat, Destic
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Bunier was got on board, where she sab
streaming and gasping and gurghing.

“Oonogh 1™ gmﬁéieg Bessie.  “I'm
wat ! I'm wet all over | Grooogh 17

Skip, utterly spent and exhausted,
hung en to the gunwale. But he
grinned up at the avxions [aces of tho
two girls,

“You belter get "er "ome as soon as
vou can, young ladies!” he gasped
*8he'tl be catchine a Mooming cold I**

“Let e help yow in!” exclaimed
Marjorie. :

“That's orlright ! said Skip. “Pull
in a bit, and I'll get on the bank, You
jest it out lor "ome™

few  moments  more, and  Skip
scrambled through the rushes wp tho
bank,

Marjorie and Clava pnlled away as
fast as they could, to ger Bessie landed
as qiickly as possible,

Hki]_:l, on the bank, threw lomeelf
I]T_:I'l'l."ll 0 tirﬂ £ Imsa, ﬂ"l] llil:l noh oy fﬂl‘
some ponuates.  Thet brief, but fieree
struggle for life 1in the swilt current had
exliansted him, tongh as lee was.

But he picked himself up o last and
wiung the waler oug of his clothes as
well as he coulid. Then e framped up
the bank 1o the spot where he bhad lefs
feig jacket and cap.

He put thens on, and then, slowly, for
he was tieed out, lwe tramped up the
bank, on his way back to the =school, and
at a turne of the towpath, walked faivly
mibo a0 evowed of Hemove follows comnng
down e rivern

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Boupder’s Rag !

(4 ERE he 1a!®
“Here's Hee cad 1™
“Bag him "

*Snaffle lum

There were half 2 dozen fellows in the
little crowd that smddenly met Skip at
the tarn of the h::-v.rpnih. Before hio
kpew what was happening  they had
surrounded him with a rush. :

“TRre, ands off 17 exclaimed Bkip.
“What'a thizs blooming ganye ¥

He strugglea in the grasp of the grin-
ning juniors, though net with his se-
custonnsd energy, for he was still spent
from his struggle in the water.

Bolsover major had him by one avm,
Siott by the other; Skiuner had hold
of his collar and Snoop of one ocar!
Vernon-Smith and IHazeldeno grasped
him, too.

“Taook 'ere—" he panted.

“Dropped something ¥ grinned the
Bounder.

“Ih? Whatcher mean®”

“1 thought I heard an IF drop.™

“Iia, ha, hat”

“Oh, shut it ! snapped Skip. “Vou
It o bloke alone! ’Erf a dozen of yer
andling one bloke! Pd knock your
faces in, one at a fime B

“Bui we haven't followed yor ta have
onr faces knocked in,” explained the
Bounder, with 2 grin, " We've just
dropping  von & lunt  that  pick-
pockets aren't wanted in fhe Homove 7

“Just  that " chuckled  DBolsover
mMajor.

“I &poze this ‘ere is what you eall
a rap ™ snapped Skip.

“This ‘ere s just that,” clmekled
Surithy, *and I've siood out of a foof-
Lall  mateh  this afternoon Tor  your
cappeial bhenehit.”

Ehin gritted hia tacth. 8o far, e had
heen bavred by pearly all his Tonn,
bnt there had not been any  acfive
FACEINE. Bolsaver major, who had
undertaken to whop him, had been
knociowd ont so swiftly and severely
ihat nobody else had been keen o
undertake that task, Mast of the follaws

woere content tg leave him alone, af
armslength, and the greater part of
the Form would have apposcd mg%ng
measnres,  Harey Wharton & 0.,
indocd, would have opposcd
merasuies vigoronsly,

But the Bounder had his own follow-
ing in e Form, And the Boundeyr was
smplacable, s fiest feeling towards
the new fellow had been one of con-
tompt; but since e had made a2 fool
of himszelf 1 bringing an acenzation
that had proved to he a hasty mistake,
that feeling had iatensified into a bitter
eislike, Skinner, wha had been Booted
by the new junior, was very keep to
hack him up. Btott awd Sneop always
followed Bhkinner's Jead ; Bolsover major
wak sore aml savage from his' defeat,
nvecd jﬂi]m;l it frane slionp 1hﬂ11ght14.?35-
)

The six of thein hadd kept an eye open
for Bkip ihat aftersoon, planning o
vag while most of 1he {ellows were on
the football field, and, having learped
that he had gone down the river, they
lined followed emn—amd hore ihey were,
atedl Bkip was weigeling helplessly n
their hands.

A mile from the schiaol, =afe fram the
eyes of masters and peefects, a rag was
i safe proposition; and the HBounder
& Lloo mdonddedd ta impross on fhe w-
popular junior’s mimd that he was not
wanted 1 the Greyiviars Boemave.

“ITald the ead ¥' =aid Skinner, who
had not forgotien the hefty punch that
hadd knocked Bolsovor major out, * Don’s
let him got lonse 17

“Weo've got hiin !” grinned Iazel

“Here's the cowt ™ sabd the Bounder,
drvawing a coil of whipeord from lus
poecket. ™ Tie up his fius "

“Look ‘ore, yven let a cove oplome!™
roared Skip. " Yon wouldo't davo
'andle 2 thE& ke this in the blooming
schaonl.”

“That’'s why we'vo got after you hove,
wmy pippin ! said the Bounder,  ©Wa
don’c want Quelch butting in ]

“¥You blocming votter I gasped Bkip.
“Fouw're doing thiz “ere, becauze vou
never ol away with telling lies about
a blokoe 1™

Vernon-S2mith’a eyes glittered. It
was Skip's suepicion that ho had de-
liberately brought o falso aceusaiion
that made him most hiter,

He had made a hasty mistake in his
fixed belief that the new boy was slill
a pincher, locking for chances o
pinch,  He had to own up to it when
ltis mnigsing nofecase was found in his
stiady.  Hut that was all; and Bkip's
wretehed suspicion that he was capably
of what amounted to a erime roused his
bittevest rosentment and scorn.,

“ Listen to the cad " he =zaid, helween
ltig decth.  “That's thoe sart of rolter
they’ve landed on the Removel Well,
we'll let thom osll zeo how much we
want him in our Form1” ]

Skip's hands wore dragged Dbehind
him and his wrists tjed together. With
ihe grasp of s0 many an him resistande
waa fulafe.

Then his vight leg was seived amd hent
up at the kieee and gl in that position.
That left him only one leg ta stand on,
and the raggers had lo hold Lhim now to
keop him {rom falling.

But the Bonnder was nod finished vet,
ITe drow from his peckes several fubes
af waler-coluur.

Amipl howls of langhier [rom his
friends he squeezed the tubes over
Slkip’s finshed and furious face, rubling
in the calonr with his fingaor.

Streaks of red, yellow, amd bine alfor-
nated on 8kip's face, giving hin an
exiraordinary zebra-like appearance,

“11a, ha, ha ¥ vellsd Skivner & Co,

The Boaunder chaekiod,

rhat’s that M he rewarked. ¥ When

such



* Bessie 1 *" shrieked Clara Treviyn, in horror. :
and hall-conscious, Bessie Bunter was swepi away down ihe swift current.
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“ﬂ'h I L L]

panted Marjorie Hazeldene,

o w—

“ Quick ' Utlerly bewildered

Skip, on the bank, siood for a second,

staring. Then he threw off his jacket and ¢ap, and went headlong into the water.

ther see bim like that at Greyirviars
they'll know exactly what we think of
him in the Bemove—what i

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You silly idjit I gasped Skip., " You
think that I'm going buck to the school
like this "ere "

“Just like thab there!” agrveed the
Bounder, with a sarcastic initation of
Skip's English.

"'[.()-I::, ha, ha '™

“Well, I tell you. I wou't fake a
booming step 1™ declared Skip.

“You'll take more than one slep, my
pippin, whether blooming or not !™ saul
Vernon-Smith.  “There’'s a short cont
thirongh the wood from hers, back fo
I'viardale Lane! You're going to hop
it Y

“T min'z ¥

“1 fancy you are!
Lill vou dot”

“Go 1617 chortled Skinner,

Skip was led into the footpalh, hop-
ping. There, as he was released, Lie hadl
to continue hopping, (o keep from
falling.

“8tart ' said the Tounder,

S Shan't 1™ panted SBkip.

Without another word the Boander
lunged out with his boot. i

Skip gave a vell, and started, Theve
waz no resisking thar persnasian.

He hopped, and hopped. and hopped.
There was no help for it: he had to hop,
the Bounder Co, Following behind,
veacdy 1o land out with a kick if he
halted. . ]

Panting for breath. streaming wilh
perapivation, Skip hﬂ-!.lpi:d Gl they
emcerged from the wood inle Friardale
Lane, a short distance from the gates
of Gregfriars.

“Haop on!"” chortled Slinner,

“ (i, smoly Taddocks ! gasped Siip.
U1 ain'l gotig——"

“Ain't vou? clnekled
“Help him nn ™

You'll e boofed

TEarcldone,

“Ow 1™ gasped Skip. as a boot landed,
and he hopped up the lane towards
Greylriars.

He could searcely believe that the
raggers intended hiin to hop in ot the
schioel gates in that state, to meet the
eves of crowds of fellows. But they did
—and there was no bhelp for Skip.

A fat junior, in the gateway, Llinked
vound with starviled eves through a big
nair of spoctacles, ab the sight of the
hopping Skip.

“He, he, ha!" cackled Billy Buuier
“0Oh crikev! e, he he !

“Tlop it 1" chuckled Smithy.

“Boot him "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“He, he, e!” volled Bunfer, alinoest
weeping with meceiment. *Ite, he.
hel 1 say, ven fellows, Quelch s m
tho guad, pml——"

BSmithy & o, did not stop far more
ilan that, If My, Quoelehy was at
hand, if was time that the raggers were
unol ab hand !

They fadaid away promptly, leaving
Skip staggering and hopping a few
vards from the open gateway, and a
crowd of Greviriars fellows gathering
there, siaring ol him, and howling with
laughter.

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
A Surprise for the School !
B. QUELCH stared,
M e looked az if he counld votb
believa s oves
Perhaps he hardly conld
The Roemove masier was walking in
the onad with Mr. Prout when his
atteation  was  drawn by vells  of
lanighter from a erowd of fellows gatler-
ing at the gpate,
tatl ke inasters walled 1o that Jivee-
frove, f0 =e0 what was happening.  Then
bhass saw Bl

“Who-—w ho—wlho—what——"
e, Quelch.

“What—what—who is this?" stullered
Mr. Prout.

“0h, smoky 'nddocks I groaned Skip.
as he skared at his Formeanaster., I he
had had 2 hope of hopping away, aml
somchow getliog loose, und entoring the
selwsg] in o rather loss stoiking stiate, that
hope had to be given up now.

“Who iz it1” excluimed Mre. Queleh.
e did not reeognise that memboer of
s oo, under the zebea-live siveals
of paint.

1 think it's a fellow in vour Tama.
s gasped Polter of e Pillh

“A boy of my Fovin ' axclaimed Ale.
Queleh, " Impossible 1

At new kid, Bkip, sie, T=1 thaok 37
gasprd (Treone of the Fifth.

“Ia. ha, bhal”

“IHop #H, young
Flobon of the Shell,

“He, be, he ! chortled Billy Bunter,
T zay, vou fellows——  lle, e, Lig 1™

“Bkip!" exelaimed M. Queleh
Blank!ly, “8kip! Iz—is ihat indecd a
boy of my Torm?  Answer we, boy=aie
von-—-arg vou Ship?”

“Oh erilex ! Yoessiv ! pazped Blip.

“ Extraordinary 1 boomed ' rowut.
“The boy must be wmsane ! No bhov whaes
was in Dhia right senses wonld play a
trick lLike this ™

“Why have vou done this, Blapt”
almost  shroieked Mr, Quelele. “How
dare von pacade the publie road v such
a srale !

“a, ha, ha ™ yelled {he erowd in tha
oaleway., They eonld poesz, i thoe two
masiora dJid not. fhat it had oot been a
maticr of choiee with the ouleast of tlw

eamove,
“Bilenee ™ thondered  Mre. Queleh.
{Montinwed on page 16.)
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#8kip, I command you to answer me at
once ] Why—why have you scted in this
ridiculous, this absurd manner®”

“I ain't!” wailed Skip. *“Think I
like 1it? 'Ow could I *elp it, when *arf-a-
dozen blokes *ad *old of a covey 1

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Oh " gasped Mre. Quelch. “*You—
vou—you have heen treated in this
wnnney  by—by—by other boyvs? I
understand | Hobson, instead of laugh-
ing in that senseless manner, vou might
have the kindness, and the common in-
telligence, to release that boy 1”7

ch gflt Yes, sir 1 pasped Hobby.

“Amazing " said Prout. “That,
then, is the boy who was befriended by
Colker, of my Form! Extraordinary!
Guelch, I should recommend the severest
measures towards the young rascals who
have been guilty of this ouirageous
action. The very severest measures I

Mr. Quelchi's answer was a sound
rezembling a snort. He was deoply and
intensely angry, and his look showed
thit the measures he was going to take
would be severe cnough. But lie did not
iﬁ:g;l}t_l any advice from the master of the

"ifth.

*Rolease that bor at once, Hobson ¥
he shapped.

“Oh! Yes, sir, a5 fast as I cant”
gasped llobson.

Ha opened his pocket-knife and cut
througlh the whiprords.

Skip was able to drop his tied leg at
last, and ceased hopping.

Under the streaks of paint on his face,
lie was burning erimson, though it could
not be seen.

The fact that he was an outecast in his
ownh Form was bitter enough to the
Cireviriars wailf, withont having it dis-
plaved and paraded to the '-rlmﬁa school
Like thiz. Bkip had plenty of nerve, and
a good allownnce of impudence: but he
was overwhelmed  with  shame and
Linmiliation,

“Now go in at once, Bkip ! exelaimed
Mbe. Quelch. “CGet that paint eleaned
off immediately=—and then come to my
stude.™

“Yessir I mumbled Skip.

Fle lnrried in, and headed for the
House.

There was a crowd of fellows in the
nuadrangle, and all eyes were turned on
hitn, as he wenl, Yells of laughter
greeted Linn on ol sides.

“0n cramhs!  Who's that?" gasped
Colicr of the Iifth., coullng out of the
House as Skip arrived. *“Is that the
Wild Aun from Borneo®2

“Ha, ha, ha1”

“It's your pet pincher, Coker I yelled
Temple of the Fourtl,

Coleer Jumped.

“Skip! Is that vou, Skip®*”

“Yes. it blooming well is!” gaspad
Slip, iincrying past Coker, only anxions
to FEH mto the House, and get out of
aizhk.

gﬂut Clolier caugld him by the shoulder
and slopped him., Tact had never been
g of e geeat (Uloker's gifts,
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" Who did this?” he demanded. “Is
it & Reiaove Rag? Whe did iti”

* Leggo 17

“Tell me at onee who dJdid if. vou

yvoung ass!™ fwooted Coker.  He tight-
ened his prasp on Bkip's shoulder, as
the IJ:];,J-IE:;?. Junior wriggled. “Br gum |
I'll jolly well—yoo-hooop 17

Out of palience, Bkip gave im a
shove, and Colker sat down suddenls.
He sat with a bump, and an astonished
Tusp.

Skip, jerking away, daried into the
House, and left Cokor sitting.

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a roar from the
guad,

“0Oh ' gasped Coker. “Oh, my hat!
Why, the chieeky little swoept Oh ™

Skip had vanished. He left Coker
spluttering with surprise and wrath, and
evervbody else howling with laughter.
Heedless of them all, he made direct for
8 bath room, soap, and hot water—and
rubbed and serubbed, and scrubbed and
rubbed, till he was, at last, in a fit state
to present himself in his Form-master’s
atudy.

—————

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Chopper Does not Come Down !

ARRY WIIARTON glanced,
with a rather sareastio sinile, at
a group of juniors on  the
Hemove landing.

There were six fellows in that group—
and five of them looked very uneasy.
The Bounder was cosl as a cucumber.
Bolsover major was teying hard to keep
up hizs uwespal bluster. But Skinner,
Snoop, and Stott were in a state of ill-
concealed disguistude, and Hazeldene
was palpably in a funk. Tooking at
them, the captain of the Remove could
hardly bave any doubt as to the identity
of the raggers.

The rag on 8kip was the one topie in
the Remove, at present. Every fellow
discussed it, and moest laughed over it

It was net, however, likely fo be a
laughing matter for the raggers when
Queleh got going, They had cause for
UnNeasinnss,

The football mateh on Little Side had
been over, when Skip came in. Some
of the footballers had seen him, from the
changing-room.  And when they saw
him, they could puess why Smithy had
stood ont of the game that afternoon.
Nobody doubted that it was the
Bounder’s rag, Iis fend with the out-
cast of the Remove was too well koown
for that.

That was more than half an hour ago.
Sinee then, the rageers hiad come in, and
here they were; and Wharton eyed them
with a sareastic eye.

The Bounder, with his usnal nerve and
effrontery, was fully prepared to face
tho music—but his associates evidently
did not like the prospect.

“Will the cad sneak?”
Skinner.

Yernon-Smith langhed.

“He will tell Qllﬁfth who rageped him,
if that’s what vou mean,”™ he said.

“If he pgives us away—" mnttered
Stott.

“Didu’t vou (hink he would #* sneered
Sriathy.

“It was too thick ! multered Hazal-
dene. " Ragging the cad was sll very
well—buot sending him back to the sehool
like that—that was jost fatheaded |
Queleh waz bound to spot him 1

“I wanted him {o1” said the Bounder
coolly.,  “I'd hawve liked the Head to
spob him. don. We don't want that
rotler in e Hemove, amd Lhe sooner the

muttered

beaks pet that inke theie heads. the
Bettor I
“That's all wvery well?™ growled

snoop. Y But I don't want o flogging !

“He won't dare give our names!”
mullered Skinner.  “lle knows jolly
well the Form would rag bhim Dbald-
braded for sneaking,™

“I wouldn't bank on that!” arinned
smithy,  “It's six  all round.  from
fueleh, at the wvery least!  Wasn't it
worih its”

“Yes, it jolly well was [ deelared Bol-
sover major. though not in a tone of con-
vietien. “If you fellows funk facing 1he
music. you shouldn’t have taken a hand
in it *

1 f'crliy well wish 1 hadn't ¥ muttered
Hazel,

“Bame bere " mumbled Snoop.

Harry Wharton came across to the
EToup.

“It was you lot i he asked.

“Guessed it in onel” smiled the
Bounder. “We've let all the schoal
Imnw: what we think of that rotler,
now.”

“There’ll be & row!” said Harrv,
“The chopper will come down for this!”

“Think we don’t know that?”

“I say, wyou fellows ! Billy Bunter
eame up the Remove staivease, and
rolled, grinning, across the landing. =1
say, that rotter Skip has gone to
%ue]ch’a stndy. He's got the paint off.

e, he, he 1™

“If you have tears, prepare to shed
them in mbout five minutes1” grinned
William Wibley. “¥You fellows have
fairly asked for it|"

“0Oh, shut up !” snapped Skinner. He
looked round abt his fellow-raggers.
“Lool here, vou men! I don't seo
going like lambs to the slavghtor. i
that swab gives us away, I don't sce
owning up to it

“Oh, don’t be an ass 1 grunted Hazel.
“Have we got the nerve to stand up to
Quelch and tell him 2 pack of lies? 1
haven't, anvhow [

“You haven't nerve enough for anv-

thing, voun ratt” snarled Skinner. *If
we all stood together——"
“Smithy's Janded ws in  this!®

muttered Snoop, “It's up to him to
own np to it, when we go down i
Queleh.”

The Bouuder's lip curled wilh scomn.

“Leave that to me!” he said. “I'll
take a3 much as T ecan on myeelf!™
Quelch will know that I was ringleader,
anyhow, without being tfold! 1l
wouldn't suspect vou of doing anything
that needed a spot of pluck, Snoopey!™

Some of the fellows laughed, and
Sidney James Snoop flushed. The
Bounder had a bitter tongue when he
let it go.

“It was & rotten, dirty trick on the
kid I remarked Lord Mauleverer, who
had joined the group on the landing.
“But wou needn’t be afvaid! Bkip
won't give Quelzh your names.”

“Think he'll ba afraid to, Aauly:”
gshed SBkinner eagerly.

“No; but he won't give you away,
all the same.”

“Well, he jolly well would, if he
wasn't afraid of what would happen {o
bim afterwards!” said Snoop.

“I don’t guite sece how he'll get out
of it when Quelch asks him!™ said
Harry Wharton,  “Quelch mnst Lknow
that he was ragged by Hemove wmen—

and he will order Skip to give the
names.”
“And the ead will jump at the

order !” sueered the Bounder,

“We'll scrag bhim efterwasds!”
growled Bolsover major.

“Why the dickens couldu’t vou let



the fellow plone§” exclaimed the eap-
tain of the Ronove, “It's one thing to
har him=—but 1t's guite another to rag
lim like this, It was a rotfen game”

“The rottenfubress was terrihe”

“Dirty trick 1" arreed Bob Chevry.

“8a glad to hear your opinion
suecred the Bonnder.  “Alind keepin'
it o yourself {1l you'rve asked for an?”

“If I'd been there, I'd jolly well
have slopped you!” snapped Wharton.

“¥Fou mght have got some of the
samie tE yon’d harvged in!” retorted
Smithy. " And this i:n't the last that
the cad i3 moin’ w gel, cither?! T
o’ to make i fed up with Grey-
friars before Il done with hon !

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here
comes |

All eyes were turned on Skip of the
Remove as he came up the staircaze,

He did not glanee at the crowd on
the Ianding.

Passing themr with averted face, he
went  juto his gfady, aod clozed the
door after hun.

The jumiers exchanged glances,

Skip had been 1o Quelch; his inter-
view with the Ifemova master was over.

Undonbtedly, Quelch knew that the
raggers were Remwove men, and had
tald Skip to give their names. Tow
doubted 1hat he had done sa,  The
vietim of zuch a rag could hardly be
expected to shield the roggers; more-
aver, -1 was not ecazy to refuse (o
answer a nazley ke MHeory Samuel
Quelech.

Smithy & Co. had not the clightest
doibt that & siinmonz ta their Forin-
waster’'s study was about to follow.

They waited anxrously for the ex-
pected me=sage.  Even the Rounder,

L)

he

:--r'ilh all hiz nerve, had & twinge -:EE
inward uneasiness; and Bulsm:ﬂlr 2
bloster had quite faded away, The

alher four were openly fnuky.

“*Here emmes somebody i zaid Frank
Nugent, #s there was a step on the
slairs. :

But it was only Tom Brown coming
up.
pA fow minnies  later, there was
another step. But it was enly Fisher 1.
Fish.

“Tap™ the old hean goin' to zend
for wus, or what?” nttered the
Bounder, “It isn’t like Quelch to leave
it hangin® over w2

“Better ask that cad
depe Y muttered Skinner. :

“I'iy not goin’ to speak fo hem.”

“Well, T am!”? anarled Hazeldene,
amd he tramped along to the dvor of
Hiudy No. 1, and threw it open.

The whole crowd followed him. The
vageers were anxiouws, and all the othoy
fellows curious to know what was going
(o happen. A couple of dozen fellows
stared into the study. 1

Skip looked round at them, wiih a
gleam in his eves.  But his manner
was sulxlued.  What had happened had
it the waif of Grexfriars harder than
any of the juninrs gnessed. e under-
stood now, if he had not folly vnder-
sood before, how uiterly he was an
outcast at Grexirinrs; aml his present
foeling was one of deep despondency.

“Tmok lore——" hegan Hazel

“Don’t you lalk fo e !™ interrupied
Skip. 1 done with the lot of youl
t'an’t you leave a bloke alene in his
own study 1

“We want ta know whether sou've
asiteaked to Quelch B

“We don'tl” cut in
“Don't bo a fool, Hazell
that fe has 1™

“Bhut up, Smithy—ibe kid can tell
us 1" zaid Skioner.  “ Look here, yau
soung cad, if yon've given Quelch our
1 Hes e

what he's

the DBounder.
Weo all know
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Zkip's lip curled.

“If I'd give your names, you'd be
up befoare Quelch afore this! he
answered. “Don’t you be in a funk—
I ain’t give no pames”

“You haven't ¥ exclaimed Suoop.

No, I ain’'t!l Now, get out, and
leave a bloke alome! You don't dare
slart another rag 'ere when you miﬁht
be copped ! added Skip sareastically.
“¥You ‘ave to ketch a bloke in & safe
place, =ix to one, afore vou rag 'um!
Take yvour bleoming face away, afore I
punch it !

“Dudn't Queleh  ask  vou
names '™ asked Bob Cheury.

“onrse he did |

“And what the dickens did youn soy ¥

“T didu’t say nothing.™

“You joliy well knew what wou
would pet afterwarvds if ven did!”
jecred Skinper.  “Sneaking don't pay
in the Hemove !

“Think szo if von Lke!™ said Skiﬁ),
“Woi'd I care wol vou think—a bloke
like you! Get out of my roon!”

Bkip grasped the door, anml slapmned
it in the crowd of faces. e was left
alone after that.

for the

Whatever his yeason, he had ned
named  the raggers, and they had
nothing to  fear. Which was an

inunense relief o Skinner & Co.—and
probably to the Bounder al:a, though
nothing would have induced him Lo
admik it

But whether Skip had been silent
because he would not “sucak,” or
becausa he dared not face the con-
sequences, remained an open guestion,
and every fellow was at hberty lo
Lold Lis own opinion aboeut that

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Poor Bessie!

6 00-HOO 1™
B “Hallo, hallo, halle!”

* Boo-hoo 1
“Whaat the thump=—"*
* Boo-liooooooooo 1 blubbered  Rilly
Bunler.
Harry Wharien & Co. gazed at rhe
fat Owl of the Remove, transfxed,

It was the following day, and they
had come up after class 1o {ea. They
passed Brudy No. 1, heading up the
paszsage for Study No. 13, Bob's study,

Sinee the Aoy they had seen the gold
locket 1n Bkip's possession, Wharton
amid Nugent bad not tea’d in their own
study.

IIE: to that date, they had vory care-
fully svoided eecming fo leave Skip on
hiz own in the study=liitle as they
liked his company, they would not
carey their dishke of it so far as that,
But since that date there was o change.

The belicf that the boy from Slum-
moeck's  Alley  was  keeping  in his
possession somethin that  did not
belong to him was altogether too much
for them. )

Makmg the best of a bad job was
one thing, bubt associatihy with an
prrepentant pincher was quite another;
and they could not and would not do it

So Bob Cherry’a study was now the
headguarters of the Co.

Coming up the Remove paszzage, they
paseed Study Neo. T, the ¢tudy that was
eraced and  distinguizhed by Willtam
George Bunter,

The dour of Study XNeo, T :lood wida
e,

And as the five juniors were walking

past it, that sudden and surprising
sound of grief and woe fell on their
astonizhed ears.

They looked im=ar Billy DBunder
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E_he:g gazed ab him! They stared at
i !

In the Greyiriars Remove, fellows
did not “blub.*  Even under the
severest whopping, a fellow might yell
when the cane came down—but never,
never did he, or would he, “blub.”
Any fellew who "blubbed”  would
certainly never have been allowsd to
hear the end of it. Even Bunier never
blubbed ! So the present sight was
astonishing—dumbfounding |

“Bon-hoo hoo 1 blubbed Bunter.

" rona

mad ¥
Bull.

“h, really, Bull! Boo-hoo lhoo—"

“¥ou fat, foozling, frabjous frealk !”
said Bob Cherry. “Have yon Dbeen
hicked ?  If yon're going to male that
row zhout it, I'I1 give vou some mopel
What do you mean by it, you blithering
barrel of blobber”

“0h, really, Cherry! Boo-hoo! 1

inguired Jolmny

say, you fellows! Boolino! My pip-
pip-pip—pocr sister! Boo-hool”
i !? said  the Famous Iive,
togeths . I ;
“Boo-hoa!  Pip-poor Bib-bib-Bessie !
Boo-hoo 17

This looked like bad news—very bad
news=—in the family cirele!

Bunter, it was true, had never dis-
played any  everwhelnung or over-
powering  affection, so far as fellows
had noticed, ecither for his lovother
Sannuy or his sister DBessie.  Indeed,
he had often referred to Sammuy as a

ig and Bessie as 8 catl

Still, if something had happencd to

Bessie, and Bunter was cut up ahont
it, fellcws were prepared to be eym-
pathetie, though sul‘grlﬁud.

“Bad news, old fat bean?” asked
Bob.

“"Ow! ¥es! Boohoot” e
“Hut what's happened to Bossief’
acked Flarry Wharton,
“Oh dear! Boo-hool

——

She's drowned

“PDhowned I gas the five,
“1 nean, nearly drowned. — Not
guite.  Doo-hool  Nearlyl  Laid up

with a bad eold., Boo-hoo I i

“You're hblubbing because Pessic's
got a cold V"' yelled Nugent.

“12h?  No! Because she's drowned
—I mean, she was nearly drowned,
and—and it may turn to plumbago.”

“What 1" ) ‘

“I mean pneumonia. Pneumonia
runs in our family. My grandfather
was lame with it." T

“Lame with pneumonia '

“] mean rheumatism and plumbage,
Pip-pip-poor Bessial She fell out of
the boat, and was dvowned—1 mean,
nearly drowned. If a [ellow hado’t
wone in for her, she would have been
done for. DBoo-hool I say, vou fel-
lows, you know how fond I am of my
sister Dossie— 3

“ Never noticed it."

“Beast! I mean, I—=T'mr awlully
fond of her! Now she’s lying—"

“That runs in your family, at least,™
remarked Johnny Bull, .

“She's lying 1ll, you beast, in sannmy
at CHiff House, And I—I can't do
anything for her!” wailed Dunter.
“Think of that! DBoo-hool”

“Put what's  happened ¥ asked
Marry. “ How did you get the news(™

“Hazel went over to seo lig sister
to-day, and she told him. You sgee,
they were ont in a  boat %'csterf]a.y
afternoen, and Bessio fell in the water.
Boo-hoo ! They couldn't get the boat
after her in time; only somo willage
kid jumped in, and got her under the
Lbridge.”

“That was a

The MacxET

lucky kid, whoever
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I waz.” said Bob Cherry. “You
fellows Lknoaw what the current's like
by Friavdala Bridge”

“home  swiminern” agreed Nupgent,
“But be got her out all right, fatty ¥

i, ves; but she's laid up,”
moancd Bunter, “And I—I can't even
go over and see her. Boo-hoo I

FWhy can't you? Queleh would
give vou leave at once'’

“fi's that old cat Bullivant! I
daven’t go near her, since I smashed
1 hipr hat.”

*Yeu =mashed in hlisa Bulliveat's

hiat #** velled Bob.
YTt was Hazel's fault. ¥He was wear-
g & sirow hat that dav, and he
banged my head, Well, when 1 saw
that straw, I thought it was Hazel,
and banged it n."

“0Oh eriunbs 1M

“And it wasn't: it was that old eat—
vou know she wears a hat just like &
man's hat—and I smashed it on her
fiead.”’

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Blessed if I see anvthing to cackle

at! She smacked me right and left.”
“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Famous
YINE,

“(h, shut up!” roered Bunter,

“MNow I darven’t go near Cliff Eouse,
or very likely she would start again.

You know what a gorgon she is
?,].‘F? ol 8 fist like Coker of the
“ifth,"”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Bo I can't go over to Chiffi House,
and =ce poor old Bessie. It would be
sielt a comfort to her to sce me, you
know.®

“Would it%” asked Bob doubtiully.

“FEh* Of conrse it would.”

“You don't think it would make her
worse ' asked Johnny Ball

“Beast 1M

“Well, Bessie seemns to have had a
narrow cscape; but if it turns out that
she's only caught & cold, it's all right,”
said Nogent.

“Boo-hoo! I dore say vou're not
forel of wour sisters, We're a very
loving family,” moaned Bunter,

“'5:':};1"\'9 kept that pretty dark, then,
up ] pow,”

“The darkiuluess wos terrific

“Bon-lioat T {think voun might be
sympathetic when o follow's sister iz
ceowned-—at least, nearly drowned. 1
ean’t go over and see her, because of
that old cat DBallivant. Deszides, it's
a jolly long wall.”

“Ha, la. hal™

“0h, cackle, when a fellow's nearly
broken-lieavted about his pip-(}ﬂp-pmr

0

sister ! If a fellow could anly BOITE-
tiing for hee!™ mosned Bunler., * You
Lkonow, vou liave to feed a cold. They

don't give vou much to cat in sanoy.
I remacinber when I was in sanny once
—it was awful! I'd like ta send her
somne  things—nice, nourishing things,
vou knoew, And I—I e-can’tl Boo-
lion 1?

“Why can’t yout”

:%fl.‘-']nmml order hasn't come."

1=

“1'm osleny ™ meaned Dunter. “It's
ol a thing that often Im]}];mfm to me,
az vou kuow, but {lwre ib s If o
fellow would lend me o pound, so—so
tiat I could get something nice for
Dissie, 1 should feel better™

UXNGLY osaid  Bob. “If sho's in
sanny, ther wouldr't allow tuek to be
send i to her. They nover do™

YO, she fzn't in saupy now-—"

ShhE

#1=I meran she—she was In sannp
vesterday, hot they let hier onb to-day."”

“Foea she cav't bo fearfully iiL"
said Doh, staring.
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“Oh, yes; ehe is, awiullyl What
E'm afreid of is pneumonia,” explained
Bunter, *Colds turn to pneumonia,
I've heard—I mean, I know, She had
8 touch of it in the holidays through
paddling in the sea, in her fool.”

“In her foot?" shrieked Boh.

“Yes: she was hardly able to walk
for days.”

“Oh crike

“Now she's out of sannvy, she ought
to be feedine her cold,” sald Bunter.
“1f my postal order had come, it
would be all right. Boohoo! I—I
E&Y, gou fellows, if you'd lend me the
pound, and take the postal order when
—when it comes—''

“Think that would make vou feel
better about 1t?" asked Bob.

“0h, ves—rather!” =aid Bunier
eagerly. In his eagerness he guite for-

ot that he was overcome with grief
or his beloved sister Bessie, and en-
tirely ceased to blub. “* That—that
would comfort me no end, old chap.
I—I should feel ever so much better.”

The Famous Five grinned. By this
tirae they were guite aware why the
fat Owl had turned on those sounds of
grief and woe a3 they passed the study.

Evidently he had been dying in wait,
as it wepre—all ready to turn on weeful
lamentation as soon as they came by.

A fellow, whose sister was 1ll, was
entitled to feel grieved and woeful.
He was even entitled to weep over his

vief and woe, if he was very tender-
egrted. Bunter was only exercising
his rights az an affectionate brother.
And having, by that display of affec-
tionate grief, evoked =sympathy, he
was going to get his ce]e{umtﬂd postal
order cashed, if he could.

There was no doubt that if Billy
Bunter suceceeded in extracting a pound
from sympathising fellows, he would
spend it on nice nourishing foodstuffs,

ut there was-a lot of doubt whether
those foodstufis would ever fet any-
where near ClItff Housas School,

“Well, look here,’” said Bob, with n
private wink at his friends, it won't
run to a pound—but what about ten
bob? Omne of those big cakes that M,
Mimble charges ten bob for—what !

Billy Bunter's eyes glistened.

“Just the thing!” he gasped. *I—I
say, that's splendid, old chap! It's
only two bob from each of you. You
can, manage that"

“If that cake wonld do Dessie good,
and velieve your awful grief, old chap,
we'll manage it all right.”

“Ueod ! Billy Bunter jumped up,
with not a single sign of grief or woe
left in his fat countenance., “ Hand it
over, vou fellows, and I'll ent down
to the tuckshop this minute '

“But how will you get it over to
CliE House, if yon cawn't face the
Bull #"" asked Dob,

“I'll visk 1t," said Bunter valiantly.
“After all, the old cat may have got
over 1t by this time. I'll chance it
Where's that ten Lol #¥

“You're in & hurry—""

“Oh, yes! You see, pip-pip-pip-poor
Bessio—"

“Yon wounlde't lilke
(irst *"

“ (O, ves—rather ! In—in fact, I—I
think it would buck me up. I'H come
to tea with pleasure, old chap.”

‘Come on, ihen” prinoed Dol
"Clome on, you fellows! Bunter's
going fo postpone his hearvt-breaking
prict ]l alter tea, This wax 1

And the Famowvs Five wallked on,
grinning, to Study No. 13, and Billy
Bunter rolled checrfully afier them.

Fla was not blubbing now—far from
it With a fea in band, and o fene
shilling plum eake in the bush, so to

i

to fea with us

was comforted

speak, Buuter evident!
was calm and

and couvsoled, and al
bright.

—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER.

Not for Bunter!

ABRY WHARTON & Co. cama
out of the House with Bunter
after tea, and headed for the

_ school shop.

Billy Bunter was willing to under-
take the purchase of that cake on his
lonely own—in fact, more than willing
—eager |

Bull, as the Famous Five went with
him, he could not vervy well tell them
that he prefered their room to their
company—espetially as they had not
vet parted with the ten bob. So they
arrived at the school shop topether.

The chums of the Remove, in point
of fact, were interested in the story of
Bessie Bumter's disaster; and, being
well acguainted with Miss Bunter, thev
thought it would be only polite to walk
over to Clif House, and ask her how
she was, Likewise, they were vather
interested in the fellow who had gone
mito the river for her, and curious to
hear more about him,  They were
swimimers themselve:, and they knew
the Sark, and its ewrrentz, and knew
that the fellow, wheoever he was, must
have run a lot of risk in going in for
Bessie, and getting swept down under
the bridge.

Being well aware of Miss Elizabeth
Bunter's vesemblance to her brother,
Williamn George, they had no doubt that
& big plum cake would ba as welcome
to her as the flowers in May., ‘They
were gquite willing to whack ont the
necessary sum for 1ts purchase, and offer
it in token of sympaily.

20 they walked down to the tuckshop
Yery nl:lﬁet:fuli;l.r with Billy Bunier, who
was grinning i happy anticipation, not
antictpating at all what was to follow
the purchase of that cake.

In Mrs Mimble’s shop the cake was
duly purchased and paid for, placed in
a box, and wrapped.

Buunier cqrrieai it out happily. and the
Famous Five walked out with him,
smiling at one anothoer,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Where are you
going, Bunty " asked Bob Chewry, as
the fat Owl started for the Houseo.
“That's not the way to Chff Houzwe
School.

“Oht I—I—" stammered Bunter.

Now that the cake had materialized,
Bunter was anxious to get going on it.
Tea in Study No. 13 made no difference
to that. Bunter was always good for a
cake after tea, and the bigger the cale
the better he liked it.

Still, considering how he had come Ly
that cake, he could scarcely wall it off
under the eyes of the Famous Five. ITe
turned and headed for the gates. Afier
all, it was easy to find a shady spot out
of gates where he could sit down iwn
comnfort and deal with that cake.

Crinning., the Famous TFive walled
after him out of gates.

In IMriardale Lane the fat Dwl] blinked
at them through his big spectacle: in
annoyed surprise.

He did not want their company: iu
fact, he objected to it. INow that (e
calie was bonght and paid for, they had,
0 1o speak, outlived their usefulness.
But thers they were!

“I say, you fellows, going down to
TFriardale?” azked Bunter.

“That way for a bit," s:sented Dob,

“0h, I—=1 think I'll go the otlier way,
Ly the river,”™ remarvled Bunter, with a
casnal air

“So will we,”™ zald Bob heartily.
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Vernon-Smith lunged out with his foof, and Skip gave a yell, and staried. There was no resisting that persuasion, He
kopped anrlllghupped and hopped, the raggers following behind, ready to land out with a kick if he halted ]

“WMNice walk h_;r the river. You fellows
hke the wdea ¥
" Yes, rather ! chuckled Nugent.
“'The vatherfulness is teveific,”

Billy Bunter breathed de&%‘ He
rolled on down the lane. The Famous
Five sauntered after him.

At the stile he paused.  Across the
stile lay the foolpath o Pegg and Cliff
Honze Scheol. That was Bunted's way
—if lie was going to CLIT House, Ha
sat an the stile.

TN rest here a Li,” he remacked.
“Don’t you fellows stop.”
O, we'll  stop !

Wharion, laughing.

And they stopped.

Billy Bunter blinked at them almost
feroriously.

2o long as he was wnder the eyes of
those bea:ls, evidently, he could not
begin operations on the cake.

He clambered over the slile and
slarted up the footpath, )

1is intention was to proceed just far
enough to get out of sight; but, to his
horror and dismay, the hve juniors
vaulted over the stﬁu after him.

Ho blinked round at them.

“I zay, you fellows, where are yon
going 1" ho asked,

SOHIE House,” answered Bob alfably,
“with you, old chap!”

“What-a-t 7"

“Tike e to carry ihe calke ¥ asked
Bob. )

Punder glared at him,

“ Leok here, I=1 don’t want to bother
vou fellows to walk to ChiT House with
me " he gasped. I ean go alone all
right.”

E‘Hum vou'd get there if you weunk
alone 1"

“Eht Oh, yes ™

\Well, wa've rather gol some doulits
about it,"” sald Bob, " Anylow, we'll
see you safe there, old fat manm, We'll
vally roucd if the Bull wants to gore
vou,"”

sardl  Havry

Bunter gazed at live grinning faces.

Slowly 1t dawned on his fat brain that
he was not going to get away with that
cake. These suspicious beasts did not
belicve that he was going to carvy it
over to Chif House for gﬂﬁﬁw- Such
suspiciousness was, to Bunteér’s inind, the
limit, &till, he could sec that it was so,

“If yon fellows ean't trust me with a
cake——" he gasped.

“Ie's guessed it 1" said Bob, " What
a bram ™

“Ha, ha, hal™

Witl: feelings too decp {for words the
fat Owl rolled on up the footpath,

The Famous Five strolled in his wake,

Banter stumbled suddenly.

“Ow ' he ejaenlated.

“Anything the matter?” grinned
Jahnny Bull,

“Ow! I've sprained my ankle. I—1
shall have to st down for a bit. I—I
say, you fellows, den't stop. 1’1l catch
you up.” ]

“You'd never cateh vs up with =
spraiucd ankle ™ answersd Bob, shakin
his head. *“We'll waii for you, ol
bean 1" ) i

"“Wait as long as you like!” said
Nugent ]

Billy Bunter suppressed his feelings
gt rolled on.

“VYoure going on ™ asked Dobh.

“Yos 1Y snorted Bunler,

“ Bprained ankle and all?”

“Beast I S

“Weo've never done Bunier justice, you
follows,” said Dob gravely, “We never
knew what an affoctionate brother he
was! Look at him now, plunging on
with o sprained ankle, just to get that
cale to Bessie !

“Bravo, Bunter1” said Johuny Bull
heartily. .

A few minutes later Tully Bunter
halted, turned, and blinked back along
the footpath through his spectacles.

“I say, vou fellows, is that Coker
after us ™ he exclaimed.

The Famous Five, supprossing their
merriment, oll turned round to lock
back along the footpath—as they were
aware that Bunter wanted them to do.
_ "Don't seo him,” said Bob. “Where
15 he, Bunteri”

But answer there came none.

As soon as five backs were turned,
Billy Bunter had darted off the path
into the wood, and dizappeared among
the tyees.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry,
looking round again, " After him 1*

With & vell of laughter the Famous
Five rushed after Bunter.

The fat Owl had about as much chanee
in & foot-race with them ns a tortojse
would have had with a party of havee,
In about a minute and & Iralfyiin-y WOre
round Bunter.

“Taking a short eut?” nsked Bob
affably.

The blink that Billy Bunter gave him
was almeost petrifying.

O | Al! Yas [¥
o Exactly 1"

“Then vou've taken the wrong dirvee-
tion. This way ! Wa'll keep on through
the wood, as b saves somo distance.
Mewdn't po back to the footpatl.’

“T sav, vou fellows, sau keep on this
way! I—T ithink I'l o back (o {he
footpatih ! razpod Dandors

0]y, we'll stick to you, old chap ¥

“HBeast 1”7 roared Bunter.

“Well  my hait 1™ exclaimed Bob,
“That almost sounds as if  Bauter
daocen't like our company, you [ellows.
Wica follows like us, too ¥

DBunter eame to a halt and plumped
down at the fool of a tree. It was his
last resource. It was still nearly a mile
to Clif House, and Bunter had no in-
tention of covering that mile.  What
was the use, if he had toe part with the
cake at the engd of 187

“Tired 7" asked Harrey.

“Yaz, vou beasts] T'm going to rest

T Macxer Lignary.—XNo. 1,538,
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here. I'm jolly well going to rest for
half an hour, and if you IEElke to hang
about you can 1V snorted Bunter.

That, Bunter hoped, was a winner.
Sitting down for half an hour, or balf &
day for that matter, suited Bunter; but
it did not suit maergatin youths like the
Famous Five. They were extremely
unlikely to hang about for half an hour
doing nothing.

“Well, perhaps we'd better get onl1”
said Baob, ]i]gc-l:ing round at his grinoing
friends. " Bunter may be too tired to
get to Clff House at all, at this rate.
No good waiting for him if he's so jolly
tired.”

“That's right,” ssid Bunter eagarly.
¢ You fellows go on. I'll come after you
when I've rested.”

“Do,” said Bob. He stooped and
jerked iho parcel away from Dunter.
“1'll garry the cake, in case you don't
Rnish the trip.”

“ Reast 1" shricked Buater.
that ealie [T

“Fa, ha, hal” yelled the Famous
Five. 1

«That's all right, old man 1" said Bob
soothingly  * You might never get as
far as Cliff Honse, with that cake to
carry., Take all the rest you n'arIl’t B3
vou' re eo tired, and then follow on.

“Beast 1"

The Fa{nnus.LFi.'ra walked on, Bob
carrying the cake. )

Billy Bunter glared after them with
a glare that slmost cracked his spee-
tncles; but he made no further effortk.
Evidently the game was up, and Bessie
was going to have that cake. Which
ought to have pleased Bessie’s affec.
tionate brothar, but which, ]udgm% by
his look, did not please him the least
littla bit]

“ iimme

— T —

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Who Was the Hero?

' ROM Billy!1” ejaculated Miss
F Bunfer.
i Yﬂﬂ- Iu
“Well,” said Bessie, *that
A

bcﬁ':;s’ie Bunter was seated in  tha
swmnimner-houso, in the garden, She did
not loole much the worse for her adven-
ture of the previous afternoon.

Billx Bunter's fears—if any—wero
groundless. There was no =ign of cven
& bad cold—much less of the same turn-
ing to pneumonia, or that mysterious
discase plumbago. Miss Bunter gave
an oceasional sniff, and that was sll

Mariorie Hazeldene and Clara wers
with t{‘.ﬂ fat schoolgirl when the Grey-
friars fellows arrived. Miss Bellew, the
Yourth Form mistress, having given
thens gracious permission te come into
the garden, thers they were ! _

The calie was duly prescuted to Bessia
—from Billyl And her astonishment
was great ! Evidently Miss Elizabeth
Bunter had not expected Brother Bill
to be so deeply and kindly concern
about hor. .

“Y3 Billy coming 1" she asked.

“He started—but got tired,” ox-
plained Bob, *8o we came on, and 1
carried the cake for him. He carried it
half-war.” .

“Without scofling any of it?” asked
Pessie, more and more astonished,

“Oh! Quite 1"

# Ta Bally ill 7

#Ih? Nel™

“Then 1 can't understand itl” said
Bessie. “IL say, is there really a cake
in this box "

“J—1 think so|™ gasped Bob.

“T'1l look, anyhow 1" said Bessie, And
she proceeded to unwrap the box, and
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the cake, on the seat in the summer-
house.

The cake was revealed |

i | say, anybody got a knife!"” asked
Bessie. “ All of you have some! I say,
it looks a jolly good cakel 1 wonder
whom Billy borrowed the money from?
You fellows, I expect! Have some

cake, Marjorie! Have some cake,
Claral I eay, nll of you have some
cake 1

The cake was duly sliced, and a cheer-
ful party proceeded to dispose of the
slices. It really was a scrumptious cake,
and there was plenty to po round.

“Jolly pood of you to walk over with
that cake!” zaid Miss Bunter, with her
mouth full, *“I've got a Bpob of cold,
you know, and they don't seem to
understand here that you have to feed a
cold. Miss Bellew stopped me at my
fourth helping at dinner, and I should
have had qnard'[g any pudding, only I
took Marjorie’s, ¥ou dido't mind, did
you, Marjorie?”

Marjore laughed.

“Not muech use if she had, as you
bagged it when she wasn’t looking !
remarked Clara, "You mearly had
mine, too "

“¥ve had hardly anything for tea,”
went on Bessie. * Only a couple of egga
and some ham and a f&w doughnuts.
say, this cake is good | Have you heard
that I was nearly drowned yesterday?"

“¥es; we wanted to ask you how you
were 1" said Harry.

“Oh, I'm all right now 1" zaid Bessie.
“But I got fearfully wet! It was
Marjorio’s and Clara’s fault, you koow,
letting the boat rock when I was reach-
ing for my hat! 1 never got the hatl
That E.illirmhny_ never noticed it, I sup-

058, Or n:gght have got hold of it

oys are stupi iy —

*“My dear,” remonstrated Marjorie,
“that boy r&g likely saved vour life.
It was wonderfully brave of him to go
i for you as he did.”

“Well, I wish he had got hold of my
hat, too1” said Bessie, *““Hats cost
money. Barbara's made a fusa about
m::r taking hers, too!"

‘Who was the chapt"” asked Harry
Wharton, *Ho must have had a lot of
glucl: to go in for Bossiec! There's a

eastly current on the Bark just ebove
the bridge.” ]

“We don’t lnow who he was," said
Marjorie. "We wern in a hurry to get
Bessie home as she was soakod with
water, and he never staved a minute. 1
wished afterwards that I'd asked his
name, "

“Not a Greyfriars man?” asked Bob.
“You'd have noticed his cap.”

“Ch, no!” aaid Marjorte, with =
smile. *“He didn’t have a cap on when
we saw him=—I suppose he threw it off
with his jacket before he dived in. But
he didn’t speak like a Greyfriars boy.”

" Mever secn him before,” said Miss

Clara. “Eome village kid, I suppose.
But whoever he was he was jollv
plucky.”

“Muost have been,” said Bob.
like to see him,
whao he was—"' .

“Ilaven't the foggicst,” gpaid Clara.
“But I can tell you he was plucky. My
heart was right in my mouth when he
was swept under the bridge with
Bessie.” She pave & littls shiver, “I—
I thought—" ;

“So did I1" breathed Marjorie. " But
he was holding on when we got up to
him in the boat. I'd like to see him
again to thank him for what he did—
but I suppose I never shall, He was a
very brave boy."

“1 wish he’d got my hat, though!”
remarked Bessie. "It won't be much
wse if it's found now—soaked with

ﬂ-ild
, But if vou don’t know

water, you know, Luckily it wasn't my
best hat 1"

“The luckfulness was terrific
esteemed  and  beauteous  Bessie 1"
grinned Hurree Jamsat Ram E‘iﬂ%hq

“ Yes, that was lucky," said Bessie
"It was annoying enough, as it was—
but if it had been my best hat I should
have been very cross. You see, he muyst
have been gquite close to the hat when
he got hold of me in the water. Why
he didn't think of it I den't know! But
boys are thouphtless, ain’t they ™

*Frightiully " grinoned Bob Cherry.

"1 shouldn't wonder,” eald Johnny
Bull solemnly, *“if thoe chap necver
thought that the hat mattered at all
Just then [

“Well, I shouldn't, ecither!"” agreed

Bessie, “It would be like 2 boy! I
say, 1'd like to offer you asnolher slice
of cake each—"

“Oh, thanks 1"

“ﬂniy I think perhaps T'd betler
finish it as I've got a cold, and you have
to feed a cold, you know,”

“Ahl Yes! Quitel” )

Miss Bunter finished the cake, while
the chums of the Remove chatted with
Marjorie and Clara. DBub they were un-
able to learn anylhing further of the
unknown but plucky youth who had
plunged into the Sark for Bessie, glad
as they would have been to learn who
he was,

They walked homeward in complete
ignorance of the fact that that un-
known plucky routh was & member of
their own Form at Greyiriars,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Does Hls Bii!

1 ALLO, hallo, hallal”
H “Bunter you ass|”
“ What have you beemn up

Billy Bunter grinoed. ]

It was after break, the [ollowing
morning, and the Remove were gather.
i&g at the door of their Form-room for

r. Quelch to come along and |l
them in.

To their surprise, the Form-room door
opened, and Billy Bunter emerged, and
shut the door after him. ]

Bunter, evidently, had been in the
Form-room during break, which wa:
not permitted without leave, TEgually
evidently he had been “up" to some-
thing there, -

The fat grin on his podgy face
indicated that William George Bunicr
was in possession of a good joke.

“I eay, you fellows, Quelch ain'r
mminﬁ vat, ta ha?"” nzked Bunter, with
a blink down the corridor.

“He's dus in_two ticks!™ answored
Bob Cherry. * You've only got out 1
time, you fat frumpl What have you
been doing in the Form-room "

X ﬂa. he, he lt: chuekled E{Et]tfrl'

‘ ou've been jJaping Quelch, you
hlithm'ijrrig Hnntvr—*’p

““He, he, e "

“Chalking on the blackboard #" ashed
the Bounder, noticing sigus of chalk ¢u
Bunter's fat fingers,

“Eht Oh, no! I mean, what malkea
vou think I've been chalking on (ke
blackboard, Smithy?” exelaimed
Bunter, in alarm. “JI—I don't want
Quelch to guess that 1™

*“Ha, ha, ha 1" ‘

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
gt Look here, Smithy—"

“You'd better rub that chalk off vour

aws if wou don't want Queleh to
Emesa 1" chuckled the Bounder,

“Oh 1Y gasped Bunter.

He blin%:e at hia chalky paws, and

{Continued on page 22.)
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A TOUR OF THE SCHOOL. The Sanatorium.

(1}
When vou guiver and quake
And you shiver and shake _
With a violent ache in vour tummy,
Vhen vou mmivel and sneeze
And feel week at the knees
And despondenily wheege: “Oh lof
lumine |
You knuow whai's
oL,
You've picked up a dose of the

the mattor with

The Shooting Party

When Prouty goos sheoting at Fopper
Court,
The eows jmn? over the moon !

The parvtridges laugh to zee such sport
And pamekeepers fall in a swoon !
Death and red ruin spread far and wide

Over the smiling countryside,

For though ke may onee have shot bears
untocd
In the Reckies of long ago,
Maul Pontifex Prout is now growing old
And his haod and eve are zlow,
And that iz the rcason, when Prout
arrives, :
The rest of the party all fly for their
hives |
An eld cock pheazant flies vp from the
govie
Az Prout grips his weapen and fires,
e wmizzes the bivd, as a maiter
e e,
Bt a dop fall: down and expires |
While the pheasant flics off with a picre-
E.-:g chviplk
And langhs till the {ears roll down its
beak ¢
The does east very black looks at Prout
Awd appear dq:-cigh:ﬂl;,' virkad
“Which of uz hounds, ™ they inquire no
thenalat,
“Will the old foal pop off nextt”
Ihe answer arrvives i a moment or so—
A black retriever whose name was Joe.

For Prouty 1s well an the warpath now,
1lis bag grows impressively large :
Another reiriever, a theep and a cow,
A ramoekeeper, second in charge,
Sir Hilton himself—at which Frout, 1
EROPOED,
Remembers ¢n urpent appointment and
gocs |

of

(2

And no matter how sly

You may be when you try
Ta avoid the keen eye of a master,

The ¢old 1n your head

Will condemn you to hed
Just In case it should spread any
fastor,
Then off to the Sanny you go,
That building of sorvow and woe.

3)

Thia resort of the sick
With its tiles and red brick

Is kept spotless and spick as a pebble,
Each bed well apart,
With its locker and chart,
And the dame {bless her heart!) Drs,
Kebble o
Has plenty of medicines—grooh !
Fine nasty strong tonies—for you.

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

NAPOLEON DUPONT,
the French junior of the Hemove
I} is DUPONT, who iz French, but no

fool,

And gne of the eleverest chaps in the
school.

At cooking {ask Bunter) no chel could
LUINPTovo

On  little Napoleon Dupont of the
Remove. .

I'he omelets he malkes are delicious and
hat,

Ask Bunter—he frequently pinches the
lot 1

Hizs stews are 2 poem of excellend
conking,

¥

Ask Bunter—he snoops
1su’t looking |

ITis patties and pies are a dream of
debight,

Ask Bunter—ho taker 'om and gets out
of sight.

At very rare intervals, just as a treat,

Nap J'a.{:t.lmllj' has his own foodstulfa to
eatl

Dut usually he’s leoking for DBunter
when he

By rights should be having his dishes
for teal :

Though Bunter’s hiis ardent admirer, no
doubt

That sort of sdmirer he’d well de
without !

em when Nap
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A WEEKLY BUDCET
OF FACT AND FUN

By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER

GREYFRIARS GRINS
Keep Fit Campaign

Greyfriarg is supporting the new
Health Campaign by various excrcises
like these:

Classroom Exercizes.—{1) FOR
MASTERS. Grip an ashplant firmly in
the right hand, swing the right arm
sharply six times, and repeat as often as
poszible ' (2) FOR THE PUPIL. Bend
the body so that the fingers touch the
toes, and practice deep breathing by
uttering loud wyells or hoots to the full
cxtent of the lungs.

Running —Tha casiest way lo pet run-
ning exereise is to call Coker a frabjous
Fifth YForm frog (which he i3) and
leave the rest to him.
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PUZZLE PAR

Two aeraplanes were flying to-
wards each other, yet they were
both going in the same divection.
How was thist

Apniwer at foot of column.
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Climbing, ete.—Climbing is best done
in the fresh air late at might. Water-
pipes amd walls should be climbed with
the minimum of noize. To strengthen
wrists for climbing, practice dealing
cards to gay dogs fl:mn H]g:lmiiﬁ'o.
Lessons given by H. VERNON-SMITII
(Expert).

At the half-torm exam, Quelchy gave
ng the paper and said: “Now before
you start, is there anyihing rou want
to know about these questions " Russell
replied at once: “ Yes, pleaze, siv—the
answors to fem [ {200 lines.)

What's the difference between Coler
and a slice of bacon I—0Ono is rash, the
other rasher.

ANSWER TO PUZZLE

They were fiying fo the North Pole
from opposite sides of the globe, thus
oing towards each other, but both
ing north.

FUSARESRESFRAFFARTN
SEREREFNAYERRAEERE
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THERE WILL BE ANOTHER INTERESTING TOUR NEXT WEEK!
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immediately rubbed them on  hia
trousers. The chalk was transferred
irom: the fingers to the frousers,

“Ha, ha, hat” ﬁgﬁcd the juniors,

“I say, you fellows, my fingers are
all right now,"™ said Bunter, blinking
at them anxiously. *Quelch won't gpot
it now, will he #”

* Better dust your bags 1" szaid Harry
Wharton, laughing. “If you've been
chalking something on the blackboard
for Queleh to seo he may want to koow
how you got chalky t"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“0Ohl* Billy Bunter blinked down at
his trousers through his big spectacles,
and discerned the stresks of chalk. *Oh
crikey 1" :

He smacked the trousers hard to dis-

rse those telltale signa. A cloud of

ust arcse as he smacked. Bunter’s
garments were generslly in need of
brushing.

Smack, smack, smack! went Bunter's
fat paws on his trousera, dispersing
powdery chalk and clouds of dust.

An angular figure came striding ug
the corrider, and Mr. Quelch’'s gimle
eves fixed in surprise on DBunter as he
siacked, )

“Bunter, what—"" he ejaculated.

“Oh1” splattered Bunter. He ceased
to smack and blinked at his Form-
master, “Only—only s wops, sir—="

"A—a—a what"

“A wops—I—I moan, a—a wasp
rasped Bunter. “J waa just smacking
at a wops—] mean, & wasp; he—he—he
setiled on me, sir—""

Mr. Queleh looked long and bard at
that hopeful member of his Form.
Perhaps it was possible that the lest
wasp of summer was still banging about
in October; but it seemed improbable,

However, the Remove master made
no further comment He opened the
Form-room door, and the juniors went
in and took their places, the Form-
master going to his high desk :

Then the Removites gasped—and Eiitj::
of the Remove flushed crunson. 1
the Torm saw now how Bunter bad
been occapied in the Form-room.

Tha biackboard was standing on its
easel, facing the Form, Mr Quelch, ot
the moment, could enly see the back
of it. But the Removites could see the
front of it, and what was chalked
thereon.

In lapge capital letters appearcd the
remarkKable inscription :

“BEEWAIR OF PIKPOKEETSI”

The juniors stavred at it.  Billy
Bunter bestowed s fat wink on them,
This was Bunter’s great jokel

Dunter was taking hiz part i the feud
pgzainst the new junior. The Bounder
was actualed by baitter hostility, Skinner
by unforgiving malice; but these un-
pleasant feelinge were not shared by
the fat and fatuous Ow! of the Remove.
Bunter's motive waa chicfly unrefleeting
fatheadedress.  Bomething was going
on, and DBunler was going to have &
hand 1n it. And this was Bunter's
happy contribution :

Having. with great cunning, chalked
in capital letters., he left no clue to the
joler’s  identitv—that he knew ofl
Haviug got rid of the tracces of chalk
before Quelech arrived. he carried no
rlue on his fat person. 8o he was, &0
far as he could see, as safe as houses |

“That howling ass—" breathed Bob
Cherrry.

“That blithering bloater—* mur-
mured Johuny Bull,

“I sav, vou fellowa, wait till Quelch
sees it 1" whisnered Bunter.  *Make
him understand how we like pickpockets
in the Form—what?”

Tae Magxer Liseany.~No, 1,540.
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" You'll geb six for that, you grioning
grampus ' hissed Peter Todd.

“Eht Queleh won't know I did it 1"
P"ch crumbs |l Won't he?” gasped
oler.

“Of course, he will know that some
Remove man did i, but he won’t think
of me 1" said Bunter confidently. * Hae
may think it was Smithy—"

“With spelling like that!” gasped
Peter.

“Eh? Like what?

:‘ Ha, ha, ha1*

‘He may think it was Skinner—you
know, Skinner stuck something like that
on Skip's jacket once. 'WEIE Skinner
can sav he dido't.”

Harry Wharton glaneed across at his
Form-master. who was busy, st the
momoent, with papers aft his desk, He
was wohdering whether he had & chance
af alEEping out, bagging the duster
im!n the peg, and rugging out that in-
seription on the beard before the
n:émi:rpﬂ: came down on the unfortunate

wl,

But Mr. Queleh, at the same moment,
stepped away from his desk. He was
conseions of subdued chuckling and
whispering in hia class—of neither of
which did de Queleh approve in the
Form-room.

The Remove-maste, came towards the
Form, with a ghint in his ézimlﬂt-aﬂ.

Merriment was suppressed at once.

The Remove waited breathlessiy for
that gimlet-eve to furn opn the black-
borrd.

It turned on the blackboard.

Mr. Quelch pgave a slight start
stepped ncarer to the blackbosard, am:i

gazed at Dunter's handiwork.

ks back being to the class, DBill
Bunter favoured his Form-fellows wit
s happy grin, and another fat wink.

Mr, Quelch turned round.

Tea Bunter's horror and dismay, the
gimlet-eva fixed directly on him.

“* Bunter 1 said Mr. Quelch, in a decp
Folte,

“Oh ™ stuttered Bunter. * Ye-es, sirl
It wasn't me, sir "

“You have chalked on the black-
board, Bunter!™

“(h! No, sir! I wasn't in the Form.
room in break, sir1” exclaimed Bunter,
in great alarm. “You can ask any
of the fcllows, sir. They all saw me
come out and—

“What ¥

#J—1 mean, they didn't see moe come
out, sir1” gasped Bunier. “I-—I never
chalked anything on the board, sir! I—
T wouldn'€! I—=T haven't any chalk on
me, sir. I haven't dusted it off, either.”

“Ztand out before the Form,
Bunter "

“Oh loe' ¥

“Now hand me the cane from my
desk.”

“Oh erikey 1

Mr. Quelch swished the cane.

“Thase absurd words on the blaek-
board, Bunter, are apparcntly intended
to be offensive to the new member of
this Form 1" he zaid. ¥ For that offensive
act, Bunter, I shall cane vou zeverely.”

“]—1 say, sir, I—=I never—"

roaned Bunter. “I—I say, whr—why

-d-do vou think it was me, sirf”

“1 do not think, Bunter, that any
other member of the Ferm i= so erassly
ignorant of correct spelling.”

“ {3—iz—izn't the spelling right, sirt"
gasped Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hat¥

“That question alone, Bunter,
demenstrates that these werds ware
writien by vou. Bend over that desk !”

During the next six seconds aix
whacks sounded like pistol-shots through
ilie Remove-room, acrompanied by six
fiendish vells, one after another,

* MNow, Bunter—"

“Yaronoooh 1
*Will you he silent?
*“Yoe-hoo-hoo-heooop I
* Another sound, Buntcr, and 1 shall
cane you again ¥

“Oh erikey 1”

Bunter suppressed the sounds of wor

“Now, Dunter, after class, you will
ascertain, from tho dictionary, the
correct spelling of those words, and will
write them out, correctly, one thousand

times. You will bring them to me
before Fmﬁamiiun this evening. Other:
wise, shall care vou again, moOrd
severely,™

“Ch lor' t*

“(io to your place, Bunter I ;

Mr. Queleh took the duster and wiped
the board.

Billy Bunter crawled te his placa,
moaning as he ¢rawled. It was probahle
that tha Boaunder, in hiz fend with the
naw bov, would receive no more active
suppert from Bunter.

By the time he had completed the task
imposed on him, no dovbt Billy Bunter
would be able to spell “ Beware of Pick-
pockets ¥ correctly | But it was
extromels improbable that he would

ever chalk nse words up in the
Remove Form Room again !
THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mauly's Way!
i THINK—" bepan Lord
Mauleverer.

“You deol” ejaculatad Bob
Cherry, in astonishment.

“Yags" .

"(iather round. my infanta!” ex-
claimed Bob. * Mauly'a started think-
'it.n ] Let's watch, and see how he doca
1

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Famous TFive regarded DMauly
with smiling faces. e :

But Mauly was: not smiling. His
noble countenance was very serious
indead.

“Don't rot, old bean!” he said. ™I
thinlk wou fellows hava been actin'
rather badly, and so I'm mentionin® it
to ron." .

That remark was sullicient to make
the Famous [ive as serious as Mauly.
They gave him irquiring looks.

“YWhat's up, fathead ¥ azked Harry
Wharton.

“ About Skip—that kid in your study.”

“Well, what sbout himi* asked
Wharton, rather eurtly.

Heo liked Mauly, and respected his
opinion, but he d4id not want any
lectures from him, especially on the sub-
ject of the outeast of the Remove, His
own opinion, and that of the Co., wna
that they had troated Skip 8 great deal
better than he desorved.

“I'm not the man to barge in, Bs &
rule ! said Lord Manleverer guietls.
“But that wreteched kid's in an un-
fortunate pesition. A bit more =
cxpected of you fellowa then of most
of the fellows in the Form. YWhen a
man doss what's net done, he muse
expeck to hear about it™

The esptain of the Remove coloured
gngrily.

“Eo wa've done what's not done 1™ ha
exclanimed.

“Yans.”

“Took here—" prowled Johnny
Buall.

“Easy does it!" said Dob Cherry.
“Cive it a name, Mauly ! T won'l punch
vour chealiv head till you're through.”

“1 heard that vou had him to tea
tha other day,” remarked Nupent.
“You cun bag him for your study, if
E{m like, No c¢bjection to parting with

im,
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% This way lo the pond ! ** choriled Skinner. Th rs headed for itﬁg;_g[;ing Mazuleverer and Skip throngh the bushes.
From the log under the trees rose an angular figure, with a lerrifying e

its hand. **Stop ! ™ thundered Mr. Quelch.

“Nong at all ! said Wharion sar-
castically. “Take him off our hands
with our blessing, Blauly|®

“You're wandervin' from the point,
dear men. I think you're not playin’
the gpame, and I'm tellin’ you =z0,”
answered Lord DMauleverer cah_n!ﬂ-,r.
“8mithy's up against the kid, chiefly
because he made a fool of himsell
Skinner’s up againet him because he
funks him, chiefly. Bolsover the same,
because tha kid licked hum in a fair
fight. Other fellows for vartous reasons,
I don't suy they're wrong, because I
own up that though I'd like to go easy
with him myself, I'm bound to confess
that & chap who's been a pincher gots
on my nerves a8 bhit.  But you fellows
started by treating him decently. and
now wyou've turnet? him dewn. That's
not cricket—ses "

“Oh1” said Harry.

“If you'd taken the same line as the
rest of the Form, froin the beginmin’,
gll right " said Mauleverer. *"Bui you
didn't. You secnwed io have miade up
vour minds to swallow him whole, and
pive him a chance. I thought ihat
pretty decent of you, an' followed youv
example. ‘Then, all of o sudden, yon
let him down with a bump. That leaves
ma the only {ellow 1n the Larm
speakin’ to him. 1f you call that cricket,
I don't!”

“Yeou don't understand——"

Mo, aszenfed Manly, “1 don’i?
He was a pickpocket and a poochor
hefare he came lhere, and i you'd
barred him from the =tavt, like the
ather fellows, vou'd be in the same boag
with them, Now you're not. lle’s no
worse than when he came—in  lactk,
every fellow who chooses to see, can zen
that he's better. You can’t start a
thing, and then cloeck it. It's nat
done,™

The Famous Five stood silent.

Most of the Form had bheen glad
when they “barred * Skip like the rost
—thus lining up with the Remove. But
AMauly evidently locked on 1t n a
different light. )

“ Better tell him, I think 1™ said Bob
slowly. “*It does look a bit as if we've
let the kid down, Mauly doesn’t know
what we know."

Bauleverer gave him a quick look.

“You don't mesn——" he began.

“We dol” said Harry curtly, “We
believed, as the Head and Quelch did,
that the fellow had clhucked up his
rotten ways when he came here. lf he
had, we could stand him, and make the
Lest af him, az we tried to do. But—"

“%You mean that he hasn't¥"?

T"Exactly ! Don’t shout it all over the
school—we don’t want to lard him i o
raw with tha Head, and get him hooled
oit. I'm blessed 1f T quite knew schat
wa ought 1o do=bubk we cau't Jo Liat!
That's how it stand="

Lord Mauleverer zhook his head.

“There's =zome wmistake!™ he sund.
"It was a mislake about Smithy's
wallet—but you'ro not hot-headed asses
like Bunithy. I think yon've made some
mistake all the zame. If you've missed
thihgs—7"

“Oh, my hat! I3 not =o bad as
ihat!1* said Harry. “Buot wo've sech
someihing in his hands that can't pos-
silily belowg {0 him, amd i#t's something
tltat hie must have got hold of since he
came o Greviviars.”

“I've not heard of apythin® missin' in
tire school i

“It belongs te somebody outside the
gehool™

Lord Mauleverer's face became very
grave. ]

“Yeou mean, you suspect him of goin'
on pickin’ pockets, since he’s been herve
—carryin’ on his old trede round about
Greylriars 7"

i f—’f‘" iVt

on on lis face, and & walking-silck grasped

e
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“T know it sounds pretty awful. But
that's the only way of accounting fox
it=—and it's not suspicion; it's foct.”

“If it's o fact,™ baid Lord Mauleverer,
“the sooner he's booted out of the
school, the better. There were excuses
for him ence—there’s nong now

“T know ! But—"

“But I can't get it down. Thore's
somne pustake. What chances has ho
had, anshow? How often docs he go
out of the echool, if vyou come to that?”

“When he goes, he goes alone, ab any
rate.” '

“That's hardly his fault, as nobody
will take a walk or & bike ride wilh
hime. Dut it's pretty eeldom.™

“Onece would be enough, I suppase.”

“MNot auite, He wouldn't pick one
pocket, nnd then chuck it That's not
sense. T he's earryin® on the old gama
round about bere, he would clear off
every half-holiday, st least, to get on
with it, Why shouldn't he#"

The FFamous Five did not answer that.

“Io .sas bagged, out of gatles, one
hali-holiday, too!” went on  Maunly.
“Waz he pocket-picking when Bmithy
got him, by the river? 1le seems to
hava heen walking along the Sark—mo
pockets to pick there., More likely to
have been hanging round the rvailway
station at Courtfield, 1f he's Leepin' up
the old Fame.™

“Well, we know what we'va seen,”
grunted Johnny Bull, “end you don’t.”

“1 shall, if you tell me.”

" Oh, tell him!™ =aid Bob impatiently.

Horry Wharton, in & few words, told
what had been sren in Study Ne, 1, and
the explanation Skip had given,

Mauly listened in thoughtiul silence.
Iis faco showed that he was rather
staggered by the mention of the gold
locket. But he listencd very attentively

Tae Maerer Lisrany,—No. 1.549.
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ny Wharton repeated the ntra.nﬁ story
that Skip hed told to mccount tor it

t “You don't believe him?" he niked at
ast.

“(f course we don'ti” said Wharton
irritably, *Would anybody”

“Well, I know it sounds rather
gteep !” confessed Mauly. “But if
there's & doubt, I think a fellow ought
to be given the benefit of it. What he
told vou is possible,”

“Oh, possible, I suﬁgnmt Lots of
things are possible that aren’t true.
For instance, it's ible that you're
talking sense. But 1t wouldn't be true.”

“ Henr, hear 1” grinned Bob Cherry.

“The possibiity is nobt tervihe
chuokled ilurreﬁ Jamset Ram Singh,

“Time we got along to the changing-
room if Mauly's done talking out of the
%m:Iii; of his peck!” grunted Johnny

u L]

It was Ssturday safternoen, and the
Famous Five wers bookeéd for football.

“Any more rot to talk, Mauly?"
asked Nugent. :

“I'm done!” said Mauleverer guietly.
“If you believe that, I suppose you're
right to turn the kid down. I wouldn't
believe it, unless it was sz clear a3 the

l!‘l

sun at noonday—which it isn't by long.

¢halks., It's pretty hard on the kid i
what he's told you is the truth.”

“He spun the first yarn that came
into his head.”

“ Parhaps. Buat—"

Lord hﬁui&vﬁrer broke off, as Skip
came out of the House. -

Alone, as usual, the waif of the
Remove walked awsy slowly towards
the gates.

He came near the group of juniors,
but did not glance at them. Since his
gtudymates had turned him down, he
had addressed hardly & word to them,
and the effect of the Boundet's rag had
been fo make him withdraw like a tor-
toise into its shell.
© “There he is1” said Mauly, in a low
voice. “Goin' out—on his own! Lookin’
for pockets to pick, do you think "

“I hope not—but 1 shouldn't
wander [ snswered Harry Wharton.

“He must have pinched that locket
since he came here,"

“I'd rather belisve-not!”

“So would T—~but I can't!™

“Well, what sbout puttin' it to the
test?” asked Mauleverer. “If he's goin’
out pickin' pockets, he won't want a
fhaﬂ: with him to see him doin' ik, will
et

“Hardly |”

"“"Well, here
called out Lozrd

Skip glanced round.

*Callin® mei*” he asked.

“Yeas! Goin” out for & walk?

“Jest that " answered Skip,

“Like a fellow to come?”

Skip looked ot him, and the clond.on
his face cleared off. It was rather like
the sun coming out on & cloudy day.

“Woulde't I just, old covey!l
answered.

“I'm vour man, old bean!"

Lord Mauleverer gave the Famons
Five a rather droll lock, joined SBkip,
and walked down to the gates with him,

The Co. exchanged 1%‘len'u:wazsh

Skip's delight in Mauly’s company
was too obvious to be mistaken. He
seemed to be walking on air as he wont
with his noble lordship.

“Well1” eaid Bob, with & deep
breathh, It 1=n't pinching this after-
noon, that’s a cert. He wouldn't want
Mauly if it was.”

thent

hfnaﬁ, 8kip1¥
auleverer.

he

“And he doez want him!™ said
Nugent.
“That's prctty  plain. I—-I—I

wonder—" Bab looked wvery uneasy,
“I—I wonder whether old Mauly's
Tue Maaxer Liprans, —No. 1,549,
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riﬁhp He’s not half such an ass sa the
fellows think him, wond ar—"
Thers was s twinge of doubt in the
minds of all the Famous Five, as they
walked away to the changing-room. But
~—~there was a “but 1 auly might ba
right, and they hoped that he was; but
:Eﬁy conld not thiok so, snd that was
atl

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.

Skinner's Rag!
MR. QUELCH raised his cye-
brows.
That afterncon was & half-
holiday for the Remove

master, as well as for the Remove, and
Mr. Quelch was taking & walk abroad
in the golden October weather, )

Now he had stopped for a rest in a
e‘luﬁ]p of beeches beside the Courifield
road,

He was seated on a log under a tree,
screened from the road by bushes,
thinned of their leaves by autumn
breezes, Through those thinned bushes,
he had a view of the road, as he sat,
if bhe loocked up—but he did not look
up, o8 his eves were fixed on a pocket
edition of Horace,

Unlike most of the dwellers within the
walls of Greyfriars School, Mr. Quelch
regarded €. Horatius Flaccus ss =
pleazant companion for leisure hours.

But he did lopk up at a sudden whir
of bieycles on the rosd. Many bikes
and mnréy cars had passed the spot
without drawing Mr. Queleh’s attention
fromm Horace. :
pass—they stopped in a bunch, and the
riders thereof pushed them off the road
into the bordering bushes, Which dis-
turbed Mr. Ql;ua] and caused him, at
last, to ralse his eyes—and then hiz eye-
brows ! ;

Five Remove fellows had jumped off
those bikes, and pushed them off the
road, parking them in the thicket,

FKvidently they did not know that
their Form-master was taking & rest on
the farther side of the bushes.

_They did not even glance in his direc-

tion. But Mr. Quelch’s eyes discerned
them all through the interstices of
branches and twigs. He recognised
Bolsover major, Skinner, Snoop, Stott,
and Hazeldene,

Having slammed their bikea against
the nearest trees, the five Removites
faced the roed, watching it, evidently
for someone to come along. Now they
had their backs to Mr. Quelch, and
were less likely than ever to spot him.

The Remove master was a little
snrprised—and 8 little sus;{cia:-ua. His
beys had a right, if they liked, to cyele
up the Courtheld road on a half-holiday
—and to dizmount at that clump of
trees, if the spirit moved them to do so,
Their arrival disturbed him, and inter-
rupted his delighted perusal of Quintus
Horating Flaceus—but that was no just
reason for ordering them off; so Mr,
Quelch sald nothing. But he was rather
suspicious—for the way io  which

kinner & Co. were watching the road,
did not lock as if they were watchin
for a friend to come along—it looke
2 good deal more like an ambush.

“They're coming!” It was Skinoer's
voice. "L can mee Mau!;_r‘n hat! Keap
out of sight, you chaps.’’

“YWhet-ho |” grinued Hazel.

“They saw us pass them, on the
bikes——*" gald Snocop.

“They haven't guessed that we've
stﬁ‘pﬁr;d for them.” ]

“Right as rain 1"’ said Bolsover major.
"Wait till they come up! We'll mive
LIEul}}' a lesson about taking up that
£a

ut these bikes did not kn

“Not & word till they come up!”
whispered Skinper. * Not & sound |
they cut across the common, we might
get Mauly, but we should never get that
young cad Bkip—he would dodge usl
And it'a the pincher we want, more

than Mauly 1*
“We want Mauly, tool” growled
Bolsover. “Hea'e jolly well going into
nlong ‘Fi’iti:h that pincher I &5

the E,cmd

“¥Yes, rathert’ agreed Skinner.
he chooses to stick up agatnst his Form,
he can fake what's coming to him!
Thei"ra both going in "

“If there's 8 row——"" said Stoti.

“ There won't be a row | The young
ead was afraid fo give us away last
Wednesday!” grinned Skinner. *“He
won't dare fu to Quelch about itl And
Mauly wouldn't, anyhow I”

* A bit of luck we spotted them going
out ™ said Hazel. *“Wa don't often get
B C ea of bagm that voung ca

han f bagging th d
out of gates!"

“We've got him this time!”

“You bet!"

There was a chuckle.
 “"Quiet " breathed Skinner. “They'ra
just here,”

Every word came elearly to Mr.
Queleh’s astonished ears, through the
bushes. Thunder gathered in his brow.

He knew now that it was an ambush.
Lord Mauleverer, apparently, had been
spotted going out for a walk with Skip;
snd Skinner & Co. had cut past them,
on their bikes, to lay this ambush ahead,
an the madslcie—m the clump of beeches
whera thers was 4 muddy pond.

Mr. Quelch knew that, now—and he
ew, slso, the identity of the raggers
who had sent Skip hopping home with
& painted face & few days ago. Smithy's
luck was in: as he was plaving football
that afterncon with the Remove.

Mr. Quelch, breathing hard and deep,
laid his volume on the log beside him,
and picked up his walking-stick.

The expression on his speaking coun-
tenance would have alarmed Skinner &
Co. could they have seen it. But they
had, of course, no eyes in tha backs of
their heads, snd they never even
dreamed that their Form-maester was
anywhers near at hand.

Two figures came 1n view, sauntering
up the road. Lord Mauleverer sauntered
at his usual leizurely pace; and Skip,
who was generally brisker in hiz move-
ments, accommodated his pace fo that
of his lordship.

Through the bushes, Mr. Quelch could
gee the little waif's face—bright end
cheerful and hkappy.

“Tea at the bunshop, whati”
Mauleverer was saying, a3 the two
arrived abreast of the wayside clump
of trecs ]

“Any hold thing!" answered Skip,
cheerfull :" “1  say—oh, smoky
‘addocks 1™

Thera was a sudden rush from the
trees, and the two juniors were sur-
rounded in & twinkling.

“Here, what—=—""
Mauleverer.

“'Anda off 1 roared E-ki[ﬁosf.ruggllpg.

“(Got 'em !” chortled Bolsover major.
“Bag the cads! Get them off the road
before somebody comes along!”

Both Mauleverer and Skip rvesisted
manfully. But the odds were too heavy,
with five fellows against two., Thew
wore dragged headlong off the road iuto
the trees. ) . .

Bolsover major and Skinner had 8kip
by the arms, and in spite of hiz Rerce
resistance, he had to go, Snoop helpin
him from behind with a boot. aze
and Stott had held of Mauleverer,
dragging him after Bkip.,

“Look here, what's this game?”
pasped Mauleverer. “ You're rumplin'

ejaculated



my jacket, you ﬁ]l‘I;r assos]  Will you
let po, you fatheadsl”

ardly1” grinned Hazel, “If you
take up that pinching ecad, you can gel
& whaek in what's coming to him.”

“Leago 1" yelled Skip. " You rollors,
leago ! k ‘ere, you lct Mauly go—
he ain't done nothing ! Let Mauly go,
I tell youl™

“Mauly’s going into the pnnd witle
you, vou rotten ouwilsider!” sporvted
Bolsover major. “If he likes vour
company, be can have it—in the pond 1

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Yank them along!”

“'This way 1" chortled Bkinner.

The pond lay behind the clump; and
the raggers headed for it, dragging the
twa styuggling  Juuicrs through the
bushes,

From the log under the ires rose an
angular figure, with a terrifying ex-
pression on its face, and a walking-stick
grasped in its hand.

:btﬁiiv:j” thundered Mr. Quelch.

“Dh ervikey 1"

“ Quelch !

Skivner & Co. stared at their Form-
master in sheer horror.

They dropped Skip and 3auleverer

like two hot potatoes. They starved at
lch, as if he had been a grisly
spectre.  Indeed, 2 grisly spectre could

uot have startled and dismayed them
more.

Mr. Quelch stepped towards them
as they stood petrified, with Skip and
Mauly sprawling, gasping at their fect

H Now 1Y said.%{r, ueleh, 1o a grind-
ing voice, “What does this mean?”

e

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Rough on the Raggers!

KINNER & Co, stood dumb.
They had nothing to say.
Really, Mr. Quelch's question was
a little supecfluous. It was only

too clear what it meant.

Lord Mauleverer rose to his feet, and
iusted his clothes. Skip scrambled up,
a. grin dawniog on his face.

But for the unexpected presence of
Alr. Queleh in that wayside elump, both
of them would have gone headlong into
the muddy pond. hey had had an
extremely narrow cscape.,  But they
were out of danger now—it was the
raggers who were In danger. :

*Bkinner I camo the prinding voice.

Ol Yoe, sir I said Skinner, faintly.

Moever hoad Harold Bkinney been so
utterly overwhelmed with dismay. 1lle
fairly goggled at his Form-master.

“You are the ring-leader in fhis,
Skinner, 1 think,”

“Ohl No, sivt”

“We're all in it 1" mumnbled Bolsover
major.
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The others did not speak. Skinner,
wag, 1 fact, lhe ring-leader; and his
folowers were by 210 mmeans sorry lhat
Mr. Quelch was aware of it. They did
not hke the woy he was gripping his
walking-stick., If any fellow m the
party was booked for a larger share
than the others, Skinner’s followers were
more than willing to let Skinner be {hat
fellow,

“Thisa disgraceful
rumbled Alv. Quelch,

“Only a rag, sivr!” It was hike Lord
Mauleverer to put in & word [or the
fellows who had been going te duck

oulrage—""

hipt,  “No barm done, sir! Oply
Ii}hﬁ !:u-

Skip stared at his lordshup. e was
slowly lesrming Greyiriars ways—Dbut

Mlauly's ways were farthest of all
ramioved from  those of Slummock’s
Alley. A foew moments more, and Mauly,
the most clegant and [astidious [cllow
iy tha Lower Behool at Grevivins,
wonld have been sprawling in rvecking
mud—ryet now he was trying $o get the
raggers off punishment.

But Skip, if he did not understand,
was quick on the uptake. Mauly's ways
might be a mystery to him, but they
wore good enouglh ?u-r dkip te Jnmtate.
S0, after that astonished stare, Bkip
followed his lordship's lead.

“No 'arm done, sir " he said. Y Jest
a little joke of these fellers, siv! We—
wa don’t mind, siel®

But Mr. Quelch was not to be so
casily placated.

“¥ou may be silent, both of you [ ha
rapped. * Skinner, you and your coui-
panons will bo swe:-el:’r punizhed for
this eutrageous cordnet 1™

Rkinner & Co., already aware of that,
remeined sullenly silent

“Mauleverert You were walking to
Conrtfield with 3kipi”’

“Yaas, sir!"

“You may go on your wayl"

“Yery well, sie ¥

Lord Mauleverer and Skip lelt the
clump, and walked on up the road
towards Courtfield.

Skinner & Co. unhappily, remained,
wrigghng  apprchensively under  (he
gimlet-oye that scemed to bore inio
Lthem.

*From certain rewarks I heard yvou
make,’’ said Mr. Queleh, in a rumbling
voice, © I have no doubt what boyvs wera
cuilty of the outrageous occurrence last
Wednesday. [ shall, however, fake no
note of that, as I cannot act on wonrls
heavd by chauvee, and not intended for
my cars. But your present aclion, I
shall deal with nost severely.”

1Ie pointed with his walking-stick (o
the log from whiclh he had rrsen.

“You will bepd over that log,
Slinner,” .

In silence, with s pasty face, Shkinner
bent over the log. My, Queleh’s walk-
ing-stick was a thick, heavy malacca.

i3

It answered the purpose of a Form-
maeter’s cane quite admirably.

Bix ibwes 1t dessended on Shinner,
and the hapless racj{picnt wriggled, and
souirined, and yelled, e tollerved away
after the sixth cut, and slood lcanivg
on ey, kr:l.:l"_ii'l!.;' and wrigehng, o

“Bolzover 1™ said My, Qurﬁr.h Erinly,

Bolsover wajor managed (o g
threugh it i silence. DBt he wrizgicd
convilsively when 16 was over,

“Hazeldene M

Hazel yelled wuder the  nilietion.
Stott, who eamo next, went througn
in stlence, like Polsover. Then came
Suoop’s turn.

“ Bnoop !''

“I—I—I—" stammercd Sucop. I
—TI zay, I never wanted to have a havwd
in tt, sir—l—J—0"

“ Bend over that lop, Snooep ™

“It was all Skinney's doing—1 never
wanpd—">"

“I have told vou fo bend over thal
log, Snoop 1

The wrelciied Snoop almost collapsed
over tne Jox,  Six Jamentable howls
fallowed (he awipes of the malaeca,

_ “And now,” said Mr, Quelch, survey-
g the wroggling eulprits grimly, " von
will veivin to the school. You will go
1ule  the orm-room, and write ouwi
Lalin conjugalions tll I retwn, 1 shall
expecet you to have written out 1he vwhole
conjugations of ame, menco, rego, and
audio, when I see you again. 1 you
wasie vour time, your task will be re-
]ma;l;ﬁd next Lalf-holiday I Now you may

O
gFi're. unhappy raggers wheeled their
bicyveles out of the elump.

Mre, Queleh’s grim eye watchied them
as they went.

When they were gone, ho dizmisced
the matter from s mind, aml =3t down
onca more to revel m the delights of
€). IToratius Flaceus.

It was not so casy for Skiner & Co.
io dismiza the matter from their minds,
They trundled theiv bikes drcarily along
the read to the school. After the swipes
of the malacea, they were nob disposed
io sit in the saddles. They wheeled the
machines wearily,

“*You fool, Bkinnor 1" groancd 1lazel,
“You silly idiet ! Owl™

“*You dummy, BSkinnor!” moaned
Snoop.  “Catch moe backing you up
again ! Wow ¥

*Oogooll I groancd Stott.

“YWase it my fault?!” snarled Skimner
spvagely, “'Ilow was I to know that
that old aza was there? Ow |’

“Well, you had it worst; that's one
comfort 1" yapped Ilazcl

“We'll take it out of thal cad eome-
how 1”  mumbled  Bolsover  najor,
“Tancy that old doukey Deinz on ahe
spot.  Yow-ow ¥ .

They wheeled the bikea in dismaliy at
last, and trailed away disconsolulely to

{Continncd on nexd page.)
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the Housu—with an endless prospoct of
[ﬁat.in comjugations nh&tﬂhﬁug befors
them.

Billy Bunter mol them in the quad,
and blinked st them through his big
:{m-ml:mlea, with a fat grin on his podgy
ace

“Did you get them?" he ssked.
Bunter had seon t-hiiparty start in pur-
suit of Skip and Mauly, and he was
intercsted to hear the result,

Even the short-sighted Owl of the
Itemove could seo that Skinner & Co.
did not look as if the result had been
Im‘gr v and satisfactory.

uelch got us ! growled Haszel

“Oh crikey 1" gaaped Bunter., “Did
you run ioto Quelch]| Did ha whop
you? Vou look like it! He, he, he!”

“You fat idiot, we'vg had six all
round " sparled Skinner. * Anything
to gurgle at in that, you blithering
mﬁﬁ?; he 1™ led Bunt H

s, he!™ gurg unter. Ho
scemed to think that there was, *'He,
ha, hel I say, you fellows, you look
like a lot of eelat He, he, hal I aay,
shouldn't make such & fuss about &

ing "
mﬁmlﬁn'h youl" roared Bolsover.
“No fear |’ said Bunter loftily. “A
fellow ought to be sble to take s whop-
ing, Bite.on it, you know, and bear
it| That's my style] After all, what's
» whopping 1" _

The answer to that gquestion was un-
expected by Buntor—though, really, ha
might have expected it. Bunter learned,
on the spob, and without delay, what a
whopping was | . _

Skinner & Co. were simply yearning
to “take it out " of somebody; and the
fat Owl was fairly ssking for it. They
gave him that for which he asked!

Fiva anguished =and exasporated
juniors hurled themselves on Bunter.
‘hey bumped him, and smacked him;
they roll h&mﬁ and ugchﬂd-iilm—they
thumped an an im., It waz a
{:haincpae for Bunter ﬁ: show that he could
hite on it, and bear it—instead of
which, he yelled, and howled, and
roared, and sgueaked in a pericetly
frantic manner.

Leaving Billy Bunter in a breathless

1
w

heap, still emitting feeble uegks,
Skinner & Co, walked on to ihe House,
feeling better.

While they sat in the Form-roowm,
wearily prioding out Latin conjuga-
tions, Billy Buntér moaned and gurgled
in the quad—and Lord Mauleverer an
Skip sat at tea in the bunshop at Court-
ficld—S8kip's face as bright as the
autwmn sunshine. It was a happy after-
inmn for the waif of the Remove, at
cast,

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter’s Hero Fund !
K
I “Iallo, halla, hallo !
“It's in the paper!” sgueaked
Bunter.
“ About Bessie ™
Billy Bunter rolled into ihe Rag after
tea with the current number of the
That local slmnth which reported Grey-
friara matches, had szeveral subscribers
in the school—but on this occasion, Billy
news in it that interested him more
than football matches.
It interested the other fellows, too,

SAY, you fellows!”
* What is, fathead?"
“YFriardale (Gazette' in his dat hand.
Bunter seeined to have found.an item of
i:r.:nr they had all heard, by this time, of
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Miss Elizeboth Bunter's adventure in the
Bark, and of the unknown fellow, eup-
osed to be some village “kid,” who
gd rescued her. i
“Let's look 1" said Harry Wharton at
O3,
And a crowd of fellows gathered round
to look at the “Friardale Gazefte,"

Billy Bunter had that newspaper in
hiz fat right hand. In his fat left, for
some rcason known only to himself, he
carricd a hat. :

Why the fat Ow! brought a hat into
the Rag, nobedy Lkoew or cared; but
almost all of them were interested in the
report in the paper. It was headed:

“UNENOWN IIERO BAVES
SCHOOLGIRL ¥

Evidently the enterprising reporter of
the *'(:azette ” had got on to the ep-
sode. Things did not very often happen
in that quiet neighbourhood—and the
most exciting event ever reported in the
local paper, as s rule, was Farmer
(riles’ Eu?] getting loose, or & dog being
run over on martket day. So tha re-
p'::rrter had naturally made the most of
this,

There was hall & column of jt—which
the juniors read, in & ecrowd. It
deseribed how a 5&!.1?1[ of ClLif House,
that wall-known scholastic establishment
prosided over by Miss Penelope Prim-
roze, had fallen from a boat, and had
been in imminent danger of &mwning,
when some youth, with remarkabio
ecourage and presence of mind, had
plunged in and saved her.

After that heroic deed, the youth had
simply disappeared, without mentionin
his name, and had not been heard o
since. Having risked his lifo to save a
schoolgir], he had just walked off and
said nothing sbout it—even the enter-
prising reporter of the “Friardale
(Gazeite ¥ had been unable to discover
hia identity !

“ Jolly plucky kid !"* said Bob Cherry.
“1'd like to know who he was "

“HSame here!” eaid Harry Whaerton.
“Soma village kid, I suppose; but it's
I_'?thﬁ.‘l‘ odd that he hasa't been heard
n_ ; e

8kip, who was in the Rag, was leaning
on the window gt a little distance from

the interested group round the news-

paper,
There was a sarcasbic grin on hia face,
OFf that happening on the Sark, Skip

4 had said nothing—partly because he had

no desire .to blow his own trumpet, and
partly because he was on speaking terms
with nobody in his Form, except Mauly.
Ha had. indeed, slmost forgoticn it by
that time. :

He wondered, sarcastically, what the

“hlokes ' would have thought, had
they known the name he could have told
them,

Nobody in the Rag was taking any
notice of him. 1le had been a deal

of an outcast from the first—but sinee
the Famous Five had definitely turned
]Ilidm down, that Lad, o to speak, put the
id on!

With the cxception of Lord Maule-
verer, not 8 fellow in the Yorm over
addressed & word to him. And much as
e was delighted by Mauly'’s kindness,
tha little walf was far too sensitive to
inflict imzelf on Maunly overmuch., And
as Mauleverer did not hapgnn to be in
the Rar at the moment, Jkip was as
much alone there as if he had been ob
Rohinson CUrusoe's island.

He did nob approach the group of
keenly intercsted juniors—and he did not

gpeak. Iio only walched them with »
sarcaslie grin,

“1 say, vou follows|” squeaked Billy
Bunter. *'I say, that chap who went in
for Bessis was a jolly plucky chap!
Just what I'd have done myself, you
know, if I'd boen there—"

"H'a, ba, hal” .

“Blessed if I see anything o cackle
at | You fellows wnuldngardly have done
it, I know; but if I'd becn there, I
should have gooe in—'"

“You couldn't have faced it, old Ial
man " said Skinner. *If you'd gone
into the water, you'd have pot a wash
You couldn't have faced that[”

“Ha, ha, hat™"

“Beast | But, I say, you fellows, don'i
your think that that chap was a jolly
plucky cha "

“Doe of the bost " said Bob Chorry.

“The pluckfulness was torrific,” de-
clared Flurree Jamset Ram Singh.

" Nobody knows who it was at pre-
sent,” continued Bunter. “Buti, of
course, he'll turn up. Well, my idea is
that he ought to be rowsrded. Bessie'a
my sister, you know, and I fecl that 1
nught to do something.”

[} Eh?!‘]

113 Whﬂt?'{

Attention was transferred from ihe
“Friavdale Gazotte ¥ to William Georgoe
Bunter.

Skip, from his distance, looked curis
ously at the fat junior., Heo wes &5 sur-
prised as the other fellows.

“Thet's how I feel 1" declared Bunter,
“That's why I've brought thia hat 1"’

“That hat!" repeated Bob blankly.
“How do you know the chep wants a
hat, even if you spotted him? And
that's a pretty old hat, tool”

“Oh, really, Cherry—" :

“If he lost his hat in fishing Bessio
cut you might stand him a new hat if
he wanfs one. That one looks as if
you'd dug it up somewhere,” said
Eugent.

“0h, really, Nugont—"

“He didn’t lose his hat,”” said Harry
Wharton. " Marjorie m_m:a'l that he had
thrown off hiz cap and jacket before ho
went 1 )

“1 say, vou fecllows, do listen lo &
chap ! howled Bunter., "1 don't kpew
whether he lost his hat. I'm not think-
ing of gih’ing him a hat, you fatheads!
What I'm thinking of is a Hero Fund.”

“ A which 7"

“A Hero Fund,” gaid Bunter Girmly.
“That's why I've brought in this hat!
I'm going to pass it round.”

“h crumbs (™

“1f it's somo village kid, he's poor,
vou know,” said Bunier. “Ho will be
jolly glad of a reward, anyhow. I Lnow
I should be.™

“No need to mention that.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!" .

*“Well, vou fellows, see the point?"
enid Bunter. “I'm taking a collection
for that kid, As—as soon as I find out
who Le is I shall hand it over to him.
I was going to start it with my postal
arder, but it hasn't come——->=>"

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Do stop cackling ! velled Bunter
“I should think you fellows might rally
round and put something nto the hat
for a real hero like fhat chap. I shall
put in my postal order when—when 1t
comes.  The fund will remain in my
hands—" .

“Not for long!"” chuckled Skinner,
“T fancy it would be kept in Mys,
Winble's (il 17

“Ha, ha, ha !
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“0Oh, reelly, Skinner! As Bessie's
brother, it's up to me to take charge of
the fund. All I want you fellows to do
is to put z2omething in the hat—and I
think it's up to every man in the
Remove to put something in. We ought
to show how we can appreciste pluck
at Greyfriars, See??

There was a roar of laughter in the
Rag.

There was ne doubt that Billy Bunter
was very keen on raising a Hero Fund;
but there was a doubt whether that fund
would veach the hero, even if discovered.
This was Bunter's szecond *go,” =0 to
speak, at making something out of
Bessic’s misadventure. In the matter
of the cake he had not had a lot of
lack. But hops springs eternal in the
human breast. Bunter was hoping for
better luck this time.

“] sav, wou fellows, do
cackling "' hooted Bunter.
1oking——"

“You are, old fat mani” chuckled
Bob., “¥Yeu are !

“The jokefulness is preposterous.”

“1am’t!” yelled Bunter, “I fell you
I mean it! The whole of my postal
order 13 going to this fund when it—it
comes! I can’t say fairer than that! T
say, Bmithy, you've pot pois of money;
you start,”

“1 don't think!™
Bounder.

“1 sav, Wewland, you're not so mean
as Smithy; vou stavt the ball relling,
old fellow! Think of that chap risking
Ins life and all that, Are you going 1o
put sometliing into the hat ¥

“Not exactly.”

“Beast! I say, Chorry! Look here,
Bob, old man, you're plucky yourself,
and you admire pluck. You start the
Hero Fand ! uwrged Buntey. " You put
something in the hat and set the thing
going '*

Bob Cherry grinned cheerily,

“Well, aftee all, it's not a2 bad idea™
he sawml, leoking round at his friends
and bestowing on them a wink unseen
by Bonfer. " Dash it all, if Bunter
makes a point of 1t, let's all pot some-
thing 1in the hat!™

“That’s right!™ exclaimed DBilly
Buuter, his fat face beightenming. © Yoo
fellows all follow Bob's example. See

“0h, all right ' gaid Harry Wharton,

“Any old thing ! snid Nugent.

“Stick that hat on the table, Bunter,”
said Bob, " Now, every fellow's got 1o
walk past it and drop something in,
Bunter keeps charge of the collection
until the prddy hero turns up,  Now,
o after another.”™

SBomewhat to Bunled’'s surprise, and
greatly to his satisfiction, there was a
general ouiburst of approval. Bunier
had hoped—but had not, perhaps, quite
expected—that his stunt of a Here IMund
would cateh on like this. Now that Boh
Cherry was regdy 1o sel an example, it
was really wondzriul how the whole
crowd of fellows were ready to play up.

That ald hat.srood pn the table, on
its erown, fo receive contributions. Led
by DBob Cherry, every fellow prosent
walked past it and dropped something
1l

Gilly Bunter stood aside to watch ihat
procession, his hittle vound eyes beaming
satisfaction ihrvough his bhig  rowwd
spectacles.

The responze to the appeal was really
sirprising. ot only the Famous Five
pHaved upy but the Bounder followed
iheir example, and even stingy fellows
like Skinner and Fisher T, Fish joined
. There was an almost incessant
elinkiog in'the hat as the fellows passed
1t one after another, every fellow deop-
ping something in, Of the whaole crowd

shut up
“I'm not

grinned  the
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inl the Rag only 8kip did not join up;
but Skip, who saw mere than Bunter
did, grinned as he looked on.

“1 say, you fellows, that's ripping !
gasped Billy Bunter, when the last con-
tribution had been dropped into the
hat. *“I—I say, I—I'll take it up to my
study to count, it——"

“Alind you count it right,” said Bob
Cherry solemnly, “Like me to come
and help ™

“Oh, no! T']l manage 1% all right.”

Bunter rolled aecross to the table and
rrabbed the old hat. He was beaming
already, but he beamed =till more as heo
lifted the hat and felt its weight., It
wag at least hali-full of contributions,
and even if they wers mostly coppers
the sum was sure (o be pretty large.
Every eye was fixed on Bunter.

“There's one thing wo can be sure
of,’” Bob Cherry remarked: * Bunter
won't spend any of thar on tuck.”

“Bank on that!” agreed the Bounder.

Billy Bunter grinned as he heard thak.
He had his own ideas on that subject.
Not that Bunter was going to bag that
Here Fund; he weaa only going 1o
borrow from it as long as it lasted.

But the happy grin faded suddenly
fromn his fat face as he blinked into the
hat. He expected to see stacks of
coppers, with a-gléam of silver here and
there, and a currvehicy note or two.

LThat, however, was not what he saw.
His eyes almost popped through his
spectacles at what he actually did see.

The most prominent article was the
ltd of the inkstand from the table in
the Rag—which, being broken off, had
come in handy. But there were other
things, equally valuable. Broken pen-
nibs  predominated; but there were
gome stwnps of pencil, some pebbles,
chunks of crumpled paper, and a good
many small ]-:nf.::-{m of coal,

Bunter blinked and blinked again and
yeb again, as if unable to believe cither
hiz eyes or his spectacles.

The expression that came over hiz fat
face was really enfertzining: he glared
round at grinning faces.

“ Beasts " ho roarod.

“Hallo, halle, hallo! What's the
matter? asked Bob, “Arven't you
satisficd with the colleetion ¥

“Beast " velled Bunter., “Pulling a
fellow's leg 17

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“1 zay, yvou fellowsg—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” velled the juniors.

“ There ain't any woney here at all v
yelled Bunter.

“id vou think there wase?"

“Ha, he, hal”

“(Gentlemen, chape, and zpertsmen,”
sich Bob Chevry, "Bunter's raised hia
Hevo Fund, but I don’t believe that
1edly old here wourld have any use for 1t
if he got 1, 1 suggest letting Bunter
keep it.” He took the old top-hat from
Bunter's fat hands: the Owl of the
Remove was quite willin% te part with
it now. “Hero yon are, Bunter—-"

“Yeou silly idiot!” wyelled Bunter
“T don't want 11 I¥

*That's beside the peoint, old fat
man; yon're geoing to have 1t Here
you are L :

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Removiles,
as Bob lifted the hat, turned it over,
end jammed it on Bunier's hiead, The
remarkable collection streamed out all
over Bunier.

Bob gave the old hat a thump on the
crown, squashing it down over Bunter's
fat ears, amid shricks of laughter.

“Ohw! Beast! Wow!” yelled Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

The Rag rocked with merriment,
while Billy Bunter stvuggled to get his

2

head. out of the hat. It was rather a
tight fit, but he got it out at last and
glarcd at the hilarious Removites with a
glave that might have cracked his
speotaclas.

“Going to take another collectioni™
asked Bob affably, *“We'll play up,
same ag before 1™

“Ha, ha, ha 1™
“Besst!” gasped Bunter. He was
tired of taking collections! The frst—
and ‘the last—lhiad been heard of Billy's
Hero Fund [

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.

Unexpecied !
HOER study " asked Frank Nugent

after class on Monday.
Harry Wharion shook his
licad,

“No; we can't very well ask EI-:EE to
clear out—and I suppose we can't boot
him out. And we can't have him
present,”

M No fear 1™ agreed Nugent.

The other members of the Co. nodded
AESONIT,

It was rather an important occasion.
That day there were to be guests to tea
—and not, so to speak, comnon or
E;trﬂnn guests, Merjoric Hezeldene and

sra Trevlyn were the distinguished
and honoured guests; they were coming
over from Chft House an their bicyeles,
and Hazel had gone to fetch them, On
such an cecasion the Famous Five would
have preferred to gather in Stud
No. 1, but there was a lion in the pati?;
—in tthe shape of the outcast of the

QT

3kip would be in the study—and that
settled that. Certainly he could not be
asked to join the tea i&l‘t}-‘, and, though
he could have been asked to keep qut of

the study for the occasion, nobedy cared
to ask a favour of him.
“My study ! said Bob Cherry.

“Theve's not so much reom, but it's a
case of Hobson's choice., I dare say the
kid wonld let us have the study if we
asked him, but—"

“T'm not going to ask him 1" said
Harry.

“Well, we ecan’, az woe har him!
Hea's there now,” said Frank., *Let
him keep ihe study, and be blowed to
him ! e can manage all right 1"

“Blow him!" said Johnny Bull,

“Blow youn, if you come to that™
sald & =savcastic voice behind the
juniors, and they all looked round at
once—at Bkip.

They were l]JIFEIISE-iI'tg the matter on
the Remove landing. Skip had gone te
hiz study after class. But he had not,
evidently, remained there—for hera he
was; and, c¢learly, he liad heard the
discussion as he was c¢rossing the land-
mg towards the old cak settes by the
banistors,

He gave the Famouns Five an inimical
sltare.

“Blow the lot of you!" he went on,
“Yon got zomobady coming to tea. "ave
vou, and I am't good enough to be in
the =tudy ?™

“We've got some visitors coming ™
said IHavry Wharton quictly. *“You
don’t know them, so I suppose you don't
want to meet them.™

“That sin’t vour reason!” sneecred
Skip., “You don't want me in the
blaoming study becauze you're down on
me-—and vou got it into your ‘eads that
I pinched that locket! P'r'aps you
think. I'd pick the pockets of your
blooming friends when they come to tea
if I was there!™

The chums of the Remove made no
veply to that. They had not intended
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Skip to hear their discussion, and th
did not want & “row " with him—all
they wanted was to keep him at arms-
length,

Skip stared aggressively from face to
face. But the aggressive look died
away, and he went on, rather un-
exPe::tcdlyr S

‘You can ’ave the blooming study.
It was yourn afore I came ‘ere,
don't want to keep vou'out of it! I'm
goin' down to tea in 'All, if you want
to know, and I don't want the blinkin
study! 'Ave it, and keep it! And I'
steer clenr of it "till your friends ’ave
gone, if you can take a bloke’s word to
that extent 1"

The five were uncomfortably silent.

“You couldn’t ask a blcke to let you
‘ave the study 1 jeered Bkip. “I ain’t
good enough for coveys like you to
speak ‘to, ell, if ;r,'m.:! want {o know, I
knowed you wes ‘aving somebody to
tes, 'cause 1 'eard you say so afore, see,
and ¥ was going to keep out. I've only
boen there to .fetch my blooming

exercises what I've got to do for
Quelch.” .
“You can please yoursell!” eaid
Harry curtly. )
“I'm going tol" grunted Skip. “I

don't want your company any more'n
gun Awant mine, and if you want, tho
lessad study without me in it 'ave it,
end bo blowed! T ¢an sit 'ere and do
my blinking exercises—till the bell goes
for ten—unless,” he added bitterly,
*you think it may do your blooming
fricnds some ‘arm to pass me on the
landing 1 :

And, with that, Skip sat down on the
settee by the bonisters and opened a
writing-ped on his knee,

The juniors exchanged glances, and
then - Wharton said, with xather an
cffort

“Thanks [

“Keep 'em |” granted Skip, withont
]n_::::-lw:iugi up. i

“Wall, that settles it, anyhow !” said
Bob, “Come on; we've got to get the
study ready—wo don't get such dis-
tingnished visitors every day in the
Renwove !

The Co. followed Bob up the passage.

Harry Wharton paused & moment,
glancing at Bkip—but there was, after
all, nglﬁing to be said, and he followed
his friends. After which the Famous
Five were too busy in making the study
presentable before the arrival of the
distinguished guests to bave any further
thought to waste on Skip.

When all was ready they came across
the landing again to go down,

Skip was still seated on the estiee,
deep in his Latin exercise, and he did
not look up #s they passed—neither did
they glance at him. They went down
stairs in o cheery crowd to wait at the
door till Hazel arvived with the two
girls from Cliff. House.

Skip laboured on, and did not leok
up at the little crowd that appeésred
on the landing.

Havry Wharton & Co, and Hazeldene
and Marjorie and Clara came across
from the staira in a cheery little crowd,

Marjorie  Hazeldene's eyes  [ell,
casually and carelessly, on the junior
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ﬂ_t.a_bed by the bangsters -as she passed
im. :

But the next moment her glance was
neither casual nor careless. She stopped

“Why — who—" she exclaimed
breathlessly.

“Why, that’'s the boy!” ejaculated
Miss Clars, in amazement, .

Bkip gave & start. He had heard
those voices before—in a boat on the
river. He lifted his head and stared.
Then he rose awkwardly to his foet,
colouring. '

"It i woul” exclaimed Marjorie,
coming towards him, her hand impul-
sively hold ocut. “Y had no idea that
you were & Greyfriars boy 1”

8kip, crimson, took her hand, blink-
ing at her. He was as etartled and sur-
prized as the two Cliff Houze girls by
this unexpectad encounter.

“Didn't you fellows know?" asked
Clara, locking round st the astonished
faces of the Famous Fiva.

“Eh?! Didn't we know what?" stut-
tered Bob Cherry., ** What the dickens

Do—do you know that chap ™ :
“Has=n"t he told youi”
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“Eh? Whati"”

"He never told -you,” said Mayrjoria,
“0Oh,' I wish I had known before that he
was at Greyiriars! You are a new boy
herve 7" she added, looking st Skip,

“ Yes, miss 1" stammered Skip,

“I am so glad to see you again
Everyone at our school is talking agbout.
what you did for Bessie Bunter, Tt was
50 brave IV

“Oh, it wasn't pothing, ‘miss " stam
mered Skip. “It's ¢ery kind of you,
miss, but it wasn’t nothing, rohow.'

"It was a great deal for Bessie,” said
Marjorie.

“Though she lost her hat 1™ remarked

Clara.

“DBut  what—" exclaimed Harry
Wharton. *Leok here, would you mind
telling us what'you are talking about 1"

“This is the boy who dived into the
Sark for Bessie last Wednesday,” said
Marjorie. -

The Famous Five exchanged a quick
glance. For nearly a week fellows had
been wondering who that unknown heio
was. Now, utterly mae:-:psf:tedifr and
g::{rpﬁsinglj. he had been revealed—in

p

It was startling—it was astonishing:
but' there it wag.

With one accord, the Famous Five

athered round Skip. Whatever He was,

e was the fellgw who had risked his
lifo.lo save & schoplpirl from drowhing,
and the Tamous Five were the {éllows
to do him hongur for the same.

“ 8kip hplunﬁs to our study, as it hap-
pene,” said Harry Wharton. “He's
coming to tea—aren’t you, Bkip?"

“No 1" grunted Bkip, |

"“Dh, please do!” exclaimed Marjorie,
dis:n-arni?g that there was a rift some-
where, though she did not know where
or why, “We'ra so glad to ses you
again, you know I”

“Yes, come on, and don’t be shy!”
encouraged Miss Clara.

Skip grinned.

“Jest as you like, miss,” he said.
*“*Coures I'll do aoything you like t?

And he came !

i

L] L3

T was & very cheery tea in Study

v L. .

True, Marjorie and Clara hardl
_ knew what to make of Bkip, thi:;
bem%' their first experience of that un-
usual momber of the Greviriars Remove.
But t’hei were very kind and swoet to
him, and easily put him at his ease, and
remained elaborately unconscious of his
ﬂl‘?ip!?ﬂd Ws and other unusual manners
nnd - cusloma.

‘After tes, when the chums of the
Hemove wheeled out their machinas to
ride home with Marjorie and Clara,
Skip was left in the study—no longer
with a ¢londed face.

The news was spreading through the
Remove, and a good many fellows came
along to speak to Skip.

Skip was feelin Jug':e:' overwhelmed,
but extremely pleased. It was clear
that, in the Greyiriars Remove, pluck
covered a multitude of sins.

And when the Famous Five came back
from CLf Housa, they came at once up
to ‘the study to see 8kip. They had
made up their minds, and they were
%umg to meke the best of the fellow who

ad risked- hia life "to save another—
whatever else he had done.

Skip grinned as they came in. This
wig hiz happiest day sinos he had becn
at Greyfriars Schbgl,

“Look here Bkip,” said- Harry
Wharton, coming to the point at onee,
“swe—we can't make head or tail of
what vou told- us the other day; but
Mauly-belisves it, apd—and we're jolly
wall going te try to. ~ After what yon
did for Bessie Bunter, nobods’s going Lo
bar you, anyhow."

“*Gld on I said Ekl%: "“If yon want
ta be friendly to & bloke, O.X. I'll be
elad enough. But what I teld you about
that there locket was the truth, and-af
vou can’t swaller it you better keep vour
distance.”™
. Harry Wharton paused a moment,
then he spoke.

“"We believe you. 3kip,” he said,
“It's steep, and you know that as well
as we do; but—well, we've taking your
word. " )

SOV 1™ said Skip.

And that was that | _

Thers wers brighter times ahead for
Eki{: of the Remove—no longer bareed

I
THE END.

by his Formn!

(The mext yarn in this :i??uniring fine
‘gerles. s Lentitled @ “BAD LAy
SIITHY #* Wateh out for it mext
Seturday, chumsal)
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Side-Splitting Serial—Spasm One

THE ST. SAM’S

AMBULANCE! $#;

Featuring the Cheery Schoolboy Chums—
Jack Jolly & Co.

FIRET-AID IN THE FOURTH !
* Doing the eross-word, sir !
Mr. 1. Jolliwell Liekham, the

Fourth Form master at St. Sam’s,

poked his head into the Head’s

study and asked that guestion.
Doctor Birchemall frowned.
Mr. Lickham had asked that
question becawse the Head was

marking up a newspapcr with a |

neil, But by the look on IDoctor
iirchemnall’'s face, Mr. Lickham'’s
shot in the dark was a long way
wide of the marl.

“Cross-word T Pali ! snorted
the Head. ™ I'm serprized at you
anjjesting that a man with a brane
like mine could waste his time on
such a4 pastime ! I don't mind an
intellectual game like noughts and
crogsen, Lickham @ bat for e to do
cross-word puzzles would be &
trooly shocking waste of time ! *

“Borry, sir!"  grinned the
master of the Fourth. * Mito 1
aek, then, what eggsactly vou are
doing "

“ As a matter of fakt, Lickham,
I'm bargain-hunting amongst the
advertizements in this newspaper.”

“Ah! I gee, sir ! " beemod Ar.
Lickham. * Asa rule you make a
Fnint of ticking off cads. And now,
or & champe, vou're ticking off
adg 1

Doctor Birchemall's eggspreasion
thawed a little.

“That'a rather well put, Lick-
ham, considering what a brancless
as3 you areas & rule ! "' he remarked
patrondsingly. " To tell you the
traoth, Lickham, bargain-hunting
amongst the ads in the newspapera
happensto bea little hobby of mine.
Yoy can pick up some really won-
derlul snips at times. Look at this,
for instance:; ‘Feor sale, second-
hand motor-amhbulance in third.
rate condition ; suit first-aid eorps.
Frice, £5." "

My, Lickham seratched his chin
ard grinned.

" All right for anyone who wants
it, I suppose, sir ; but the question
18—

The Fourth Form master never
finished his remarks. Before ha
could do g0, a cyelone in yewman
shape bust into the study, yvelling
wildly

* Quick, sir! Quick ! Feteh the
periice | Fetch the doctor ™

*“ Bless my sola!

* What the thump

Tho twa old fogeya farely blinked.
it was Tubby Barre!l who had bust
in so rudely on their delibberations,
and they didn't need o paiv of field-
glazzes to gee that the fut Fourth-
Former was in a stote of grate
errgitemeant.

Tubby Earrell was in a proper
pannick—they could see that at a
glanee.  His fat neeze were nocking
together and hisa fat chin was
wobbling  fewriously, His  little
eyes were almost bolting out of their

mu}nita! "

" Quick, he gapad,
“ Quieke t SAope

Doctor Bivehiemall rose to his
fesl, looking a little alarmed himself
noaw.,

“What's the matter, Barrell 77

1M

piv 1 M

d

|

he asked. * Has
a berglar theeved

|
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chewersare in bad odour.

There are complaints
about the number of
used pieces of chewing-
gum whick are found

the gkool plate 1

m——_

Ilas the tuck-
shop-dame caupht the measles §

¥ Nunno, sir ! Worse than thot 17
babbled Tubby, “1It'as simply
gersily, sir! I heard about it
while I was standing outside tha
Form-room. 1 happened to stop
near the door to tie up my shoelace
and 1 heard all about 1t ! There'sa
moat dreadful crop of axxidents in
the Fourth, sir! Merry has becen
burned in a firg—-—-"

(1] Eh ? EF

“ Bright has been mawled by a
lion——"

“*Wha-g-g-at !
two mesters,

* Fearless hos been wounded by a
boolit from a pistle, gip——""

“ What the merry dickens——"

“*The Honner-
able Guy de Vera
has fallen into tho

shreelied the

Jack Jolly turned round with o
gasp ;. but when he perceeved
Tubby Barrell at the hack of the
bealia, he grinned.

“What'a happened, =ir?" he
psked. * Tlas Tubby Doarreil Deen
lissening in and getting the wrong
endl of thaetick 2

* He certainly lssened in, Jolly ;
bt ag to gotting thoe wrong end of
the stick, surely your own words
evppled with the site of these poor

amforchunit  viktims  prove ham
corrent 17
“Ha, ha, ha! Not eggsactly,

givr ! " larfest the I;npt.in gf the

Fonrth., ** Nobody has been injured
really ; and just to prove it, T'll
ask all the chaps to stand uap.

river and been
drowned 2

Tubby Barrell
sounded as if he
mtended {0 go on
and on with s
recital of eala-
mitica, But the
beaks waited 1o
hear no .more.
They had heard
enuff already!?
Wearing startled
EgEINressions  on

eir faces, they made a rush {or the
door ; and Tubby volled after them
gt2]l gasping out his list of disasters.

Doctor Birchemall and Mr. Lick-
ham soon reached the Tourth
Form Room. The Head, who was
firast, wrenched at the handle and
flung open the door. Ie simpl
jumped at the site that greoted his
eyes,

Lving about all over the Form-
room  were fellowa swathed in
bandages. Some had handagea on
their heads, some on their feet, and
some on their arms. Altogelthor
there were quite a duzzen of themn ;
and in addition there were about
two duzzen fellows atiending to
them |

*“ B-b.bless myv sole ! pasped
the Head. * Then—then it's troo!”

“Must be, sir!™ agreed Mr,
Lickbam, * I must say I thonght
that Barrell was romancing ; but
this certainly confirms what he
said !

Still further econfirmeation was
fourtheoming a moment later, when
Jack Jolly started giving orders to
the feilowa who were looking after
Lhe mjured.

“Mind how you handle thom,
yvou chapa ! * he cried. * Remember
that Merry has been burned in a
fire, and Bright mawled by a lion,
AT e *

“ Etop Doctor Birchemall
farely bawled out the word, hig
face white with fear, *' I what you
say is correct, Jolly, what has hap-

encd to the Bre T And where is 'F}fﬂ
ion ! And who fived the pistle ¢
And what was de Vere doing in the
viver %

I ¥

Get up and show yonrselves to the |

Head, you fellows ! ™

The next instant all the bandaged
“ecages ™ jumped to their leet!

Doctor  DBirchemall and  Mr.
Lickhnm stared at them in sheer
amapiement.

“ What the mcorry dickens!™
gasped the Head,

Jack Jolly larfed.

* You dida’t think that all those
garstly calamities had happened,
siry olid you T 10 vou did, ﬂHF I can
sy 18 you must bo potty 1

The Head ecullered slitely.

I they didn’t really gﬂppnan,
Jolly, mite T ask what's your 1dea
in pretending that they did 1

“That's easy, sir!” chuckled
the kaptin of the Fourth, ** We're
praktising ficst-nid ! ™

* Oh crama ! "

The Head looked at Mr., Lickham
and Mr. Lickham looked at the
Head. dir. Lickham had (o stuft
his handkerchief into his moull: to
stop  himsell from  busting out
lar']l:ng. But the Head didn't scen
tosre the Dunny side of it 30 casily ;
hi: snovted instead.

“Tah! T knew that all the time,
My only wonder iz that any boy
could be su stupid as to misunder-
stand what was going on. Take a
thowszand lines, Horreil @

And they Head stalked out of 1he
Junior Comnmon-room leaving every
one in fits—wilh tho cggseption,
of corse, of Tubby arrell )

BIRCHY TARKVS COMMAND !

There was a thovghtful gleem in
Doctor Bivchemall's greenish ayoes,
a3 he guitted the Common-room,

'
It remained (here all the evening
rnvdd it was still there when he olled
down Lo breakfust on the foll F-J.ﬂ;g
maorning i

The Head had not doyned to
shnw the salitest interest in the
Feonrth Form First-Aid Corpawhen
Joliy had epgprsplained what -xas
going on in the Fomn.room, But
inwardly he felt more infersl in
it than he would have card to
admit. As (he ovening wore oo, an
tdea bepan to evolve in Dotor
Birchemall's initey brane. By the
maorning that wdea waa fully farmed.

Az soon fs o had finishe " dis
breaklust, the Head rose fromthe
table and went out.  Fellows who
glanced out of the winders saw him
eross the quad and wolk derk to
the gatez. They wondered wliere
the Head was poing; and they
mite well have wondered, too!

The fakt was that he was ping
to 8 second-hand car dealery in
Mugpleton for the purpus of
buying & maotor-ambulance.

* This 15 the wheeze of thetirm.
MNo mistake ebout that | " hemut-
tered to himeelf, as he wilked
through the old pateway of St.
Sam's and put his best foot form ~=d
te the wvillage. "1 have ag. ie
fansy for mysell in the role of First-
Aid Dicktator and this ig jus the
chance to acheeve my ombigsn !
Once L pet that motor-ambakkacs,

E T shinll be weleomed with opensima

in Jolly's Fivst-Aid Corps. .And
once I become chief of the cwrps,
I ghall very quickly turn it o o
munny-making proposiiion”

Doctor Birchemall farely nubbed
his bony hands at the thought.

Heaching Muggleton, he mule a
B.lhine for the second-hand metor-
car dealer’s premises.

The docl was soon done,  Azien,
rugsling fiver changed hands lwsd
ihe Head elimbed into the drver's
seat of the motor-ambulance. Scon
he was speeding along the lag.on
the retuyn jerney to St, Saml

There wns a sensation whe Lhe
Hamd arpived Lack at the skool.
T'gssil, the porter, rushed out fom
hig lodge at the gotes and sired
at tho IHead as though be wmas
staring at an apparitian.

“ Lumnme ' " he cried.
gAYS 15 this "ere
houtbrenk ol scarlet fever

And YFossil returned to his ludge,
looking quite blue.

But Fossil's serprize wns m %og
compared with the serprize of the
St Sam's fellows. They were alnost
parrilised with astonishment. .

“ liratea pip!" they oiup”™ as
they crowded round tho old s stor
amintlance at the foot of the Bliool
House stepa. * What's happeed,
sir ¥ Haa there been on axxident 7

“Not so far, my boys but
axxidents will happen, vou krow,
and it's jusk aa wr!Fm be prepered
for any emergency ! gaid the
Head sacely. 1 will let yor all
ir.tc:-, the secret. 1 have bnght
it

Y Wot 1
Thoy mustbo o

"

“Ye pgods! 2

* Have you gone barmy, sir

M Certainly not ! ™ snorted Doctor
Birchemall. ** This little ambulanee
is coming in jolly useful before I've
finished with it, I ean tell you.
Where'a Jolly 1 **

“ Here I am, sir?

“Ah, Jolly! I want wyou to
assernbull all the members of your
First-aid Corps in the Forme-room
at once. Tell them T have a very
mmportant annowneement to make
to them.™

The kaptin of the Fourth felt
like askin eggsactly what it was.
DBut the Head's word was law at
2t. Sam's, and it didn’t do to
argew the toss with him. 8o, efter
& moment’s hezzitation, he tramped

off, and live minnits later the
Fourth Form INyst-aid Corpes were
waiting  eggspectantly in  their
pluces.

Doctor Eirchemall walked in
arm-n-arm  with BbMr. Lickham.

He was grinning all over his faco,
and he locked as eggsited s a
Second Form fag.

“ Boys,” he cried, * I have some
plezzant news for you! WWhen 1
saw you doing your {irst-aid
praktiss last nite it struck me at
once that there was one thin
above ail other things you neede
to eomplete wour outfit. That
thing was & motor ambulance ! !

“ My hat !

“ My jennerous nature, bLoys,”
continued the Head, with a leer,
“ would pive me no rest aftor that
till I had supplied your need. So
I have plezzure in annpwneing
that 1 have bean out and bought
you & motor ambulance utterly
regardless of coat ! 1

[1] I.‘ﬂw ! T3

“ The magnifiicent vehicle which
at presciit stands outeide the Skool
Houso has cost me a fortune, boys.
But 1 look on it as munny well

spent. Boys, it's youra! ™
The Iourth Formers farely
blinked at the Head, Thoy

couldn't beleeve their ears for o
marment,

Then Jack Jolly recovered him-
sell suflishantly to step to the four.
; H lfe:lm nhﬁem ]f'ﬂr #ihe Head 1 7
e criedl. ™ Hip, hip, hip——"

Needless to pE-'EL F those cheers
were given with harly good will.
The Fourth Form First-Aud Corps
were natcherally delited lo axxept
n motor ambulance, though pri.
vately they couldn't help thinking
that it looked o bit of an old crock.

Doctor Birchemall houghed aa
the chevrs died away. Buf he had
not vet finished.

“ Boys,” he cried, * now that
you have heard that, I have still
another serprize for you—a serprizo
that will ﬂ'ﬁ you with even preater
joy, if 1 am anything of a prophet !
I will not keep you in suspense
any longer. Tha serprize is this:
I have decided to give you the
bennyfit of my vast perience
and axxept the position of President

of your Corps—renaming it the
St. Eam's Ambulance Corpat "

“ Oh erikey |

Lvvidently Doctor Birchemall
wad not auch o grate prophet as
he had fmagined. Judging by the
eggspressions on thoe fellows' faces,
anyway, this second serprize of the
Head'’a was by no means as welcome
as the first. But the Head didn't
seem to potisa this.

' Well, boys, that's that!” he
grinmed. ** Now to close the meet-
ing, we will have three more harty
cheers for your new President—
myself ! ™

The Head then stood back and
waited. But all that he got for
his wait was not three harty
cheers, but three harty groans !

With Doctor Birchemall 2t the
head of things, the moembers of
the 8t. S8am's Ambulance forcsaw
trubble looming ahead of them.

Events were very soon to prove
them right!

{Don’t miss the second long,
leughable instalment of this ripping

about the School House
lately.

Wingate, for instance, or-

deredd young Tubb to stop
ciwpwing the other day and
made him go round aond dis-
gorge the adhesive mass in his
moulh into one of the dust-
bins.
M. Quelch, after discover-
ing & used piece sticking to the
front of his desk, gave fifty
limes all round and promised s
awishing to the firat man he
tound in possession of chewing.
gum,

The Head himself made a
reference to tho ** ill-mannered
habit ™ of eucking ** adheaive
and inedible compounds”
after prayers one moming and
advised addieta to stop it.

S0, you sae, all the signs and
portents point to a8 determined
drive against gum-.chewing at

reviviara.

Well, old pals, T admit that
the gum-chewing fraternity
are jolly carcless in the way
they dispose of their used

You May Hate 'Em—

Says DICK RAKE

BUT GUM-CHEWERS ARE
NOT STUCK UP!

Greylriars gum-ythat a habit that results in

your neighbours' rouths wa.
tering 18 not one that is likely
to commend itself to the heaks
at & place like Greyfriars |

But I'm going to say in
delence of the gum-chewers
that they'ze a checry erowd of
chaps. Of course, that doesn't
appi}y to all of them. I
wouldn't say it of Fishy, for
instance. But, taking them
by and large, they've & genial
gang; and I think that
chewing-gum has something
to do with it.

Gum-chewers say that the
habit helps them to concen-
irate and clears their brains.
I should also add that chewing-
gum helps to siimulate the
gaetric juices. I don't know
quite what this means, but
th?_ﬂﬂj" it on the wrapper
and it sounds good |

In my opinion this gum-
chewers” hunt ought to be
called off before it's begum.
They're a good ¢crowd--not a
bit stuck up.

Let them “CHEWSY for
themselves

What's the difference be-

tween & precipice and tea in

serial next week, chums I—ED.)

products.

I'll grant you, too,

Heall? One is hard to get up,
the other is hard to get down.

" FOR FIGURE TRIM
PROUT STARTS TO SLIM!

Fifth Form Beak’s Secret Qut

iIf vou were anywhere near
the School House one porticular
day last week wou probably
heard a viclent explosion that
alraost rocked the school build-
ings fo theiv foundations.

You will be interested to
know that it ¢id not come from
the chemical laboratory.

Az o mualter of Juet, it came

from Masters’ Colnmon-room
and was caused by Lirry Laos
celles asking FProuly if he had
gver thought of going in for
reducing !

It's an honest fact, lada, the
checry old Filth Form beak
nearly burats with rage if anyone
suggestz that he's fut |

Needless to say, howevers
that doesn't worry us. We
heve a duty to our readers—
a duly to report the truth, the
whaole truth, end nothing but ;
and we don't shrink from it,
whoever wo offend.

In the interesle of truth, we
assert here amd now that AMr.
Prout has been getting [atter
and fatter lately. That's no
seeret, anyway; yYou can ece
it for yoursell. What d2 a
socret i3 that he's actually
going in for slimming !

Don't for goodness’ salke ask

him whether it's true.  He'll
slpughter you if you de. It is
truc, anyway; our investi.

gations leave no doubt about it

Bpeciul ** Greyfriars Herald ™
newshounds were detailed  off
oo day last weck to wateh
Lhim  yight through the day.
They reported ng follows :

Mr. Prout got out of bed Ly
raising himsell’ on to hiz neclk
and doing a somersanlt on to
the bLed-room floor, He then
wonl o a capboard, which ho
unlocked, boinging to light a
skipping-rope. Yor five
minuiea alter that ho indulged
i vigorous round of skippime.
o looked like pgolng on lor
win hour, but Wingate, whose
study was on thoe floor below,
came up with a rush Lo report

e e i S T

that hia ceiling was down:
and Mr. Prout decided to stop,

After dressing, he quitted the
House. He walked with his
usual precise ond pompous
gait. Nobody looking at him
would have guessed what he
was going to do next. But all
the some, he did it. Believe
it or not, he reached & quiet
eorner at the back of the chapel
and 1mmediately broke into n
wild and whirling gallop, which
ho leept up till brekker,

After brekker, consisting, by
the way, of ono piece of dry
toast and two cups of tea, Mr.
Prout doliberately olimbed all
the stairs in the House till he
renched the box-rooms at the
top. His czcuse was that he
wanted to examine one of his
boxes : but we have our news-
hounds’ word forit that hadidn't
aven glance at the boxes when
he arrived. What he did do,
having, as ho thought, made
gsure that nobedy was looking,
was to slide down the banisters
Irading to the foor below |
He then trotied up again, and
ripeated the performance half.
a-tlozen timmea.

Seriously, if Frouly goes on
like this, he'll ba getting & good
deal more than tﬁﬂ trim fgura
at which he's aiming—or, oo
correctly, LESS ! We can ses
him simply wasting away to a
shadow, We ean hear hia rich,
fruity woice becoming a thin,
piping treble. Wo can imogine
his hair-raising storica of big-
game hunting degenerating into
mere Hy-swatting ancedetes,

But on the othier hand aome.
thing tella va that it will never
become o8 bad ws that |



