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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Coker Goes It!

a DOK out!"
“It's Coker!™

Tramp! tramp! tromp!
“Lreat Beott!”
Tramp! tramp! tramp! Jingle! jingle! jingle! tramp!
There was a roar of vowes in the old Close of Greyfriars.
dlows ran from all directions, masters came to their study
wwmdows ; even on the onicket-ficld, where the Bixth were
plaving the Fifth, play ceased, and the erickoters stared
sowards the scens of the uproar. Even Billy Bunter came
sut of the tuckshop to see what wus going on, with a half-
spnsumed jam-tart in his hand.

A big, raw-bonod horse was ocarcering wildly across the

we, with a Fifth Form fellow in the saddle striving in
pzan to control him.

LUokor of the Fifth—for 1t was the groat Coker—dragged at
e reins, and punched the ribs of his steed with his heels,
=md roarmd at the horse as thnugh he E'l:[_lm:tuﬂ the animal to
enderstand English; but his dragzing, his punching, and his
rsaring only seemed to have the effcct of further execiting
ghe excited animal
The horse had the bit between his teeth, and was quite
ot of hand, and he was going at full carcer, and Coker could
=s more stop him than he could have stopped a runaway

codnot1ve,

There was a rush of the fellows in the Close to get out of

= WaAY.

Scattering before the charge of the big, raw-boned “ gee-
gee ” and the frantio rider, the Greyiriars fellows yoelled
. ¢ to Coker—mostly in 2 humorous stramn.

“ Put the bruke on, Coker!"”

~ Back-pedal, you ass!”

*“ Let go the anchor!™
Pat some salt on s taa] I*
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“ Gorrout of the way!" gnsped Coker. * 1 kik-kik-can’s
stop him!"'

** Ha, ha, ha!"

The way Croker's feet were going looked, indeed, as though
he was trying to back-pedal with the stirrups. His cap had
been blown off, and his hair was flving in the wind. Flis
face was erimson with excitement and exertion,

Thoe horse seemed bent upon charging divectly at the wall
of the schoolhouse: and f he had done so, the carcer of
Coker of the Fifth wouwld have come to a very sudden
termination, and the Fifth Form at Greyfriars would have
been deprived of one of its brightest ornaments, But it
appeared to bo only his fun, after all, for within six feet of
the wall he suddenly wheeled, and dushed away towards the
Hrad's garden.
~ Behind the galloping horse the crowd of fellows closed up
in pursuit.

“ Take the gate, Cokor!™

“Hold on to his cars!"

“ Btick to it, Coker! Hurray!"

Coker had lost the reins now, and was holding on to mane
and saddle. His knees clasped the ribs of the horse, and
the stirrups flew free. The yells of the juniors scemed to
spur on the steed to greater elfforts. He was charging at the

ute into the Head's garden, and this time he did not turn
E:u*k- He took the gote at & bound, and landed in the
E:ll""‘"‘. ll.l"l‘li tr“IHPIE’I! ACTOSS lhi! ﬂ"‘!"r\'f'r'l"f\'ll.'}.

“0Oh, my hat!" gasped Bob Cherry, of the Remove.
“ There will be a row about this! This is too rich—even for
Coker!"'

“1 didn't know Coker was a giddy horseman before!™
ejanculated Harry Wharton.

“ He's giddy, if not a horseman,” chuckled Nugent.

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!"

Y Go it, Coker!" roared Peter Todd.
next!™

““ Ha, ha, ha!"

“Try the greenhouse

August 2nd, 113,
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Gosling, who added the duties of a gardener to those of &
porter, was in the garden, and he jumped out of the way of
Cokoer's charging steed just in time. Gesling, crimson with
rage, rearcd at the unhappv Fifth-Former:

“Get hout! Take that there 'orse out of 'ere!
me, Master Coker! T report yer!
beds ! Waot 1 says is this "ere o

But Coker did not stay to listen to what Gosling had to
say. He couldn’t. His frantic steed charged down the gravel

ath, and then came charging back. 1t really looked as i
EE wore going to take the greenhouse next, and the results
would huve besn disastrous if he had done so. Goslin
picked up a big garden-broom and smote at the steed, ane
turned him aside. The smite took elfect chicfly on Coker's
leg, and Coker yelled:

" Yaroooh !"

“Get hout!" roared Gosling.
You "euar me?"”

“I kik-kik-can't!™

Gosling made another smite with the breom, and the horse

arged away at the gate. The gate was crowded with
jumiors, but they scatiered at once to give the runaway
room. The horse came thundering over, Coker chinging
wildly to his back,

** S.g-stop himn, somebody " shricked Coker. ** Hold him!
1l!:'rc:rl.l‘.vt;'r-—l',inr*-:-r:—-‘_5;4::-1.| fatheads, come and lend me a hand!

ow!"

“ Go it, Coker!”

‘“ Hang on to s cars!"

* Hurray !”

“Oh, erumbe! I shall be ki-ki-killed!
him! Help! Yarooh!"

Away went the frantic stoed, Coker's yells and punches
and kicks having driven him into almost a state of lunacy
hg' this time. He charged down on the pluying-fields, and
there was & roar from the oricketers:

“ Keep off I

“ Lot away !™

“ Don’t ride on the pitch, you idiot "

_ Coker didn't want to ride anywhere, but he had no chnice
in the matter. The horse trampled over the cricket-pitoh,
amid yells of indignation from the Fifth and Sixth. Wingate,
the eaptain of Greyfriars, rushed up with a bat fAourishin
in the air, and the horse swung away from him and dash
towards the viion, Half a dozen fellows with stumps
hiaded him off, and he came whirling back into the Close,

Tramp! tramp! tramp! Clattor! jngle!

“ Hurray 1"

“Go it, Coker!"

Hurry Wharton made n.diump to catch the lashing reins,
but he did not succeed, and ho jumped back just in time to
savo himsclf. Coker and the horse charged on. Upon the
steps of the School House a red the reverend form of
Dr. Locke, the Head of Greyfriars, He raised his  hand
commandingly to the hapless rider,

** Coker, stop this at once! How dare you ride about in
the Close in this reckless manner? 1 command you to cease
this ridiculous exhibition mmediately 1™

But the Head's command was of mno more avail than
Canute’s commands to the waves. Coker would have stopped
the exhibition, with all his heart; but it did not depend on
Coker.

Tramp! tramp* tramp !

: D!L crumbs! I shall be kik-kik-killed! Yarooh (™

What-ho, she bumps!" yelled Johnny Bull.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

* Dear me ! exclaimed the Head.
be out of control. Pray stop him!"

Wharton and Peter Tvnﬁ:i sitececded in getting hold of the
reins at last. The steed was dragged to a halt, and Coker
elid over his tail, und rolled on the ground. He sat up,
almost at the doctor's feot, and blinked at him.

:: 'I{flwk! ow! ow!"”

.‘:: ‘.‘r rl-l

“Yow-ow.ow !"’

You ‘ear
Look at them Aower-

"“Take that "orse away!

Somebody  stop

** The horse appears to
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Peter Todd of the Remove vaulted lightly into the saddl
and had the horse under control at once. The Head fixec
his eyes sternly upon Coker, and Coker blinked at the Head,

“ Coker, are you hurtt”

1" Uw! ¥Yes! T think all my banes are broken ! groanod
Coker. * I've spramed every ankle I've got, and broken all
my ribs, I think—uand my backbone—ow!—and my neck!
Groogh 1"

“*Ha, ha, ha!"

“Tou't be absurd, Uoker! You have certamiy not broken
your neck, or your backbone,” said the Head, frowning.

“ Well, I fecl as if 1 have, sir!" gasped Coker, staggering
to his feet. * I don't know what was the matter with the
horse. He's quict enough now.™

“ Because he's got o chap on his back who can ride!™
grinned Todd.

** Oh, that’s all rot! I'm a good rider.”

" You certainly do not scem a good rider, Coker!” said
the Head severely. ** And you should not have brought
that horse into the Close. ou have done wvery great
dambge. What did yoi do this ridiculous thing for?™

“1—I'm practising, sir,”" said Coker. *‘1 just rode him
in to show the {cllows how 1 could manage him, and, some-
how or other, he ran off with me. 1 think it must have been
Todd's faco that frightened him. Ow !

“Take the unimﬂf pwny ot onece!l” said the Head.

“ Certamnly, sir. I'll ride him back to Friardole——""

“ You wiﬁ do nothing of the kind, Coker! 1 forbid you
to mount that horse again. Pray take him away!"”

“Yos, sir,” said Peter cheerfully. And the l}'eud, frown-
g, went into the House again,

" Look here, that's my horse, you checky fag!" shouted
Coker. ** You just get off, and give him to me."

Peter Todd chuckled.

“No fear! I'll take him back to the livery stables for
YOW.'

Coker did not seem grateful for that kind offer. He rushed
nt the horse, and Peter rode away to the gates with Coker
in hot pursuit. They disappeared out of the school gates,
leaving the crowd of fellows yelling with laughter.

“Well," said Bob Cherry, wiping his eyes, * this is the
first time I've seen Coker trying to witeh the world with
noble horsemanship, as Spokeshave says—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

" He sawl he was proctising,” grinned Johnny Bull. "I
think he will want a lot of practice, if that's the way he
begins. I should advise him to have a Bowden brake put on
next time,""

** Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker came in red and dusty a quarter of an hour later.
He had not suceeeded in catching Peter Todd. That eheeriul
youth was enjoying a canter in the lanes on Coker's horse.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Bunter's First Lesson |
“y 'VE got. it!”
Peter Todd uttered that exclamation ns he came to
a halt in Friurdale Lane. It was-some hours after tho
adventure—or, rather, the misadventure—of Coker of
the Fifth, and Pcter had taken the horse back to the livery-
stables in Friardale.

Peter was not alone now. ITis study mates in Na. 7 Study
were with him—his cousin Alonzo, and Billy Bunter, and Tom
Dutton, the deaf junior.

“ Anything to eat?”

“ (3ot what?" asked Billy Bunter.
**No, nss! Look at that!"
Peter Todd pointed to a notice pinned upon the trunk of a
tree.  The juniors gathered round und regarded i, Billy
Bunter blinking at it through his big spectacles. The notice

TR
“"FRIARDALE FLOWER SHOW
AND BPORTS!

PONY RACES AND JUMPING!"

Thero was a picture of a rider taking a hedge, and in
smaller l¥-ril'.|t particulars of the show and the races, and the
prizes offered,

“I've seen that before!" grunted Bunter,

“I've got it!" repeated Peter Todd emphatically.

“Got what, my dear Peter!"" asked Alonzo Todd,

“ That's what Coker was riding that geegee for,"" explained
Peter. ** He said he was practising. Coker's entered for the
pony races!”

“The ass!"” said Bunter. * He can’t ride for toffee. I'm
a jolly gmd rider myself-—T dare say I could rope in those
prizes, if it were worth the fag!"

Peter grinned.

* You're going to have a chance, my fat tulip," he said,

“THE [raw] toreLAn”
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Peter Todd pointed to the notice pinned on the trunk of the tree, * That was what Coker was riding the gee-gee

' for,” he explained.

“ Coker’s entered for the pony races.”

“The ass | " sald Bllly Bunter., “1am a jolly good

rider mysell. | dare say I could rope in the prizes If It were worth the fag 1™ (S: Chapter Z.)

“Dh, really, Todd " _

“ We're going to enter for the pony races,’”" said Peter
cheerfullv. “I'm & good rider, and Alonzo can ride, though
ba can't do anything else—"

“My dear Peter—"'

“1 said that we're going to make No. T top study in the
Bemove,” continued Peter Todd. * I've got pretty rotten
materials to work with, | know—""

“ Look here, Todd—"'

“But it's a bad workman that quarrcls with his fools—I
mean his tools,”” said Peter. ** We are all going to enter.”

“*Well, I don't mind,” said Bunter thoughtfully. “*I'm a
good rider, I don’t want to swank, but I will say that there
sre vory foew fellows who ean manage a horse like me.”

“It"s hard enough to manage a donkey like you,” Peter
remarked.. * But I'm going to manage you all right. You're
going to practise 2

“I don’t mind. Of course, you'll have to find the money
for if]iring ponies and things, and you can have it back out
of tho prize.”

Peter Todd rubbed his hands gleefully. It was hia great
smbition to make his study top study in the Remove, but con-
sidering the quality of his comrades he had all his work cut
out to make Harry Wharton & Uo. take a back seat.

Billy Bunter was chi-fly distinguished as being the fattest
junior at Greyfrinrs. Alonzo Todd was the most amiable
vouth in the world, but had no other great distinction. Tom
Dutton was a handsome and sturdy fellow, but he was deaf.
Dat Peter Todd never turned back after setting his hand to

Tur Macxer Lispary.—No. 286.

NEXT
MONDAY:

“SELF-DENIAL WEEK AT GREYFRIARS!"

the plough, and certainly it could not be denmied that he
had made his mark in the Remove.

“Can you ride, Dutton?” Peter demanded.

“Eh?" said Dutton.

“Can you ride?’

* Certainly not.”

“Then you'll have to learn,” said Peter, bawling.

“Learn to put on side ?™ said Dutton, in surprise. ** ['m not
going to do anything of the sort. I'll leave that to Bunter."

“Oh, crumbs! 1 said can you nde?’ shricked Peter.

“0Oh, ride!"” said Dutton. ** Why don’t you spenk plamly?
Yes, 1 ean ride all right—I was brought up among horses
It wouldn't be a bad idea to enter for that pony race,
Toddy."

“"That's just what I've been saying."”

“Eh? It wouldn't be playing,” sakl Toem Dutton, with a
shuke of the head. '* Lots of fellows will enter—young farmer
chaps round here, as well as Greyfriars fellows, and perhaps
some of the Highcliffe chaps. It won't be casy.”

“We're going to enter!"” bawled Peter. ** All four of
us "

“Good!" said Tom “I'm glad I
thought of it."

“ You didn't think of i, chump; 1 thought of it, josser!™

“Eh?"

“My dear Peter,” said Alonzo, "' it doea not really matbor
who thought of it, so long as we enter and are successful
in obtaining the prizes.”

“ Not much chanee for you chaps if T enter,” said Tilly

Dutton cheerlully.

A Bplondid Complcote Tale of Harry
pII'Ih-rtnn & Co, Order Earily.
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Bunter, “Of course, you might take second and third
rizes and keep them in the study. Wharton and his lot will
bound to enter when they hear of this."

“ We've pot to beat No. 1 Study!” said Peter firmly.
“ It won't very hard to beat Coker of the Fifth—but
Wharton is a tough customer—and Bob Cherry can ride.
We've got to show them that No. 7 is top study in the
Remove,”

" You leave it to me,"” said Bunter airily,

Peter Todd snorted.

“I'm going to put you through some practice, and sce
what you can do,"”" he said. ' Come on!"

_l\uj Peter started towards the willage, His companions
followed him—Peter was accustomed to giving orders in No,
T Study, and he never allowed his orders to be guestioned.
I’eter Todd was an exceedingly masterful youth.

“Going to practise now !’ asked Bunter.

“You are,” said Peter,

“Oh, good! Get me a really good horse, and 1'll show
vou what riding 18, "said Bunter. i

“I'm going to get a horse that suits you,” said Peter—
““a wooden one."”

* Wha-a-at!" ! ) .

“ You know that's how they practise riding in the Army,”
said Peter. *“* When a chap joins a cavalry regiment, if he
can't ride, he's put on a rocking-horse to practize. It teaches
bhim to keep his seat, you know—and gets him used to the
kind of geezee that is supplied by the War Office in war time,
That's how you're going to begin." _

Rilly Bunter glared at his study leader through his spee-
tacles in speecliless wrath. .

“ You—vou ass!" he spluttered at last. “*If you think
I'm going to ride a rocking-horse you're jolly well mistaken.
I won't!”

“ Eh1™

“1 won't! l—ow—ow! Leggo my car, you fathead

“You won't?' said Peter agreeably, compressing the grip
of his finger and thumb upon Billy Bunter's fat ear. ** Did
you say you won't!”

“Ow, ow! 1 really weant to say—yow !'—that I won't
mind, if you think it's H':n"f necessary—yarooh !

* Good !"" suid Peter. ‘' That's scttled, then!"

And Peter Todd halted outside the tovshop in Friardale
Iigh Street. The toys and games emporium of Friardale
was not o large estublishment; but Peter had noticed a
gigantic rocking-horse in puassing the shop, which was kept
rather for show than for sale. He marcired his companions
into the shop.

Mr. Wicks, the proprietor, who supplicd bats and balls and
nets and other things of a like sort to the G;gfriaru fellows,
came forward most politely, rubbing his hands.

* What can I do for yvou, Master Todd?' he asked. 1
have some splendid new bats in, which I am now sclling under
—ahiem '—cost price——"'

“T'm looking for a horse,” said Peter.

* A—a—a horse!" raid Mr. Wicks. I do not supply
horsee, Master Todd. You must go to the livery stables for a
horse."’

“ 1 snean a wooden one,” explained Peter.
wooden do."”

Mr. Wicks politely laughed at that excerabile pun.

" Oh, you want a rocking-horse ! he said. ** A present for
some little brother at home, T presume. Very good—very

e
L

“A live one

rood ! Look at this one—inore than half life-size—in splendid
condition—sliglitly thop-sciled, and therefore remarkably
cheap——"

“It's for Bunter,” said Peter Todd, ' Can he try it now "’

" Ahern ! Cortamly " Mr. Wicks, trying to conceal his
astonishment at the iden of a fellow of Bunter's age requiring
a rocking-horse, dragged out the horse, ** Pray mount it now,
Master Bunter. 1 am sure you will like at."”

“We don't want to buy it outright,” saud Peter,
to hiro it for Bunter, after he's tried at."

"“Quite so—quite =o; you shall have it on the most reason-
able terms, and I will send it to the scliool bv the earrier,”
said the obliging Mr. Wiks. " Pray use this chair to mount,
Master Bunter."”

Billy Bunter gave Peter a glance of speechiless fury. But
Peter's steely eyve was upon hun, and he did not dare to dis-
obey. He mounted upon the chair, and put one fat leg over
the back of the rocking-horse,

The wooden animal plunged forward under his weight,
and DBunter gave a :l.'t"!l and elasped his arms round the
wooden neck. Peter Todd pulled the chair away, and set
the horse into still more violent motion. Bunter clung on
frantically,

“Etoppt!” he roared. ** Lemme get a seat, you idict.’”

A jolly good riuder like vyou can get a scat while the
horse is gﬂing,“ chuckled Peter,
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1 f?wz {l}h_ really "

Y81t bight! Put vour kiuees 1 A

s Lk y in, you fat duffer

* Hold on, . fathead.”

Bunter got astride of the saddle somehow, and received
the rcins from the grinning Dutton. He bestowed a glare

upon Peter Todd that would have shrivelled that junior up,
il glares could shrivel. Mr. Wicks stood back smiling.

o™it on it as if it were a horse, and not a fence,” yelled
Peter. * Hold the reins like reins, not like tiller-lines. Have
some sense, fathead."

“Ow! Don't work it so fast—yah!"
" A real hurse wouhld ﬁ“ laster Weagn wat !

" Oh, dear! Oh I-I | fall off! Yah!™
“1f you can’t ride, it's time you learned,” said Peter
calmly ; and he shoved at the rocking-horse with more energy

than ever.
Ow! Oh! Yow! Leave off! Yah!"

LS 1 I | TP

“ Oh!

The rocking-horse was in violent motion now. DBunter
swung backwards and forwards, popping up and down in
the saddle, and kicking wildly to get ilﬁﬁ fect into the stirrups.
He plunged forward suddenly upon tho horse's neck. There
was an exclamation of alarm from Mr. Wicks.

" Look out!"

But it was too late. Bunter's weight was a little too much
for the rocking-horse. It heeled over on its head, and Bunter
sliot across the wooden head, and landed sprawling on the

counter.

Crash! Crash! Crash!

Ericl!:(*t-burﬂ and fishing-rods, and balls and rackets went
t-littﬂrmﬁ to the floar. Billy Bunter sprawled among them,

HOw!” roared Bunter. ' I'm imjured! Yarooh! I'm
killed! Oh!"

" Get on aguin ! roared Feter.

** Yarcoh !

“ Ahem!" suid Mr. Wicks, hastily. * Perhaps Master
Bunter will huve maore room for practice at--at the school,
Master Todd, Really——""

“Yarooh! I won't get on again! Yah!™

Billy Bunter rolled off the counter, and, dodging Peter
Todd, rolled out of the shop.

" Coma back!” shouted ?"efr:r.

But for onece Billy DBunter did not obey the voice of his
leader. He was sprinting away towards Greyfiriars as fust
as his fat little legs could ecarey him.

‘“ All screne; send the horse along, Mr Wicks" sand
Peter. And the Co. left the shop.  They came up with
Bunter at the gates of Greyfriare, Billy Puntor blinked at
I"eter with o look as if he could have eaten him.
hn“ [vaﬂ vou told themm to =end that rotten horse!” he

wled.

“Yesa. You start practice to-morrow,”

“1 won't! I'm not going to. 1 Leggo my car!™
J-'I:ilﬂd Bunter. ' I'll begin as carly as you Frl-u-, Tudd, old
e p.Tl‘

“ Righto!" grinned DPeter Todd. And he walked in at
the pates; and Hill}' Bunter shook n furious Bst after hon,

R

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Coker on the War Path!

- HERE'S Inky*’
The chuins of the Remove were gathered in
Study No. 1 for tea. Harry Wharton and Frank

Nugent were the owners of the study, but Bob
Cherry and Johnny Bull and Turrce Jamset Ram Singh
were as much at home there as in their own quarters.

There was & feed of unusual splendour on the table—hot
buttered muffins, sardines, jam and marmalade, and cake of
two kinds—so it was natural that the faces of the Remove
chums should wear cheerful expressions. They had been
laying the Upper Fourth in a match, and had beaten them
\:_..- thirty runs, another cause of satisfaction. Johnny Bull
and Boly Cherry had arrived to grace the festive board with
their presence, as n novelist would say; but Hurree Singh—
fumiliarly known as Iuky, from his beautiflul complexion—
had not vet turned up.

Bob Cherry put his head out of the study doorway and
bawled.

“Toky!"

“The comelulness is terrifiec, my worthy chum,’
the soft voice of the dusky Nabob of Bhanipur,

“* Muffins are done,” said Dob.

“1 am here, my esteemed and ludrierous chum,"” sad
Inky, coming into the study with a broad grin on his brown
face. "1 have been talklully conversing with the honour-
able and estecmed Bunter, and have learned the news."

"“"What's the news?" asked Nugent. ** Some more of Peter
Todd's blessed tricks?"

“Quitefully 0. My esteemed chums have heard of the
Flower Show in Frnardale?™

" replied
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" Yeos,' said Harry Wharton. *“It's under the patronage
of the vicar, old Lamboe—I heard him tell tho Head that Eu
' omd it would be a greatah success than evnh this yah.'"”

The juniors chuckled at that excellent rendering of the
exosllent Mr. Lambe's accent.

‘ There are ponyful races as well as a flowerful show,” ex-
Ehmml Hurrre Singh," and T have been told by the estermed

unter that No. 7 Study have entered.”

“ Like their cheek,” said Bob. ** I can imagine the Funny
Four on horseback—especially Bunter, He would want a
dray-horse to carry bim, I should think. As for Dutton,
he wouldn't hear the pistol go off to start them.”

** Ha, ha, ba!” ‘

““And Alonzo—ye gods and little fishes!" said Nugent. ** It

would be uulx kind to advise him not to do it without the
aid of a net.

Wharton frowned over his muffins.

“This Study can't be left out,"” he remarked. *“ 1 had

thought about the blessed pony races, but we shall bo so busy
with the ericket 1 let it slide. I suppose that's what Coker
was practising for—to ride at the show. There will be
casualties if they let himm in. It's up to us not to let No.
' | Eﬂt ahead.” -

But we don't want to follow their lead," said Nugent.
“ We've done some gardening in our time; we might go in
for the flower part of the bizney. What about raising>some
spacial Spanish onions, or something like that—warranted to
kill at forty rods."

“ Peter Todd can ride," said Harry thoughtfully. * I don't
think it would be quite ericket to enter against him, be-
cause—well, you chaps know I can ride; and as he's entered
first, it would look rather rotten to step in later and rope off
the ﬁ:ﬂ. 1 think I should do it easily enough—without gas,
you know."

“1 know you would," sssented Nugent. ** Let Toddy go
in and win, and give his blessed study a leg up. But we
ought to havo a show of some sort. I den’t know whether
we sould exhibit Inky as the only known specimen of the
black tulip——"'

“Ha, ha, ha!" : i

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grinned good-naturedly. Il
was scoustomaed to little jokes nbout Lis complexion.

¢ Weo'll make the flowers our department,”” said Wharton.
“ After all, wo've done somo gardening, and we can do it
again. Roses are the thing: we can get ome tips from

mg—-—"" : -

"Htwu give him somo tips in return,” grinned Nugent.

““ And you can learn a lot of things out of a book about
gardening,” said Bob Cherry wisely, * Might make a
egular iuw of it, and show them that we can do some-
thing as well as play cricket.  Wo'll raiso some splendid
Glaw de Deejong——"'

“ Bomo which?" _

“ Glaw do Desjong,” said Bob. _

“ What's that some Oriental Hl-nnt_‘?" asked Nugent in-
hmntlr. “ Have you ever heard of it, Inky? Is it Hindu-
stanee?"”

“ [ have never heard the estermed word before, my worthy
chum. Porhaps it is Chinese,” murmured the nabob.

“1t's French,” roarcd Bob Cherry. " Don't vou know
what Glaw do Deejoug i3?  It's the name of a rose.™ _

“1g it ? Jolly queer name for a pose,”" snid Nugent, with a
shake of the head. * Does it mean anything ?

“ [t means Gloary of Deejong, of course, ‘f'|thmﬁ."

© (iloiro de Dijon," saul Wharton, laughing.

“ That's what 1 said,"”” growled DBob Cherry. “ Glaw de
Decjong. Pass tho muflins.” e .

A fat face, with a pair of spectacles aderning it. looked into
the study. Bob Cherry picked up a muffin and took aim,
and the fat face dodzed behind the half-open door.

“1 say, you fellows—"" ;

“ Come in, Bunter,”” said Bab Cherry kindly,
one muflin for you as soon as you show your nowe.'”

“ Oh, really, Cherry, I was going to say that I'd ke you
fellows to come to tea in my study; but as vou're having
tes, I'Nl have tea with vou, of vou like,” said Billy Bunter,
still keoping in cover of the door. "1 say, you know I'm
going to stand a first-class feed when T get the first prize in
the pony race.”

“ Whon ! chuckled Bob Cherry. o

“1f yon fellows would like to enter. T'll give you some
coaching, if vou like,” snid the Owl of the Remove, still
hohind the door. **I'm a fliest-class rider. You remembeor
how I rode your pony when I was at vour place, Wharton."

“ There's

“ Ahem! Look here, you chaps, I'm coming in to tea
Ow! Ow! Yow! Leggo my ear, Todd, you Denst ! Yah!"

“1 remember you mnearly broke his knees,” growled
Wharton.

Thore was a bump in the passage.

“ Srady Nao. T {lnusﬂ't go rownl asking itself to tea,"
growled the voice of Peter Todd. * 1've mentioned that to
you before, you hounder. Koep up the dignity of the study.”

“T'm hungry,” roared Bunter, “You don't give me
enough to cat m No. 7. IT you don’t look out I'll change
back into No. 1, where [ used to bel™
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“That you jolly well won't " called out Nugent, with a
chuckle. — ““Peter the Great is welcome to you, you fat
bounder !

“ Your h'l'{l'ﬂﬂ has come" said Peler.
i}{egu}r practice now. Come on!

aR.

“Oh, really, Todd——""

“Shall I help you along, Bunter 1

“ Look here, Tadd! I-—— Yah! It's all right, you beast,
I'll come !"" wailed Dunter. And Billy Dunter's voice died
HWIL{' down the passage.

* What the dickens are they up to?" ejaculated Wharton.
““He says the horse has been put into the Rag, They'll get
mto a row if they bring a horse indoors." gl

* Better go down and see what thi kids are up to,” grinned
Bob Cherry. *““May suve them from getting their little
selves a l.in:ﬂ:rin Al

And the Famous Five hurriedly finished thoeir fea, and
descended to the Hag—the large room on the ground foor of
the School House, which was used by the juniors for neet-
ings, debates, theatrical performances—and other perform.
ances. Quile a crowd wos gathering in the Rag and about
the doorway when the Famous Five arrived, and all of them
were grinning. :

“T guress this takes the biscnit!” remarked Fisher T. Fish,
;;I'hr #n}mrieau junior. ** Bunter's learning to ride! Ha,

ﬂ. a 4lll
B““Hns ho really got & horse in there!” demanded Johnny
ull.,

i Y".‘P-il

“Only a wooden one,” chuckled Tom Brown,
teaching him to ride like & giddy cavalryman.”

“* Oh, my hat!"

The chums of the Remove pushed their way in. In the
middle of the Rag wase hugo wooden rocking-horse—supplied
h?’ the obliging Elr. Wicks on hire. In the midst of n oircle
of grinning juniors, Billy Bunter was receiving instruction
in thoe noble art of horsemanship. He was.standing with one
foot jn the stirrup, and Peter Todd was encouraging him to
mount, using his boot for that purpose.

" Lemme have a chair to mount from," gasped Bunter.
*“The beastly thing won't keep still! If you kick mo again,
you beast—— Ow! I'll get on!"

* Ha, ha, ha!"

Bunter made a wild plunge, and not only got on, but got
ovor, and fell into Tom Dutlon’s arms on the other side.
Dutton rolled him over on the floor

Y Vaulting ambition, which o'erleaps itself and falls on
t'other sido!™ chuckled Nugent, who was well up in hia
Shakespeare,

“ Hs, ha, ha!” g

Bunter sat up on the floor. Peter Todd gently stirred him
with his foot,

“ You everedid it that time, Bonty! Try again!”

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!" exclaimed Bob Cherry. * Hereo
comrs Unker on the warpath !

Coker of the Fifth, with a decidedly angry brow, strode
into the Rag.

" You're guing o
They've put him in the

* Peter's

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Coker is Sorry!

OKER was locking *““ wrathy," and there was no doubt
that he was, a3 Bob said, on the warpath. He took
no notiee of the grinning juniors or of the rocking-
horse.  Ile strode straight up to Peter Todd and

shook a huge fist within an inch of Peter's somewhat pro-
minint nosoe,

“ Bee that 7" he roared.

Peter did not even duck his head back. He regarded
Caker's big fist with calm attention,

LClertwinly ' ha watd, with moeknets that wonld have dana
credit to his cousin Alonzo, “In my opinion it wants
washing.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Do you want it on ;]-n:-ur nose "’ roared Coker.

Todd looked surprised.

“ No, my dear Coker! Then my nose would wont wash-
ing, too."

“1T'm not going to have it!” spluttered Cokor.

“My nose?"”

““No, vou nsa! Your eheok ™

“ My choek ' said Peter Todd, in surprise. * But I'm not
going to give you either my nose or my cheek, Coker.”

“You—vou—yon young rotter! I'm fed up with your
cheek ! Do you understand ¥

“No, I don't,” said Poeter, shaking his head. “ T you
were fed up with my cheek, I should think you were a
cannibal. But—" 3

A Splandid Complote Tale of Harry
Wharton & Co, Order Early,
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““1 hear you've enterad for the pony races in Friardale.”

“ Quite s0."

“ Well, I'm not going to allow it. I've entered, and I'm
not going to have jumor kids racing along with me. You
ought to umlr-rsl:uncf) that you must keep out of these things
when the Fifth take them up. I won't have it—see?"

I you are alluding to the prize, I agres with you,”
¢aid Peter calmly. ‘' You eertainly won't have that.”

"I'va come to tell YYGH’ ' said Coker sulphurously, ** that
"-'T,ff’ to chuck it! You're to take your silly name off the
150 ¢

" What for " demanded Peter,

. Because I'm not gowmg to have fags riding against me,”
smid Coker, with great loftiness.

" But I'sha’n’t ride against you unless you get in my way,
and you won't get ahesad enough for that,”’ said Peter
imnoeently,

There was a yeoll of laughter from the juniors—not so much
at Peter's humour as at Horace Coker's expression. The
Fiith-Former seemed on the verge of an explosion.

'"" Look here——"" h¢ spluttered.

“Oh, draw it mild, Coker!"” exclaimed Harry Wharton.
*“The pony race is an open event—open to everybody, Todd
can enter if ho likes."

“ Begad, yaas!"” said Lord Mauleverer indignantly, *I
was thinkin' of enterin' myself, only it's too much fag.
Btick to it, Todd.”

“I'm going to stick to it,”" said Todd serenely. * I don't
mind your entering as well, Coker.”

* You—you—you don’t mind !" stuttered Coker.

*“ No. It will give us some comio relief, you know.”

“Look here! Are you going to keep cut of that race?”
demanded Coker.

“No fear|"

"“Then I'm going to hick you."”

And Coker rushed at Peter Todd,

“ Rescue, Remove ! roared Harry Wharton, i

A swarm of jumiors tumbled over one another in their
hurry to get their hands upon Coker of the Fifth,

C{r']’mr was a decidedly lordly youth, and he generally con-
sidered it quite beneath his dignity to tuke note even of tho
existence a‘i such a form as the Lower Fourth. When he did
come in coptact with the Hemnove there was generally trouble,
and Coker generally got most of the trouble. But there was
no eurin ker of his lofty attitude, thouzh the Removites,
to do them justice, had tried very hord. But of all the
examples of ijnnm Coker's * check,” there had been no
example quite so staggering as this. That Coker should
fake 1t upon himself to exclude Removites from the pony
raccs was an assumption on the part of Coker that called for
inmediate vengeance,

“* Here, keep off, you fags !" bawled Coker. * Hands off,
you  checky rats! I'm going to lick Todd! Yow! 1'm
going to lick—— Yah! ['m going to——"

Bump !

Coker was down, with a dozen juniors sprawling over him.
Peter Todd stood with his hands in his pockets, regarding
the scene with perfect calmness,

“8it gn him " he said. ** Bunler, sit on his head !
weight will keep him quict if m:yth'ulﬁ will I

“Yarooh! Leggo! Gerroff! Oh!

Coker spluttered wildly as Billy Bunter sat on his head.

But Bunter did not sit there long. He sat down with a
grin, but after about the tenth part of a second the grin
vanished from his fuce, and he lcaped to his fect witlin s
liendish yell.

“ 8Bit down!"
yvou 1"

“Yow-ow-ow-ow !I"" roared Bunter,

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“I'll b-b-bite you again if you sit on my head ! stuttered
Coker. " You —you fat p-pappﬁrp{:im! Lemme go! I'm
goiug to lick Todd! Yar-o-oh!™ _

" ks to me as if you're going to get the licking,”
remarked Bolsover major. )

" Poor old Coker!" said Peter Todd. “ Always putting his
fort m it! Always biting off more than he can chew! Bat
if he wants to rude we'll let him ride. We've got o horse
here that exactly suits him, It can't bolt with him, anyway.
Put him on.”

** Ha, ha, ha!"

The idea eaught on at once. A dozen pairs of hands

rasped Coker and heaved hun towards the rocking-horse,
f’lm unfortunate Fifth-Former struggled wildly. But the
odds were too great. By force of numbers he waz heaved
upon the rocking-horse, astride, and Peter Todd drew a stout
“ord from his pocket and tied Coker's feet under the horse,
Then his hande were tied to the wooden neck.

Then the juniors released him,

Peter Tadd set the horse into motion, The sight of the
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roared Peter., ' What's the matter with

“1I'm bitten|! Yawp!™

E;_nnt Coker rocking on the wooden horse made the Juniors
ealn.

“Lemme get down!” shrieked Coker. ** Untia me !
Todd, I'll be the death of you! I'll lick you all—every man
Jack of you! I'll smash you ! e down |”

e b

e Hemovites formed up in a grinning eircle round
Coker. Peter Todd kept the runkingqhnr.-.e lgl'l motion with
his foot, and Coker rocked to and fro, whether he wished to
or mot. Coker's face was scarlet with fury. There were
encouraging shouts from the Removites as he rock

“Go 1t, Coker!"

“Btick in your knees!”

“Charge, Chester, charge!

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The roars of laughter and Coker's infuriated shouts rang
far from the Rag. Wingate of the Sixth put an angry face
in at the door.

“ What's all this row about?”’ he shouted. * You
rascals——— Why—what—Coker—— Creat Scott! P
with a rocking-horse at your time of life ! Ha, ha, ha !’

“I'm not!" shricked Coker. “I-]-—"

“ Well, it's o queer game for a Fifth-Farm chap, bul

oung
ying

everybody to his tuste I said Wingate. " But play a bit
mE:r; ttguﬁetl-_-,-, ﬂckﬁr. We can hear you all over the i
ell you—
“ Not g0 much row, Coker !"" said Wingate, and he walked
away lauching.

"_' f you don't let me down, you young villaing—""

s Y?u'w let yourself down, this time ! grinned Nugent.
" Don’t let the horse stop, Tacid;g. Give him a shove, ker
likes & charging gee-gee!”

" You—you—you young scoundrels—-"'

“ Call up all the fellows to see him!" velled Dob Cherry.
This is w sight! The Fifth ought to see tiiﬂ g

There was not much need to eall the fellows up. Fellows
were crowding round the door by the dozen—juniors and
seniors,  Fags of the Third and gonuud. who usually went
h awe of the great Coker, were shricking with laughter.
His own chums, Potter and Green of the i‘ift-h, looked in,
wil went into hysterics,

Peter Todd kept the rocking-horse in rapid motion, and
the jerking and swaying considerably interrupted Coker's
al’llt-..-_ul;.'-tl_-il explavation that he was not domg it from
choice.

o Well, this tukes the cake!"” said Potter, of the Fifth.
‘1 must say that this is more than o 1oke, Coker! Think
of your dignity, man!"

L l—I'm not- yah! -stop this thing, you beast, Todd!
I'm not— didn't—I wasn't——  Resoue ! -yah ! —you young
villuins !"" spluttered Coker ineoherently.

“ Chuck it, Coker!" said Greenc. ““Dash it all, old man,
youre making the Fifth look ridiculous, playing a kid's
game liko that!"

" You—you idiot! I'm not —I don't want— - Ow—ow !"

" What ever is all this dreadful noise about?” exclaimed
Mr. Capper, the master of the Fourth, pushing his way into
the Rag, *Coker! Is that you, Coker? Coker, you are
making yourself ridiculous! Got down from that horse!"

“It’s all right, sir,”’ said Peter Todd. * Coker's entered
for the pony ruce in Friardale, and he's learning to ride !”

" It is absurd —absurd---—-"

“ 1 don't want—I didn't—I wasn't—— 1" howled Coker.
“It's a joke, sir—a jape—a—a—""

"1 suppose 80, said Mr. Capper scverely. * And I must
say that jokes of this kind, Coker, are not suitable to =
boy in a senior form. You are muking yourself ridiculous.
If you do not cease that foolish monsense at once, 1 shall
mention the matter to your Form-master, Coker "

And Mr. Capper stalked away.

The juniors shricked. Mr. Capner’s misapprehension was
natural enough, but its cffect upon Coker waa infuriating.
He pave the juniors a forocicua glare.

'h‘ﬁll vou untie me?”’ he shricked.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Potter, you idiot. Greene, you silly ass—ow !'—rescue—
yah !'—oh !

“By Jove!
prise. 3

“ Coker necds tying on to a horse," explained Peter Tadd.
“You saw him on a live horse, didn't you "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“If you don’t untie me, Potter—yow !—I'll punch your
silly head—ow 1"

" Potter, you idiot. Greene, you silly ass—ow !—rescue '—
rescue &t last. But the Removites were by no means dis-
poscd to be interfered with. Hurry Wharton shouted to
thein to line up, and Potter and Greene were grasped by
many hands and hurled forth into the passawe.

“"Will you Llllet me down?’ stuttered Coker.

He's tied on!” exclaimed Potter, in sur-
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l “ What's happened to Dutton ? " asked Harry Wharton anxiously,

“His pony chucked him and bolted. | found him

faintlng in the road, and carried him six or seven miles here,” gasped Bunter, (See Chapter 6.)

———

* Only on conditions,” said Peter Todd calmly. * You're
roing to apologise for having the check to try and dictate
b0 the Remove, and to promise never to do it again.'

“1I won't!" wyelled Coker.

“Then we'll clear out and lock the door, and leave you
hore |"

““Ha, ha, bal"

Coker gave Poter Todd a farocious look. But he was in
the hands of the Philistinea, and there was no help for him.,
Nugent had already locked the door on the inside to keep
out any of the Fifth who might be inclined to reacue their
Form-fellow.

“I=1-1 " stuttered Coker,
the pony race if you like, Todd !"

“Thank you for nothing !" said Peter.

“No!" welled Caoker.

I'eter started the rocking-horre again,

“Ow!" roared Coker. * Yes; I'm sorry !

“You won't never do so no more?"

“N-nono! Nunno! Oh, you young villain! Nol”

“Good; then we'll leave you to Potter to untic!" said
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Peter. * Come on you feillows—good-bye, Coker. 'I had a
ride on your horse, you know, and now I've given you one--
one gnod turn deserves another."

* X ou—you—vyou

“ You've stuck on this one better than you did the othor,”
said Peter. " Good-bye. If you keep up the practice, you'll
be able to ride a rocking-horse nicely in time. Perhaps it
!u.l-}'_:mllc!i be better for you to begin with a clothes-horsé,
thoush !

And the Removites walked away, yvelling with laughtor,
leaving Coker mounted on the rocking-horse till Potter and
Greene, finding the const clear, came 1n and untied him.

They untied him with tears in their eyes.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Cowardly Attack!

. LESSED if I see tho game ! growled Vavasour,
“I don't either," said Gadsby. " What's the
game, Pont"

“It's a game we're going to win, my sons,” said
Ponsonby, of the Fourth Form at Higheliffe Schoal

A S8plendid Complete Tale of Harry
Wharton & Co. Order Early.
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“ Lucky for you chaps you've got me to do something for
you. You're looking forward to winning the first and second
prizés in the pony race, aren't you ¥

“Yes; rather!" snid Cadshy and Monson together.

" Absolutely !"' said Vavasour,

“Then 1 repeat that it's lucky for you you've got a chap
with brains to do some thinking for you,” said Ponsonby.
" Bome of the Greyirinrs chaps have entered.”

Vavasour sniffed.

“We needn’t bp afraid of themy, he spaid. “If Wharton
was in it, I should think our chance was U, P., but it's only
a sot of freaks—Todd and Bunter and deaf duffers. You
don't think their precious Coker will beat us, do yout”

“ Not Cokier: but Todd and Dutton |

“Oh, rate !’ L

“1 know & thing or two about horses, and about riding,
toa, ” said Ponsouby. * Poter Todd is a good rider, and that
deaf chap, Dutton, ia a corker. 1've seen him ride. Tom
Dutton ie the man we've got to fear!”

" Well, we can't stop him going in for the race, I eup-
pose,”" said Vavusour. *“*And I'll rikde against him any
day !

“ Andd get beaten!" said Pounsonby.

Vavasour sniffied, Vavasour was not remarkable for
brauins, nor for abilities in any directions; but that did not
wevent him from having a remarkably good opinion of

inaself.

“What are we sticking behind this hedge for?” demanded
Monson.

“We're waiting for Dutton.™

“"How o you know he's coming here ™

Ponsonby chuckled. J

* Beenuse I've been keeping my peepers open, my infants
—while you fellows have been thinking of smoking and
penny nap "' he rephed. )

The four Higheliffe fellows were hidden behind a hedge,
looking out through a ga%eup:m the leafy lane. There was
s great deal of bad blood between Higheliffe and Greyfriars,
The Highelifians held their heads very high. But it was
not only their “swank”™ that exasperated Harry Wharton
and Co. It was the fact that they never played the game,
At one time the two schools had regularly met in ericket
and footer matches, but the hxtures were now all * off.”
And the juniors of the two schools, if not the seniors,
seldom met without trouble ensuing.

“ Look here,”” went on Ponsonby, in a low voice. “We
mean to rope in the prizes among us, don't we! That's
settled !"

“Yes, rather!”

“ Absolutely 1" .

"“Well, there are chances against us. Dutton is the
hardest nut we have to crack, ns Wharton hasn't entered.
Blessed if 1 know why he hasn't, because be could pull it
off ensily; but there you are, he hasn't!”

“1 don't think he couid best we,” said YVavasour. * Do

!I‘I‘
IIIm";!I don't think so—1 know it!" said Ponsonby pleasantly.
" 86 can Dutton—on his head! But we're going to put
s spoke in their wheel. 1 suppose you fellows are not
thinking of sticking at a trifle to pull the race off |"

“No fear!"” said the three, together.

“ Right! Well, I've been keeping my eyes open, and I
find that Dutton comes out every day after lessona for a
ride in this lane—getting himself m form for the race. The
othera come sometimes— Dutton always.”’ .

“You're not thinking of piling on him, and biffing him,
I sup g

“Why not?" said Ponsonby coolly.

He sank his veoice still lower, though there was no one
but his friends to hear in the deserted lane.

“We're not going to be beaten by Greylriars cads, I
suppose, They brag enough alrcady about wiping us off
the earth with their blessed cricket and footer. We're not
going to be licked all along the line. The race comes off
m a few days now, and if Dulton were pretty roughly
ragged he would be fit to ride. That's my idea |’

*%he Highcliffians exchanged glaneces

“ It's rather thick !" murmured Gadsby.

“Oh, rot!” said Ponsonby irritably. * They've ragged
us often enough, goodness knows. Didn't they duck me in
the horse-pond the other day becnuse I was—was——"'

“ Because you were ragging the old apple-woman,”
chuckled Gadsby.
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“Well, it was no business of theirs, I suppose. Tom
Dutton will be coming by here any minute now, and my
ilea s to yank him off his geegee, and duck him, and
soak him in the ditoh, and give him a lathering. It's no

worse than they've done to us. If he's not in form to ride
in the race, that's his lock-out |

" Ha, ha, hal"

"“(Of cou we sha'n't mention the race—not that it
would be any good talking to him, as he's as deaf as a
post ; but—"

Clat, elat, clat, clatter

" Here he comes !

Tha four l'ughn-“'ﬂihm eared dhrough the map 1a iha
hedge. A junior in 4 Greyviriars cap, mounted upon a smart
pony, was coming down the lane at a good pace. It was
Tom Dutton of the Remove. He was nding well, as even
Vavasour had to acknowledge as he looked at him. He was
nearly abreast of the ambush when Ponsonby gave the
aignla , and the four Higheliffe fellows rushed out into the
road,

Ponsonby caught at the bridle and e.m;;pﬂd the pony.
Tom Dutton glared down at him in great indignation.

“ Let my pony anlone, you rotter ! he exclaimed.
= .]'.;-.llm off ! said Ponsonby,
“ Eh ¥

“Get down, you deaf chump ! )

“Bump !" said Dutton. ** I'll bump i‘nu, if you don't get
out of the way and let me ride on! IHands off, you High-
cliffe cads !"

“Will you get down?"' roared Fonsanby.

“ Brown ? o, I'm not Brown. My name's Dutton.”

“Oh, crumbs, I can't tulk to him!" gasped Ponsonby.
“Collar him, and yvank him off the blessed geoegea! Don't
mind if vou hurt himn.™

And Gadsby and Monson and Vavasour laid viclent hands

upon the Greyiriars jumor. :
“What do you want ?"

“Laggo " roared Dutton.

“We want you,” grinned Gadsby. * Down you come "

Dutton’s eyes blazed, and he slashed rocklessly with his
riding-whip. Gadshy roared as he ecaught the lash across
his face, nnd then there was a shriek from Vavasour, as the
whip lashed over his ears. Monson jumped back. The
startled horse was rearing, and the bl‘id.]ﬂ' was dragged from
Ponsonby's hands,

I. "IGut. out of the way!" roared Dutton, lashing out reck-
essly,

II:: made the pony rear and prance, and the Highelifflans,
in fear of their Ilimr:ﬁ. len back out of the way.

Dutton grinned, and rode on.

Ponsonby sot his teeth, and whipped out a eatapult from
his pocket. He canght up a fragment of fhint from the
roadl, Gadsby and Monson and Vavasour had cought up
stones, too,

Wiz, whiz, whiz!

The pony leaped wildly as the stone [rom the catapult
struck 1t with a sharp blow on the hind-gquarter. Then cameo
the stones hurled by tho other three, and the pony reared
wildlv. Tom Duotton wos almost unseated.

“You cads ! he roared.

“Pelt him ! yelled Ponsonby.

Whiz, whiz, whiz! _

Thoe stones Hlew fast, and the pony, stung almost to mad-
ness, went carcering wildly down the road. Dutton strove
in vain to hold him in. With his head tossing wildly, and
Dutton dragging at the reins, the animal disappeared round
a bend in the lane, :

“ Phow "' muttered Gadsby. ' We've done it now !"

“ Absolutely I stuttered Vavasour.

“The gee's run away with him,” said Monson. *T—I
say, there may be an accident; he may get his beastly neck
broken, you know.” And Monson turncd guite pale.

“Oh, rot!” said Ponsonby., “Lf le gets a fall, it won't
kill him—and if it knocks haim up for thie race, 50 much the
bettor."

e T—I say,
Mouson,

“Rats! No.
mixed up in k"

“]—T say, Pon—-

*“Don't talk rot!”
off.”

“ Iut  but if he's hurt—

*“Shut up, and let's clear !” _ _

Ponsonby strode away, and the other "'l:p'hl:'llﬂrlﬂﬂ!l,, with
troubled faces, followed him. Not that they felt particularly
sorry for Tom Dutton: but they werc thinking of the
possible consequences to their precious selves. ‘ :

The elatter of the pony's hoofs died away in the distance
g5 the young rascals hurried towards Higheliffe.

“THE PENNY POPULAR.™

hadn't we better follow him 1" muttered

If there's an accident, we don't want to get

L
said Ponsonby roughly, “Let's get

bt |



If they could have seen Dutton then, they would have
realised that their uneasiness was well founded. Dutton was
& skilful rider, but the pony was maddoned Ly pain, and
quite out of control. He dragged hard at tho reins as the
animal tore away, but he dragged in vain, and soon it was
all he could do to keep his scat as the maddened animal toro
oI

Ha sat tight, with a firm grip on the roins, and his teeth
hard sot. He was a plucky lli'I!v::-w. and he felt no fear,
though his face was pale.

He swept at top specd out of the lune into the high-rond.
He made a desperate effort to hold in the herse, and the
animal reared and plunged furiously, and the junior shot
hf.r] hﬁ‘IHt of the saddle.

Crash !

He rolled into the grass beside the road, and the riderless
steed wont careering wildly on, with lashing, clattering
hoofs.

In the thick grass beside the road Tom Dutton lay
motionless,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Bunter the Hero!

e H, crumbs!"

Billy Bunter jumped out of the road as a riderless
horse came charging down towards him, with tossing
head and  lashing  remms amd  whirling  stirrups.

Bunter blinked in alarm at the deshing pony, and made
one jump to tho side of the road. The runaway went tramp-
ling past, with a rattle of hools and jingle of stirrups.

“M-m-my bat!” murmured Billy Bunter. ** That was a
narrow shave! That's Dutton’s pony, too—he's let it get
away!" Bunter snillfed, * 8illy ass! And they still keep
me riding on a rocking-horse, and won't give me a chunce!
Yah!™

Billy Bunter's brmin did not work gquickly, but 1t occurred
to him, after the galloping pony had vamshed from sight,
that some acculent might have happensd to Tom Dutron,
He knew that Tom was o good rvider, and unless something
had happened it was remarkuble that the pony should be
running innm:,

“Poor old Dutton!” murmured Dilly Bunter.
going to stand me tea when he eame in lie said jamtarts
and cake specially. 1 hope he's not killed.”

And with that Dlmrihulr!v hope in has breast, hlly Bunter
waent down the road in the dhireetion whenes the pony hiad
come, blinking to and fro for Dutton.  Whether 1t was
friendship for Dutton, or the thought of the feed he wonold
misa if Dutton had been killod, we cannot say, but cortuinly
Bunter was looking very anxious and perturbod.

Ferhaps some of the study feehng was beginming {o enter
aven into Billy Buunter’s plump breast at last, undor the
vigorous truiming of Peter Todd, Certainly Bunter had -
proved in many respects sinee DPeter had taken hn in
hand.

“0Oh, really— DBy gum !"" ejaculated Bunter suddenly,

He halted as he t:n.ugﬁl‘. sight of thoe still form stretched in
tho belt of grass by the roadside,

It was Dutton !

Bunter blinked at him in dismay for some seconds, and
then knelt by his siude.

“1 say, Dutton, old man—are you dead, old man?"

*“Groogh !

“He's not dead !" muttered Bunter, in great rehof. ' [To
couldn’t grunt if he were dead -at least, 1 supposo ho
couldn't, 1 say, Dutton!"

“Dw !

“ Are you injured anywhere, Dutton *"

Tom Dutton stered at him dizzaly,

“I've had a full,"” he gasped. * My log's hurt—I twisted
it in coming down."

“Wall, you are a clumsy ass, yvou know !"" said Bunter.

“Eh? You happened to pass? Lucky for me you did,
Bunter. You can help me back to Greyfriars now."”

“Oh!"" murmured Eunhtr.

“ Havo vou scen my pony !

* Ho passed me full pelt,”" said Bunter. * Long way down
ths rmr Il came to look for you."

“Of course it's true?”’ suid Tom Dutton irrstably, 1
asked you if you'd scen my pouy."”

“Yaoa " roared Bunter. ** He's bolted."

“Why didn’t you eatch him ?" demanded Dutton.

“ I‘didn't have time, and I didn't think of it till he was
ono.’ '

“1 don’t see how it could have lwen too warm to cateh
a pony,” said Dutton, sitting up. 1 think you're an nss,
Bunter. But of yvou've let him go, you've let him go, unil
that's an end of it. How am | going to get back to the
school 7"

“Try and walk. Lean on me,” said Bunter generously,
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“Help me up, then"

Bunter drugged Tom Dutton to his fest, The deal junior
uttered 4 cry of pain, Iis right leg scemed to hang use.
leasly, and all his weight was put on fﬁ:ﬁ left.

“"Ow ! Gently does it he groancd.
leg ! Those Highelilfe oads
thom again. Ow!
bolt. Ow!"

" Lvan on me, and hop on one leg,” said Bunter.
only a quirter of n lrll!l"' froom Giroyfirnm rs
and when we got in we'll have that feed.’

“Friend in need?” said Dutton. ** Yes, that's what you
are, amnd no mistake, I'm jolly glad you came along, but
I wish you'd hnd sense cnough to stop the pony. I could
have got back on him, you know."

“Pity you didn't have sonse enough not to full off I'
grunted Buonter,

“Ofonce? Certainly not!" said Dutton.  “I'm much
obliged to you. Only, go us casy us you can—my leg hurts
nmie something awful,”™

Aund Billy Bunter staggered awad down the road, with
Tom Dutton leaning very heavily upon his shoulder, The
fat junior was soon panting. Ifis own weight wos quito
enough for any fellow to carry about -Bunter's averdupois
was not slight. Now he bad Tom Dutton's weight in ad-
dition, und he panted under it. But friendship, or the feed,
kept him steadily to his tosk. They staggered slowly down
thie |‘r:|-:u|, and Grﬂjfriurﬁ Capne in Hight at last.

“1 1 say, hold up!" exclaimed Bunter, as Dutton leaned
more heavily on him. 1 -1 can’t stand much more weight,
you know,”

Dutton did not reply, and Bunter, blinking at him, saw,
with alirm, that his eyes had closed.

The junior bhud fainted.

“0h, great Christopher Colummbus and Charley's Aunt!”
groanvd Dunter.  * What am 1 going to do with him now "

He lat Tom Dutton slip into the grass by the road. Tho
junior wus quite unconscions. The Owl of the Remove
thoughit of leaving him where he was, and dashing away to
the school for hielp. but Dutton was not in a state to be left
]u!:m-:, There was reslly only one thing to be done -to carry
Hm in,

Bunter greansd wloud at the idea: but ho nerved himself
to it.  After all, thore would be some eclat for the fallow
who earried in an injured chum on his shoulders—and it was
not often that Duntor distinguished himself by loyalty or
devotion,  The fut Removite %tllt quite a glow of heroism as
he pictured it in his nund. Heo restod for about five minutes,
Dutton was still unconscious. Then, making a tremendous
elfort, the Owl] of the Ilemove hoisted his comrade upon his
shoulilors, and roeled away towards the school.

“Ow! Ow! Huh! Hah! Grooh! Hooh! Yooooh!™

Bunter kept up that series of ejaculations almost incessantly
as ho plodded away towards Greyfriars with Dutton on his
shioulders,

i '}“1 !

“I've rwisted my
I'll hammer them when 1 ses
They pelted the horse and wade him

“We're
' holp won an,

Crumbs! Ol seissors! Yah! I'm out of breath!
Grooh! He's heavy! Ow! I can't stund much more of it!
Yah! I'm noarly li'unc! (bh, crumbas!”

It was u continous monologue,

But everything comes to an end at last, and the fat junior
reached the gutes of Grevirviars with his burden. He stag-
gered across the Close to the School House, There was a
shout as he was sighted. Harry Wharton and Boeb Cherr
and Nugont and the two Todds came out of the house, wit
other follows behind thom. They all stared blankly ut Billy
Dunter as ho staggered up with his burden,

“ Hullo—hallo—hallo! What's the gume?"" domanded DBob
Cherry. ' Are you practising to start as a strong man in a
circis, Bunty?'

“UOw—ow—ow! Crumbs! Oh—ow!"” gasped Buntor.

“ Duatton’s hurt " exclaimed Harry Wharton.

Billy Bunter rolled up, and let his burden slide to the
ground. Then he stood panting, and mopping the perspira-
tion from his brow,

“Ow! T'm done in!" he gasped.
[aintod! You'd better look wfter him!
brown !™

Poter Todd picked up Dutton at once, and, with Alonzo's
assistunce, onarricd him into the house, 'The other fellows
ﬂutht'rqd round Billy Bunter in amuzement. Doeb Cherry
gave him a thump on the back, and Bunter left off gasping to
rour.

“Ow! You futhead! What are you hitting me for?

“1'm not hitting you—only slapping you on the back!”
explained Bob.,

‘Ow—ow ! Den't be a rough ans!"

“ What happencd to Dutton?' asked Harry Wharton,

“ His pony chucked him, and bolted. I found him fainting

““Poor old Dutton's
I'm done in—done

A Splandid © te Tale of
(b Rl ey
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an the road, about six or seven miles from bere, and carried
i home,”" sai] Bunter.

3iliy Bunter hoad an imegination that would have made his
Fortune as o journulist,

"' Six or soven miles!”” exelaimed Wharton,

* Might have been eight or nine," =mid Bunter.
stop Lo mensure the distance. 1 know 1'm done in

“ Might have turned out to be only a dozen vards, if you'd
measured 18" suggested Vernon-S8mith, the Bounder of Grey-
[rilira.

‘** Ha, ha, ha!"

*Uh, reully, Smithy—TI say, you fellows, this ain't a laugh-
ing matter! I'm exhauvsted. 1've carried Dutton on my
buck ten or twelve miles!"

* Muke it lcagues!” grinned Nugoent.

“ Never mind; you've done jolly well, though 1 fancy it
wasn't hall a mile—you couldn’t have done it,”" suid Wharton,
* Bunter, old man, what's the matter with you?"’

“1'm tired.”’ i

“ 1 mean, what's the matter with you? Not ill? Not dotty?
Not potty ¥

“Eh? No, of course not _

“Then it's a giddy miracle! What do you mean by doing
a decent thing all of a sudden, and tuking us sll by surprisei”
demanded W harton.

“Oh, really—"

“{:ﬂml’! on!" exclaimed Wharton,
ma |’

Awd he grasped the fat junior by the collae,

“1 didn’t

11!

1'"

""You're coming with

“Ow!™ roared Bunter, 1 won't—lemme alone! I—I
BAY :

. }:.?1 the tuck-shop!" added Wharton,

i It e

“ We're going to feed you, as the reward of merit!”

“Uh,"” saul Bunter, ‘' now you're talking! 1'll come with
pleasure, Harry, old chap. J{n a matter of fact, I'm rather
peckish. Don’t you worry; I'll come

And he did; wnd he stood ap to the counter of the tuck-
shop heroieully, and, in spite of his fatigue, he did nobly there,
kecping up his gastronomic efforts so long us the treat lasted :
and when it was over he was almost as much in need of being
carried in as Tom Dutton had been.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Yernon-Smith is Too Funny!

OW’'S Dutton?

Harry Wharton and several other fellows asked the
question together, as Peter Todd came into the
rommon-room a httle latcr.  Peter Todd's face waus

gloomy for once,

Thoe doctor il been telephoned for to attend to Dutton,
?l}d the deul junior was in bed. The medical man had just
CIE.

“It's rotton!” said Todd. “ He's come round all right:
but his leg’s hurt.  It's not serious, but 1'm not at all sure
that he'll be fit to ride at the show,”

" (th, that's hard cheese ! suid Bob Cherry.

" Rotten " said Peter gloomily, * Dutton was our cham-
[‘inn, youa know.  I'm a good rider; but I was depending on

utton to win first prize for the study, if 1 didn’t get home.
I think he could beat me, if anybody could. Now, if he's
erocked, it's quite possible the race will go to some of the
Highchifie cads. Four of them have entered—Vavasour,
Gadsby, Monson, and Ponsonby, TPonsonby is a good rider I”
" ‘;tﬂgnﬁtly to bo beaten by the Higheliffe cads " said Johnny

L,

“ Yrs, especiully after what they've done ™

“ What have they done now?”

" Dutton’s told me; his pony chucked him through these
cads pelting it with stones, It huppened that he met them—
or olse they were watching for him; I shouldn’t wonder., 1
almost think they're rads enough to plin o thing like this!”

Whurton's brow durkened.

“1 think thn;l,r are,”” he saidl. *“71 know t.l‘ll"f mobbed us
onee on therr erichket-ground when v e were beating them.
Fellows who would do that would do anything.  We've
scratehed all our fixtures with them hecause they don't play
the game, and they've got their backs up awfully over it
This is teo thick. I Dutton should be erocked for the race
through this happening, and Ponsonby pulls it off, it will be
simply o swindle 1™

“The swindlefulness will be torriflie!" suid Hurree Jomset
Ram Singh, with a shuke of the head.

Poter 'Todd elenched his hands,

“1'd like to pot within hitting distance of them!” he
sxclaimed. ** The rotten ecads! Why, Tom might have
broken a leg—or his neck, for thut mattor,  But what worries
me 18 that, if he's erocked, Fonsonby may win the ruce. [
he I ean beat him, but T wus sure of Dutton. We could
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serve them the same way as they've served him—only we can't
Flay such a dirty trick, That's where they've got the pull
over us!”

11_“]11 guess I can suggest a way out of it,”’ said Fisher T,
1811,

eter Todd sniffed.  He had not much tuith in the won-
derful ideas of the Yankee schoolboy.  Fisher T. Fish prided
hisself upon being brainy ; but no one beside Fisher Tarleton
Fish had scen any signs of the braininess.

“Out of the mouths of babes and sucklings, you know,"
satid Bob Cherry encouragingly. * Fishy may have a good
idea for once.  What is it, Fishy

"1 guess it's us eusy as rolling off a log,” said Fish confi-

:lvnti;r. " We ride over there, you know—ride !*
“Kh? You rule over wheret
i 1T e Yewnited States,” explained Fish, * what we

den’t know about riding isn't worth o red eent.
the mun you waunt !
ther

I guess 1I'm
It's not too late to enter, is it?  Well,
I'll put my name down, and ride to win !
ou—ygu—"

“ It will come to the same thing, 1 guess—it will be a win
for Greyfriare and the Remove,'” said Fish, "1 guess that
lills the bill—just u few !™

* Oh, sit on him, somebody ! growled Peter Todd. “ Don't
be funny, now, Fishy; this is a serious matter !”

“But 1I'm not being funny "' roared Fish, ** [——"

“ Yes, you are,” said Bob Cherry. ** You don't know it,
but you are, Ring off 1"
“Well, 1 guesg—"’

“Shurrup!"" roared Peter Todd, picking up un inkpot from
the table; and Fisher I'. Fish sniffed and stalked away.
" Look here, you chaps,” went on Peter,"" we can't play the
Highelifie cads a rotten trick like this, but 1 think we ought
to make them sit up for what they've done. They may do it
uver again with some more of us, if they don't huve a lesson.
Will you chaps pile in with me to muke then sit up1”

ia “Thlltr-hﬂ !I‘l

“The what-ho-fulness is terrific !

“Then we'll jolly well lay for them to-morrow, and give
them beans!” said Peter Todd. *“ It isn't u time for study
rows now—it's us aguinst Higheliffe 1"

“ Yes, rather!” said Wharton cordially. “ We'll do all
we cun to help you through. We're leaving the race to you,
as 1t wos your wlea to enter for it, und we'll back you up
all uh’{ﬂ the lina !"

" We're going to get one of the flowor show prizcs, you
know,” said Bob. “"I'm going teo try to rope it in wili a
Gluw de Decjong ™

“ What's that? Not a horse?”

*“ A horse, you fathead! It's a rose ! said Bob, in disgust,
“Don't you understand French i’

" Yes—Frenoh French,” said Petor sweetly,  * Remove
Freneh is rather too much for me. But 1 hope you'll get a
prize for your Claw de Bonbon.

“Glaw de Decjong, ass!”

(" But what's the idea about the Highelife cads? asked
Nugent. * How ure you going to get at the rotters?”

" I've got a wheeze,” suid Peter Todd., * You chaps be
ready to trot out with me after lessons to-morrow, and we'll
make them sorey for themselves. 1 know where to find them
when they go out riding for training, you know. So-long!
I'm going up to Dutton now. He's got to stay in bed the
rest of the evening 1"

Prier Todd was very attentive to his “erocked ™ chum:
but he did not forget Billy Bunter, That mu np vouth was
lﬁ-mg kept steadily ot practice on the rocking-horse in the

g,

Fellows would guther in a crowd to see Billy Dunter at
prictice, and the Owl of the Remove always went through
it with a very bad grace; but there was no doubt that it
was doing him good. He was learning to sit well in the

saddle, to keep his feet in the stirrups, and to hold the reins
inglond of the harec's neelk  great Vim e ey waaviibe. W i Wi

of a figure he would make in the race wus another question

but 1’eter Todd was determined that he should try for it.
And Billy Bunter, though he rode as graccfully as & sarck
of coke, was quite convinced that he would " rope i, the
first prize. }‘ilv told the fellows just to wait till they saw
him on a real horse, and he would show them what riding
wns really like—and the fellows waited with gleeful anticipa.
tions.

* Not so bad!” said Peter Todd, when he wllowsd Bunter
to climb down from the wooden horse ot last. T think
perhaps you will be able to stick on a horse now, though you
can't ride for toffee.”

" Look here, Todd,” said Bunter, glaring at him. "I
think this jealousy of a fellow’s riding is out of place, .s
we're in the snme study——""

“Come round to the stables now,"” eaid Peter, putting his
nrm in Bunter's. *‘ I've tipped the coachman, and he's going

“THE FRMN SoruLAR
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The juniors seized the schoolboy inventor and carried him upstairs. Mr. Lathom came along as they reached the
first landing. *Dearme! Is he still hysterical?" gasped the kind-hearted master, * Leggo!" roared Glyn ;
“I'm all right, sir! I—yah—you're choking me, you silly fatheads!"” (For this amusing incident, you showld
order a copy of this week's splendid number of “THE GEM LIBRARY,” which contains a magnificent long
compiete tale of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim's, entitled, “* FRIENDS DIVIDED !” by Martin Clifford, and the
Jirat ustalment of a grand new serial, entstled “THE CORINTHIAN.,"
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to let you mount the coach-horse. 1If you can stick on, we'll
have a pony out for vou on Saturday.”

And Bunter was marched round to the stables. The Head's
big, fat coach-horse was not a difficult animal to mount, and
Bunter was quite confident. Vernon-Smith and Skinper and
soveral other fellows followed them.

“1—I say, what about a saddle?” asked Bunter.

“ Blow the saddle! You're to stick on his back,” said
Poter Todd. " Keep yvour knees well in, and take hold of the
halter. That's what vou've got to do.”

“ B-b-but suppose he kicks Ll

“ He won't kick—and if he does, you must get used to it,"
said Peter mervilessly. * It's rotten to be afraid of a horse,
Bunter. Study No 7 18 afraid of nothing.”

“1'in not ;tf)ru'nl " roarced Dunter. " Only—

**Then up you go!"

Peter Todd helpad Bunter to mount, The fat jumior
HI'UH-III-"[]. I”'Il'] tl-'l..lh“lll.l'f‘ll. III:! WS IIlHHt-’l'I] IJ.IIHJI]. t]:l'.'- [:'I._'Id.f.']l'
horse, and the horse remained ealmly munching, with Bunter
on his back. The fat Removite's conhidence returned.

“ Well, this 18 easy enough,” he remarked. * Let hing
loose, Toddy, and T'll ride him barebacked round the stable-

Tue MaoneT LisRary.—No. 286.
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yard. I'm a first-class bareback rider, vou know."

Todd backed the horse out of the stall, and turned him
into the stable-yard, and slipped a bridle upon him. Vernon-
Smuth and  Skinner were whispering togethor, and the
Bounder slilv drew a eracker from his pocket. It was what
1s called o ' Jjumping "' eracker—one of those fearsome cone
trivances in the firework line that explode six times in succes.
sion when they are once lighted.

Billy Bunter rode the stolid old horse quite easily and
triumphantly round the yard. The horse was as safe to si%
on as a sofa, and Bunter was gquite clated, He jerked at the
reins Todd had handed him.

“Buck up, vou old beast!” said Bunter, add vssing the
horse. * Get a move on you! I'll make him gallop, Toddy.
I wish I could get him to buck-jump—I'd show you what
barelack riding was like then!”

“Got a umtr?: 7" murmured the Bounder.

** Here you are "

Beratoh |

Vernon-Smith tossed the eracker under the horae's feet, and
strolled out of the stable-yvard with Skinner. Toild saw the
action, and uttered an exclamation

A Bplandid Completo Tale of Harry
Wharton & Co. Order Early,
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“What's that ! Smithy, you silly fathead——"

Bang ! Bang! Bang!

The conch-horse gave w ternifie jump.  Bunler uttoped a
wild yvell, andd eprawled upon his meck, clutching at the wane.

“Ow, help ! Yarooh! Qlelp] OL!"
Bang ! Bung!
O cruwmbs D Stop him ! Yah! Oh!"

BANG!

The Liowsee, cearcd out of his wits by the explocions, was
buck-jummiping now in a way that would liave satisiied a eow-
oy of the Wild West, DBuanter shid off the horse's back, etill
chimging to b= mevk with both arms, il e swang cowned
wider the tossmz hend of the startled horse, as the anunal
cereervd pourtid the yard,

M, b, ha!”" roared the Bounder.
buclk-jumpng ! Ha, ha, ha ™
“Xaw ! 1lelp !

*“This way fur the

Oh! Hescue! Ow ! proared Dunter.

The frightened horse made a4 rush for the gate.  Vernon-
Smith and Bkinner jumped ot of the way, amd Bunter et
o and was tossed aside like u sack of potatoes.  His ars
woere Mung rowd the Bounder's neck—the nearcst thing to
cateh hold of. Vernon-8mith went to the ground under the
shock, with Billy Bunter sprawling over him.

It woes the Bounder's turen to yell then, DBuater was not &
Lighit werght to fall on anybody.  He was still clinging to
the Bounder, too scared to know what had happened,

0! tervoff 1" roared  Vernon-Swmith, as  Bunter
sprawld over his fuce, grinding the back of his head upon
the <toue paving., " Yarooh! Draggimeff ™

“Help U roared Bunter.  *° Rescue !

“ Gerroll ! You're squashing me ! Ow ™

Billy Bunter, realising thait he was not killed, sat up—on
the Bounder's face. The unfortunate practical joker strug-
glodl s gasped spasmodically.

lierrer-rer-ro-o-off 17 he gosped, 0L, help '

Bunter was m 1o hurry to got off, apparently. He sat
Light. ‘
“ You shouldn't have scared the horse, Smithy,” he re-

marked, T too oxhausted to get up. Sorry—it's your
own foult !

“Gooog ! I'm chook-chook-choking !
the Bounder.

“alle, halle, halls!  What's the row?" asked Dob
Cherey, coming into the yvard, and leading the horse, which
he hiadd caprured i the Close.

“Siithy's been a hittle too funny, that's all”™ grinneld
Peter Tuodd,  © It's dangerous to ket off Lirewosrks near a
horse, Smulhy—dangerous for you, too. Sit on lam, Bunter !

*Groogh!™ ﬂ[!ﬁllh'lml the unfortunate Boundey.
U Gerroff ' Toedd, you beast, if you stand on ray !i*h'!-,,l_]]—-
grooh—take this fut beast off my Lhend—yow! Skinner, you
cad, rescue ! Ow !

The Bounder made a terrilie effort, and wriggled from
gnider the fat juntor.  He leaped to his fect, erimson with
pigre ol oxertion, amd smothered withe dust. Billy Bunter
Fr"]'null:n' dodged behind Peter Todd as the Bounder rushed
at i

Al vonr own fault, Smithy,”  suid  Peter  cheerfully.
“Now, if you run on my fist, you will hurt your nose— thery,
I toll you =0 sorry !

The Bounder sat down violently, and Peter and Buntee
walked awav., The Bouwder rose, a little more slowly this
time, with hiz hand to his nose. He glired at 8kinner.

“What are vou grinuing at, vou sally ass 7" he demanded.

“Ha, ha' Borey—1 duln’t wmean to—ha, ha '—grin " auid
Skinner, Al then he dudgl'll vitt of the 3'41':1 jLi.‘:i-l n timu
ga the Bounder hit out,

Gerroff !™" pureled

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Ponsonby & Co. Are Sent Home!

" SAY, you fellows "
" U‘:m-r " growled Peter Todd.
“1T'm being quiet, an't T granted Bunter, ™1

was poing to say

“ Shurrap !

“ Oh, really, Todid o

“ Anybody got a pin?" azked Peter.

“ Heve vou are!”

“Stick it mto Banter if he opens his silly mouth again.™

“ Rt ho ™" sad Baob Chorry,

1 osay, v know, T was only going to ask f von'd brought
any sandwiches with yvou, and—— Yuah h-h-h-h!"

“Jaby him oevery time he Jaws ! said Peter cheerfully
“The Thighelilfe cads may come along any minute now 1™

Where the wood bordered the Hhighelhilfe road a dozen or
moie Grevinars Junioes were o ambush, keenly watching
gbhe rowd They were wanting for Ponsonby & Co. Nearer to
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Higheliffe School, Tom Brown was acting ns a scout, walch-
iy for the approach of the ighclituns, ready to give the
signal whistle us soon ae they came in sicht. Peter Todd was
it the lead, but all the Famous Five were there to back
him up.  Billy Bunter and Alonzo had como along, and even
Tum I}'llttﬂ-ﬂ had l'itlllﬂ.‘iln out with the praaty.  Bally Buoates
was thinking chiefly of the sandwiches somebody should have
brought, until u quarter of an inch of pin-point in his faot
leg gave him another subject for refloction. The fat Junior
blinked at Bob Chervy through his lig spectaclis with a

fevocious glare, but he did not venture to make any further
remarks,

I suppose you've sure they'll come along here, Toddy 7"
saad Nugent, in a low voice,

'eter Todd sniffed,

_“”f couret I'm sure, fathead,
times—they always come this way.
Piter!"

i "é'lul.‘k!" eaid Harry Wharton, suddenly holding up his
iand.

Pheep !

It wus the whistle down the road, [rom the zcout watching
for the enemy.

" That's Browney's toot,” said Peter Todd, in a whisper, as
the New Zealand junmior's whistle came softly through the
triws.  ** They're coming.”

“Good cgg

" Quict, all of you!

Y Beems to me

I've seen them a doz:n
You trust your Uncle

Don't jaw — -
you're doing yvour whack at lhe jawing,”
sald Johnny Bull. ** 8hall Bob stick the pin in you next?’

" Bhurrup! They're coming! When I give the signal,

ﬁmlp oul, and we'll show "em how the Top Study in the
ciove does things.”

“Top study be blowed!"

" Study No, 1 is top study- —"'
* Now, look here, Wharton——
* Lok here, Todd—""

“1 can hear them now,” said Nugent. ' Wouldn't it be
bettor to leave the jawing till afterwards ¢ Only a suggestion,
you know."

“ Quict!  Shurrup !

Clatter ! vlatter! elattor!

Four riders came down the leafy lane at a good pace. The
Greyfriavs juniors, guiet cnough now, looked out from thesr
ambush, and vecognised the horsomen as thev came round
I-Ih." lil'llll uf IIH" i:thr'—Pllrlhl.'rli:n"r. l}ul'ii'llr'u h‘illlhtlll, anc!
Vavasaur, of the Fourth Form at Higheliffe. Tom Dution's
eves gleanuad as he looked at them. His leg was still very
pacinfal, amd he was w0 vengeful hinnsour,

The four Highelifians vodde an without o suspicion, andd
came abroeast of the ambush,

Then there was w sharp call from Peter Todd, and the
concealed juniors leaped into the romd,

“Collur them !

Wharton and Bob Cherey =cived the bridles of two of the
horses in o twinkling, and brought them te o halt. They
were Porsonby's and Monson's.  Gadshy tried to dash an,
but Nugent amd Bulstrode and Marck Tinley were upon him
hefore fu‘ coitlld get clear, and he wuas dragged to a halt,
Vavusour whrrh-:Fhin pony, and dashed back towards High-
elilfe—so suddenly that he eluded even the quick hands of
Piter Todd,

“Stop him!" rosred Dutton,

" Collur the ead ™

Peter Tadd dashied i pursuit,

But Vava<=our lashed his pony eruelly, and the animal broke
into a swinging gallop, and the Gregfriars junior droppoed
hopelessly  behoud,

But a lLithe form leaped out from the trees ahead of
Vavusour, and stood in the middle of the road, Peter Todd

uttered a shout.
“ Cewul nld Rrowney ! ﬂ.h-.p biggnn 171

Tom Brown =tood dircetly in Vavasour's way,
branch=hicd his riding- whip.

“Clear off " he screamed. " T'H rude you down!™

The New Zealand junior did not move,

Vavasour rode right at him, and almost at the last moment
Tom Brown stepped aside Irom the charging pony, catching
the bLridle as L did =a. amd swingimg the animal round in
so stdden o owele that Vavasour lost his seat, and rolled in
the dust of the lune,

Poter Todd dashed up, grinning, before Vavasour eould
rocovier his feot.

“ Good for you, Frozen Mutton!” he exclaimed.
the pony along, and 1'11 bring the ass™

He grusped Vavasour by the collar,

“17p with you!”" he saul briskly,

“ laemme alone, vou cad1”

“This way," sand Peter Todd ; and he jerked Vavasour o
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his feet, and marched him back along the lone after his

pany.

fl‘{u& four Highcliffiuns were marched into the wood, in tha
midst of the triumphant juniors of Greyfriars.

They did not resist; tgw odds were too great,
woro not of the stuff of which heroes are made.

“ The tables are turned this time, my infants!”
Todd cheerfully, ** This is whore you get it in the neck !
__*Oh, go nnd eat coke!” growled Ponsonby, ** Look here,
if you plny any of your rotten tricks, we shall complain to
our headmaster, and he will come over and see Dr. Locke
about 1t."

* Good! Aqd he can tell him at the same time about vour

Iilng: Dutton’s pony, and risking breaking his neck,” said

eter.

“ Don't waste time jawing to the cads!” exclaimed Tom
Dutton impatiently. * 1 can’t hear a word you're saying.

And they

said Peter

Get to bizney.”
“ Where's the cord?”
“Eh' What do vou want a sword for?'

“Cord!" yelled Peter.

“Oh, cord! Why can't you speak plainly?
Tom Dutton drew a coil of thin but stron

Here it is."'
cord from his

pocket. The Highelifians locked at it with considerable
apprehension.

* Look here, what are you going to do!’ demanded
Gadsby.

“ Don't be impatient, kid. Wait till the curtain goes up!”
grinned Peter.  ** Stick them in their saddles, kids—face to
the tail!"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

* Look here!” roared Porsonby.

“Yoes, you will. Your mistake,"

Ponsonby boegan to struggle:; but his struggling did not
avail him. He was lifted upon his pony, with his face to the
tail, and a winding cord round his legs bound him there, so
that he could not escape. Gadsby and Monson and Vavasour
woro served the same in turn, and they sat with red and
furious faces, in the midst of the grinning Greyfriars

fellows.
this!" Gadsby muttered

“ Wo'll make you sit up for
between his teeth,

“Go hon!" said Peter Todd cheerfully. ** This isn't so
bad as what you did to Dutton. He might have broken o
limb, instead of getting a spruin. We're going to teach you
botter. Savvy?! And we've not Lnished yet. Where's the
mtT”

“ The soot?” yelled Vavasour.,

“Certainly.”

“ You're—you're mot going to put soot on us!" shricked
Cradsby.

“ Why not?
calmly.

a, ha, ha!"

“Trot out the soot, Alonzo.”

“ Yeés, my dear Peter."”

Alonzo Todd opened a bag, and Peter pushed back his
sicaves and scooped out soot with his hand. He dabbed it
calmly uwpon Gadsby's fare to start with, Gadsby wriggled
snd strugygled furiously, but his legs were tied to the horse,

his wrists were tied together, so his resistance was not
of much use. Todd rubbed the soot well into his face,
quickly transforming him into a queer-looking imitation of

& nigger minstrel.
“ 5%, you—hooh-hooh-grooh " spluttered Gadsby. ** Oh,

I— Yah-groogh!”

“ Better keep your mouth shut,” said Peter kindly. * 1
can't help the soot going in, if you wag your jaw all the
time."’

“ Groooogh!™

“ Keep it shut, kid!"

“ Yow-w-w-wow !"'

“ Now your turn, Pon., my man."

“If you put that stuff on me——"" shricked Ponsonby.

He had no time to say more; the stuff was being put on
him, and a dab of soot in his mouth made him choke and
spiutter wildly.

Vavasour and Monson were " sooted "' next, and then the
operation was completed. The aspect of the Highelifinns
was so utterly ridiculous that the Greyfriars juniors shrieked
with laughter as they looked at them.

o T]‘rinp{t they'll do?" asked Peter Todd, ecarefully wiping
kis sooty hond upon Ponsonby’s handkerchief, and then
sticking the handkerchiel down its owner's back.

“1 should eay so!” grinned Bob Cherry. “They will
make o sensation in Higheliffe, 1 should think, going home
ke this!"

** Ha, ha, ha!"

“You scoundrele!’ roared Ponsonby.
send us bark to Hi;.;hrli!l'v like this!”

“1 won't
said Peter ealmly.

Don't vou think it will soot?’ asked Peter

r

“You dare not

“ Your mistake,” snid Peter. * That's where you're
going.’”’
“ 1—1-1—"

“ It will give the kids something to smile about,” said
Tue MacweET Lisrany.—No. 2856,
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Peter. * You are even funnier than usual in this rig, Pon.”
* You—you villain!"
* Lead them out into the road.'" said Poter.
"I say, lot us off this!"" panted Vavasour. * The fellows

will lnugh us to death over this—they will, you know, abso-

lutely! 1 HILY—"!

" You should have thought of that before you went for
Dutton,”" said Peter Todd.

“ Loosk here, | say—1'll
Vavasour.

“Go hont'

“I'll make it a pound—absclutely ! sereamed Vavasour,
as the ponics were led out into the road to be started for
Highelirfe,

** My dear chap, vou're top gencrous!” said Poter Todd,
with a shake of the head. * Now then, start them! All

stand you half-a-quid!"™ said

ready
“Ha, ha! Yes"
“Gal™

And, with a shout, the ponies wore started, and they trotted
off towards the gates of Higheliffe School. Their ridprs,
with sooty faces as black as aces of spades, sitting with their
faces to the tails of their ponies, looked back at the Grey-
friars juniors as they were carried away. They yelled out
threats and insults, which were replicd to by yells of laughter
from the successful raiders.

“Oh, crumbs!” gusped Bob Cherry, w
“This takes the cake—it simply puts the lid on!
what Higheliffe will say when they got n?"’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!'"

The jumiors followed the Highelifian quartette as far as
the bend in the road, where they ecould sce the gates of the
school. Thoey saw several Higheliffe fellows lopking out ef
the gates, as the ponies with their queer burdens trotted up,
and they heard the well of laughter that greeted Ponsonby &
Co. The sooty riders disappearcd in ut the gates of the
school, and the Greyfriars j-‘r.l]'li{}l'ﬂ- wiped their eves

“ Better clear out of this,”' remarked Nugent. “ 1 shouldn't
wonder if Ponsonby & Co. fecl wrathy, and —"

‘" Ha, ha, hat"

“Yes, clear out,” said Poter Todd, Ehu{'kling. “ They
might give us a dose of the same; and that sn’t in the
programme,”’

And the raiders, laughing loudly, marched off in triumph.
While Ponsonby & Co, surrounded by a crowd yelling with
laughter, in the guadrangle of Higheliffe, were shricking to
}.hr fellows there to release them, and almost foaming with
ury.

wiping his eyes

1 wonder

THE NINTH CHAPTLR.
Coker Argues It Out!

ORACE COKER was frowning.
There were wrinkles in the brow of the great Coker
amd indignation in his breast.
As the doy of the Friardale Flower S8how and Pony
Races drew nearer, Coker realised more and morce that it
wouldn't do.

The frown docpened upon his manly brow as he sat at the
tea-table with his study-mates, Potter and Greoene of the
Fifth, on this particular evening. He was so preoccupicd
that he was almost forgetting to cat. Potter and Greene,
however, were making up for any deficiency on Coker's part
in that respect. Coker—who had plenty of money—generally
did most of the supplying of iood things for the study table,
and Potter and Greene felt themselves in duty bound to do
Ell'ﬂl] j:lutir-lt]- to the feed. It was an agrecable duty, and they

1l 1t well.

“It won't do!" cxclaimed Coker at last, coming out of bis
revevic,

“No,"" said Potter, with his mouth full of shrimps
“ Better put in some fresh tea"

“ What !"

“It's too weak."

“Fh?! What's too weak, fathead 7'" demanded Coker.

“ Weren't you speaking about the tea?" asked Potter
innocently. *' It's had a second lot of water in, you know,
and if it won't do——""

“ Blow theo tea !

“Tt's cool enough already,” said Greene.

“ Look here!” roared Coker. * I'm not talking about the
tea! Confound the tea! I'm talking about the fHower
show "

“ 0Oh, the Nower show !" said Greene, helping himsell to
shrimps. **I see! Coker, old man, you've shown your
usual judgment in getting these shrimps.  They're ripping !

“Blow the shrimps!”

“Certainly. DBul they're ripping, all the same  Never

13

A Splandid Complcte Tale of Harry
pdl"hlrlnn F. N n'ﬂ. Order Earily.



14 THE BEST 3% LIBRARY D@~ “THE BOYS' FRIEND" 30 LIBRARY, “ayo*

mind the flower show now,” added Greene kindly. **Tuck
into the shrimps before they're all gone.”

" Look here! [I've said 1t won't do, and it won't! I'm
not going to allow it

" But you can't help it said Potler, in surprise. *“ Old
Lambe runs the flower show, and he won't stop it to please
yeu. He says it's going to be a greatah success this yah
than last yah.”

CAsl I mean it won't do for those Remove kids to be
riding 1n the sume race with a Fifth Form chap. Can’t be

kR

done !

“""Well, they've entered.”

" Then they've got to get out. A fellow is bound to think
of the dignity of his Form,” said Coker boftily. 1 ean'i
ride 1n o roce with a set of fags. It's absurd. Now. they've
g}a t to slund out. It's no good talking to them—1've done
that."

Potter and Greenc chueckled as they thought of the scene
i the Rag, with Hotace Coker on the rocking-hoese.

* Net much geed jawing to them,” said Potter. * They'ro
checky enough for anything. Of course, it's like their TIE
dence to enter for the race at all. That new kid, Todd. is
cheekier than Wharton and Cherry and Nugent rolled

together. He wants taking down a peg badly. But—"

* But the checkiest beast won't taken down,” said
Lireene, ™ Perhiaps it's better to leave 'ein alone. Pass the
pam "’

" They're going to stand out!" said Coker.

“ Wish you luck! [ don't see how you re go'ng to do it,
though.”

"“"Can’t you think of a way?"" demanded Coker. "1 don't
ev0 why 1 should have to do all the thinking that's doue in
this blessed study.”

" Well, you're such a brainy chap, you know, Coker,” said
Potler solemnly,
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Coker nodded.

" Yc¢s, that's true enough,” he said. “1 must admit I"ve
got most of the brains in this study. 1 always was brainy.”

Potier choked aver Lis tea, and Greene gave a peculine
gurgle, which he chisnged into o cough., Coker g!'urmi at
them suspiciously. o

" Well, what's the joke?” he demanded.

“Ahem! Tea went down the wrong way,”" eaid Potlter
blandly. * Go on, Coker, old man! Tlink it out! Bring

your brain to bear on it."

Coker rose from the table.

“Come on!" lie suid,

“'Eh? Not finished tea yet," said Greene.

“ Blow tea! 1 ENng to put it straight to young Todd,
and if he doesn't seo reason I'm going to lick him,” said
Coker. **That's the only thing 1 can think of. You fellows
can come with me in case there's trouble.'

“ Jolly certam to he trouble,” murmured Greene. * [--1
say, Cokey, old man, why not treat the cheeky young
bounders with—with scorn 1™

" Are you coming "’ asked Coker.

Potter and Greene groaned and rose to their fect. As a
matter of fact, D'otter and Greene had no anticipation
whatever that Horace Coker would ““pull off © the pony
race, but they did not venture to say so to Coker, They
followed their leader to the Remove passage, and Horace
Coker announced his arrival by a tremendous kick at the
d..or, which sent it Avang open.

Tom Duiton was in the study by himself. He did not leok

up. He was at work, aud the kick at the door had not dis-
turbed him.

*“ Hallo!” said Coker,
“*Yes," smd Dutton,
Do you want anything "’

“Where's Todd
“I'm doing my prep, you know.

= 22 ﬂ-r"'::l"ﬂ

.

: ﬂT" -'.-IH

A Magnetite

assisting
an old lady

to alight

from a

moior-omnibus.

i%’fgf? WRRGAYRORY 522
LGNNI

Ter MacweT Lisnary.—No. 286, '



EVERY
MONDAY,

CThe “Magnet”

LIBRARTY.

PEH'::‘I'. 16

If: I| | R

i e
I!r. VS

w e RO T e

1
il
15 el T e e, 5
-2l h S AT
Wi ‘:._.:i'-l:;h'. i F-i'-l;l- £ :".l. o .
".'!-‘":':-:-."{-I-{-"-..-E S,
, :

L

L
i Mg LI

il | : at
2 Ve, ,"-‘.*.'l.".:i_?;.r-;"
iy - - =
R '} u r":i'q,.j' "'j::"
LI Tl e

) ;:.-

[lut'tnn_;w:pt?tnp speed into the lnn':. and he made a deip:rnt: effort to hold the ll.n.lidtn:d horse.
animal reared and plunged furlously, and Dutton was shot fairly out of the saddle, Crash!
into the thick grass by the side of the road, and lay there motionless. (See Chapler 5.)

"“1I've come to talk to you about that pony ruce,” said
Coker.

Tom Dutton Aushed nrlp'rr]j.'.

" Wash your own!" he replied.

"Eh?*

“ 1t needs it more than mmine, and chanee 48, saied Dutton.

" What 15 the =illy ass talking about 777 said Coker, puzzled,

*“"He's as deal ns a giddy post ' chuckled Potter,
thinks you told hnu to wash his foce.”

*(h, my hat! Dutton, you fathead —

“EhT

" Where's Puter Todd?  1've come here to talk to him."’

“Rot ! sad Dutton. U yvou want to sing hymns, you
ean sine ‘em on your own study. ' dommg iy prep You're
JR'“_\' well not Eolhg to Al h}'tlm- here I

“My only aunt guspd Coker, 1 don’t envy Todd of
he lias to talk much to this chap. 1 say, Dutton, why don't
sou got an ear-trumpet, you choump ?°

** Kh ¥

“It's about the pony race,” bawled Coker.
to (nter—see?

“1 shouldn’t worder,” said Dutten. ** My leg is much
betier, und | shall be able to mide all might. | don't know
about winnming i a eanter, but 1 shall try hard, Yery Kind
of you to say so"
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But the
The |janlor rolled

“Oh, erumbs! I didn't say you'd wim in & cacter!”
shricked Coker. " T said you're nol to enter—see 1"

" Yes, all nght," saul Duttun.

“Yes<, nll right if you're reasonable,’”” said Coker. * You
agrie to stand out, then '

" LUertwnly, 1 shall do my best, and T hope I shall beat
Yo
" T'm uot guing to allow Remove kids to enter!” yulled
Coker., " Cnan't you understand? It's beneath my dignity
to ricde with fags 1n 2 rare."’

“1 hope vou will,”™ sawd Dutton, with a nod, ** My ulea 19
that Todd will get sccond plaee, and Alonzo third; but
you're weleomie to try for a place.”

Potter and Greene chueklied, and Coker gasped. The
Fifth Former put his mouth close to Dutton's ear, and
bawled with all the force of lns lungs:

“You're going to.stand out of the race.
that "

“ Veou necdn't shout I'm nnt Jdeal,™ said Duatton. 1 ecan
hear you all right if you don’t mumble, 1 thmk you're o
silly ass! ['m not gomyg to stand out—I'm going to ride to
win! You haven't ot an carthly !

“ What !"

i .'I:l'l.l can't rulp for toffee "' =sawd ljuttﬂﬂ. " we ﬂﬂhrt
ride, the Thighelifte cads will get the first prize! You'ro ng
good at all!"

Do you hear
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Coker turned crimson with rage.

“It's “”.ﬁ’“’“d talking to him, and it's jolly hard work,
too," he said. ““He's got to be bumped tili he comes to his
wnsta. Collar the silly duffer.”

SHands off ™' yelled Dutton, jumping up as the thres
Fifth-Formers seized him, Rescue—rescue, Remove !

** Lock the door ! chuckled Coker, We'll deal with the
rotlers one at a time.”
~ Potter turned the key. The struggling Dutton was swung
into the air in the grasp of the chums of the Fifth.

" Now, we don't want to hurt you," said Coker. “ We'rs
irguing it out in the only way you can understand. Will
you stand out of the race '

“I haven't any."

“What I

" Besides, what do you want lace for? Do you mean a

eot-lace ?"
" Will you stop out of the pony race?" bellowed Coker.
“Oh! No fear! Not much!”

“Bump him !’ yelled the exasperated Coker. * If he
san't heur, he oan feel. Bump him !"

“Yar-o-oh!" roared Dutton, as he descended on the car-
poat, and the dust rose round him. ** Ow! Leggo! Chuck it!
Rescue !

There was a rush of footsteps in the passage, and a hand
tried thie door. Then there was a loud ﬂnﬂcking.

“Hallo! What's the trouble here "' shouted tha voice of
[",_ tar T”dlil.

* Rescue ! yelled Dutton.

" Wa're arguing with Duiton,” called back Coker. ** We'll
l*t you in when we've finished. Jorry I can't stop to unlock
'ha door now.'"

Bump !

“*Yah! OL!™

“* Open the door!” shouted Peter through tho keyhole.

" Another time,"” grinned Coker. *Give him another
bump! He will be quite reasonable soon. Nothing like a
really good bumping to bring a cheeky lad to reason. [ave
vou had enough, Dutton "'

“"Ow! Leggo!™

" Bay when,"” said Coker. * You're goin
till you agree not to ride in the pony race.

Bump—bump !

“Ow! Rescue!"

Bang, bang, bang! Crash! The door shook under the
wssaults of the Removites without, but it did not open.

to be bumped

ay when."

————

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Sauce for the Gander.

ETER TODD was simply raging in the passage.

The cool cheek of the Fifth-Former in taking pos-
session of his study, and ragging his study-mate there,
had & most exasperating effect upon Peter Todd. He

kicked and thumped at the duor, and yelled through the
keyhole, but only the roars of Dutton, as he wus bumped on
the carpet, responded.

“The awful cheek I"' ejuculated Bob Cherry. “Wae shall
}I]:iw?: to burst in the door somehow, if they won't open it!

ark!"”

Bump ! came from within the study, and a yell followed.
Coker was evidently continuing his argument "with the ob-
stinate Dutton

Peter Todd snorted.

“ The cheeky beast! He wants to shift us out of the race
—tho awful nerve! He can’t ride for toffec: and the High-
chiffe cads will have the prize if El:udjr“Nu. T doesn't rope

it in, I—I—I'll pulverise him. I'll—
Bump |
“Ow! Rescue!”

“1 say, you fellows——"'

" Here, let's use Bunter for o battering-ram!” exclaimed
Bob Cherry excitedly. * You take one leg, Toddy, and I'll
take the other, and we'll swing him against the door."

“You silly nss!” shrieked Bunter. “ 11 -1'l—"
" Ha, ha, ha!"
“ Look here. 1 ean get the door open!” grunted DBunter.

“You leave it to me.?"

Todd glnwd at him. _ ]

“Don’t talk out of your silly neck, now,” he exclaimed.
*“ How are you gowng to do it*"'

Bunter grinned,

“You know what a jolly clever ventriloquist I am—"

“0Oh, don't gas now, you fat duffer "

“Oh, really Todd! You knmow I can imitate anybody's
voice, and I'll pitch it to Coker in old Prout's tootle—""

“My hat!"” lget{-r Todd gave Bunter a slap on the shoulder
that made him roar. I didn’t think of
that.” _
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“Ow! Don't bust my buckbone, you fatheud!" roared
Bunter,

“ Go it," murmured Bob Cherry.

Bump! came from within the study again. Coker and
Potter and Greene were ar uing it out still, and the argument
was very painful to Tomn Dutton. But the deaf junior had
no mntention of giving . Clakor wus growing move and more
qull'urut.ad. He considered that e had taken guite enough
trouble to bring Dutton to resson; and the junior's per-
sistent unreasonableness was distinetly irritating.

. " Now, look here, Dutton!" Coker bawled in tha deaf
Junior's ear. * Why don't you do the sensible thing, and
agree to stand out?”’

“1'd land out, if I had a chancs,” gasped Dutton.
on, one at a time, and vou'll soe."

There was a sudden seurrying of feet in the passage, and
the banging at the door ceased.
Coker started.

“Hallo ! That sounds as if the row had brought up some
henatl;' prefect,” said Potter.

" We're not going to open the door to a prefect,” growled
Coker. ‘' Bhe prefects can’t iuterfers with the Fifth. They
¢in go and chop chips.”

ere was a sharp rap at the door.
he“ 0]1. buzz off!" yelled Coker. * You're not coming in
re.

" Coker!"" rapped out a sharp voice.

Coker jumped.

' Oh, crumbs, it's Prout!"

“ Coker!" went on the rharp voice, which was either that

of Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth, or exactly like it.
" Coker! Open this door at once !

Cokor & Co. exchanged hopeless glances. They would have
kept the Remove fellows out all evening if necessary, but they
could not disobey the order of their Form-master.

“ What rotten luck I"" muttered Greene, ** Fancy old Prout
coming here. I thought ho hud gone out, too.”

*“One of those young cads must huve fetched him," mut-
tered Coker. ** Speaks! Yah!"

Rap! Rap! Rap!

“* Open this door, Coker."

“* A-a-all right, sir. I—T——'

" Do not bandy words with me, Coker. Open the door.”

The Fifth-formers released Dutton, who stood panting.
Coker reluctantly turned the key in the lock.

“1f you pleate, sir,”" he bﬂ;{al:. as he openced the door,
" we— Why—what—my hat!”

There was a rush of junmiors from the passage, and they
swarmed into the study. Coker & Co. were rushed off their
feet in & second. They were taken utterly by surprise. They
had fancied that the Removitcs had been scared off the sceno
by the approach of tho Fifth Form-master,

* Down with them ! roared Bolb Cherry.

*“ Pile on 'em!"”

" The pilefulness is terrific.”

“ Hurray !"

" Gerroff I"" roared Coker.
What— what—""

“"Ha, ha, ha! Prout's out!" chuckled Peter Todd.
wias only his voice.
* Ha, ha, ha!"
Coker glared at the grinning Ow! of the Remove. He
understood now that he had been tricked by Billy Bunter's

peculiar gift.

“ Done ! gmi]'red Greene dolefully.
WEre An 48s——

“ Billy ass!" mumbled Potter. *“1I say, vou kids, we'll
make it pax

“Not just yet," grinned Peter Todd. * Come in, and
lock the door, you kids. Coker has come into the lion's
den, and there 15 no exit at present.”

" Lemme gerrup!” shouted Coker furiously.

“8Bit on lhim!" Peter Todd locked the door. The study

was cwarming with juniers, snd thoie wes hanlly room L
move. The odds were hopelessly against the Fifth-formers
now, and they had no chance. Coker and Potter and Greeneo
cxchanged uneasy glancos, They had indecd ventured into
the lion's den, as Peter Todd declared. How they were
going to et out was another question. _

“Ow!" mumbled Dutton. * They've been bumping me
to make moe agree to stand out of the race, the cheeky
rotters. Not that I'd do it.”

* What's sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander,” re-
marked Peter Todd, *' Coker has bumped Dutton to maks
him stand out of the race. We're going to bump Coker tall
he agrees to stand out. UOne good turn deserves another.”

“* Hear, hear!”

" Don't you dare to bump me,”" roared Coker. ** Why,
you checky fags, I'll-I'll——" .

“The saucefulness of the honourable goose is excellent for
the esteemed gander,” grinned Huree Jamset Ram Singh.

LT
THE RN SoPuLAR

“Comao

"“I—1 say, where's Prout?

(1] It-
Bunter borrowed it for the occasion!"

“ 1 say, Coker, you




“ The huml:fuhmas of the ludierous Coker will bo—

“ Tarrific!" said Bob Cherry, *' Collar him."

“ Leggo!" spluttered Coker. ** Leggo. 1-T'll

Coker was grasped by six or seven pair of hunds. He
struggled mmh}' m the grasp of the Removites, but he
rtrugeled in vain. Peter Todd loocked on with a sweet
siiile, and wapgped his forchnger ot Coker.

' Cokor, my infant, this is where you are going through
i1, he gund.  ** You have Leen bumping Dutton, @ member of
Study No. 7, whose persan is saered——"

“TH bump hun again,” ronred Coker.

“To muke him stand out of the race,'" continued Peter
Todd calmly. ** It was like your awful cheek, Coker.”
“m onot going to ride with imky fags,” yelled Coker.

* Exactly; you're not. We're not gomg to let you
chuckled Petor Todd. '* We have been feeling very keenly
that we ean’t lot Greyviviars be disgraced by such a jolly rotien
rder as you are, Uoker.”

* Wha-a-a-at!"”

" S0 wo're going to argue it with you, till you agree to
keep out of the race. That will also put you up to &
wrinkle about trying te bully the Remove,’ said Peter
cheerfully.

* Hump hun!"

" Look here. I—oh——"

Bump! Bump! Bump!

“ Hay when,” said Peter, in cheery imitation of Coker's
own manner. ' You've only got to promise to stand out
of the race, you know."”

“1 won't! I—1 never. I—— Yah! You young fiendal
oh!”
Bump! Dump! DBump!

“Harder!” suid Peter Todd. ** Nover mind the carpet—
it needs dusting, anyway. Put your beef uto it,
“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“Ow! Ow! Ow! I'm hurt!” yelled the wunfortunate
Coker. " I—I—— Ow! Leave off! Yahl"

“ Are you going to promise?”

“Ow! Never! Yow!l"

Bump! Bump! Bump! DBump!

“ There's still time," said Peter Todd agreeably, ** The
floor will stand it uny amount of times, You're an obstinate
clinp, Coker. You dou't secm to understand the force of
vour own wrgumients when they re turned round on you,”

" o Loave off.” proaned Coker. ' I—I'll agree, if you like,
you young beasts. Ow! I'm aching ull over. I— Oh!
I ean't stand any more.”

“ood! I'm glad to see vou so reasonable, Cokey, old
man., You agree to stand out of the race at the Friardalo
Flower Show ¥

* Look hore, I—""

“ Bump him!"

“Hold on!™ velled Coker,

“Honour bright?"

“*Yeu,' groaned Coker,

“ Goot ;rg:;!” Gentlemen, we have convinced Coker, by
his own arcuments——"

** Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Now kick the bounders out.”

The study door was open, and Coker, Potter, and Greecne
went hurthing inte the passage. They picked themselves
ap and fled, A yell of laughter from the Removites fol-
lowed them. Heree Coker of the Fifth frequently had the
whrst of it in his little tossle with the Remove, but he had
wllom expericnced so crushing a defeat as this. The three
hoeroes of the Fifth almost crawled into the study, and Horace
Coker sat down heavily—and jumped up sgain very quickly,
Siiting down was not comfortable just then.

“Ow ! groaned Coker, I+

L]
L

“I agrec! 1 agree

“This 1s 4 go!

 Ves I must say you've made a muck of it,"”" said Potter.
“ 1 was agmiust 1t, you know.”

* (dh, shut up”™’

v &n owas T saud Greene.
. Coker by

“ (heese it "' snarted Coker.
wouldn't have turned out hke this! Ow!  I'm aching all
ever!  Ow!  T'H make Peter Todd smart for this—ow |
Fonev haviug the cheek to bump a Fifth-Former! Ow!"

= Well, it might bave been worse!” sad Potter pliloso-
plircally.

" El—how could it have been worse, fathead?' groaned
{-_Ti.li-nl'i",

“Why, they might have bumped me. too!”

“ And me,” sawd Greene. * You see, it mmight have been
ever so much worse, Coker. May as well finish tea now."

v\l Potter and Greene sat down to tea. and Coker strode
eut of the study und slammed the deor behind himi—and they
finizhiod tea in peace.
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THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER.

fdarry Wharton to the Rescue!
" HE rotters!”
“ Hallg, hullo, hallo ™
" The ecads!"
" What'a the trouble, Toddy?™
“The awfu! spoolors 1™
My dear Peter——"
Y The swindlers "' roured Peter Todd, showing no sign of

getting to the end of Lis vocabulary. ** The—the thieves!
"1'hies burglava 1"

The fellows in the jumor common-room gathered round
Peter Todd, Tt was seldom that the leader of No. 7 Study
hud been seen in a state of such excitement. He had just
cotne m from Friardale, and he had come in in o state of
boundless wrath,

“My dear Peter," said Alonzo reproachfully. ** T am sure
that Uncle Beujwmin would not approve of these violent
expressions. I really eonsider——"'

* Oh, checse it, Lonzy! The blighters "

Bob Cherry smote Peter a powerful smite on the shoulder.

“What's the matter?" he roared. * Can't you explain,
and let the gas cscape afterwards? Who are they, snd what
hiave they been doing

“ ¥Yes, lot's hear what's happened,” sawd Harry Wharton,
* Pat him on the back and calm him, Bob.”

Peter dodged. A pat on the buck from Bob Cherry's
powerful hand was not a joke,

“It's the Highelilfe cuds!" he gasped.

“ What have they done?”

* Collared our ponies.”

" Phew 1"

Do you understand?' roared Peter. * We engaged four
ponics at Guun's livery stables—and the Highcliffe cads have
roped them in over our hends. When T ealled on Gunn just
now, he apid he was sorry we couldn't have them on Satur-
doy for the race. Of course, there wasn't any legal ugree-
mient on the subject, but i was understood that we were to
have the ponws.  Ponsonby has knocked us out.  He's
engaged thein for Saturday—not te ride, you savvy—the cads
live therr own ponics—but to keep them sway from us. And
f.:'-ml‘:ll“]mu. let them bribe hint mto playing us that dirty
trick !

** Ass ! said Nugent. “You ought to have made 1t &
setticd bargain with him,  You couldn't expeet him to keep
the geegees disengaged in case you wanted them,™

“Well, it was an understanding.”’

“A misunderstanding "' griuned Vernon-Bmith, “ And
can't Gunn let you huve any horseflesh at all on Baturday ™

" He says not. The Higheliffe cads have been bribing him.
Of course, they're better customers than we are—they've got
heaps of woney,” said Peter bitterly.

Harry Wharton whistled.

" And the race is to-morrow,”” he said. " You'll have
to find zome horseflesh somewheve else in the time, Peter.
It’s o rotten trick of Ponsonby’s, but it can’t be helped. You
ean try the hvery stables in Courtfield."

Peter shook his head despondently,

* I've telephoned them alveady ; they've disposed of every-
thing for Buturday. Lots of people want geegees for Satur-
daw, and there’s o run on them.'

“This 15 where Top Btudy gets it in the neck, then,” re-
marked Vernon-Smith,

**Oh, shut up!"” growled Peter. ** The question is, what's
oing to be doue? We're going to ride to-morrow, if we
Fmve to raid the ponirs from Higheliffe itself !

“ Precious little tine left to make new arrangements*
said Horry Wharton thoughtfully, ' Of course, they've left
it till the latest moment to dish vou.”

“The dishfulness s terrifie,” romarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, " Would it not be possible to out-bribe the esteemed
Higheliffe rotters.”

" Can’t be done now—they've engaged the geegees, and
Gunn can't go back on them if he wauts to.”

" Then the estecmed game s up”

“Hold on!" said Harry Wharton.
there's timne.™’

“Time for what?"' growled Peter.

“Time to get ponics from Wharton Lodge,” suid Harry
quictly.  ** My own pony, at home, and three more—my
uncle goes in for horsefesh, vou know—and he eould stand &
dozen f we wanted them. And I'm sure he would if 1 asked
him, and explained how we are fixed. They cun be sent
down by rail, und get here to-night.,”

Peter Todd rashed at the captain of the Remove and
hugeed liim cestatically,

“Oh, vou're o riddy geniing! You ean really do it

“TH try, anyway ! said Harry, laughing. * It will be mﬁ
A Splendid Comploto Tale of Harry

Wharion & Co, Ordsc Early,

" Let's sec—yes,
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e bhie eve for the hgheliffo cads, to see you turn up for the
race nfter all ™
Hurrah "

Wharton planecd up at the conumon-room clock.

“Meve got time to get down to Friardale and send the
wire, aud pel an answer, before afternoon lessons,' he said,
el out your jigger and conte along,"

[inow couple of minutes Havey Wharton and Peter Todd
woere wheelug their bieyeles weross the Close to tho gates.
Coker of the Fifth met them in the Close, and called to them.

CEorry D Clan't stop ! sand Peter.

“Twouk here)" saul Coker, frowning.
ward to Keep vut of the pony race
it2"

Poter chuekled.

a "n"lr'lh.vi'n suuce for the goose is sauce for the gander," he
romieked,

Lok here, if vou keep me to it, I shall stick to it,"" said
Coker. " Bot——"'

AL ferene, miy son! 1 was only pulling vour leg ! said
Ceter. " You are froe to ride if you want to—by kind per-
nnsson of No T Study 1M

“Well, that's all right,” said Coker. " It's a go, then.
Of course, you kids wouldn't have any chance, anyway, so it
mnkea no difference to you”

“None ot alll” sad Peter, ' You will finish up eloventh
or twelftly, aml it ean’t make any difference. You will suve
somebody vlse from getting in last, so really it would be a
kindness of vou to ride”

“1 grave you my
Of course, I shall keep

“*You young nss! 1 i

“Tata!™ surd DPeter; and the juniors mounted their
hi;:}‘fh:ﬁ m the rateway, akd pl'i]ulli\f ol.

Horace Coker lpoked after them with a frown. But he

was much relieved at being =ot free from the unfortunate
promise that had been extracted from him in. No. 7 Study.
And he had wisely decided not to **chip in'" any nore 'n
Poter Todd's affairs, It had downed upon Coker that he was

destined to get the worst of it i bhis little tussles with that
cheerful and enterprising youth.

Wharton and his compamon lost no time in getting to thoe
post-offico in Friardale. They left their machines outside, und

T,
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The sure and steady advance of the Chinese has been viewed
with grave concern in Ewropean circles for some time past.
With the object of making clear the danger underlying
this progress, a long, Boooo-word, complete story, entitled :

The Yellow Sphinx

has been specially written for the “ Union Jack” 'This
preat  tale —dramatic and  realistic—should be read by
every patriotic Britisher, for it conveys a grave warning and
i} shows what terrible power the Yellow Races may one day
1 wield over the White Nations.  Such famous characters as :

SEXTON BLAKE, YVONNE, & WU LING

all appear in * The Yellow Sphinx,” which is altogether
wnigue,  1)o not miss it on any account, but make sure of a
copy of Thursday's Summer Number of the

UNION JACK

Special Coloured Cover. :
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concocted a long telegram W Colonel Wharton st the counter.
That telegram took most of their combined cash to settle for
it, but, as Peter Todd remarked, it was no time to stick at
trifies.

“I'll ask my uncle to wire back here, and we can wait for
the telegram,” said Harry. " If we're a bit late for lessons
it can't be hi:*l.rcd."

“Right-ho!” said Peter.

And the telegram was despatched, and the two juniors
strolled out into the old High Street of Friardale to wait for
the answer,

" The Head will lot us keep the ponies in the school stables
to-night,"” said Harry. ** I've asked my uncle to send them to
Greyiriars. They'll be safer there than at Gunn's: there's
no telling what Ponsonby might try next. He wouldn't be
above trying to get at the rearoes,

" Talk of nng{-h 1" sid Peter Todd., ** Here they are!"

Ponsonby & Co. had just come out of Uncle Clegg's tuck-
shop, a little farther down the stroet, They grinned as they

looked ut the twa Creviviars JUnMILTr.
' Hallo ! said Pomsonby. ** How many of you chups are
riding in the race to-morrow "

And the Higholiffians chuckled gleefully,

" Four of us!"” said Peter calmly,

“Got the geegees?"”

" Yes, that's ull right,”

IMonsonby started.

" Have you seo Gunn to-day?' he asked.

“Yes, 've seen hin”

* Hasn't he told you—

“ Yes," said Peter Todd deliberately,  * Ho's oxplained
that a rotten cod has done me, and got Lim to fail in his
engagement with me. But as it happens there are ways and
means of getting over that, so we H\l-‘:ﬁll ride all the same—
you rotter !

“1 don't see where yvou'll get the goes from,"” said Gadsby.
“ There aren't any to be had in Courtfield, 1 kuow that!”

** Absolutely I"" prinned Vavasour,

“Well, yvou'll see,” siid Peter comfortably. * I'd beat you
rotters at the show, if T had to ride a "bus-horse 1"

And the Greyfriars juniors turned their backs on th [
Ral L E a Il § 0" lll -*l =
cliffians and strolled back to the post-office. =
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Ponsonby hit his lip. !

“They've got some rotten trick for getting the gees after
all," samid Monson. .

** Gunn wouldn't dare to go back on us,”’ said Ponsonby.
“What are the cads hanging round the post-office for? Becn
wiring to somebody for gecgees, perhaps. My hat! If they
rude alter all, you fellows—""

‘1 shall beat them," said Vasasour.

Ponsonby sniffed.

" Beat your grandmother! That deafl fathead, Dutton
eould ride your silly head off, though he's lame still 1™

" Look here, Pon——"'

“We're not done vet!" growled Ponsonby. " If they get
geegees [rom somewhere, we've got to get at them and settle
on Gunn, and get left at the finish.,”

“ But how——"

“Come into the post-office."’

Ponsonby & Co. entered the post-office.  That establish-
ment was a groeer's shop as well as a post-oftice, and sold
wes and ginger-beer. The Higheliflians sat down to eat ices
anel wait, so long as the Greylfriars juniors waited. It was
easy enough for Ei’unmnhy to guess that Harry Wharton and
Todd were waiting for the reply to a telegram. They could
have no motive otherwise for !l::nunp:ing about the post-office.

Ponsonby soon saw that his surmise was correct. Wharton
camue into the office half an hour later to inguire if a telegram
had arrived. It had not come yet, and he went out. The
igheliffians had overheard his inquiry, and they exchanged
glances,

“The rotters!” growled Gadsby, ‘I shouldo’t have
thought they had money enough for this kind of thing. It
will cost a good bit to have geegees sent from a distance.”

“ May have had a whip-round to pay for it, or they may
Bave relations in the business,”” said Ponsonby, with a curl
of his lip. ‘' Anyway, that's what they're after, and we're
going to sce it through."

“ We shall be late for lessons,”” hinted Monson.

“ Blow lessons !’

And the Higheliffians ate ices and waited and watched.
Another half-hour elapsed, and it was certainly time for the
juniors to get back to school. But Wharton and Todd were
«till waiting, and their enemies waited, too. But there was
pot much longer to wait. The two Greyiriars janiors camo
mta the post-office once more, and a telegram was handed
to Wharton over the counter.

“lﬂi:md cgg, Toddy!" he exclaimed,
ancie, !
* 1His uncle!” murmured Ponsonby. *‘ That's it, is it?
Some blessed livery-stable keeper, 1 suppose! Pah!"

The Greyfriars juniors read the telegram with great satis-

““ This 1s from my

tection. It was n long one, though not so long as Wharton's,
and it was very satisfactory. It ran:
“Telegram received. Right, Four good ponies arrive

Greviriars this evening. ood lJuck.—

Rely on this
WuARTON."

“Hurray !"" shouted Peter Todd.

Ponsonby came over towards the Greyfriars (iuninr;.

“ Managed it all right?"" he asked. " I'm glad, of course !
As a sportsman, I shouldn't like you to be shut out of the
race.’

“¥es: we know exactly how much of a sportsman you
sre " snid Peter Todd., "' You've pluyed a low-down trick
on us, and it won't do you any Show him the
tedegram, Wharton !"’

Wharton laughed and held it out. Ponsonby read it
eagorly. He gritted his teeth, though he tried to appear
indifferent.

*“Well, that's lucky for you,”” he remarked.

“ But not for you!” said Peter Todd, with a chuckle.
“This is where you get left.”

“1 suppose you'll have the gees up at Gunn's place?™
Ponsonby remarked carelessly.

**No fear!"

‘* Most convenient pluce, you know—near the ground for
the ruce——"

** And in your reach for another rotten trick !"" said Harry
W harton.

“I hope you don't suspect that we should—"

“ We suspect that you'd do anything mean and rotten!"
said Harry, with cheerful frankness. ** And we're jolly wel
wot goiug to give you the chance !"

"Jlg‘heu you re going to have the ponies at the school?"”
asked Ponsonby.

*¥Yes; under our eyes, where they wom't be in any
danger!” grinned Peter, ‘' You can look for the licking of
vour lives to-morrow !

And the Greyviriurs [ellows, in great spirits, mounted their
bicveles, and rode home. The Higheliffians left the post-
office with gloomy brows.

“ Dished again ! growled Gadsby,

“ Absolutely " muttered Vavasour.

Porsonby made an angry gesturc.
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“We're not letting it go at that!” he said, in a low voice.
“ Look here, you chaps, it's no good blinking thoe fact thav
they're better than we are at this pame. Vav thinks he can
beat them, but he can't—not with straight riding. We've
lost this round, but there's time before to-morrow.”

" You're not thinking of raiding the ponics at their blessed
school, are vou ?"’ mkus Monson, with a whistle.

“Why not?” asked Ponsonby coolly. “ We couldn'teget
bookmukers for a long time without learning some of the
business of racing men. There are ways and means. Have
you ever heard of horses being duped T

“Phew ! .

“It's only neecssary to get at them in their stables, and
give themn something to swallow,' said Ponsonby. “1 can
get it from Banks, the bookie, eusily encugh.”

“ But—but how——"' .

“We're not going to lose this race,” said Ponsonby,
between his tmtﬁ, “ Come on; let's get back to H‘lghnhﬂ'l,
and talk it over. We're late enough for lessons slready.””

And the precious quartetie wulged away, discussing their
new scheme in low tones,

e ————

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Like Thieves in the Night!

R. CAPPER, the master of the Upper Fourth, frowned
as Wharton and Peter Todd eamc into the Form.
room. As Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove,
was away ill, Mr Capper had the doubtlul pleasure

of taking the Remove us well as his own Form temporarily.
“You are late, sir!” said Mr. Capper, wmwrmg‘.I a
magisterial forefinger at the two juniors. " You ve
i Hnﬂ

missed a whole lesson.'

“8o sorry, sir,’ said Peter Todd meekly.
important communication from Wharton's uncle, sir.”

“Indeed! I hope your uncle is not ill, Wharton 1"

“(Oh, no, sir! But I had & wire from him about s very
important matter,” said Harry. "1 hépe you will excuse us,
sir.”’

“Very well; vou may go to your places!" said Mr.
Capper doubt{ully. _

If the Fourth Form master had known thst the im rtant
matter was the pony race at the Friardale Flower S8how, he
would probably not have been so lenient. Fortunately, he
did not know, : .

I say, you follows, is it all right?" whispered DBilly
Dunter, as I'.)h-ﬂ twa Rewmovites sat down.

“ Right as rain!” said Peter Todd. * Bhurrup, fathead!
We've got to be as guod as gold! BSBuppose we should get
detained to-morrow afterncon!”

That consideration was quite encugh to make the
Removites as good as gold. During the few days they had
tuken their lessons with the Upper Fourth they bad caused
Mr. Cupper to feel the most bencvolent wishes for Mr.
Queleh's rapid recovery and return to Greyfriars. But
nothing could exceed their extreme goodness on the prescnt
occasion, Mr, Capper was surprised and pleased,  Even
Billy Bunter was attentive to his lessons, and the Remove
were as quiet as mice, and showed an anxiety to please the
Form-muster that was very gratifying to Mr. Capper.

They were glad enough when lessons were over, however.
Peter Y,l‘«,w:hfl was in & very thoughtful mood, and ufter Jessous
he took the Famous Five into his confidence on the subject
of his cogitations. o .

“It's ruther lucky that you chaps aren't riding in the
race to-morrow,” he remarked, by way of a beginning.

“Yes; it means & win for your study,”’ said Nugent
blandly.

“0Of which otherwiselully the doubtfulness would be
terrific ! observed Hurree Jamsect Ram Singh.

“Oh, I don't mean that!" said Peter. ** We should win
all right, anyway. But we're riding to-morrow, and so we
shall have to have a good night's rest to keep in form. As
vou fellows are not riding, you needn’t be so particular.”

“ What on ecarth are you driving at?"’ demanded Wharton,

“ The geegees will be here this evening,' said Peter.

“Yes; my uncle will send a groom with them, and they’'ll
arrive all right,” said Harry. ** No danger of Ponsonby &
(o, getting at them on the way, if that's what you mean.”

“That's not it. They'll be here all night,” said Peter,
“ Look here, 1 don't trust Ponsonby I:mﬁ an inch. You
remember you raided 1ligheliffie ouce, and licked those cads
in their own studies?"

“Ha, ha! Yes."

“ Buppose Ponsonby thought of the same wheeze, and got
at the geegeesi" said Peter. ** You know it's casy enough
to spoil & horse for a race, if you can get at him; and t
rotters would stick at nothing—they've proved that already !”

13ob Cherry whistled saftly, 18

A Bplendid Complote Tale of Ha
Wharton & Co, Qrder Early.



20 THE BEST 3 LIBRARY #@ “THE BOYS' FRIEND” 3" LIBRARY. y /e

“You surely don't suspect e

“1 do!" said Peter. " Ponsonby was petting all the
information be could to-day from us. I thought it over nfter-
wards, and I believe he will try to get at the geegers. It
would be casy enough, for that matter.'

" He's rotter enough !" said Wharton. “* But——"'

" The geegees will have to be watched to-night,” said
Petar. *“If we stay up to watch, we shall be off colour
to-morrow. 1 want you fellows to do it. This isn't a tie
for study rows, you know—it's Greyiriars ngainst Higheliffe—
fair play agsinst foul ! Will you do it for us?”

“Like n bird I said Bob Cherry promptly,
think Ponsonby would venture: but 1|='|.rr.-'l]l’J

horses, anyway. I'm game !

" Bame here!" said Johnny Bull,

“The gamefulness is terrific, my esteemed chum [

" Now I come to think of it, I think it's guitc lilkely they
haven't got to the end of their tricks yet,” said Wharton,
with a nod. * Ponsonby knows they can't win, and he won't
leave a stone unturned to beat Greyfriars., We'll stay up and
watch. It will have to be kept jolly dark, though. The
Hoad wouldn't understand."

" We'll frustrate their giddy knavish tricks, and confound
thlﬂri politiesI"" grinned Nugent. * You can rely on us,

L] {. r-‘l!‘

Poter Todd looked greatly relieved.

"' Then it will be all plane sailing." he said.
rely on Study No. 7 to keep the gicF
fair play."

The juniors were at toa when the ponies arrived.

Dr. Locke, who took a kindly interest in tho flower show,
and intended to be present at the pony races, had willingly
?wr.-n permission for the animals to be stabled at Greyfviars
or the night.

A crowd of juniors met them, and followed them to their
new quarters, and the four intended comjwtitors mounted
them and rode them round the yard, amid cheers.

Billy Bunter succeeded in stickin upon his steed, and had
evidently profited ver much by the practice. Tom Dutton
was still limping a little, but he was in great form othorwise,
and Bob Cherry slapped him on the back when he dis-
mounted.

“ Good for you!" he exclaimed.
chance, anyway."

Dutton ahuﬂf: his head.

" That's where you're wrong,” he remarked,

Bob stared.

" Don't you think you've got a chance?" he demanded,

" Certuinly not, No g making him prance. It will ba

"1 hardly
look alter the

“ You can
dy flag flying, if we get

“ You've got a jolly good

8 still race, I can tell vou, and I'm going to ride to win.”
* Ha, ha, ha!"
" What are you cackling at?" demanded Tom Dutton sus-
piciously.
‘I*}I didn't say prance, fathead. I said chance,"” shriekod
L

" Dance! What rot. It's not a circus performance,’” said
3}‘,'““" disduinfully. “ Lot you know about riding, Bob

erry.

*.Oh, crumbs!" said Bob.

“*Ha, ha, ha!"

" Yau'll do, Tommy."” said Peter Todd, as he lod his friend
away. ‘"1fF I don’t pull it off, you will, and the Higheliffe
cads will ot the ky[jneh."

“Dosh! 1 should say s0. He was suggesting that [ shoulid

mike him prance and dance,'" said Dutton. * Fancy that—
m a race, you know "
“'Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Rescue 1"

“1 shouldn't wonder if Dutton gets second rize,” re-
murked Billy Bunter thoughtfully. * That little black pony
suits me a treat, and I shall romp home."

" Romp off, more likely,” grinned Todd.

When the Remove went up to the dormitor that night

thera wore five of them who did not go to sleep. Harry
Wharton & Co. had not forgotten their pledge,  All trouble
between the Famous Five and Study No. 7 was at an ond
now—for the present. The rival Co’s were pulling together
with the greatest cordiality, _

Wingate of the Sixth saw lights out, and did not observe
that five of the juniors were anly half-undressed. When the
light was cut, and the captain of Greyiriars was gono,

larry Wharton sat up in bed, the better to keep awake.

" No good getting out before eleven,” he I:E]Ilﬂl‘k_ll‘ill." i {
the prefects spotted us, we should be bundled in again.

* The bundlefulness would be terrific.”

Y Call me at eleven, will you!" yuwned Bob Cherry. * 1
might nod off."

* Right-ho ! .

All was sileng in the Remove dormitory when eleven ran
out from the clock-tower. Harry Wharton was awake, thoug
he had had to struggle hard with drowsiness. As the sirokes
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of eleven died away, he stepped out of bed, and dabbed his
face with a4 wet sponge to drive away his drowsiness.
" Bob!" he whispered.
Nnore !
" Frank "
“nore |

Wharton grinned, and squeezed the wot spongoe over Dob
Cherry’s faco. Bob came out of the land of dreams with a

jumt:-..
* Lerronh !

“It's eleven.”

Bob yawned portentously,

“Oh, rotten! I'm sleepy.”

" Bargain’s a bargain, Bob. Jump up.”

And Bob Cherry grunted again, and rolled out of bed.
Nugent, and Johnny Bull, and Hurree Jamset Ram Bimegh
were awakened by  the samn officacious means, and the
Famous Five donned their outer garments,

e %uint " murmured Wharton. ** If Loder spotted us now,
all the fat would be in the fire. We oan drop out of the
box-room window.”

* Raght iﬂu are!"

Taking their boots in their hands, the fve juniors left the
dormitory silently. and stole along the passago. In the box-
room they put on their boots, and ane by one dropped from
the window to the out-houae below, and thence to the ground

The Closo was very dark and silent. A light gleame<d from
the window of the Head’'s study ; and another from the
window of Loder, the prefect,

The ‘I;Jninrs stole cautiously round the house, and reached
the stables, The coachmuan slept in the same building, but
his window was dark, amd he was evidently in the arms of
Murphy, as Hurree Singh put it — probably meaning
Morpheus,

There was a padlock on the stable door, and the juniors
did not scek to enter it. It was a warm summer's night,
and, as Wharton observed, they would keep awake berter
in the yard, Thay sat down on & bench by the wall in the
darkest corner, where they could keop a watch on the stablo
door and window, But Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull leaned
buck ngainst the wall, and were soon asleep again. DBut the
other three remained wide awake.

They did not talk. If Ponsonby & Co. camo, they did not
want to give the alarm. They wanted to cateh the raiders
in the act, and makae them sorry they had come.

Midnight tolled out from the clock tower,

The last light in the windows of Greyiriars had been ex-
tinguished now; all within the groat building slept.

I§1 the stable-yard, Nugent hud nodded off.  But Wharton's
eyes wore wide open, and the dark, gleaming eves of Hurrea
J)nmﬂ:l'. Singh never closed.

Faintly from the stable came the sounds of horses moving
in their stalls. The half-hour chimed out.

" f'id-l tho chime died away iuto silence, Wharton held out his
and.,

" Listen!" he whispered.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh nodded , his eyes glittering in
the gloom. His keen ears had esught the slizht sound too.

1t was a stealthy footstep upon the stones of the yard.

In the starlight that fell clearly in the vard, four dusky
forms nppea.rmf in sight, stealing towards the stable,

acring cautionsly round as thev advanced, the four in-
trudors reached the stable door, anid there they halted, and
there was a sound of faint whispering,

Peter Todd's uneasiness had been well founded. Fven
in the dim light of the stars, the Greyfriars juniors could
1ecognise the four fellows from Higheliffe, It was Ponsonby
and Uo.'s last attempt at foul play ; and but for the watch
kept by the Groyfriars follows 1t would bave suceneded

‘ith o light touch, Wharton awoke Nugent and Buil and
Bob Cherry. The five Removites arose to their feet, without

a sound, their eyes fixed upon the whispering group at
the stable door,

Wharrer marrer? 'Taint rising-bell,"

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,

Dished !
“q T'S locked ! _

(iadsby whispared the words softly; but in the deep
silence, they were plainly heard by the hidden watchers
in the dusky corner of the yard. -

“ What did you expect?” muttered Ponsonby. * I'm ready
for that.”

“It's & padlock.” ~ .

*“I'll have it open in a jiffey,' .

“ And—and you've got the stuff ready?

“Of eourse 1 have. Quiet! I believe the coachman sleops
over the stable here—can’t be too careful.”

“Oh, we're safe enough.”

' Absolutely !

“THE E‘EI#;I ril'ﬂirllull"



Ciwck !

The sharp eound rang for an instant through the stable-
yard. Vavasour uttered a suppressed exclamation,

“* Phew! That's o row.”

“It's done now,” said Ponsonby coolly. * That was the
Inni.:.llﬂ-’rlp me with the door; it's heavy. Not a sound,
nind,”’

The Highcliiuns pushed the door slowly open.

"Ii;ilwu, with cautious footsteps, they disappeared into the
stabie.

“ My only hat!” moarmured Bob Cherry. * That's
burglary. Those young scoundrels could be locked up for
that—breaking locks at night."

“Time we jumped on them,” whispered Johnny Dull,
“ We don't want to give them a chance with the gee-gees.”

Wharton nodded.

“ Fallow me—hut quiet. We don't want to wake the coach-
man, if we can help it."”

The juniors stole softly across the yard te the open door
of the stable. They heard Ponsonby's whispered voice as
they approached. ‘

““ Wait & minute, till my eyes get used to this beastly
dark. We can't strike a lght here; the horses might get
scared and make a row.” :

“ Mind they don't kick out, Pon,” whispered Vavasour
nervously.

* Rats! They won't kick. I know how to handle them.
I've only pot to get this stuff into their mouths; they _ll
swallow it easily enough. Banks told me all about it, It's
a sure thing."”

“ And—and can't it be found out "

*“ No fear | The gees will break down in the race, that's all.
They'll all be all nght the next day, and it would puzzle a
vet. to tell what had been the matter with them. It's as
sife as houses.” ' ‘

“ There'll be & surprise for the Greyiriars kids to-morrow
afternoon,” murmured Gadsby, with a chuckle. )

* There'll be a surprise for you cads to-night,"” said a cool
volee.

The four young rascals simply jumped ae the unexpected
voice fell upon their ears. With startled exelamautions they
swing round.

Five juniors stood in the open doorway. Escape was out

off.

Ponsanby clenched his hands hard. .

“Oh!" he muttered. ** They've been keeping watchl!
Oh!"

" 8o we've caught vou!” said Harry Wharton.

** Hang vou!"

** Better not make a row,” grinned Bob Cherry, as Pon-
sonhv's voice came loudly through the stable. *' If the coach-
man wokes up, you'll be handed over to the police.”

The Higheliffians stood with white, seared faces.  They
knew the risk they had run, and what its consequences might
Le if the Greyfriars juniors chose.

“* [—I sny,” muttered Ponsonby, the first of the raiders
to recover his presence of mind. I say, we—we came to
look at the horses, that's all!"

“That's all, is it?"" asked Wharton.

“Yeeo-es. Yes, that's all. You—vou see, we wanted to
see what kind of geegees you'd been able to get,”” 'onsonby
explained, geining confidence as he proceeded. ** You don't
think we were going to steal the horses, do youl"

** No, we don't think that,” said Harry quietly.

“* That's all right, then,”" said Ponsonby. relieved. ' Of
CONTSE, We—we &ﬂuhln’t really have ecome without asking

rinission @ but we're rather anxious about the race, vou

now, and we wanted to sco what vour mounts were hke.”'

“* And that's all?"" asked Johnny Bull.

“Yes, that's all. Of course. What more could there he”
muttered Pensonby.

“"That's all—absolutely 1" quavered Vavasour,

“Go on!" said Bob Cherry. ** Ananias was nothing to
this, and *Baron Munchausen was a regular Georgie Washing-
ton i comparison. Pile i, and roll out a few more.”

“ 1—1 assure vou vou're mistaken—absolutely ! stammered
Ponzonhy.

“Thut's ull we came for, honour bright !" said Monson.

*“Oh, shut up!' saxl Wharton, in disgust “"You came
here to dope the ponies, and we know it. That's why we've
been keepung watch—Todd guessed you'd do it.”

PnnanIhy eround his teeth,

“I—1 assure you you're mistaken absolutely!” stammered
Vavasour.

“ We've heard every
Wharton quietly,

Wi ﬂh Ill

“You've got the stuff with you,'
the Remove.
down."

The Highelifians hesitated. But there was no help for it,
and they ¢ame out of the stable, The starlight gleamed upon
their pale faces and scared oyes

“Put the stuff down!” said Harry menacingly,
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Ponsonby muttered something, and drew a bag from his
pocket.  Wharton took it and opened it, and seversl littlo
soft balls were disclosed to view.
t{[’ht- Greyfriars junior ground them under his heel upon the
stones,

“ls Hu}t all you've got about you?' he asked.

" ¥Yes," said Ponsonhy sullenly.

" Good! T won't tell you what I think of you !" said Harry,
wilh & scornm bn bis voloe was oughe @ Dash W Donsouby s

pala face. ** ¥You were tryving to get the race by foul play,

and you've been dished. It would serve you right if we rang

up Etj- pelice-station and had you taken into charge for house-
reaking. "

" You—you won't do that!" panted Vavasour. *'I—I sa
wo sheuld be sacked from Highelifie, you know. It—it wou
be ruin for all of us!”

“Just what you deserve, you rotten worm!” said Beb
Cherry.

“I—I say, let us off I"" groaned Vavasour. “ I'll give you
my word not to try anything of the kind sgain—on my

honour.”
“Don't be funny.”

“On yvour what?"" asked Wharton.

“ Will you let us go?'" said Ponson'by savagely. “ It won't
do any good to you to be found out of your dormitory at mid-
might if you mouke a row !"

“ That's all right—we could explain that we were watching
for thueves, and produce you as evidenve,” said Nugent.

“1—1 say, let us go!” mumbled Vavasour., " I'll tell you
what ; I'll agree to stand out of the race to-morrow if you ]1?&
I—I'll stand you a quid each !"

“ Bhut up, vou fool!" muttered Ponsonby.

Vavasour turned on him savazely and passionately.

" You got us into this, vou idiot!"” he exclaimed. *“Tt was
your idea from the first—I should never have thought of it

ou brought us here.”

“ Lot of good saying that now, isn’t it ¥’ snarled Ponsonby.
“Bhut up—you make me ill."

“ We're not going to hand you over to the police,” said
Wharton quietly. *‘You deserve it, but we don’t want a
scalndal.  You're going to be ducked in the horse-trough, and
then vou can clear."

" You won't duck me ! said Ponsonby, setting his teeth.

Y Quite right—we won't—you'll duck yourselves,” said
Wharton, ** Each of yon will jump right inta the horse-
trough there, in turn—or clse we shall collar you and keep
you priconers till morning. I've a jolly good mind to do it
anyway. But we'll give you your choice—ducking or the
police-station,”

The Highchiffie fellows exchanged dismayed glances. There
was 1o help for them—they knew that. rrest and disgrace,
flogging and expulsion from school—that was in the power of
the Greyfriars fellows to give them as punishment—and thl!"]'
deserved it RPully. And as they looked at Harry Wharton's
face they read there iron determination. He had no mercy
to waste upon the treacherous rascals.

Ponsonby measured the Removites with his eve, ealculatin
the chances of a rush. But he knew he could not depe
upon Vavasour or Monson, if upon Gadsby, to back him up.
And the Removites were five to four, And at any disturbance
the coachman and the porter would be awakened. The rascals
were fairly caught in the trap.

" Well?"' said Wharton, * We're not going te wait here
all night. Are you going to have the ducking or the police-
station? We're not going to soil our hands on you—you'll
jump into that trough in turn, and I'll give you one minute
to decide,"

* I—I say stammered Vavasour fechly.

“Shut up! I don't want to talk to you,” said Wharton.
" You're not fit for a decent chap to talk to. Take youy
choiee—and buck up.”

" You've got us in your power now!” muttered Ponsonby.

" You put yourselves there, you mean. You know ve
F-r-}ll Ili'mt- if we were in your place, you wouldn’t let us off se
irhtly 1"

Ponsonby knew that well enough : indeed, he was wonder-

ing inwardly that Wharton did not make the most of his
advantagre,
[ I_I'u

“1 don't mind the ducking," faltered Vavasour.
do it if you like."

" You can take your choice about it 1" said Wharton, with &
shrug of the shoulders. T don’t care twopence either way,
But time’s up now—yes or no "

" %"gﬂ pH g;:n wd Vavasour,

“The yesfulness is terrific,”” murmured Harr 2
Ram Smgh, with a chueckle, % .

Vavasour stumbled towards the horse-trough. Tt was a
large trough, and nearly full of water. He ksitated as he

glanced ut the water, and looked down at his clothes—but it
was either that or worse—and he made an effort,
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Splash !
“* Groogh!"
Mo ;.wmn{wd into the water, and Bob Cherry cheerfully

seized a stable-broom, and pushed him well under, He se :
bled out drenched and drip ing. er. tle sceram

“ ¥You can buzz off,” suid Bob.
aonby."

Ponsonby, with black fury in his face, approached the
trough. There was no help fer it—and, after giving
Bees an almost murderous glance, he tumbled in. The heavy
broom drove hini under, and he gasped and apluttered, and
rollvd out again.

" Monson next!"

Monson rolled and wallowed in the trouzh, Then came
Giadsha's turn, and be splashed in. Four drenched, dripping,
and infurinted juniors stood in the midst of a pool of water
whoen the punishment was over,

“ Now clear off!" saad Harey Wharton.
clear!"

And the deenched rasecals stnmbled awar,
tecth. They disappeared into the durkness,
chudkle froem the Removites,

“ 1 fancy they won't come here again in a hurry,” grinned
Bob Cheryvy.

“ It's j::lflf lucky Todd spotted their game, and we kept
watch," said Wharton soberly. “ It would have been all up
with the race to-morrow if they had got that stuff into the

onies’ mouths. The utter rotters! 1 think we'd better stay

ere for a bit, in case Ponsonby should come back—we can't
afford to run risks."

Wharton closed the stable door, and fastened the padlock
again as well as he was able. Then the juniors resumed their
seats upon the bench. But the Highclifians did not reappear.
The Famous Five remained till the first groy streaks of dawn
appoared in the sky: and then, as all danger was over, they
mado thoir way back to their dormitory. Ponsonby & Co.
had played their last card, and they had lost, and the race
would be run on fair terms—and—from the Greyfriars point
of view, at least—there wasn't much doubt about what the
result would be.

“Your turn next, Pon-

““Not a word—

their
by a

rindin
ollowe

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Dutton's Triumph.

HERE were five very sleepy juniors in the Remova
dormitory when the rising-bell clanged out in the
morning.

The Famous Five rubbed their eyes sleepily as they
sat up.

“ M-m-my word!" mwmbled Bob Cherrv.  * There are
mrome silly nsses who have a night out for pleasure. Blessed
if I see where the pleasure comes in!”

“The drowsefulness of my estcemed self is terrific " sighed
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Too bad!" said Petor Todd sympathetically.
didu't have your watch for nothing "

Poter had been fast asleep when the chums of the Remove
returned to the dormitory, and they had not awakened him.

“ But you

Wharton explained what had happened in the stable. Peter
gave an expressive whistle,
“Jolly lucky you kept watch!" he remarked. * Of all the

rotters, I think those fellows take the cake.
it in the neck this afterncon!”

And with that the Co. consoled themselves for their drowsi-
ness at morning lessons, which earned themn fifty lines apiece
from Mr. Capper.

Glad enough were the Remove when morning lessons wore
over. Although only four of them had entered for the race,
the whole Form intended to be present—and, in fact, more
than half Greylriars was going to the Aower show,

“8o you kids are really entering—eh?" said Coker, of
the Fifth, greeting the Funny Four as they caome out after
dinner. “ It's like your cheek. But I hope some of you
will get second prize. You've just a bare chance of that,
you know." _ ) _

“ Oh, yes, we're going to have second prize !" said Peter
Todd cheerfully. * I'm looking forward to that myself.
Dutton's gowig to have the first.”

“ Oh, really, Todd!" said Billy Bunter.

“And Bunter will put in the comie reliel,” said Bob
Cherry.

" You wait till you see me riding,” said Billy Bunter. ** Tt
isn't my way to brag—like some fellows—but T will suy that
what I don't know about riding would——"'

“ Fill volumes!” suggested Bob.

““No; I wasn't going to say that.

* Fill whale libraries, you mean.”

“* No!" yelled Bunter. * What T don’t know about riding
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would not be worth learnin
say, you ass!"

** Ha, ha, ha !"

Quite n crowd gal . Lpethn
out their steoda. EL-‘-;EIE:?.!. :ﬂ:ﬂﬂLt'f..-i'futt_}“mr.i“fﬁ,Jf;'ﬂlf';’i. !mﬂ
village, and ho started off quite ecarly with Potter and
Greene. Coker walked with his nose very higt the &
and an exprecaion of greul antisfoction uimnlmiﬁ l:]m_'v{‘ !thllr-
confided to his companions that, after all. it was rjur-t ns woll
that the Remove kids were in the race, as their defeat woiull
have the effuct of putting them i their places. Whereat
f:;:;;:l‘ii:ﬂ:lmlﬁfﬁgn?lt}ﬂf"l‘m- behind Coker's shoulder, and Greene

While Todd & Co. were taking their ponies down to Friar-
dile Harry Wharton and his friends and Hazeldene eallod
ot ULt House for Marjorie Hazeldene and Miss Clara. The
show was in full swing when they arrived,

Billy Bunter rolled up with an air of great importance,
aud saluted Marjorie and Clara with groat empressement.

“"Jolly glad you've come!" he remarked. * You're going
to see some jolly good riding. You've never seen me ride
have you? It will be a treat—though I say it. There's no
filse modesty about me, you know."

" No; I've noticed that,” sawd Miss Clara, with a nod.

" When a fellow can do a thing really well, it's mere rot
to pretend he can’t ! said Buater. * They're wasting time
over those silly flowers now—the races begin at four. [
suppose you're going to see me off ¥
" Yes, 1 suppose we shall sce vou off,” assented Miss
Clara. "1 hope you will bo able to get on again, too.”

“ I don't mean that," said Bunter. *' I mean you'll see me
atart. Of course 1 sha'n’t fall off. By the way, the first
Prize 18 & money prize, vou know. I'm going to stand a feed
out of it. 1 hope yvou'll come.”

Marjorie smiled.

n{:; :EPI:M“E like issning your invitations in time," grinned
» Cherry,

‘“ Ila, ha, ha!"

“ Hore coma the Higheliffe cads,”” growled Johnny Bull
“ They look rather seedy after their night out." )

Ponsonby & Co. passed the Greviriars fellows with their
noses in the air. The four Higheclifiana certainly looked
none the better for their experience of the previous nigiit
Vavasour was looking quite vellow, and Monson was sneezing
tIl\Ennqtﬂdf the four looked fit, but their swagger had not

eparied.

"Did you got home all right, Ponsonby?"* asked Bob
Cherry svmpathetically.

Ponsonby seowled.

“1 don’t want to talk to you!" he grewled.

. ‘gﬂt }?ul I!J:*.ar'l:lnigi'ul:_ wasn't it?" grinned Peter Todd.

" Ha, ha, ha!

The Highcliffians stalked away without replying.

“* Those rotters ought to be barred out of the race,' sail
Billy Bunter. * They would be if old Lambe know what
they'd been doing. But old Lambe is a duffer '

* Shush, you ass!" said Bob Cherrv, as Mr. Lambe hore
down upon the group with his usual genial smile.

** Oh, really, Cherry, I was only saving that old Lambe——
\;]nrmhffl Yow! Keep your hoof off my foot, Dull, you silly
chump !

“1 am glad to sce vou, my deah voung friends!" said
Mr. Lambe. * Quite a large attendance—ah—we shall have
o greatah success this yah, T think, than last vah—and last
yah it was bettah than the vah before. Yaas, I really think
this will be a record yah for our flowah show."”

And Mr. Lambe rolled on.

The Groyfriars juniors and the CLff House girls walked
round the show while waiting for the important event of the
day. Bob Cherry cxplained %mw his Glaw de Deejong would
have given the other exhiliis the kvbosh if he had had
E:m tg grow it for the show—which, unfortunately, had not

rn the case,

There was a large refreshment-tent in the grounds, nnd
Billv Bunter would willingly have spent his time thero while
wnihting for 1]11:_- rm:;.‘n:-u to start, but Peter Todd collared him
as he was makKing for at.

" No, you dnnﬁt " said Peter grimly. ' Your mount will
have weight enough to carry without tarts and doughnuts
packed inside your waisteoat. You won't make much of a
show, anyway, but vou're going to do vour best. Not a
lart till after the race.”™

** Oh, roally, Todd—"

“You'll keep with me," said Peter, linking his arm affec:
tinnuh-I:}- i::”Bunter'ﬁ. “If you try to get away I shall pinch
Y ow

20r thus!"

* Yarooh !

" 8o you'd better stay with me quietly.”

“THE EEIIH
very

g. That's what I was going to

L
nghman



And Bunter did. _

When four o'clock came round the excitement was great.
Half Friardale and the neighbourhood and half Greyfriars
and Higheliffe crowded round to see the races. There were
quite & number of entries for the principel race, and every
competitor had his friends there to cheer him. _

Disrespectful chuckles greeted the appearance of Billy
Bunter upon his pony, The fat junior frowned majestically.

“ Wait a bit, you silly assesa!"” he murmured. ' I'll show
you something. Don't biff into me, Coker, you ass!”

* Don't you biff into me I" roared Coker. * You're fright-
ening my geegee with your face! Look the other way!"

" Oh, really, Coker——" ) . )

“ Gerrup !” said Coker to his steed. ''Geeup! This
:lg.l you beast—— Oh, I—I say! Stop him! Oh! Ah,

i 'll

Coker's steed apparently misunderstood, or else there was
something deficiont in Coker's management of him, furﬁ_ as
the nigmﬁ was given, the animal persisted in getting off in
the wrong direction. ) .

‘““ Hold him in, Coker!” roared the Greyfriars juniors.

“ Hold on to his ears!| Back-pedal !”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”
** The—the beast!” gasped Coker. “ Come round, you

brute! Oh, my hat! Gee-up! Come round !—Yahoh!"
There was & yell of laughter as Coker's steed ran away
the Fifth, disappeared in the

with him, and Coker, o©
distance.

But the crowd had no eyes for Coker after the first few
moments. The competitors were off—two of them very
much *‘off,”. and rolling on the grass. Those two were
Vavasour and Monson, of Highcliffe, and they picked them-
salves up and limped away with black scowls, out of the race
at Lthe beginning. .

Billy Bunter was having considerable difficulty with his
“gee' too, The black pony declined to proceed for some
regann bost known to himself, and several of the crowd yelled
ut him or rapped hiin on the flanks to get him to go. And
when he went he took the bit in his teeth, and went at a
rate that made Bunter's head swim.

" Oh, dear!" gasped the Owl of the Remove, " Ohy
erumbs!  I—I wish I hadn't—— Ow! You beast, you!

Round the course they swept, Ponsonby, of Highcliffe,
lending for the moment. Gadsby had tailed off hopelessly,
nnd he snorted and rode off, mw!ing. But Pomsonby was
sticking to it gamely, and looked as it he had a chance,

But not for long. Peter Todd passed him, and then Alonzo.,
Fven Billy Bunter passed him at last, though that was not
due to Bunter's efforts, as oll his efforts were directed solely
to sticking on the back of the eareering pony.

Tom Dutton was riding well, and the Greyfriars fellows
checred him loudly. Dutton did not hear their cheering,
ns o matter of fact. He passed Ponsonby, skilfully eluding
nn attempt of the Higheliffe fellow to block his course.
Ponsonhy fell behind, still riding hard, but evidently out of
the finish.

“ (3o it, Greviriars!"" roarcd Bob Cherry, waving his cap
excitedly. ** There goes Higheliffe—all out !

" Ha, ha, ha!”

‘* Peter lends! Pile in, Peter !

“ Dutton's passing him! Go it, Dutton!”

"“ e can't I}mar vou, but he's going it ! grinned Nugent.
" My hat! I belicve Dutton will pull it off ! Hurrah! No;
Alonzo's passing him !

*“ Bravo, Lonzy!" .

“If only Uncle Benjamin could see him now !" sighed
Mhgent.

* Ha, ha, ha!"”

“* Last lap,"” chuckled Bob Cherry, * and Peter's leading !

ITighcliffe are nowhere! Ponsonby will be last man in this
innings !

* Hn, ha, ha!"

The excitemont was tremendous now., Peter and Alonzo
atul Dutton were easily leading, and Billy Bunter was labour-
mg behind, and after him came Ponsonby and another
competitor.

Then came Dutton, shooting ahead—riding with grim
gu-ry}:minul.iun—nnd there was a roar as they swept up to the

niEn.

“Tuatton! Dutton! Hurray!"

Tom Dutton, the deaf junior, had finished a length and a
hi'd'!r imhmu-:i—mml after him came Peter Todd, and Alonzo was
thivd,

There was a roar of cheering,

Bob Cherry slapped Dulton on the back as he rolled off
bis pony gasping.

“Bravo! Ripping—rpping !’

* Rats ! masped Dutton, ** Who was tripping 1

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Ponsonby was fourth, and Billy Bunter lumbered in last,
his face crimson with exertion and heart, and his spectacles
shipping down his fat Little neose,

“ I say, you fellows,” ho gasped, * 1 eluim a fresh start,
I diuln’t ret off, you know—1 claim n false start '’
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“You can claim a false turt, or a jam tart, or any tart you
like,” grinned Nugent. * You've done wonderfidly, Billy.
You didn't fall off once."

“ Oh, really, Nugent—"" ) .

Tom Dutton was surrounded by congratulating sdmirers,
He did not hear what they said to him, but he smiled and
nodded cheerfully, and ucf?h‘ﬂ the prize from the fat hands
of Mr. Lambe. and was led off n 'lriumth b{ﬂ?tuth No. T.

The Highciitfe fellows had alrendy epar as Hurreo
Jameset Ram Singh put it, they had gone to hide their
diminished heads in a k meat. v

The triumph of the Greyfriars chums was complete. First
second, and third had been Groyfriars fellows, and they
could not have asked for more than that.

And the Famous Five were ue pleased as Peter Todd & Co.
It was a triumph for Study No. T7; but it was & tnumih for
the Remove, too, and that was all Harry Wharton & Co.
cared about. _ .

As the crowd were clearing off, Coker came in sight again,
with his charger under control at lpst. A yell o lsughter
groeted the panting, reddaced hero of the Filth. :

““It's all right,” gusped Coker. * I'm ready now.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Have they started?” demanded Coker.

The juniors shrieked.

“They've started and finished !"”” casped Wharton
race has been over a quarter of an hour, you duffer !

“Oh, my Aunt Judy!" saxd Coker. » ;

“ Pity you didn’t get off,” chuckled Bob Cherry, You'd
have saved Dunter from coming in last,”

* Ha, ha, ha!"

And oker depar disconsolate. He confided te Potler
and Greene of the Fifth that he had practically won the race,
for if he had ridden in it he wouldh undoubtedly have beaten
all the other competitors hollow. Whereat Potter and
Greene winked into space, and told Coker they were sure
of it.

L1 .IT"

Tom Dutton was the hero of the hour at Greyfriars that
day.

Mr. Lambe had congratulated him—and Dr. Locke con-
gratulated him, and Wingate, the eaptain of Greylriars,
shook hands with him and congratulaed him,

Bob C'herry roared into his ear that he was as pleased as if
hix Glaw de Decjong had taken the first prize in the flower-
show. Billy Dunter suggested that the prize should be
handed over to him, to be repaid out of the postal-order he
was expecting that very evening. But Dutton seemed deafer
than over wﬂen Billy Bunter made that suggestion, and 1t
was not acted upon.

There was & great celebration in Study No. 7.

Tom Dutton was doing the honours—and the Famous Five
came to the feed, and Marjorie and Clara snd Hazeldene,
and us many of the Remove as could ecrowd into the study.

Even the great Coker canie,

And the grent Coker called for & speech, and the sugges-
tion was cheercd at once, much to the surprise of Dutton.

“Go it !" snid Peter Todd, pushing his deaf chum up from
his chair.

“ But what do you want me to screech for?” demanded
Dutton.

* Ha, ha, ha!"

& Ermh 1" roared Peter Todd,

Y Rh

““Specch! Speech! SBpeech!™ .

** Oh, speech " gaid Tom Dutton. “ 1 don’t mind making
n specch, but I'm not going to screech, for Coker or snybody
els¢. Ladies und gentlemen——"

“Hear, hear!"” ; .

** Ladies and gentlemen, it was a jolly good race, and tho
best man won——"'

* Hu, ha, ha!"

“ (Oh, really, vou know——""

And Dutton sat down again.

““Is that all " grinned Bob Cherry.

Bk Eh ?h,

** [« that all the speech ?" ghrieked Bob.

“ Sorry—we haven't any peaches—but there's & pine-
uy ple—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"
And Dutton was not troubled any further,

THE END.

(Another splendid, long compiete tale of Harry
Wharton & (..Eo. next Monday, entitied, * Seif-Denlfa;
Week at Greyfriars,” by Frank Richards, and your
Editor advises you to make a point of ordering a copy
of next week's MAGNET in advance,) o1

A Bplendid Complete Tale of Harry
Wharton & Co, Ordar Early,



“ THE BEST 30 LIBRARY &~ “THE BOYS' FRIEND" 30 LIBRARY, "o
YOU GAN_START TO-DAY!

PN AP NN PPN PN PP\ P

READ THIS FIRST.

Ferrers Lord, the famous multi-millionaire, is surrounded in his magnificent London residence by his Iriends Chi -Lung, Barry 0'Rooney,
Gan-Waga the Esquimo, and Pront & Co.—tho stalwarls of ths millionaire’s famous submarine, ths Lord of the Deep. er & period of inaction,
there is a rumour afloat that Ferrers Lord is about to start nfoa oné of his great expeditions again. Meantime, the milliopaire himsslt is
devoting all. his attention to s uuri-:u:l; carved narwhal’s tosk which he has picked up in an East-snd curio-dealer's shop. The tusk proved

tc be bhollow, and to contain some coins, and a small wad of parchmant, which bears a sirange message from the ses. This tells of a
mysterions Hoating island inbabited by strangs monsters, which Ferrers Lord determines to go in ssarch of, urston immediately christens ths
;hlntnm lsland ‘* Mystaria *' g advance, All hands board the Lord of the Deep, which slips out of its gacret cave on Its mysterious new quess.

errers Lord makes for an uncharted msland, which he intends to use as his handqmrtu:, Bnd, arrived there, he lands with a party to make tho
acquaintance of the {mhabitants, Iuringl Prout in charge of the launch. Prout is Eazing aimlessly to the north-west whag denly threough
the mist he sees, within a league of him, a mysterious island. There are trees upon it—skeleton, lealess trees— but no greem verdure or rich
browns. It is a spectral land —a land that might well be peopled by lost soals and emons. A sensation of repulsion and horror greepa over Lhe

sturdy saflor, buf & power that he could not master Iastens his eyes upoa ths pightmare vision. He cannot look mway,
® & curtain the mist falls, and the hideous thing is gons,

(Kow go on with Lha story.)

Pront Effects a Capture and a Rescue.

Slowly Prout pinched his leg, and then he bit his little
finger, to make eure that he was not asleep. Tnere was
perspiration on his forehead. The horizon was clenrly

tion of a boatswain's whistle, and sworo to keelhaul any
lubbers found drinking the skipper's rum. After that, in a
most husky voice, it inlormed Prout that he was a pork
fucod longshoreman, and threstened to de for him with a

marked once more, and not a vestigze of the mist remained,

“I've been dreamin'!” muttered Tom Prout shakily., I
must have been dreamin'! By hokey, that's a knock-out—
a reg'lar floorer !"

He was still breathing unsteadily,
leg a mighty slap.

“I've got it !"" he roared.

All at once he zave his

“It's the floatin' island the ehief
15 lookin® for. A thousand pounds to a ses.biscuif that's it,
by hokey! But what o "orrid place ! Scuttle me, T wouldn't
care to set foot on that if it keeps on divin' in liko a chased
duck ! Not me, thanks! Where'll it bob up next "

For a good hour Prout smoked and watched, expecting
every moment to see the strange islund reappear.  Nothing
more exciting than u Hight of flyine-fish rewarded his vigil,
The tide turned, and the breezo grew stronger. And then,
when the steersman was beginning to feel sleepy, a hoarse
voice behind him said:

“ Hallo, Jimson "

If Prout had possessod any hair, it would have jumped up
on end and flung his eap off. He rolled off his seat back-
wards, and, dragging out his revolver, thrust it between his
legs.

“dJimson's got a knife in him!” growled the voice. I
did it. Ho, ho, ho! Poor old Jivison '™

Prout's skin grow prickly all over. There was a ABappineg
of wings, and a huge, red-crested cockalon alighted on the
rail of the launch and procecded to serateh its ear.

“ By hokey,” said Prout faintly, * this must be my
bloomin' birthday. Hallo, ostrich, where did vou blow
from*?"

" Go and blow bubbles '™ croaked the bird, erecting its fine
crest.  © How’s your poor foet, Tommy ¥

“ By hokey, the red-headed warmint knowa my mname,"
panted the astounded steersman, ** Who told yOu my name
was Tommy ?"'

“Jimson!” croaked the uncanny visitor,

And then, standing on one leg, it gave a splendid imita-
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marlinspike.

Prout listened, and grinned with delight. The bird, of
course, had either escaped from a tramp steamer, or more
probably, from some sailing vessel. The steersman's one
idea was to capture it In addition to being a aplendid
cockatoo, it was a line talker.

" By hokey." romarked Prout, " you're too good to lose.
Mister Dickeybird, come "ere and kies me!"”

- Pull up your socks, pull up your socks, pull up vour
socks, and shout hooray !"" ecreamed the bird, Happing ita
wings. “ Who's your hatter

The launch was always kept fully stocked with provisions,
viater, and ammunition, to meet HNY  Cmergency. Frout
opened a locker, and found n tin of sweet biscuits, The
cockntoo seemed perfectly tame, but it had had a taste
of liberty, and, doubtless, there was winple food for it on the
1sland. It sidled up and down the rail, barking like a dog.

Knowing that such a pot would be welcomed by the crew
with howls of pleasure, ‘Tnm wWiks mioat eager to secure it

Y Coma, Polly ! he sand, weanpting I with & biscwit,
“ Pretty Poll! Good old Ioil 1"

" Go and dye your whiskers!"” said the bird disdainfully,
“ I'm Bill Bailley! Who killed Jimson? Poor old Jimson !
Kwan-a-n-a-k 1"

" Come and have a bit of sugar!" pleaded Prout.

" Rats, you bounder !" snapped the cockatoo  * Merrily

round the capstan, yo-heave-ho! Who says rum? Hard
a-port, you ham-faced lubbers! Kwa-a-a k! Cheer-o,
Tommy! Pull up your socks, pull up vour socks, pull up

vour eocks !
Prout edged cautiously nearer. but the wily cockatoo ro-
treated just as cautiously,. Three times in succession tha
stecesman followed it round the launch. e pmused to con-
sider when he had driven it into the bows. The bird was too
wily for him.
" I'd give a month's pay to have held of vou by the neck, I
would !I"" growled the stecrsman., * I'd—I'd—wil] it 7"

““THE PENNY POPU ”
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Fle fixed his anxious eyes on a huge green wave that was
rolling down upon them. It shouldered up high enough to
swarmp a small steamer. Prout grinned, and held out his

hands like a wicket-keeper watching a lightning bowler.
“ Pat-a-cake, pat-a-cake, baker's man,” chirped the uncon-

scioua cockatoo. ** Jimseon's cold and wet. Ha, ha, ha,
ha aa! Poor Jimson! Cold and wet—eold and——""
Bwish! The big wave broke a yard from the launch, and &

equeaking, squealing ball of socaked feathers shot into the
steersman's hands.

M Ow! Leggo, you warmint!" yelled the esteersman.
“ That'ea my thumb, and I want it. Jimson ain't the only
onc as is cold and wet, I reckon. I thought that would wash
you aboard, Sunny Jim. 'Ow do you like the taste of salt
water? You can get under "atches and keep quiet.”

Chuckling gleefully, he placed the half-drowned bard in the
locker. Presently a little, muffled voice that convulsed the
stecrsinan, remarked plaintively : .

"hﬁz.frikﬁ- a match, somebody. Ain't it "orrid dark ? Good-
night !

i By hokey, I've struck a : _
thnugit Prout. “ He can talk like a while man,
not let the begear catch cold.™

Until its feathers were dry there was not the remotest
risk of the bird escaping. ﬁ'n make poerfectly sure of his
prize, Prout tied one of its legs to the thwart; wiped it as
well as he could, and left breeze and sunshine to do the rest
During these operations the cockatoo removed a considerable
amount of skin from his fingers, and told him repeatedly that
Jie was an ugly lubber who ought to be shot. Once more
Prout ligh:ecfﬁiﬁ pipe and meditated. Little by little, his
head sank lower. The pipe slipped from his mouth, and a
goft and =oothing melody came from the steersman’s nose.

Rocked in the cradle of the deep. Prout was slumbering.

*8ail ho! S8ail ho! Btarboard your helm, Jimson!™

Tlm shout awoke the burly steersman, Half awake and
half usleep, he tried to manipulate an imaginary wheel, A
sccand later he was dragging at the cable like a mun
pm-i.-«'w-.wd. Five great canoes, NLI.'!‘I pmpellc«d by a dozen
paddles, were rushing down upon him, and the cockatoo had
given the warning | _ _

He was wide awake now. He jerked a lifebuoy clear, and
opened his knife with his teeth, There was ne time to haul-
up the anchor, but there was time to save it and the cable.
He slushed through the rope, tied the buoy to it, and flung
the buoy overboard Then he rushed aft. The scrow re-
volved at his touch, the vessel sprang forward. Prout ducked
RE i ."i-!"ll.]“'l"r -l:lf E[ll:"llrﬁ J.l]l.d 'EIUIE}E Hhiﬂ‘[‘d ovier h.i.]“. I']:ﬂ‘ hﬂurd
a wollish vell of baffled rage.

“1Pull up your socks! Pull up your socks! Pull up your
socks! llooray ! sereamed the cockatoo,

Prout loaked aver his shoulder and grinned.  Paddles
wore as useless as match-sticks against the screw of the
launch., The canoes seemed to be standing still, in spite of
the frantic ¢fforts of the savages who manned them.,

* By hokey ! said Tom, addressing the bird. * You're
worth tons of sugar, mesamate. Blest if you anin't worth a
eolil] gold cage. Ha, ha, ha! Let's go back and make 'em
wild! We're hot stuff, ain’t we? Ease off a bit, and we'll
Jlook at ‘em.”

It was like a donkey attempting to chaze a greyhound,
The canois swept round and made for the bay. At that
moment a figure appeared on the edge of the clif. A glance
tolil Prout that 1t was DBarry O Rooney.

* Pull up your socks! Pull up your socks! Pull up your
powlis, Jimson ! ecreamed the hird).
¢ Prout fired his revolver into the air, and waved his cup.
Tao hig relief, he saw the Trishman answer the signal. Instead
of serambling down the goat-path, Barry started to run along
the cdge of the cliff. A pul'g of smoke burst from the prow
ol the nearest canoe. A report followed. Barry fell forward
convulsively, and Prout saw no more of him,

“ Now it'e my turn, you painted fiends ! he hiseed. “ I'll
show you what one wiite man ean do !

He caught the tiller between his legs, and stood erect. He
could stecr that way as well a8 any other, and his hands were
froe. He levelled his rifle, but before he could fire, a man
i the first cance, the very man at which he was auning,
dropped backwards. Cr-uck! sounded a faint report, Then
all five canoes were scuttling seawards, and four men ap-
peared on the chife

“ Where's Barry ! groaned Prout, for he loved the merry
Irishman, * If they've downed him, I'll Five of 'em!
Hurrah ! _

Barry had mercly stumbled when the old gas-pipe gun had
been fired at him.  Greatly relieved, Prout steered the
launch into the bay. They were waiting for him.

arrot worth a "undred quid "
I'd best

“Come along, old slowcoach!”" said Ching-Lung. * We
thought yvou were dead.” ; -
“ Jimson's dead,” said a sepulchral voice. Poor old

Tommy ! 1

This graveyard remark concentrated the attention of every-
one upon the bedraggled cockatoo. He looked o sad and
weary bird, Prout explained all about it.
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“ Blown off a vessel, T expect,” said Thurston. * He's a
beauty."
“ Home [”" said Ferrers Lord,

With a strong tide behind her the launch raced alo

lTl'E'!'I'ih'. Within an honr ehe was Ising heaidda the lard o
the Deep. Hal Honour was pacing the deck, and Maddock
raised a cheer. The silent engineer lifted his eyebrows in-
quiringly.

* Nothing."" said the millionaire. * The natives have
heard rumours of the sland, but that is all.”

“They have not seen it ?"

“1 think they have, Honour, but they are dumb on the
point. Their old chief looked scared when 1 mentioned the

matter. Bome of them are coming aboard to-morrow,
Probably we ehall learn more then,"

Ching-Lung Gets Wet—Mysteria Once Again.

Prout's cockatoo immediately became the centre of attrae-
tion. The carpenter promised to build a cage at once. Huge
wus the delight when, in return for this kindness, the bird
referred to Joe as a ' wall-eyed weevil,”

" What are you pgoing to call him, Tommy?' asked
Maddock. " l-tya wants & name of some sort, souse me!
Have vou got a name—eh, red-top?"'

“I'm Jimson! I'm Jimson!" shouted the bird, “ Hallo,
Tommy! How's your poor feet?"”

And as James Jimson the cockatoo was written down in
the ship's books, rated as an able seaman, and, as such
entitled to man’s privileges, including a kit, free board a
lodging, certain allowances of rum and tobacco, with pension
to follow for good conduct and faithful service. _

" All hands may go ashore!” thundered Prout’s mighty
VOIce,

" Hooray !" came the lusty response; and there was a
rush for the launch.

“ To-morrow mornin’, by hokey,” thundered Prout, *“*and
not afore "

The stcersman, gecing thirty furious men bearing down on
him under full sail, left the neighbourhood without delay.

“1 wouldn't a-thought it on him!" said Maddeck.
“ There's a mean, low, dirty trick for any sca-cook ta play
on his pals! Bouse me, I'd Jike to grab "im by the whiskers
and bang his 'ead agin that binnacle !"

Sereams ol laughter from the stern sent the disappointed
men to find out what was happening. Gan-Waga, with a
semall mast and sail attached to his corpulent waist, was
floating like a cork on the water. He was towing Ching-
Lung. His Highness, cleverly balanced in a foot-bath, fanned
himself gracefully, and blew kisses to the grinning men.
To warn any traffic of their terrible danger of being rum
down and sunk, Ching Lung used a motor-horn.

““Ahoy ! Phwat vissil is that ?"" shouted Barry.

“ The Fried Fel and Taters ! eried Ching-Lung.

“And phwat’s your cargo, may Oi ax ¥

Y Btrait-waisteoats and padded cells for dotty Irishmen !"
replied his Highness of Kwai-Hal.

Gan-Waga, with a big eigar in his mouth, emitted a ecloud
of smoke. The motor-horn gave & hoarse * honk-honk,” and,
tatching the breeze, the strange eraft began to move at the
terrific pace of a knot an hour.

" Behold that magnificent eraft, the Fried Fel and Taters,
as she appeared when winning the America Cup last
September,” eaid the prince. ** Bir Thomas said he never
saw anything hike it, and I believe him. Gentlemen, we
won that cup 1in a eanter, running on three leg-.s* We could
have done it on one leg—fact. Ain’t it easy? Now we're
going to tack. Tack, you lubber! Why don't you tack 7"

“* Nota gotted a hammers to knoek de tack in wid, Chingy,"
gurgled the Eskimo. 1 ge{tinf bad 'nough thirsty.”

““Have a drink, then ! smid Uling-lang.

Gan-Waga opened his capacious mouth, and Ching-Lung
squirted a stream of lemonade into it from a syphon, extin-

guishing the cigar and almost choking Gan. As the prince
had to aim over the sail, the clever shot was loudly
applanded,

“0Och! BSplindid—splindid indade !’ cried Barry. “ 1
cudn't have done ut much betther mesilf. 17t was a foine——
Spa-hoo ! Whoosht ! 1Tgh! Phwat the—— A-a-ah!

Oy’ ll— spa-spoo-hoicht—00'll—" )

As he dnrfted slowly past Ching-Lung had directed the
sticky stream on the Trishman. Barry tock half o pint of
lemonade between the eyes, and coughed and raved like a
mManiac,

“ Oh, Chingy, yo' haves tickles him !"' bleated Gan-Waga,
“ Ho, ha, hoo! Butierfuls 'nough, Chingy ! 8hall I sings?"

“ No!” roared thirty voices,

Barry dashed to the port-side, where a couple of hufkﬂgtg

A Bplendid Compiote Tale of Harry
Wharton & Co, Order Early.
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stood. Ile alung them over and filled them. Then he
walked across the deck, a bucket in each hand.
“ Pardon me,”" he said. ' Is that vessel of your'n

insured "

" {t 1s insured for sixty thousand pounds of-—er—of mud,”
raid {.‘-hing-Lun% “ We are sailing now from Timbuctos to
Manchester, o had one narrow escape of hbeing ship-
wroacked against & lamnp-post, but luckily we found one night
Fnhrr—mnn who was not asleep. He had toothache, poor
ollow. Wa mistook the lamp for the Fddystone Lighthouse.
My word, it was a near thing!""

he amused sailors tittered.

" Then, bodad, (1 reckon ver miet wid some gales and bad
weather 7" said Barry, keeping the buckets out of sight.

“ Weather!" sanl Ching-Lung. * Oh, ginger-nuts! [le
talks about the weather! Why, tho very hﬂrut davy we were
blown clenn out of the water and stove in against the moon !

We pasted up the ieak with a bit of sticking plaster. When
we came down we——"'
" 0i mane wet weather,” interrupted Darry. * Did ut rain

a lot?"

“ It rained so hard, my desr fellow, that we had to put
diving-suits on to keecp from being drowned. Some of the
irops wera bigger than footballs. ['ve got a few at bome
which I “ulfes and put in glass cases. And the lightning !
It was sheet lightning and forked lightning mixed, you sec.
We caught it with birdlime, and made toasting-forks and
sheets of it.  But the snow—oh, the snow "'

‘““ And the nicebugs, Chingy," put in Gan—'"" not forgetting
he nicebugs, Chingy."
gt (th rr?u shut i} . and bake vour sillv icebergs!’ said
Ching-Lung. “ You're u ship, so you can't talk. It's time
to light the Illml')." _ o

A lichted tallow candle dropped over the little sail into
(ian-Waga's mouth. Gan uttered a contented gurgle, and
becan 1o chew ik

“ My poor frind,” said Barry O'Rooneg, " yvez have had a
harrd toime. (i oud shed salt tears of grief to think of ut.
Storms shall rage and billows roar afore ¥ez sre your native
1urﬂ. This is the worrst place for sthorrms in the wurrld.
My own Uncle Pavther—he had a squint and & wooden leg,
and was by perfesesion chief cook on an airship—was ship-
wrecked just ¢, The skoy was blue, und the buttherfloies
wers singin' swately,.  The shina sun—0i mane, the sine
shiun—at laste, the sun shine—the sun shone—got 1t at last,
bodad '—loike a turrmip in tha blue vault abuy. O mivver
seed n blue vault above. Oi've seed plinty of black wuns
but that's poctical. which = the saame az balmy. Woll, all
at wance Uncle Payther sings out to the chafe mate:
' O'Gorman,” he savs, ‘yez bow-legged san of a biled limpet,”
he says, “it's gon' to rain." "

“ 1low did he know that, souse me?" asked the bo'sun,
with a grin. “ Was he a prophet *"

““No; he was a cannibal in a menagerie, but he got the
sack for ateing up the rubberskinn~d man whin the pro-
wrietor was fixin' the whiskers on his brother, the bearded
I.'uhr from DBorneo. Och, just as he said the wurreds down
came the rain loike this!”

BBarry suited the action to the words, Like hightning he
shot the contents of both buckets over Ching-Lung. The
overlonded footbath sank like n stone.

“* Look—look! It's there again,
again !"

Prout had come on deck once more. His shrill, startled
voice choecked the shrieks of mirth, The men sprang round
and gazed in the direction of his outstreteched, shaking hand.

There was the ghastly island—this time due south!

by hokey—it’s thers

It was Mysterla—The Cook has Reasonm to Think Well of
Ching-Lung, and Better Reason to Alter His Opinion,

IFor an imstant—and only for an instant—every man on
dovk eaught a glimpse of that eerie and amazing vision.
Bofore their :-.itruinv?nym it sanlk awav into nothingness.
They turned and looked at each other, almost in constorna-
tion. Ching Lung, as expert i the water as o seal or a
salinon, had also seen it as he hung from the cable. IHe
glanced round and laughed

“Don't lose the bath, Gan." Le said.

Gan-Waga bobbed up, showing all his splondid teoth.

*“Got hims, Chingy '™ he grinned.  ** Not loses hims.  Hao,
ho. hoo! Mans de boatlifee! Helps! UOoh! Helps! Helpses
—helpsaes ™

Then (Gan seizedd Ching Lung’s pigtail in a death-grip, and
his Highness disappeared.  The mnrvellous Eskimo came to
the surface on tho other side of the vessel, carrving the bath
on Lis head. 'T'here was no luughter—there wus no cheering.
Gan serambled on dick und sat down,
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** Look—look (™

For thu: third ttme Prout saw Mysteria, and it was well
named. ‘The island was bathed in crimson light. And-
wonder of wonders!—it did not float on the sea, but in the
air. It faded from crimson to yollow, from yellow to grey,
from grey to nothing.  Like Vanderdecken’s famous phantom
ship, 1t could sawim on the seas, in the sir, or in the eclouds

'“ha men stood spellbound.
Well, Rupert, what now? What do you think of our

island? And you, Ching? Now, you scepties !
w]" arrers Lord's deep voice brought the startled erew to their
naes.

“ A mirage,"” said Ching-Lung.

:. A mirage," added Thurston.

' As you say—a mirage. It is just the weather for such
things. I'he millionaire laughed. * But, Rupert, you un-
beliaver, thera was nover a mirage without a substanes, Yo
cunnot tske a photograph without a subject.  When Nature
chooses, she can turn herself into a big camera. She has dono

50 to-day.  All the same, like puny man, Nature oannot
Fhi}t-flgt'lph % thing thut ie nod thire ™

" Then." said Thurston, ** you were right, and [ was wrong.
We have scen Mysteria”

“'No. We have seen her shadow, old chap, not her sub-
stanew,  Still, tho substance exists. Is that enough to satisfy
you, unbeliover *’

“Yos," said Rupert quickly.

" And you, Ching?’

Ching-Lung squeezed the water out of his pigtail.

" Me wlways savee, noves therose notee,'' the prines lisped
in padgmn-English. “ Allee lighteo puiee a cigalottes in my
fucoe, Lupelt, hghtarlily cigulottes, gut ma hands too much
chop wetor, Now | smokec—smohee. 00, pip! Hal'a
gomng to talk. He must Le il"

The silent engineer took the pipe from his mouth.

“ Why Mysteria? Why not the mirage of some fixed,
ordinary island "' he Hln-{K

“Ihd vou ses it, Hal?*

Honour shook his head.

“That's why you asked the question.
was Mystoria."

“ I didn’t see a lot of it,” said Ching-Lung: “ but it lnoked
a healthy sort of place for spooks. 1 beliove I'vo got slightly
damp,  Who's got u bit of blotting-paper? Tt strikes me I'm
always getting wet on these oceasions, Oh, donr ! They' v
sunk our beautiful bout, the pigs '™ '
" Bashed her to bitses. Chingy," said (ian-Waga,
h&h]nFI agains.  Dere lots of kippers down belows ™

" Uatch a brace for me, then, Blubborbiter,” remarked his
Il-l:ghnr*ém. “I'm going to put on some togs with less juieo in
r-r{:“ _;H-ru ﬁ-:nu m]thn linﬂrnlingT” |

ule othera played or lounged, there was ono man an tho
Lord of the Deep who bad always got to get through his
usual amount of work, and that wus Herr Schwartz, the cook.
He frequentl nﬁljxmrw-l on deck, however, to amoke o hasty
cigarette and take a breath of air.  He was just coming up
wl'it-n Ching-Lung was going down.

"Oh, good grac Ooh! Look out—look ' gaspid
Ching-Lung. * I'm sl i

With a howl, he shot down the ladder into the chef's arms
Unable to withstand the shock, the cook lay down hastily on
hr= back. A ecold, rlnmm‘r foeling crept over him as tho
;Iﬁﬂl-’dtll:.l‘i" nut_l::-fd{jlt':in ‘lllﬂmi s clothing soaked in.  Tenderly

e prince ramised the fallen knight of the gridi .
1P nodifu & 4 g gridiron, and hugge|

“"Teall me you're not hurt.” he said anxionsly.,  * Where iz

How clumsy 1 was!

tho pain?  Oh, let me support you!
In your back, did you say? Let me—— Oh, tell me I havo
“ You haf make

We did seo it. It

“I gomn'

uot mjured vou!"

“Dunder! Led me go!™ {E"[!d the chef.

me all vet like ein sponge. ot vetter, Led g
W nut b g me go'
“ Blitzen! Dake off me vour handts!" shrieked Schwarts.

“1 am Iiﬂ:ﬁ_L'. Co wway mit you!
By this time he was as saturated as a mop in a bucket of

wiler.
“Poor fellow™ said Ching-Lung. “T am delighted! 1
Y ou cannot understand the relief

}ht?“ ht IHhM} itr:jun'ﬂl yoti,
eel.  But 1 have wetted you. 1 fear. A welting is .
trifle,- chef, and perhaps thifwil[ dry von!" rng 18 & mero
The cook’s hittle oyes bulged out of his chubby face.  Thers
wias a hinkle of gold, and Schwartz saw five damp sovereigns
Iving glistening in his palm, He pocketed them, but was
too astounded and delighted to utter a words of thanks.
“ Mind you don't catch cold,"” said Ching-Lung. *“ Ba YOry
enreful !
And then he calmly extracted the sovereigns and walked
away, leaving a trail of water behind him,
* Plentiful " grinned the chef.  ** Vifo bound for dot leadle
spill. Dot Brout und Maddock dell der lics. Der Bhina.
mans is der pest man on de ship. Ach, I sec! Dey not vanl
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me do know him.
peautiful |
and all der
A-r-r-r-r 1"

The chef’'s jaw dropped, and he put his inger and thumb
into his waistcoat-pocket, He felt no gold.  All he felt was
a piece of saturated cardboard. He drew it out, and clutehed
his damp locks in rage und horror as he read the following
:mul;l?-print.{-d notice :

“This ticket will pass bearer into padded cell of nearest
linatio asylum. Run all the way.”

A moment later, a wild-eyed, dishevelled, damp, and
furious GGerman rushed into the galley, shut the door, and
daneced o war-dance, with a big earving knife in his hand. As
he danced he swore in German what he was going to do to
Ching-Lung,

Later in the day Gan-Waga, to his intense grief, discovered
his dog-fish a corpse. The fish Gan had gnrgn it to eat had
not agreed with it; or else, dib%l]ﬂibl}d at having to live in a
tub, 1t had died out of sheer bad-temper. Gan buried it
'neath the sad sea waves, and tied a piece of crape round his
neck as a token of sorrow for the deceased,

“Don’t ery ! said Barry, who had witnessed the funeral.
“ Resthrain thim scaldin' tears, bhoy, or, bedad, yez'll bile
your face, Come hither, and Oi'll woipe your oies on this
mop! Shall 01 make yez a tombstone, and write an
epitaph "’

" What are neppitaffs, Barry !’ asked Gan, with a sigh.

“Whoy, ut's a thing yes put on tombstones—generally a
big loi—tellin’ about the cur?w. d'yez see! Now, supposin’
vez was dead, Gan—mno such luck, Oi fear !—Oi'd carve some-
thin’ loike this on your gravestone:

Vife bound for dot! Ach, lofely—ach,
I dumple town and get vet all der days lor dot,
nights,. Led me look at der bretty shiners,

*Just down below,
Loies an Eskimo.

A jolly good job

That same 1is so.

IHe'd a wooden nob,
And brains of dough.’

"“That's the kotud of thing Of mane—sometnin’® truthful
and touching yez, wid real poethry in ut. Shall 01 wroite
wan for the dog-lish "

With tears of gratitude in his eyes, Gan-Waga preesed
Barry's hand.

* Butterfuls !" he lisped. I chucked

Yez can tack ut up

poor fishdogses away."

*Troth, phwat does that mather?
on the 'l'i'ﬂ.l]l as & memorial. Bure, in the rabbit-hutch of
my ould home at Ballybunion there’s a memorial up to
my uncle, Admiral Sharmmus ()'Rooney, and he 1an't burried
tlrere at all, at all !™

* Was he the admiral of a coal-barge, souse me " asked
Maddock, who had been listening interestedly,

Barry snorted lus contempt. )

“ But why he not burrieds dercs, hunk?” inquired the
Eskuno.

‘“ Arrah, "tis a sad sthory,” said Barry O'Rooney, wiping
6 tear away. '‘Faalin' bold wan noight in the dog-days,
ha thried to loight the drawing-room foire wid a barre] of
gunpowdher. He always had a weakness for doin’ things
too quick. Oi got a teligram from the nixt parish a bit
later axing me to come and take wan of his boots off the
church steeple because they saul it stopped the weather-
eock from going round. Never shall Or forget the last
wurrds that fell from his lips. ‘Oi've come out widout
my parachute,” he sayvs, "but Oi can't sthop—U1'm a Hoying-
machine now !" he gays. ‘Good-boi!" And, would yez belave
ut, the landlord swore ut was a thrick to dodgze the rint!”

Ben Maddeck silently shook his head, and offered Barry
a sea biscuit.

“ Wear it as a medal,” said Prout. *“ By honey, vou've
won it, Irish! You'll not tell a better lie nor that in a
wnth of Mondays!"

e D'yer mane Ethnt voz doubt my wurrd?' asked Burry
fiercely. ' Go to Bill Bailey, and he'll tell yez the same."”

Ting ! sounded the bell, and P'rout stepped over to the
telephone.

“ Yes, sir!l"

A grin expanded the steersman’s mouth as he hstened.
Then his look became serious,

* What's the fun, Tommy ! asked Maddock. 1

* Dunno,”” said Prout. “It's Mr. Rupert speaking.
Perhaps it ain't fun. Me and you and Barry has to go
down and wait in the saloon. 1 reckon the chief wants to
speak to us."

(Another long Iinstalmert of this splendid serial
next Monday.)
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No 1.—HARRY WHARTON.

The praise of Wharton 1 extel,
The ever-famous leader,
Whose grit und courage thrill the soul
0Of every MAGKRET reader..
Who made his Form a fighting foree,
And worked some wondrous ' wheezes ™3
Upon whose frank and fearless course
Adventure often seizes.

When Harry came to Greyfriars School
He made a bad impression ,
Like Saul of old, he * played the fool,
And paid for each transgression.
Although by Wharton's timely aid
A boy was saved from drowning,
He checked the friendly offers made,
And could not keep from frowning.

But now the past is blotted out,
His character is sounder—
A ripping sportsman, splendid scouk,
And jolly good ** all-rounder!”
To say his patience never fails
Would be absurd and silly ;
Such models only dwell in tales
0Of ** perfect little Willie."

The person is amiss, 1 fear,
Who tenderly supposcs

That Harry Wharton's school caress
Is like a bod of rosea.

Black sheep abide in every fold,
And this 18 no exception;

The Bounder figures, as of old,
In many a base conception,

On one occasion Smith excelled
In cunning (woe betide him 1)

Through him poor Harry was expelled,
And several more beside him.

Bob caused the biter to be bit
(He's cuter than Alonzo);

And Smith showed no desire to sit—
The dootor laid 1t on so0!

Rince Smithy's vain attempt to score
His manner has been quict;
No doubt when things are straight once more
He will again run riot.
But Harry %hnﬂ{lll'k glorious fame,
He nevar will diminish :
For those who always piaﬁ the game
Are victors at the fnish,

Mng Wharton's groot and ﬂ'ua-:l TOTIO VI
Be present with us ever!
The friend of fellowe who are ** down,”™
(Clourageous, strong, and clever,
Who by his just and manly rule
Will win the admiration
Of British boys in shop and school
For many a generation!|

The Subject of Next Monday's Lyric
will be

BILLY BUNTER.

A Bplendid Compileta Tale of Harry
Wharton & Co. Order Eariv,
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FOR NEXT MONDAY :

"SELF-DENIAL WEEK AT GREYFRIARS!"
By Frank Richards.

In our next splendid, long, completa tale of the boys of
Greyfriars, the chums of the Remove Form decide to raiso
# fund for tho bencfit of the new Cottage Hospital which is
to bo erected by Lord Mauleverer's uncle. It s agrecd
that, all the usual forms of raising money in the sehool
boing * played out,” recourse shonld be had to the maost
rag il l[r#adeniﬁ]. Lean times, therefore, cnsue for the
“self-denying "' juniors, of whom Poetor Todd is one of the
most enthusiastic.  Billy Bunter by me mvans approves of
tho 1dea, cspecially when his long.oxpectad postal-arder
arrives, and Peter has a strenuous time trying to prrsuade
him to fall into line! Altogether,

"SELF-DENIAL WEEK AT GREYFRIARS! "

is provocative of a groat deal of fun, and also of a good
round sum in aid of the Cotiage Hospital.

OUR NEW FEATURE,

In devoting a_column on page 27 to & new feature—viz.,

“Ureyfriars Lyrics " —

I have been guided, as usual, by my desire to leave no stone
unturned n the effort to make the pood old “* Magnet "
Librury ever more and more attractive to its vast and
steadily-growing cirele of readers. I have no fear but that
" “The Magnet * Rhymesters' " bright and clever little verses
will win unmediate popularity with all my chums.

THIS WEEK'S “GEM™ LIBRARY.

Next Wednesday's issue of our grand companion aper,
“Tha Gem"™ Library, is one which | am confident Vo ex-
pecting to create a considerable sensation, and to do a greut
deal to still further inercase that splendid story-papoer’s
immense popularity. Besides Martin Clifford’s great, com-
pleto tale of Tom Merry & Co., entitled

“Friends Divided!"

No. 286 of ' The Gem " will contain the opening chapters of
a wonderful new sporting serial —

“The Corinthian!"”

This grand yarn deals with the brave doings of “tha
Fancy *—as the boxing fraternity were termed in the days of
tho old-time prize-ring —and has been specinlly written for
our companion paper by Brian Kingston, a gentleman who
adds to liis exceptional talents as a story-writer, the most
expert knowledge of every phase of thie noble art of self-

dofenes,
“The Corinthian!"

broathes throughout the romantic atmosphere of the Prinee
Regent's duys, when the famowvs bucks and dundies lorded
it in fashionable London, and when the prize-ring Aourished
under the patronage of the highest in the land. My advice,
then, to every one of my * Maguet " chums is—don't on nny
account miss reading.

“The Corinthian!"’

beginning in this weck's " Gem "' Lalwary.

AN INTERESTING QUESTION.
One of my readers, A. J, 8., of Bradford, who states thal

he is very interested in everything appertaining to fying,
writes me a long and interesting letter mostly dealing with
this subject He asks me to tell him why a Byingmachine
cannot be constructed exactly like a bird, having the same
wing-uction ; and, further, vontures the opinion that sufficient
attention has not been puid to the study of tho Right of
birds in connection with the science of aviation.

Well, in reply to A, J. 8., I cun only say that I am not
an expert in aviation matters, but I can assure him that the
problem of bird-Aight has been studicd by clever scientists
for genorations with a view to the construction of heavier
than-air flying machinca. Machines have actually been built
with wings workind in the same way as a bird's, but they
have never attained much success.  The Wright brothers
made the most exhaustive study of bird-flight before pro-
ducing the first really suecessful aeroplanc.

If my Bradford e[zum takes up the studv of bird-flighs,
he will pick up some very interesting information.

T A ——

PLAIN TRUTHS ABOUT THE STAGE.
By an Actor.

Schoolboys are not the only ones
“The Gem." 1 read it, wnd often,
time between “calls,” I sit ddwn and
ancoe with school life,

Recently I have noticed thut our Editor has gone to tho
cxponse and trouble of procuring speciul articlos of an in.
structive nature, so that Gemites might have the great
sdvantage of reading some actual experiences, and having
things expluined by those who understand the subject
Hmruughhr. Well, I thought to myself, **Is thers anything
4 can do to help ™

I camo (o the conclusion that, as I knew more about the
stage than most Gemites, 1 would sit down and tell the
truth regarding the many pitfalls that lie in the way of such
us want to go on the stage,

There are two great qualities necessary to any degree of
success on the stage. These are—talent and patience. I
you have not the first, you noed not read any more of this
article.  Without talont, you will waste vears of your life,
and muko an enemy of many long-suffering managers. You
muy have a very high opinion of your own ability —indeed,
You may possess talent of a sort, but the talent which
munagers are always looking for s the brst. You muy
amuse your friends, and you may be a clever boy or girl,
and yet fall very far short of the standard set up hy the
cxperienced and business-getting manager.

Agencies are the recognised mediums of procuring engago-
ments.  These agencies are of two kinds—genuine and
fraudulent. T will deal with the Intter first. A certain class
of men and women find, after & time, that they cannot pro-

cure any more engagements. They are wrong somewhero,
and find that they have vither lust their voices, or that the

public are beginning to realise that these peaple never did
possess a voice. Anywny, they cannot make a living on the
stage. So, from long experience of such affairs, they know
how very anxious most boys and girls are to procure a pluce
behind the footlights. They trade upon the ignorance of thn
hov or girl with a bit of money, so these birds of prey open
an “ageney.”  Seon, along come the people who think that
they can either sing, dance, or act. Nuw, it does not matter
one jot whother the candidate can do any or all these things.
The dishonest people who conduct the bogus ageney will tell
all who have money that the world will be one day staggered
by the beauty of his or her voice, or that the acting only
nesads a little professional tonch
to make Sir H, Beerbuhm Tree
lecave the stage iu despair.

( Maore * Pliin Truthas Abont
the thyr T ;‘fﬂﬂfh?y.,’

who delight to read
when [ have a long
[ENewW my acouaint

—————.
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MADE HIM RESIGN. NEAT—=WHATI

=
.-""‘j:._."'-

1. “ There's that chap Inﬂl-u;gi 1{;’6 .‘I&. lﬂwi.;d he It;ltnhe:l his t{iuhi;tg-iigu fti__ )
o my daoghter again!™ grow 2 an uled up the sign, and wben e |  This is Mi sktell b
crusty old father, “T'll put a stop let go—yes, exactly ! withufwl: ?ﬁm A g l:"'-‘“"“'a “l ?'E-J!Eii.ﬂ'

to this once and for all! ™

JGAYE HIMSELF AWAYI|

BEE-UTIFUL!

1. Mr. Pincher at the fancy dr;bull 2. But his reason for d;ing g0 Was
whe o tromendous success as Sir Walter quite r.h*.inrq whnn“ a mrﬁn;espdht:r }mh
Raleigh. “ What a pity he is slipping met good Queen less. e did not cas Ji Bee: “Well, here’s a bit of
away | "' said nmr_!.rg:-dvy. “Ho looks down his eloak, but kis courtly bow luﬂlﬁlm 've actually found a bat with

lendid! Exactly like the character. was a troat to everybody who saw it vkl Bowabs i 1P
arvellous ! *

1. “Silly fellow!” said Blinker. “It 2. But when ho waa informod that
would fake more than a house on fire iii wnﬂh his hm.li]&ﬂ that was on fire, and
to ke mo run like that, I can't that tho man he saw running was going A :
undglrgmlizd people who get excited to fetch the firc-engine—well, Bhinker| ™ Hallo, old man, are you leaving! :
at the least little thing." ran, tool “ Yes; 1'm poing off in & hufl ]
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1. “Men,” smd the inspector, *‘Chelsea Bill, the Hoy
Bandit, must bo captured at all costa. Away and discover Y
him at onee ! " ** Ay, oy, sir ! " said P.-0.'s Al and A2,

Hawker No. 1: " Look ‘ere, T don’t understand ‘ow yver
can sell yer breoms cheaper than I can! 1 don't mind a-tellin
yer thut I steals the stuff I makes 'em wiv "

T'other Hawker: ““Well, yer see, matoy, I steals min
ready made ! "

w* W %W

SMART.

UNDER POLICE PROTECTION.

- By

o
2. 8o the gallant constables awayed, resolving to take

the Boy Bandit, or perish. They didn't know that Chelsea
Bill had bidden in the tree-trunk,

“Come in under the verander, Bill
outer the wet t
e ———

HIS MiNOa =
OBRTRINED m
IMICE APPLE BIrF

3. And when ho came out to give himsell up, the gallant

guardians of the peaco hopped it promptly—Dbeating all
recorda,

D

Teacher : ** Now, Jimmy, give me an
example of something transparent.”
Jimmy : “ A ladder|™

20/7713




