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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
At Loggerheads !

HE big caken door of the Remove
Form-room awuamy open, and the
Lower Fourth Form of Greyfriars
marched out,

_ The wide corridor swarmed with checry

jumiors.
Harry Wharton & ©Co.—the Famous |

Five of the Remove—generally came out
together. Bat on the present occasion,
a4 Wharton, Nugent, and Bob Cherry
walked down the passage, Johuny Bull
diverged in one direction and Hurrec
Jamset Ram Singh in another.

Bomo of the Removites noted it, and
grinned,

There was a rift in the lote. - The
Famous Five, inscparable as they had
always been, had a divisiea in the ranks
ak last. ; :

Johany Bull and Hurres Bingh were
ne longer on epeaking terms, or cven
terme of recognition, )

They ignored eno another's existence
in tha most elaborate way, creating quite
an awhkward situatien for the other three
members of the fameus Co.

As the twa juniors moved away Harcry
Wharton frowned, Frank Nugent made o
grimace, and Bob Cherry snorted.

“Hallo! Still en scowling terms—
what? prinned Skmner.

*Oh, shot up!” growled Bob Cherry.

Beb strode after Inhnn% Bull, ani
linked en srm with &his o marched
Johnny Bull aecrcsa the corridor, and
linked the other arm with Hurrce Singh.

“ Come on!™ he said affably.

And ITob moarched the two ouvt into
the qua&mngie, with Wharton and
Nuapent yrinning behind. .

ﬁ: Choerry’s opinian was that the rift
in the lute had lasted loog encugh, This
was his way of bringing the parted pals
togrethor.

Johnny Bull prunted emphatically, and
Hurree Singh wrigeled in Bob's hold.

“Leppo, you nss!" rrowled Ball

% Release me armfully, my ecsteemed
Bob ! murmured Hurree Singh.

Baob Cherry only tightened lus grasp
and walked them onward. )

Yook here, vou two,” exclaimed
Wharten, *““this has gone on long
enongh! Tt's time you chucked it!"

“Prr-r-r!” came from Johnny Ball
i'un s prowl very much like that of a coged

ion.

" “The chuckfulness iz not poestble, my
cateemed chum!” sand Hurree Singh
quietly. *Tho honourable dignity of my
nable self mokes it Impossible for me to
oxtend the rightful hand of friendliness
to the ludicrous and disgusting Bullt”

“"Fathead!" aaid Nugent.

“Look here,” said Bob Cherry, 1 tell
you there's been enourh of it] Why
can’t you make it up?”

“0h, dry up!” growled Bull

“The esteemed jawfulnese of the
honourable Bob is superflizovs.”

“Legwo my arm. vou ass!”

“Knock their heades together!™ sug-
poated Nucent,

“(ood idea!" said Bob heartily. "I
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wonder I never thought of that befora!™

He shifted his grasp to the BrS
of his two unwilling companiona.

“Will you leggot™ roared Johnny Bull.

“Relesse me armfully, you esteemed
idiot!™

Bob did not reply. He was making an
cffort to deay the two heads together.

Johonny Bull wrenched himself away,
siving Bob a powerful shove that sent
im  etaggering against the pabob,
Johnny walked away with' a grim brow.
Hiurree Eiugh slm;g&m& aa
aprainst him, and they fell to the ground

tu%:nt-he:'.
*Oh, my hat '™ pasped Bob,
“Oh! Ah! Yah! Gerrof, you-terrifie

chump ! howled the nabob.
Bob Cherry picked himsclf uﬂ, his oyos
loaming with wrath. If Johnoy Bull
ﬁa.d still. been on tho spnt  thera would
lJ.mhab v have been another rift in the
ute, ortunately, Jobhnny Ball was
gone,

Bob dusted his jacket and frowned.

“TI've'a jolly good mind to—-"

“No. you won't DBob!"™ asid Harry
".‘:'hﬂ}-tnn. “ Easy dova it! Now, Inky

Hurree Jamset ' Ram  Singh . rose.
breathing hared,

“The enoughfulness is terrific!™ he
rxclaimed. ““The jawlulnesa is super-
flous, and T will never again speakfulls
address the honourable and ridiculous
Bull! That iz Batful™

“ Look here, Inky—"

[E] Hmh !H'

“You silly nes!" exclaimed Wharton.
in angry perplexity. ** You're na big a
silly idiot as Bull i

dd 'R_H.*Hl“l!

“What?"*

“The ratfulness is torrifict™

“ Look here! Youcan't keep on cat-and-
dog terma with Bull! FYou've both play-
ing in  the Redelyffe mateh on
Wednesday.”

Flurree Jamedt Ham Bineh shoeok his
head ot once.

“T eannot plavfelly enier the cleven
if the disgusting Bull plarat” he said
decidedly.

“You howling chump!” reared Bob
Cherry. Do you think we are going to
Ieave out our best bowler?™

“Your can't be spaved, Tnka
Wharton, * You've got to plav !’

“Mat if the esteomed Bull 13 in the
toam I

“Look here—""

“I am terrifically sorrowful, but the
dignity of a Nabob of Bhunipur is at
atake ™ ;

“0Oh, blaw your digoity, and blow
Bhantpur'” said Bob Cherry crossly.
“ What 13 Bhanipur. anywav—a onc-eyed
place, about as bix as Friardale, T
MPPOse |
. Murren Jamaet Ram Singh pave his
chum a guiet leck, and walked away
without & word. Bob snorted.

“HEpay docs it, Dob!Y anid Nugent.
H¥ou'll ba auarrelling with Inky pext.®

“I've a jollv good mind to quarrel with
both - the 4illy ssses!”™ growled Bob

* wnid

b recled }

‘his pockets and stalked away.
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Cherry. "I ean tell vou I'm getting
fed-up with this rot!"

“It's dushed awhkward!” eaid Harry,
knitting hiz brows. *They've both got
to play in the Redelyffe match. They're
both booked to come over to Clif House
with us in a few deys, too, and they can't
let Marjorie soe them scowling at one
another. Let's go and talk to Johnny, as
the other silly ass won'™ listen to reason.”

The three juniore found Johnny Bull
on the cricket-ground. He gave them
rather o grim look as they came up.

Vernon-S3mith, the Bovunder of Grey-
friavs, came down with his bat under his
arm, end glanced at them curioualy. The
chuing of the Remove did not notice him,

“Look here, Johnny,” said Wharton,
"something'as got to be done! There's

- the Redelyffe match on Wedneaday |

" What about it?"

“¥You'll have to make it up with Inky
before then,™

*“Hang Inky!"

“It's pot to be done. The silly aas
saye he won't play if vou're in the team,
s0 you've got to make it up. See?”

“ He savs that, does he?"”

Yes; so you see—->"

“I've ﬁnt something to say, too,” said
Johnny Bull, in his slow, deliberate way.
“I won't play if Inky's in the team !

“Wha-a-at :

" Zetking deaf?"”

“Look here. you silly fathesd—*

* Bow-wow I’

Johnny Bull drove his hands deep into
Wharton,
Nugent, and Bob Cherry looked at one
another in dismay, :

“Well, what & merry pair!"” ¢jaculated
Hob, in great exasperstion. “ Serve them
right to boot both of them out of the
eleven 1™

“And get licked by Redclyfe! aaid
MNugent,

“ It may eome to it, all the same,” sai
Wharton, knitting his bro "E]j:'rismg
rows can't be allowed to interfere with
crickef. IE ther both stick to that, they'll
both go out of the team. if we're licked
ten times over by Redelyfic 1™

“He, he, ha!™

The chums of the Remove glared ot
Billy Bunter, as he interjected his
unmusical giggle into the discussion,

“What are you he-he-ing about, you
fat chump?” demanded &Egruﬂh. i3

“He, he, he! Tt's rather funny, veu
know ! chortled Bunter. “ The whole
Form’s tickled to death by this zame!
Skinner says vou chaps ought to be on

the front page of ‘Chuckles'! He,
Ile, hH!!!
Wharton ecolovred with annovance.

Johnny Bull and Hurree Singh took their
quarrel seriously enough ; but there was
an clement of the ridiculous in it, as in
mast qoarrels, It was not agreeable to
Harry Wharton & Co. to furnish merri-
ment for a fellow like Bunter.

“8o you think it’s funny?” growled
H-t::—'t.: Cherry.  “ Do you think this funny,
too ¥’

Ha lifted his boot, and Billy Bunter
dlodged in time,



Every Monday.

%1 say, you fellows—— Keep off, you
boast ! %armnh!” 9

Billy Dunter fled, with his sense of
humour checked for the time. But the
dispute 1 the camp of the Famous Five
was regarded humorously by most of the
Remove fellows, and it made Harry
Wharton & Co. very restive. Something
had to be done—that was certain; but
what was to be done was a question to
which at present the Co. could find no
BOEWEN,

THE SECOND CHAFTER.
Skinner is Disgusied !

ERNON-SMITH dropped into
‘,J" Study No. 1 that afternoon when
Wharton and Nugent were finish-
ing their frugal war-time fea,
Bob Cherry was there, but Johnny Bull
and Hurree Bingh were in thm; own
studies. Since the quarrel the Famous
Five had not had » study tea in com-

ny.

Pu"i{n'iln! Come in, Smithy!”
W harton, cordially enough.

The ways of Wharton and those of the
black sheep of Greyiriars were as wide as
the peles asunder, but somchow there
vas a friendly feeling between them,
They did not, and could not, associate;
but that fact had mot wholly bamshed

utual ragard.
m""]‘hern*% a shrimp left,” said Nugent
hospitably ; * and if you l’:mng yOur own
broad-and-butter and sugar—" i

“Thanks! 1 haven't come to tea!
said the DBounder, laughing. “‘1've
dropped 1n to spea!-'c to you chaps. If
vou don’t mind—I don't mean to bo inter-
fering, of course—but it's all over Lower
School that i}'ml‘re got trouble in the

appy family "

b Epi&supp-nga it 38, assemted Wharton,

#Tws heads are better than one”
suggested the Bounder. . " 1f I could hel
to straighten things out 1n any way——

Wharton gave him rather a curious
look, The Bounder in the role of peace-
maker struck him as rather odd. It did
not seem to consort with Smithy’s hard,
rather cynical character,

“If vou'd rather I minded my own
bizney, I'll travel,' said Vernon-Smith.
“But 1'm really sorry towee you fellows
at loggerheads. It may interfere with
the cricket, too!” ;

“Not at all,” said Harry., I don't
see what's to be done, and vou may be
able to give us some good advice. It
was about that affair of Inky's Indian

1, Kuri Din, last week, You diseovered

w the fellow got mixad up with some
shady sharpers, and he wrote to Inky to
help him ount—in confidence, of coyrse.
Inky couldn’t explain, as it wasn't his
secret: and, vou know, a lot of the
fellows coneluded that he was playing the
giddy ox himself 1" _

Tt did look like it," said the Bounder.

“You got out the truth, Sinithy, and
it was jnﬁy decent of you " said Harry.
“Then we thought it was all over; but
it wasn't. Inky bad given us his word,
as Nabob of Bhanipur and General High
Panjandrum, that he wasn't mixed up in
anything shady, but without explainin
what it all meant. We took his word,
It wanted some swallowing, considerin
how matters  looked.  Johnny Bu
wouldn't, unless he expluined the whole
bizncy !"

"1 mea " .

“0Of course, Inky had no right to put
himself in suspicious eircumstances, and
ask fellows to take his word against all
evidence. At the same time, he con-
siderad that his friends were bound to
take his word. Rights and wrongs on
both sides, you see.  Johnny told him
ho was sorry he hadn't taken his word;
but Inkv was on the high horse, and that
wasn't enough. So Johony got his

said

¥
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back up next. Bo now they’ve both got
their backs up,” concluded Wharton, rue-
fully; “and if either would make an
advance, the other won't accept it. And
neither will, anyway 1"

“They came jolly near a fight, but we
ato }1.)0& that,” remarked Nugent,

’IP e Bounder smiled.

“That's what I should suggest—a good
scrap.  They'll both feel better when
thex've hammered one another [”

Wharton shook his head decidedly.

“There's not %m’nq to be any hammer-
ing. Besides, Inky's a good man, but
he's no match for Johnny, It wouldn't
be a fair scrap. And it wouldn’t do any
good—I'm sure of that!"

The Bounder looked very thounghtful
Hp took a case from his pocket, and
selected a cigarotte,

The grim stare of Wharton and Nugent
recallad him to himself, and he langhed,
colouring a little, and put away the
smokes.

“Borry! I forgot where T was,” he

e 1
e
—— e S I.I -l

— e

e
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chaps, only & bit obstinate. I'l]l put oa
my thinking-cap!” ]
The Bounder, with a nod, quitted the

study. He almost ran into Skinner, and
ﬂm'c: him a suspicious look. Skinner

ad been very near the study door.

“ Lastening ! snecred the Bounder,

Skinner followed hin to bis own study
without replying. There the Bounder
lighted his cigarctte, and Skinner gave
him an cager look.

“I heard you talking to thosze chaps in
MNo. 1," sa.i:if Skinner, “It was a gum‘.l

uite your old style, Smthy.

Got Bull and Inky to fisticuffs, and they
won't make it up again in a hurey !

The Bounder looked at him coolly
through little puffs of smoke. :

“Did you think that was my object?”
he asked,

“Well, wasn't it?” ‘

The Bounder laughed, and did
ONSWCT,

“Look here, Smithy, don’t you son
vour chance?”’ said Skinnor eagorly, *If

nok

—_—

Bob does his best | (See Chapter 1.)

said, with a touch of his old, sardonic

rin. “Nothing of that kind here.
orry I've shocked vou!"

“(h, don’'t be an ass!™ said DBob.
“Put that rubbish in the grate, and set
a match to it!"

“That would be o waste 1 war-time,
wouldn’t it said the Bounder, laughing.
“What are you going to do about the
match on Wednesday, Wharton? Can
those two duffers pull together well
enough to play in the same team!"

“1t appears not."”

“That will be awkward.”

“ Dashed awkward " growled Wharton.
“Jt will mean more trouble. 1I'm not

oing to have the ericket mucked up, 1

now that, But—but I'd be glad to get
over this blesséll quarrel, and see them
on the old terms, If you could think of
a dodge, Bmithy—I know you'rc jolly
demi. and youn might—"" )

“I'll try," said the Bounder simply,
“*There's a way out of every difficulty, if
you can find it; and they're both good

you work it, you can casily manage to
sec that those fools don't make it up
again, And if thoy're left out of the
cleven on Wednesday, thera's a place for
yvou for the asking. In fact, you won't
noed to ask; Wharton will ask you.
The fellows will make him if he doesn't!"

“By gad! That's quite kcen of you,
Skinner "'

“And there's a chance for you to
sqquesze in as captain of the Remove, now
that gang is split up,’ said Skinner.
“You could monage it, Smithy, if you
played your cards woll !

The Bounder laughed.

“1 bolieve that’s your game, anyway ™
growled Skinner. **1 don't see why you
ran't trust me. I'm backing vou up.
We've had our differences, but that, was
your fault. I'm backing you up now!"

“You're rathoer an unreliable backor,
old sport,” said the Bounder; “and I'm
not ambitious. Wharton makes & better
Form captoin than I should|["

Tae Maoywer Lisnarr.—No. 7.
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. 1 don’t see what that's got to do with

it.

said Johnny Buyll, in measured tones.
“De you wmtfma to rub your bony nose

“¥You wouldo't!” assented the|in the car?at?*
Bounder, . “Nopel™ said Fisher T. Fish, in
“Oh, oome off!” growled Skinner. | astonishment. :
“T'd be glad to give those lofty rotters a “Then dry up!”
fall, and you're the only chap in the “But I calenlat: s
Remove who could make a stand against| “Dry up!” roared Johnny Bull, so
them.,  Field might, but he won’t; and | ferociously that Fisher T. Fiﬂil dried up
Toddy tried it, and gave it up, like an | on the £ A
ass! It would be rii:lpmg' to bring them niff indulged.in o grin. Johriny Bull
down off their perch, and now’'s your| sat down to his work with knitted brows.
chance. A house divided ngainst itself | The three juniors were still busy when

cannot stand, you know!" ]
Vernon-Emith locked oddly at his

study-mate.

The black ﬁ]ﬂeei‘p of Greyfriars had
gome back to the old, dark ways that had
first ceruwed him the title of the
“Bounder,” But he bhad not gone all
ithe way. His conduct in many respects
was utterly reckless and rotten;in others
be showed scruples and a sense of honour
that puzzled and exasperated Shinner,

It was really something of a tempta-
tion to the Bounder. It was, as Skinner
exid, & chance, and at one time he would
have welcomed that chance, and made
the mwost of it.

But if the templation to evil moved
bim for & moment, it was only for a

moment. He laughed lightly.

“I"d help you all [f could,” said
Ekinner.

“Good!" said the Bounder. “Pub

fm:r thinkipi-c_ap on, then, old scout, and
1elp ne think it out—what I'd better do

He paused.

“To what?” asked Bkinner enfverly.

““To make it up between Bull and
Inky !*

EEinmar stared.

“*1s that a joke?" he demanded.

* Wot at allt™

“You mill}}r mt"’i roared Skimner. *[If
you're pulling my leg—— i

“Not in the least, That’s the job on
hand at present,” said the DBounder
roolly. “ Now, Skinne , old chap, what
wonld you say was the best way of
f,'nt-ti those two chaps to make up their
ittle differenees?” o

Bkinner did not reply to that question.
He gave the Bounder a look of utter

disguet, and quitted the study, slamming

the door after him with a terriﬁn'a'!n.m.
Vernon-Smith chuckled, and lighted
ariother cigarette,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Luek Is Out !

QUIFF and Fisher T. Fish looked at
Johnny Bull rather euriously when
he came into Btudy No. 14 for prep.
Johnny's face was grim; he had

locked grim almost continually since the
breaking off of his friendship with Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. Sampson Qu
Iﬂle%: Field made no remark ; but Fisher
T. Fish, who was not [amous for taet,
inditlged in a chortle,

“#till keeping up that stunt?” he
inquired,

* That what 1" growled Jolmny Bull,

[EY Etul:t !1!

“What do you mean, fathead ?™

“]1 guess I mean what 1 say.”

“Can’t you talk English?” demanded
Johuny Bull. *0r, if you come to that,
can't you keep off talking at all?”

“0Oh, don't you go off on your ear!”
remonstrated Ficher T. Fish, “I guess
you tickle me some, I reckon I'm reallg
on vour eide, you jay! I never coul
1

stand niggers !’
Johnng Bull glared at him, As he was
no longer on friendly ternis with Hurree
Hingh, it certainly did not matter to him
if Fﬁmh]' called the Nabob of Bhanipur a
nigger. Ili!-lli':t hﬁiﬂ-ﬂkﬁd as if it dle% m
* You ; ¥, Bcarecrowy chump
THE H.lglm'l‘ Lisesny.—No. 487,
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' the black beast did to-dayf

F carried him into the passage, and

Quiney

bound to tell you,” said Bunter,

Eilly Bunter's big spectacles gleamed in
at study door. The Owl of the Re-
move bestowed a friendly nod upon them.

“1 suy, B o

1) ] e

“0Oh, get out!”

Johnny Bull did not seem to be in &
good temper.

“0h, really, Bull! I've got something
to tell you.”

“Go and eat coke!"”

“The fact is, old chap, I'm on your
eide !V said Bunter, blinking at him,

* Buzz off 1"

“I never could stand Inky,” continued
Bunter, unheeding ‘* What do you think
Actually
refused to cash a postal-order for me,
though he's had a remittance, Refused
me, you know "
~“Thd you have any postal-order?”
grinned Bquiff, :

“I'm expecting it first thing in the
morning,” eald Bunter, with & great deal
of dignity. “That black beast—
Hallo! Leggo my neck, Bull!”

Johnny Bﬁl luj_{takm hold of Bunter's
fat neck, and he did not let go. Without
& word, he lifted Bunter's solid ';-'E:ghl:

um
him down, with & heavy bu Then he
went hﬂ: into the study and closed the
with & g

The Owl of the Remove sat and gasped
for some moments, Then he put his
glaszes straight on his fat little nose, and
scrambled up.

“Beast !” he yelled through the kﬁf.
hole, And he fled beforc the door could
be opened again.

He hurried into the next study, and
closed the door behind him, That study
was No. 13, and Bob Cherry, Hurree
Bingh, Mark Linley, and Wun Lung were
at work there. They did not seem glad
to see Bunter, In fact, they did not lock

up from their prep, and Bunter blinked

from one to another without succeeding
in catching an eve.

“1 eay, you fellows!”

Stony silence, )

< I"sur, Inky, I've come in to speak to
o,

The Nabob of Bhanipur went on

sedately with his task.

“ As a pal of yours, Inky, I felt bound
ctgdtﬂll qu,””amd Bunter, "that fearful

I-iurree Jamset Ram Singh locked up
then.

“Will the estcemed beastly Bunter
clearfully buzz ont of the study " he
asked politely, *“ Otherwisefully, I shall
have to take him by his estimable neck."

“Oh, really, Inky! As a pal, ,%f WaS

i you
could hear the way Bull's talking about

-::u—mllingk:rﬂu nanies, and running you
ﬁ-::-wn, you know. I—I say, Inky, what
are you going to do with that stump?”

“I"'am oing to lick a fat rotter thrash-
folly,” said Hurree Singh.

“]—I say—— Yarcooch!”

Whack, whack, whack!

The nabob's loft hnmédgraaped Buntor’s
collar : “the right applied the stump, and
William George Bunter equirmed and
roared. He had not the remotest idea
whjrullllky hﬁ,d I.'I:I.'Iilﬂa this unexpected
assault upon his T80T,

= Yﬂﬁl Iﬂifﬁr TE. you black

beast!"” roared Bumter. "“I'm on your
side, you silly asa! Yarccop! I'm back-
ng Enu up, old chap! Yah! Oh! You
black rotter | Wooooop!”

Billy Bunter jerked himself away, and
dodged out of the study, He fed as far
as Btudy No. 1 before he discovered that

he was not pursued, and then he stopped
to pump in breath.
“"Yow! The black rotter I" he .

What did he go for me
for, the dangerous manigc? Yow-ow!"

Billy Bunter opened the door of No. 1,
and blinked in. Wharton and Nugent
were working, and the former locked up
for & moment, to point at the door,

“1 say you fellows—" -

“Buzz off, and get your prep done,™
said Wharton. “ ﬂu’lf}lﬂ"i’ﬁ Quelchy on
your track in the morning!™

“I've done all the prep I'm going to
do,” growled Bunter. “Fi don't hEEE'TE
in overdoing it. ueleliy mayn't want
me to construe, either. DBlow Quelchy!
Look here, Wharton, I've been brutally
assgulted—"'

“You'll get mnother dose if you don’é
let & chap work, you fat slacker !’

“That disgusting nigger, Inky went
for me with a cricket-stumpI”

“Didn't he give you enoughi™

“Eht VYes!”

“Then what have you come here for "

“0Oh, really, Wharton! I think you
ought to take it up, as captain of the
Remove. T'll hold your jacket 1™

“I'll hold your ear, if you don’t buzz
12

“If you heard what Inky's been say-
about you——"

harton jumped.

* About me "

“¥es," said Bunter, cncouraged. A
strict regard for the truth was not one
of William George Bunter's weaknesses.
“ He don’t like you keeping friendly with
that beast Bull, you know "

“*Oh!" eaid Harry, looking very primly
at the fat junior.

But the Owl of the Remove was too
short-sighted to see the danger-signal in
his eyes, and he rattled on.

“I felt bound to remonstrate, as your
pal, you know, when Inkgv was Tunning
you dmh and he went for me with a
gt

Billy Bunter got no further, )

Wharton was diving for his bat, which
et in & corner. Bunter was not
specially keem, but he knew what that
meant, and he made a jump for the door.

The end of the bat prodded him
forcibly behind as he fled, and he landed
in the passage on his hands and knces,

roaring.
Beast! Yow!”

“¥Yah!

Slam |

Bunter picked himself up, in a fury.

“¥ah! Come out here, and I'll lick
vou!"” he roared, il

Thera wae &2 movement in Study MNo. 1,
and Bunter sped away. By the time the
door opened he was in No. 7, his own
study. Hurrﬁ Wharton laughed, and
went back to his Erﬁlp

Peter Todd an om Dutton were at
work in No. T, and Bunter ought to have
been. Bunter had a little way of negleot.
ing his prep, and chancing it with the
Remove-master in the morning, Potler
loocked up as Bunter stood pumping in
breath.

“Hallo! Been in the wars, I'nt.lf? fad

“Boasts " gas Bunter. *“It's that
rotter Wharton, Toddy I :

“(Oh, Wharton's a rotter, is he?" eaid
Petar,

“Vos, He went for me like a mad
Hun, because—because "—Bunter's eyes
gleamed behind his glasses—**because 1
wouldnt atand him eslling you pames,
Toddy."”

“Yow-ow-ow 1

+
m
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*Calling me names?” said Peter Todd,
Bxing his eyes upon Bunter.

“Yes; running down m_vir‘ pal, ¥ou
know,"” said Bunter. “Calling you =
skinny scarecrow, and a poor rotter of a
solicitor's son——"" =

“1 ean't quite imagine Wharton using
those delicate and tactful expressions,
remarked Peter Todd, " But can
imagine you trying to make trouble
between two fellows, Bunter. I keep a
ericket-stump for guch occasions, Where
will you have 7"

“Yarooh ! Keep off, you beast! Yow-
ow-ow !

Whaek, whack, whack!

Billy Bunter dodged frantically round
the table, and Peter sat down ﬂulmli}u

i
h

resume his prep. Bunter glared st him
with a glare that almost cracked his
apectacles,

“Ow! You rotter "

“Shut up ™

“J say, Dutton "—Bunter grabhed his
deaf study-mate by the ehoulder, and
Tom Dutton gave him an inguiring look
=*Dutton, old man!'

11 Eh?lf

“You back mg up, old ¢chap!™

“I don't aee why I should crack you
up, Bunter! More likely to run you
down. I don’t think much of you!"

*0Oh, you deaf chump!"

“Yos; I saw the stump! I dare say

ou asked for it, or Peter wouldn't have
E&mnﬁ;:j you! You're always asking
or it!

Peter Todd chucklad.

“Look here, Dutton—"2

i Eh?l‘l

“Poter Todd's a boast!” roared
Bunter. " You can lick him! I'll held

your jacket if you will—see?"
“No: I don't se¢ any packet!
ket do you mean?” 3
"?[Elrh, my hat! Will vou lick him for

Dutton stared at Bunter in astonsh-
ment.

‘:Eum 3au!want me to?" he asked,

[} e3, 1t

“1'll do it, if you want me to!”

o it 1" ok

Tom Dutton spun the fat junior round
with a sudden grasp, and planted a heavy
boot behind him., The surprised Owl
stumbled over, and rolled on the earper,
He sat up and glared at the deaf junior.

*You—you—you idiot! What did you
do that for?" hLe shricked.

“Eh? You asked me to kick you,
didn't you ?"

- “Ha, ha, ha 1" roared Peter.

#You—you—you—"" spluttered Bun-
ter.

He did not addrias any more remarks
to Tom Dutton. Faoter suspected some-
timez that Tom was not quite so deaf
aa he made out; and he dig not want to
be misunderstood again in the same
WAY.

THE FOURTi: CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry Ti:inks If Out!
WY 'VE pol it!"

I Bob Cherry madoe that an-
nouncement as the Remove came
out of the Form-room on the fol-

lowing morning. _

Bob had been thinking during lessons.

Bob was not much given to thinkitg.

And his Form-master ought really to
have been pleased 4o see him m a
thoughtful mood. But as Bob was think-
ing about the dispute between Johnny
Bull and Hurree Singh, instead of the
more. ancicnt dispute between Julius
Cesar and Orgetorix, Mr. Quelch was
not pleased. Bob had carned fifty lines
in class as & conscquence.

But fifty lines could not dash Bob'a

checry epirits, Bﬂ.idau', as he announced
triumphantly, he had "“got it."

What | of
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"\:;Gl;ﬂt wh;@i" asked E‘?u nt. -
arton did not speak. e Was ne-
ing after his two estranged frfend-a.
J|fhnn3f Bull had gone out into the quad-
rangle with Squif and Tom Brown;
and Hurree Jamset Fam Bingh was be-
stowing his company upon Wun Lung,
the little Chines.

The Famous Five were never together
now. As Johnny carefully avoided
Hurrea Singh, and the nabob carefully
avoided him, they had to keep away from
the other three members of the Co., or
they would alwaye have been coming
into contack.

Indeed, Skinner had suggested a new
namo for the diminished Co.—the Mourn-
ful Three, instead of the Famous Five.

“I've got the idea,” said Bob—*"'T've
been thinking it over in clasa—"

“Oh! That's whg E;u told Quelchy
that 'Drg;eturi: 8ave life of Juliva

Cemsar " grinned Nugent. ;
“Never mind Quelchy, and blow
Julinva Cssar, and bless Orgetonx!

Come where we can talk quietly, and
T'll let vou in."’

“But what's it all about?"

“ About those two silly
course.”

“Oh, all right!"” said Wharton, not

vory hcfefullm i

It did not seem to him probable that
Bob had thought of a way out of the
difficult situation, _ L _

But Bob was evidently brimming with
astisfaction. He lod hia chume to a bench
under the elms, where they could not be
overheard, and procecded to explain,

“*You ace, they've got to be dealt with
tactfully,” Bob An.

“And you're famous for tact!”
MNugent remarked, in s thoughtlul eort
Way.

“ Look here, you ass—"
“0Oh, get on with the washing! How
are you going to treat them tactfully 7"

‘”Eha ve %m:h got their silly backe
up, and won't come round,” said Bob.
"pﬁutd Iﬁuppme something dramatic hap-

ned 1™
pa“.l_l performance of the Remove
Dramatic Society, do you mean "

“Of course I don't!” roared Bob.

- %Y den't eee how it would improve
matters, anyhow."

“Jf wou're going to be {funny,
Nugent—""

asses, of

“I'm not! I'm leaving that to you.
Go on!" ] :

“Something dramatic!" repeated Bolb.
“ Suppose Johnny wers to save Inky's
lifa *"

“Eh?"

“Or Inky wera to save Johnny's life 1"

{ “My hat!”

“It doesn’t matter which,” said Dob.
“But that would work the oracle, you
know. Suppose Inky was attacked by—
by footpads, or—er German spics, or
something, and Johnny rescued him,
then thore would be a reconciliation, of
course. Suppose the school caught fire,
and Johany carried Inky down from a
high window on his back, why, they'd
malke it up at once!” :

“ You're thinking of settin
school 2" asked Nu

“Dh, you asa! i

“7T think the Head would object, if
you did.” . )

“Or supposs,” said Bob, with a glare
at Nugent—'suppose a runaway horse
Were rgmhin down on Inky, and Johnny
jumped in the way——"

e hat ! Hf would get hurt, I

think 15:' ) .
“ Johnny would do it!” esid Dob.
“Yog: I dare say he would. But we
haven't any runaway horees here. And

we're not allowed to bring horsea inside

fro to the
nt blandly.

¥

the gates."
“Vou're euch a practical beast,
Nugent! 1 said ‘suppose'!"

One Penny. b

“Oh, I sce! Buppose Bull saved Inky
from a runaway horse, and suppo thiri
made it up on the l}trer;ﬁ:h I:J it; an
s a averything in
lovely ! assented N
poae the sky should tall! 'Then there
would be catching of larks, wouldn'$
there 7"

“There'll be catching of thick ears if
m don't ntup boing funny!” growled

Cherry. "I think it's a ripping idea
myself !"

“But what's the idea exactly—solling
firo to the echool, or getting a horse to
run away in the Remove el

“You mlly gsa!" :mreg Bob.

“Well, as for the German spies, I don"t
sce how we're Lo arrange for them to
chip in. We don't knoew any German
spics—we're not naturaliscd Britons.”

* Lock here——"
Nugent shook his

garden was
ent. *“ And sup-

“Or footpada?”
head. ‘1 don't know any footpads who
wuul::i oblige us. None on my visiting-
liat. "~

“Checse it, Frank!" said Harry
Wharton, laughing. " Look hera, Hob,
what are you driving at! Inky oe
Jahlmg would _3@-&3 up like anything if
the other eilly idiot was in danger. k
he izn't. Dramatic things don't happen,

u know, It may be & hundred ()

fore a runaway horse comes a s
and then they mayn’t both be on the
at once, you know."

“0Of course, my idea is to wangle it,"
said Beb gruffly. “But if you don't
want to hear the wheoge—""

“But we do! Pile in!"

“ Well, we've got to fix up some danger
for Inky to fall in. Not a real danger,
of course. I was only gaut_llng A caee.
We wangle it for Inky to be.in some ima-
ginary danger—see ?—and for Bull to be
on the apot and rescus him. Then In
would be grateful, and Johnny woul
be bucked, and both of "em in a good
temper, and—and there you are!”

Wharton and Nugent looked a2t one
another. Bob seemed so pleased with
his remarkable echeme that ha chums
did not like to express their opinion of
it.

“Well 7" said Bob huffily.

"Ahﬂ]ﬂ. {:H

““If you can think of a better wheoze,
get it off your chest !"

“Well, we can’t!"™ admitted Whar-

" Bup it fails?” gaid Bob. “Well,
that leaves matters where they wera
before. No harm done."

“That'a g0 !" agreed Nugent.

TWe'll q*; e it a trial,” eaid Wharton,
smiling, “Give us the details. What
danger is Inky to fall intoi"

“{Vuﬂ,_ there's the river," said
more amiably. “Buppose you take him
out in & boat and drop him overboard
somehow £

“Inky ewims like & fsh.'™

“ Might knock him on the head with a
beathook,” remarked Nugent. “But I
don't believe that would make Inky feel
grateful, or put him inte a good temper
either.”

“I auppoec tho river's barred, as the
silly asa can swim!" said Bob, taking no
notico of Nugent’s remark. "“What
Illll_:lﬂl.;t a couple of hooligans attacking

im 1]

“ Where are your hooligana?"

“Woll, Smithy knows those h
rottors Bt the Cross Keva. You know, he
got two or threo of them to collar Ogilvy
and mo one day——"" :

“That's anciont history!" said Herry.

“I'm not raking it up, fathead
illuatrating. Suppose wo ask Bmithy te
give us an.introduction to some of the
scoundrels he knowa——"

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

“ A couple of themm would take ®t on
Tue Macrer Lisrary.—No, 407.



6

for & fow hob—they're awfully short of
boer theee daye," gaid Bob., ““Well, they
ect on Inky. Johnny Bull conres by—"

“But if you tell Johuny, he'll know
it's 8!l spoof.”

“I'm not going to tell Johnny, you
hrowling ass!™ .
i " Then he won't come by at the right
e, ;

“0h, youn make me tived!” eaid Bob.
“ ¥ conrse, that will have to be wangled,
too, One of ue will ba taking a walk
with Johony Bull about the same time
in that direction—see}”
. i Hrm 1

“1 think it would work like a charm,”
szid Bob obetinately, “ Jobnny's a good
nerk, though he's P-o.t his eilly back up.
1f he saw a couple of Hune going for
Inkv, he would chip in at once. Well,
after that, how could they go on scowling
et one another? They counldn't!™

“If it worked!" said Wharton doubt-

fully.
“Oh, it would work!™
“Ahom 1™ )
“Well, I'm going to try it,"” said Bob.
“¥ou two silly assce can help me or not,

juat as you like .
“Oh, we'll halp!™ said Nugent, "It
m}n:}. do any barm, eud it will be fun

o dark niﬁ;ﬂ.

“It won't be fun—it's jolly serioua!™

“Right-ho! We'll help, and be as
aericus as we can. Shall we go down to
the Cross Kevs now and see Sunthy's
scoundrelst”

“H'm! On second thoughts, we'd
better keep clear of that gang,” said
Bob. after a moment's thought.

“Well, there are lote of scoundrels,™
said Frank, * You find 'em everywhere.
Let's take o trot out now and look for
some scoundrels.” -

Bob gave him a suspicioue look, but
Nugent waa quite grave. Bob rose from
the bench, :

“We've got time before dinner,” he
said. “Come on! Some tramps would
do, or—or anything!”

The three juniors walked out of the
school pates in searoh of scoundrels.
Unless they found some ecoundrels, Bob'a
great idea could not be worked.

Nugent remarked that there were a
good many scoundrels about, but thoy
were mostly engagoed on war-profiteering,
and were not likely to be met in Friar-
dale Lane. Bob paid no heed to that
remark. He marched on, keeping his
eyes well about him, ae If he expected to
find some scound taking the fresh air
in the lane that mormng.

He halted suddenly.

" Halla, hallo. halle! There they are!"

“Eh? Whoi"”

“ The chaps we want! Come onl"

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Job For Two !l

WO geatlemen were leaning on the
stila in Friardale Lane. They
were  rather seedy and - dirty
gentlemen, with unwashed and

beery faces. They were sucking st black,
unpl.fy pipes which were empty of
tabacco.

The Greyiriare juniors had often seen
trampe in the lanes about the echool; but
they did not remember having seen twao
more beery, dirty, unkempt specimend
than these two,

Wharton and Nugent had a very
natural hesitation about approaching
them ; but Bob, full of his splendid idea,
marched them on at coce. The two
tramps were a stroke of good luck just.
ihen, from Bob's point of view.

They looked up, wearily and heerityi‘, a8
the three juniors came up. The thres
were glad 1t was a sunny day instead of
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The two rentlomen by the
stile would not have been agreeable to
mect on a dark night,

“ Good-afterncon I eaid Bob affably.

sir!” said one of the
at him. “Ain't got a
epare for a pore man,

“* Arternoon,
tramps, hhnkmf
eopper you' cou d

8-

“ Looking for a job?" asked Bob.

The tramp blinked at him.

“Jeat go, sir! Trompin
in search of work,” he said. .

“] oan give you a tip, if you like,”
said Nugent, * Farmer Johnson wants
hands. He's hung up for labour sinee
his last men were taken for the Army.
Like me to show you the wayl” :

“Which I'm that weak with *unger, sir,
1 couldn't do a stroke,” said the scedy
gentloman gu.thetirul!; * Arter a square
meal, I'd be glad, &ir, if you'd be =0
kind. Wouldn't we, "Uggina?®

“Wea would, 'ﬂ.t&ﬂld,i said the other
tramp, licking his ipa and casting a
g]mn% onk nfﬂt.hu eﬁgnr I-J:'E his eye ot gr:ha
red roof of the Cross Keys across the

fields.
“Well, look here,” eaid Bob. "I can
give you two chape a job, if you like—

the country

‘quite easy, and five bob for deing it.”

My, Huggins and Harold eyed him
dubiously. If their tramping was con-
nected with work at all, it wae probabl
their object to clude rather than to fin
it. Tho offer of a job did not evoke
enthusizem on their Pﬂrt-.
| ‘;.Wnt's the job?"” asked 'Arold, at
il

“It'a a sort of practical joke, really,”
said Bob, “Wo want you to go for a
cha "

“Who's the chap?”

* A schoolboy.”

“0Oh! said Mr, Huggina heartily. "1
catch on! We're to knock a chap
abart?"

It was protty clear that Bob had sue
ceaded in finding a scoundrel. ;

" Not v, enid Bob haat:i?.
“Nat that. The fact is, it's a joke, We
want you to hang about here till the
chap comes along, and then pretend to
attack him and rob him. Only pretend.
vou know., You're not to hurt lum—not
at any Frl'if,!& Heo's a pal of ours.™

il ﬂh! I

“Then another chap will run up and
piteh fato 7ou,” exid Bob.

“4Yill ha?™ )

“¥ca; part of the game, you know.”

“Oh, it'e a pgame, is it!” said Mr,
Hugpina,

“That’a it—a eort of game. When the
second chap rushee up, you buzz off, you
sce, and—and that's all, And I'll make
it five bok."

" Mr. Hupyins and *Arold looked at ono

another. Their impression ecemed to be
that Bob Cherry was a young gentleman
who was not guite right in his . But
five shillings waa five shillings! -

“] reckon we could do that!"™ said
’grﬁlﬂ, after 2 pause, “Money down,
B1L.

He glanced across the field at the Croea
Keve as he aspoke. ;

b Cherry was not a suspicious youth,

But he was not quite a duffer; and he

could not help suspecting that if the two

gentlemen were paid in advance

they were very unlikely to bo on the

sceno to carry out tho contract. Their
looka did not inspire confidence. ]

“ Money after the job's done,” said
Bob., "“'We'll meet you here, and sguare
1 .J‘I
F'I'I"Im two tramps shook their heads
gimultaneously.

“Too thirsty—I mean, too hungry,”
said Mr. Huggins. '

“Make it ‘arf down, and ‘arf arter!”
suggeated 'Arnold.

“That's fair!* said Wharton,

Bab Cherry nodded.
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“Right-ho! Half-a.crown down,’”” he
said. “Come here at six this evening
and then there's the other half-a-crown,"

“Right you are, sir!" _

The two tramps were evidently on.
The job was o easy that even their dis-
inclination to work of any kind was over-
come, And they were impelled by
thirst. -

Bob felt in hia pocket, and produced
a shilling. Wharton added another
shilling, and Nugent sixpence,

“There you are!” said Bob, “Now,
in about an hour the chap will come heve.
You'll know him at once, He'sa an
Indian—dark, you know.”

“ A nigger!” inguired 'Arold.

“No, no; an Indian—brown chivvy,
end dressed in Etons,” said Bob,

“We'll know ‘im all night, if he's a
darkey."” :

“Well, vou rush on him, and—and
shout, und—and collar him, and so on,™
said Bob. *When the other chap rushos
up. you ecoot. Not much trouble.”

“ Hasy as _moppin’ uE four-arf,'>
asscnted Mr. Huggina, “We'll be "ere,
gir. We'll go and pet somethin’ to—to
eat fust, sir.”

And the two seedy pentlemen mado a
dircet line for the Cross Keva, .
ch]lub Cherry looked triumphantly at his

ums.

“Well, what do you think now!” he
demanded.

“71 think we'd better buck up, or we
shall be late for dinner,” romarked

Nu nfﬁ 3 i

" Bother dinner

Tha threo juniors started for the
achool.

“Don't vou think it will work?
demnanded ‘Bul:]r_! N— i

““Ye-a-5, perhaps !" said Wharton.
hope so. H}fw are we going to get Inky
on the , though " :

a vim to go down to Friardale after

dinner for something.”

* And Johnny ¥

“Bring him out for a walk as soon as
Inky's started.” .

‘But if we're on the spot, too, sha’n't
we ba expeoted to go to the rescue as
much as .'gz?ﬁim ity

“(h! TI—I hadn't thought of that a
bit 1" confessed Bob Cherry. ' Of course,
it's no good . our going to the rescue.
Look here. We'll all rush to the rescoe
and we'll stumble over something and fa
down, and leave the bizney to J uhrm?.’l

“ All serena! I hope it will weork.’

“Why shouldn't it 7" demanded Bob.

“Ahem! Let's get in to dinmer; I'm
hungry.” ‘

And the chums of the Remore went mn
to dinner, Bob Cherry, at leaat, feeling

uite satisfied with the scheme to bring
about the much-desired reconciliation
batween Johnny Bull and the Nabob of

Bhanipur.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Game of Spoef !

NEY, old chap—"*
Bob Cherry collared the Nabob
of Bhanipur when the fellows

1

came out after dinner  Hurree
Singh gave him a cheerful smile
“%’Fhat is the desirefulness, my

esteamed chum " he asked. :
) “I want a chap to go down to Friardale
or me.

“I will go with terrific plessurefulness,
my worthy Bob," said the obliging nabob
at onoe,

“Good I"

“What iz the wantfulpess in Friape
dale 1"

“J—I want some stamps,” said Bob.
tBure vou don't mind. Inky? Get me
gix stampa at the post-office, you know.”

“It will be ]ﬁumiu}', my worthy
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chum,"” said Inky, locking & little auz-

ised, however. It waa not like Bob
to ask a fellow to take so much trouble
for so trifling an object, neither was there
any ?Ers;_nppﬂ.reni- reason why DBob could
mot go himself. Naturally, Inky had no
suspicion that he was being inveigled to
walk into the spider’s parlour, so to speak.

“YWell, here’s the tanner,” said Bob.

“Right-ho!” :

Hurres Jamset Ram 8 ;Jfgh took the

ixpence, and Bob hurried after Wharton
Nugent, who were in the quadrangle.
i l‘iﬂ.'[] aarunu—uIlil'.E:j'"s mng‘,m h;at an]:?é
a's going to the village
sOme stéranl:g, see? I tlﬁnk that was
rather deep.” And Bob Cherry grinned,
a grin of appreciation at his own astute-
nw. = u
"The decpfulness is terrifio, as Inky
would say if he knew,” chuckled Nugent.

Keeping by tho elms, the three juniors
watched the gates, to see the nabob start
on his walk. After he had gone, 1t
bo time to begin with Johnny Buil
Hurree Jamset Ham Singh came out of
the School House a few minutes later.
He looked round the quadrangle, and to
the surprise of the three juniors came up
to them instead of starting for the gates.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo !"” said Bob, ~* Just
off, Inky 1" .

“The off-fulness will not be necessary
under the respected circumstances,” ex-
plained tr.hra nabob. ' Here are the worthy

Y T -

HF held out a row of eix postage-
stamps to Bob Cherry.

Bngahlinlmd at them.

# Tha—the ptamps !’ he stammered.

“Yes, my esteemed Bob.”

“ But—but—you—you haven’t been to
Friardale " ;

“It oceurfully came into my estecmed
brain to ask the venerable Quelchy for
the stamps,” explained Hurree Bingh.
“The ludicrous and honoured sahib gave
me the stamps, and saved me a long-
walkfully. " ;i

Euh g erry took the stamps mechani-
cally.
1’::IIr was not an uncommon thing for the
junicra to %ﬁt stamps from their Form-
master, as the post-office was a mile away.
Bob, with all his astuteness, had =mot
coneidered & little detail like that.

“ Now, shall we practice ¢ricketfully 7"
asked the nabob, beaming with good-
humour.

Wharton and Nugent chuckled—they
could not help it. The expression on
Bob Cherry's face was too much for them.

“N.n-never mind the ecricket now,”
stammered Bob. *I—I—I—if you don't
mind going down to Friardale, Inky—"

“Not at allfully; but there 1s n ing
to go for now, is there, my worthy Bob 1"

“Ye.eoa, there is.” Bob Cherry end-
ge]lc:d his brains. Messrs. Hugging and
Arold were waiting by this time, ready
40 commit assault and battery, so thera

was certainly something to go for. “You
—you :m.lg{]t- drop 1n at the—the
station— '

The nabob raised his eyebrows.

“Why should I dropfully call at the
station " he inguired.

“To—to see about the traine,” said
Bob. * The—the train to Redclyffe, you
know. We're going over there to-morrow
afternoon, Tha-y-—tha;.r may have altered
the time of the train.”

“¥Yes, do," chimed in Wharton, com-
in h:; Bob's rescue. **1 wish you would,

Inky."

"§ shall be pleasefully gratified to
oblige my ‘esteemed friends,” said the
mnabob. "I will huufull; depart at once
on ﬂrlf' excellent jigger.'

“Hold on!" ejaculated Bob, as the
nabob turned away.

Hurreo Singh turned back.

“You—you're not ﬁ P

on o
ike, Inky?" stammreced d

It was
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another difficulty. A fellow on a bike
was likely to be much too elusive for
Mr., Huggins and 'Arold to get hold of.
It was necessary for Inky to walk,

“Yes, that will be more quickful,”
said the nabob. * The stitch in time, as
your English proverb. says, saves tl'lmﬂ-
cracked pitcher from going to the well.”

“J—I wouldn't bike it, Inky.”

“ Why notfully " .

“ Because—besause—"  Bob Cherry
locked hel at his chums. At the
game of spoof Bob was hopelessly out of
the running. He simply could not think
of a reason why the nabob should wot
“bike it.” :

“T'm gﬂinﬁ to horrow ‘}'uu}' bike,
Inky,” said Frank Nugent, ﬂﬂlmq that
it was his turn to help Bob out. *You
don't mind, do youl"

“But you have a bike yourself, my
excellent Franky.™ i

* Puncture!" said Frank, which was,
happily, the case. He remembered the
puncture just in time. x

Hurree Jamset BRam Singh gave
Nugent a rather iar look, It was
quite unlike Frank to borrow his bike
when he was just going to ride it, and
give him a walk for nothing. It was aa
odd ns. Bob having asked to walk
down to the village to buy stamps. The
nebob was g]etting curions,

* Vary well, T will lgrma-ad walkfully,"”
said Hurree Jamsct R
the great relief of his chums, he went
down, to the gates at lnst.

Bob Cherry fanned himself with his
T o S W

4 oesn’t come eas 5 B P,
does it!" he gaid. * ]{inner would have
done it az easily as anything. Now come
and find Johnny." -

Johnny Bull, sesing his friends in talk
with the nabob, had merched off by him-
self, but Wharton had kept one eye on
him. Johnny was run down in the guad.

“Come for a walk 1" said Bob.

“ Better get some cricket practice.”

“ Never mind that now. e're golng
for a walk down to Friardale.”

“What for?"

“0h, a—a—a walk, you know."”

“Waoste of time,"” said Johnny Bull
“ Better get some cricket."”

:‘ﬂ'h, coma on !" said Wharton, * Bless
e Toky going?” asked Bull

nky going?" asked Bu

" Inky's gone out.” '

“0h, all right! I'll come.”

Johnny Bull ssuntered down to the
gates with hiz chums, Bob's ruddy face
was full of satisfaction again now.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was only &
few minutes ahead, and the rest would
be just far enough behind to spot the
assault and battery, and chip in, ‘The
wheeze was working like & charm—so far.

“Let's go across the fields,” said Bull,
breaking in upon Bob’s agreeable medita-
t.m:hu." No good sticking to a dusty
road,

“Oh, no—let's keep on!"™ said Bob
hurriedly.

llWh“t Eﬂrtl'

“We're going to—to Friardale, you

O,

""Well, there’s a short cut through-the
wood," said Bull, puzzled. *It's a gopd
bit more agrecable than the road.”

Bob Cherry jumped. The thought
came into his mind for the first time that
Hurree Singh might have taken the foot-
path through the wood. In that case,
Megsrs. Huggins and "Arold would wait
in wvain at the stile, and waste thei
aweatness on the desert air,

Instead of replying to Bull, Bob Cherry
ran up the grassy bank beside the road
and scanned the lane ahead., He was

reatly relisved to see the nabeob some
giat-a.nm in advance, strolling on towards
the village, Johnny Bull stared at Bob
as he came back to the road.

am Singh, and, to.

One Penny. (]

" ot are you up to?” he demanded.

" ai:LI-]nuthing.” ] " £t

“Well, are we: going throug
wood 1 ‘asked Bull, =

“Put it to the vote!"™ said Bob
desperately. “You fellowa like to go
through the wood, or stick to the road 7"

“ Btick to the road I’ said Wharton and
Nugent lovally.

Johnny Bul anted.

“I think you're duffers,” he remarked.

* All right. Come on ¥ i

Johnny Bull '{Jfﬂded to the majority,
and came on. But there was rather a
suspicious look on his stolid countenance,
He oould not help thinking it odd that
his companions wers 30 bent upon follow-

ing the road.
‘Buck up!" =said Bob Cherry, as
Johnny Bull paused a few minutes later

to Fa.t er & wild rosc.

* Any hurry #"* asked Bull.

“Nunno!”

“Then what is there to buck up for?"”

"“Well, you see——  Dh, come on!”
said Bob. “*What do you want blessed
wild roses for? Don't s{m:k ebout [”

Johnny Bull grunted again, and walked
on. There was a sudden sound of shout-
ing on the road ahead, round the bend of

the lanea.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What’s that 1"
exclaimed Bob. * Comeoe on!”

" Hounda like a row " said Dull.

“Yes. Come on!” exclaiimed Bob
excitedly.

“What for?! We don’t want to see &
row, do wa?”

v 'E'_a-e-qs. There—there mny be some-
b in—in need of—of help——"'

[ 1] hlt- l‘ﬂt !ll

“Come on, you ass, I tell you!"

“Oh, I'm coming! It looks to me,”
said Johnny Bull delibamali, “pm i

ou've got sunstroke, or something, Bob
*herry. ‘

Bob did not reply. He had lost
patience, and he ﬁ:asped Johnny Bull by
the arm, and rushed him, expostulatin
warmly, uﬁl the lane. Wharton an

followed.

Nugent

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
. No Rescue !

URREE JAMSET RAM SINGH
sauntered along the lane with-
out a suspicion of danger. As he

: came in sight of the stile he
noticed two seedy figures leaning upon it,
as if in necd of support, but gave them
ne special attention. The two tramps
were looking ruddy and bleary, and their
appearance hinte-:f that they had not
spent Bob Gherrf'n half-crown in getting
a square meal, It was pret 'evkﬁ-ni. in
fact, that the sum of two shillings and six-
yence ha&c gene 1n. support of the
iquor traffie. Mr, Huggins and 'Arold
were devoted lugp-nl‘teu of that
industry, and the half-crown had afforded
them an. opportunity of proving their
loyalty once more.

Earlier in the day Mr. Huggins an
'Arold had been contributing tggthn rcE
sperity of the brewing fraternity. eir
Intest visit to the Cross Keys had fairly
put the lid on,

‘They were at the stile to watch for the
“darkey,” according to agreement to
earn tho other half-crown, further to
quench their thirst. But as Hurree
Bingh came along their dizzy eyes saw
two or three darkies, and they were not
n & state to tackle one of them.

'Ere ho is, "Arold !"* said Mr. Hug-
ﬁ:_rﬁg, ht&!-i::mgﬂnt t]'m Nabob of ]:’:-hgnipw.
'i.m?ﬂ ar im, "Arold, and Tll punch

¥ Right-ho " said *Arold.
He f :

e let gﬂdﬂftat'lha ﬂﬁ::l;:l but grabbed it
again immediately. rious |
THE Maetxr LiBRARY.,—No, 35!."'
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Yriardale Lane rose almost on end as he
let go, and in the presence of that extra-
ordisary phenomenon 'Arold had no re-
soucce but to hang on to the stile with
beth hands, The stile itsell was going
vound and round, which was a little con-
jusing to *Arold.

Mr. Huggins, however, lurched towards
Hurree Singh. :

The nabob swerved to the other side of
the road, nof desiring to come nearer to
the aroma of gin-and-bitters and other
things exhaled by the tramp.

P%’ ou stop, darkey!" hiccuped Mr.
Huggins, “ You ’ear me?”

As the junior strode quickly past, Mr,
Huggins made a lurch at him, and sue-
coeded in grabbing his arm.

“Tet me go at oncefully ™ exclaimed |

the nabob angrily. “You disgustiul and
ludicrous rascal, take away your ridicu-

lous paws!”
II“qurm on, ‘Arcld!" shouted Mr,
Ine,

H Err? a-comin’,” said *Arcld. ““Wot's
the inatter with this blinkin’ road,
"Uggina? Why  don't the road ,keﬁﬁ
still 7 That's wot I arsk you, 'Uggins!

“Let go!" shouted the nabob.

Mr. Huggins held on, and Hurree
Singh, loth as he felt to hit an intoxi
cated man, gave him a drive in the chest,
which eansed him to sit down suddenly
in the dust. f

“QOh, s'elp me!" gasped Mr. Hu%ﬁna

He sat in the dust and blinked. cre
wm::l a sound of rapid footsteps on the
road. .

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh looked
back, and was greatly surprised to see
Harry Wharton & Co.

Bob Cherry rushed Jobnuy Bull on at
& hm:Ihlen rate, Johnny protesting
vigorously,

F‘Gﬂ it, Johnny!” gasped Bob, as he
rughed his astonished companion on the
ECETLE.

Bob let go Johnoy's arm, and stumbled
over, according to pmlfl:amme, leaving
the rescue to Johnny Bull.

Wharton and Nugent were a dozen
paces behind.

Possibly the great scheme would have |

worked like a q'mché;ne:;-iif there had only
been any rescuing ol

But Mr. Huggins was sitting dazedly
in the dust, trying to colleet his scattered
wits, and 'Arold was still clinging help-
lesaly to the stile, with the solar system
floating dizzily round him.

“(Go it, Johnny I

“What are you driving at? roared
Johnny Bull. ** Where am I to go, you
am‘i‘é:h it

o m oyal’
Huggine helplessiy.

urree Jameset Ram Singh locked very
curiously at his friends, and walked away
towards the village.

Bob Cherry got up again. There was
no need to remain down, as there was no
rescus to be effected by Bull. 3

Wharton and Nugent canie up, with
arimson foces.

murmured Mr.

Johnny Bull glanced after the nabob,
and glanced at Mr, Huggins, and glanced
at hia comrades. He was mystified and
annoyed.

*“ What did you rush me along like that
for. yvou fathead 7 he demanded.

“*{Jh, rats ! said Bob crossly.

Bob came near to testing his boots on
Mr. Huggine. The whole scheme had
been an arrant failure, after so much
trouble, owing to that gentleman’s weal:
ness for the cup that checrs but also
mebriates.

Huggine staggered to his feet.

“I've been pu hover ! he said
sggressively.  * Where's that bhinking
garkey? I been "saulted! *Arncld, why
didu’t you ‘elp a pal?” '

TeEE MaGyET LiBRARY.—No. 497

“I ain't lettin’ go this 'cre stile,” said
"Arold. “‘There's something wrong with
this 'ere road. Wot I says is, why can't
this 'ere road keep still 7%

M You're drunk!™ snorted Mz, Hug-

gma. :
S el L
ave I ’ad this blessed day, 'cept gin-and-
bitters, and three Ekws of beer, and one
rum, and the whisky? You're a liar,
*Erbert "Uggins I

“Well, all the zells!®
Nugent.

“Oh, "ere-you are ! said Mr. Huggins,
turning a beery eye upon Bob Cherry.
"Il trouble you for that hother ‘arf-
crown, s 1"

Bob gave him & deadly look.

“Go and eat coke, you boozy beast!™
he said, _

, Wot!  ¥ou howe me ‘arf-a-crown,
cording to 'greement. Don’t the young
gent howe us *arf-a-crown, 'Arold ¥’

“'E do that!™ said 'Arold.

. Bob Cherry set hia lips. He was will-
Ing enough to pay the other half-crown,
though the job had not been properly
jtiinum tfut it t-;aa :iej;uﬂ-:ri:]fl -awkward to
ave 8 matter ed out
,Ju.h% B before

“ t on carth do you owe thoe fellow

half-a-crown for, Bob {" exclaimed Bull,

murmured
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in utler astonishment. “Surely wyou
don't knaw him "

“Of—of course I don’t, you ass |”

“He says you owe him half-a-crown.”

“"He do!” roared Mr. Huggins, war-
like at the bare idea of losing tﬁe further
reward forshis exertions, * Ain't I car-
ried out the 'greement?”

“ Bhut up ! whispered Bob hastily,

“I ain’t goin' to shut up! Didn't I
collar the darkey 'cordin’ te "greement 7"
demanded Mr., I-Iugﬁimi indignantly.
“Ain’t 1 been pushed hover? You pad
*arf dﬂWﬂ}, and now the hother "arf’s doo.
Pay upl’

“Pay up " echoed 'Arcld.  “We've
done the job, ain’t we? We've waited
*ere 'arf a hower for that there nigger,
and blinkin® thirsty all the time, you take
it from me. Pay up!”

Johnny Bull loocked at the ecrimson
faces of his chums,

“What's the game " he asked quietly,

“Oh, bother I

“¥ou've been tipping these ruffians to
lay for Inky. What the merry thunder
do you mean by it1"

“Only a game, says the young gent,”
said Mr. Huggins. '"*Nother young gent
comes up to tho reskoo, and n we
clears orf. I'm on, says I. But 'ere
you are—the job’s done, and where’s the
arf-crown 1"

“I think T sce,” remarked Johnny
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Bull, “You howling asses, what did you
play this sillv game for "

Bob locked getp]eulj at Wharton and
Nugent. They were grinning; they
could not help it.

There was an element of the comic in
the egregious failure of Bob Cherry's ex-
traordinary wheeze, thongh Bob could not
sen 1t at present. -

“Bo that's why you wouldn’t take the
short cut through the wood!” said
Johnny Bull, *That's why you grabbed
me and dragged me along when you
heard this boozy bounder shouting ! Yau
had this silly rot going on all ready for
me, gf.:-u howling asa !’

“Oh, you're a silly chump!” growled
Bob Cherry at last. “I was going to
maka you rescue Inky, if you want to
know, you silly burbler! = Anything else
you want to know, you howling jabber-
wook "

* Fathead [

With that, and a snort, Johnny Bull
turned and strods back to the school. Bob
gave a growl of disgust. Mr, Huggine
echoed the growl. e was still wieasy
about the half-crown. '

“Wot I saye——" he began.

“Bame 'ere !"” chimed in *Arold.

Bob Cherry extracted a half-crown
from his pocket, and threw it at M,
Huggins, catching him on the nose,
Then he strode awnj-Ntuwarda Greyiriars,
with Wharton and Nugent grinning on
either side of him.

Mr. Hugging fielded the half-crown
and started for the Cross Keys. ’Ato]&i
detached himself from the stile and
followed—though he met with repeated
disasters before he finally reached the
haven of refuge.

Bob did not gpeak till the three juniora
reached Greyfridrs. Then he paused, to
bestow a glare on his grinning chumas,

“Well, 1t was o frost!” he said.

" Looke a bit like it,” agreed Wharton.

“It would have been all right if those
twg horrible rotters hadn't spent the
money n drink.”

“Awful result of the drink traffio]™
murmured Nugent.

“Now that idiot Bull knows the
tgﬁnm&, and it won't be possible to work

& wheezre any other way.”

“'Fraid not! Otherwise, it isn’t teo
late to set fire to the school, or to hunt
up some German spies somewhere to—

“¥You silly nse!” roared Bob.

He strode in at the gates in great
dudgeon, and Wharton and Nugent
chuckled, and followed him in. They met
Johnny Bull again when they went to the
Form-room, and he grinned at them—
the humour of .the situation having
aocurred to Johnny by that time., But
Bob Cherry did net grin. He snorted.
His great wheeze had been tried; and
although certainly it had done mo harm,
it was equally certain that it had done no
good. The rift in the lute was as wide
as €ver.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Not So Easy !

URREE JAMEET RAM SINGH
looked inte Et-ud{l No. 1 that
evening with 'a beaming smile
upon hiz dusky face.

“ My esteemed Wharton—"" he began.
“Trot in, Inkyl”

Inky trotted in. :

a1 have been thinkiully reflecting upon
the respectablo cricket-match at Red-
clyffe to-morrow,” said the nabob. *1I
am fearfully anxious that I might cause

vou some ludicrous inconvenience, my
worthy chum, by stickfully standing out
of the matech, wish to remark that I
am yours orderfully to command.”™ :

“511, all serona ] said Wharton, * We
want you, Inky.”



Every Monday.

“The time of the train is 2.15."
“Eh? What train?”

“The truin for Redclyffe to-morrow-

fully.”

“Yes: 1 knew that.” 1

“ That is what ¥ went to Friardale to
ask inguirefully, my esteemed Wharton.

“0Oh! Ah!  Yes! I forgot!” stam-
mered Harry, i By

The uang gave him a very curious
look. It was probable that Inky's keen
mind saw something of the facts regard.
ing his curious adventuré st the stile.
But e did not touch on the subject, :

“I have been ceflecting furtherfully,’
went on the nabob, in his purring voice.
“T{ is impossible for me to overlookiully
forget an csteemed insult to the honour
of @ Nabob of Bhauipur, But I do not
wishfully desire to cause the terrific
trouble and infuriation to my respectable
chums. TUnder the ludicrous circum-
stances, I am preparefully ready to
aceept the rotten and handsome apology
of the idiotic Bull, aud let bygones be

bygonefully.”
“Why couldn’t you say that the other
day, vou ass?” growled Nugent.

“The cstecmed honour of 2 Nabob of
Bhunipur was woundfully damaged. But
for the sake of my ridiculovs chums I
will donate the right{ul hand of excellent
fellowship and bury the bygones hatchet-

fully.” _
said VYyharton,

“Oh, good!”
relieved,

“If the esteemed Bull is prepared to
meet me half-wayfuliy, the silver lining
to the storm in the tea-cup will be
terrific.”’

“I'll go
Wharten.

Hurrce Singh sat on the table, and
Ilarry Wharton hurried along the Re-
move pasgpge to the end study. He was
feeling velieved, and grateful to the
dutky mnabob. Hurree Jamset Ram
Eiugf;’a good nature had trivmphed ; and
Whaerton had a euspicion that he wae
quite aware of the facts as to the planned
resne. That incident, doubtless, had
inade thé nabob realise the discomfort
which the split in the Co, was bringing
upon the other members more clearly
than he had realised it before, and his
g:ﬂﬂblﬂ nature had come to the rescue.

ubtless, too, now that the first resent-
ment had passed, he realised that he etill
felt quite Eriendi;.' towards hie offending
ﬁnl,l 3;51:'[ wae willmg for the breach to be

ealed.

Wharton tapped at the door of No. 14,
and looked in. Johnny Bull was at work
thore, but Squiff and Fisher T. Fish had
gone down,

* Nearly done,” said Bull, without look-
ing up. ' -

“Let it rest a minute,” szaid Harry.
“T've not finished prep yet. I've just
geant Inky.™

“Bother Inky!”

“He's willing to play in the match to-
morrow, Johnny, withont making any
conditions ;: so that's all right !

“Oh! That's all right, is 1t ?" said Bull

much

and see Johnny,” said

He's come round.”

i Dh !11

“* And he's willing to make it up,” said
Harry. " 8o, for Fundnﬂm' gake, let's
have no more of 1it!"

“Does ho want an answer to that?"

“1 suppose s0."

“Weall, tell him to go and cat coke I

“Ehi"

“(fetting doaf?”

* Laook here, Bull—"

“T wasn't in the wrong, in the first
place,” =aid Johnny Bull stubboruly.
“Hurree 8Singh chose to put himeelf
under suspictons circumelances, He
asked a fellow to take his word that black
was white ; that's what it amounted to.
When it came out that Inky was only

The nabeh and Bob's scoundrels ! (See Chapter T.)
s fool instead of a rotter, I told

bein
him I was gorry; and that wasn't enough
for him. He chucked my apology back
at me. Well, I don’t keep apologics on
hand. I'm done! He can go and eat
ccke, for. a gilly, mulky ass!™

“That's all 1" ; _

Johnny Bull turned to his work again.

Wharton compressed his lips. His
an was beginning to rise. It was too
bad, when the origmally offended party
had come round, for the other iEurty to
the quarrel to keq:lnj it u[p like this.
Johnny Bull prided himself upon being
firm; and he did not realise that his firm-
ness in this case amounted to cbstinacy.

“That won't do, Johnny," said Harry
quietly.

“It will have to do!"

“You ought to have taken Inky's word
in the first place. I did!”

“That's becange you wore an ass '’

“ Anyway, Inky’s willin%itc: overlook it,
He's willing to play in the match with
you—"

“T'm not willing to play in the match
with him "

“ Yoy silly chump ! shouted Wharton,
guite exasperatad,

“0Oh, rats!” .
“Took here, Johnny, yjou're in the

wrﬂ:sf-—"
“More rats!®™

“Tf you don't make it up with Inky,
on’ll guurﬁ:l with the rest of us before

S
2 H H
Whator: quitted the study. If he had

ined, the split in the Co. would cer-
ﬁ?.;?? lﬂ?& gmﬁfr}l further. He returned,
in o dismayed state of mind, to Etu::lﬁ
No. 1. Hadfe:im%{d.ﬂnh Cherry there, wit
i ELT 1 -
wﬂﬂﬁﬁlﬂ. hallo, {mllﬂ! All gerensg now 1"
b.

MEE{EH[!-:-.B{J The other silly idiot's got his
back up now,” said Wharton dismally.

“0Oh, my hat1”

“ Oh, crumbs 1™ said Nugent,

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh's dusky face
hardencd. .

it My esteemed chums,” he said

q{uiatlj',

" for sake of the general peacefulnesd

ﬁ Erat.e[ul comfort I have offered to

ygones drop brygonefully. The
worthy and ridiculous %lull uses the
rightful hand of fellowship, I have no

more to say. I shall regard him future-
fully with complete ignorance!”

And Hurree Jamset Ram ESingh left
the study. ‘The three members of the
divided Uo. looked at one another,

“ Nice kettle of fish!" growled Bob,

“Billy asses!” said Nugent.

“Johnny will come round,” said
Wharton. *“I suppose a chap can’t help
hﬂiﬁq an obstinate mule if he's borp
one |

“And by the time he comes round I
suppose Inky will be off on his dignity
again I"* growled Bob, * Blow 'em both |
I'm fed-up with 'em! Blow ’em 1"

Bob found some relief in *blowing "
his recaleitrant chums. When the trio
went down to the Common-reom they
found the Nabob of Bhanipur there, chats
ting with Rake and Russell,

ohnny Bull came in a few minutes
later, with a very thoughtful lock on his
stolid face. As a matter of fact, Johnny
had been thinking, in his slow way, and
he had come to & r%Eentant state for his
hasty reply to ‘harten. He had
resolved to accept the olive-branch.
With that intention he moved towards
the nabob,

Hurree Singh met him with a look like
steel, and turned his back, It was too
late !

Johnny Bull stared for a moment at
the nabob’s shoulders, and then, with a
crimson face, walked ount of the room.
And the sun went down upon his wrath
Once Mmoro.

i

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Two in Coventry !
RE you playing to - day,
Johnny 1*
Harry Wharton asked that

[ G
guestion after breakfast on

Wednesday morning.
“1s Inky playing?” was Johuny Bull’s
caunter-q’uer;r.
" Yﬁﬂ'-,
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;Ehen — n?t E:: Ro pressed
o captain of the Remove com

his lips. He was very nearly out of
patienco with his obstinate chum. Bob
Uherry, whose sunny temper was suffer-
ing from the bother of it all, broke out
hotly :

“1on’t be an ass, Johnny 1™

“Yes, don't play the ii,ddf ox!" said
Nugent, “You're making us tired,
Johnny "

“Rats " said Bull,

“Hallo, hallo, halle, here's Inky!™
said Bob Cherry, “Come here, Inky!”

The nabob glanced towards them, and,

seeing Johnny Bull, did cot a %L:mnh.
Bob Uherry rushed at him, s im by
the arm, and dragged him up. Johnn

Bull was striding awsy, when Wharton
and Mugent collared him, one by either
arm, snd whirled him bac
“f ot go!" shouted Bull.
“My esteemed idiotic chums——"
“Bhut up, both of you!" said Bob
Cherry gruttly, *“Now, make it up, and
ahnlt:ria hands at once, and stop playing the
a .lJ
“I'll ses you blowed first!” said Bull.
i | regardy the esteemed and disgusting
Bull too despiscfully to take him shake-
fully by the hand!”
‘L&re you going to make it up?"’ roared

“MNo, idiot!"

“The answer is in the esteemed nega-
tive [

“Then you're both dismissed, with a
stain upon your character, [rom this
Co. 1" said b. *“Both of you ecan
sheer off, and don’t speak to us again till

nu'vn?.;:imidnd to stop playing the ox!

ary

“Hear, hear!” said Nugent hoartily.
* Between the two of you, it's worse than
war worry, You're sent to Coventry,
both of you!”

" Passed uwnanimously 1" said Wharton,
with a nod.

Johnny Bull gave a snort, and Hurree

Singh cast a mournful glance at his
chums.
Both of them walked away, in different
directions, .
"Well, that's settled,” said Bob
Cherry.  *If they must l:ee% up that
game, we won't be worried by it any
more ! '

“For this relief, much thanks!" szaid
Nugent,

“My hat, though, we want Inky this
efternocon for the cricket ! said Wharton.
“T can't send him to Coventry and pia:.'
bim in the eleven at the same time!’

“H'm! I forgot that!” said Bob,

“Can’t bave two weights and two
measures!”  said Frank, “If Bull's
going to be chucked, Inky's got to be
chucked! It's a caso of six of one and
}mjf;g dozen of the other, and we must be

air !

Wharton wrinkled his brows.

“We want Inky to bowl against Red-
clyfie !” he =aid.

“And Johnny to bat!" said Nugent.
“He won't bat if Inky bowls ﬂ(';ivu

Rake and Ogilvy o chance instead.
'DE-'"""E‘ has been coming on toppingly
with his bowling !"

Hurree Jamset Rem Singh came
towards the three. There was a dubious
e:‘frasai:m on his dusky face,

I'be three juniore looked
grimly.

The idea of sending the two disputants
to Euu‘&ntrr till they got over their
dispute really secmed the only way ont
of an awkward situation.
difficulties, in con on
cricket-mateh that aftecnoon.

“My estécmed chums—"

“Have you made it up with Johnny
plready ™

Hurree 8ingh shook his hoad.
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with the

chums dumbfull

ot him; I

But it had its| B

“Then you're in Coventry, so far aos
this select company is concerned!” saz
Bob. *“We're fed-up!"”

“Then the resignfulness
eleven will be the Emper caper!” said
Hurree Singh, with a distressed look.
“1 cannot accompany my esteomed

L

o way!" said Wharton
decidedly, *“We can't have the cricket
fooled about by l;yuu and Johnny! If
you can't be civil to one another, you'd
better both keep out of the team!”

The nabob nodded, and walked away.
Harry Wharton went in to dinner in a

from the

“1t's the

thoughtful frame of mind. He felt that | Bo
he had taken the only possible step as
¥ | cricket captain; but Inky's bowli

wasg
likely to be missed in the Redclyffe
mutoh.

8till, there were good reserves to draw
upen, and Wharton  remembered with
gntzsf&c}mn that Donald Ogilvy had been
:m_prunni wonderfully at bowling of late,
And he thought of the Bounder.

After dinner he discussed the matter
with Nt‘;ﬁent and Bob and Squiff and
Peter Todd. Vernon-Smith was not a
membor of the eloven now, blac
sheep of Gr
upon to keep fit for the game. But that
day he was fit enough, as could be scen
at a glanee, and there was no reason why
he should not play. i

-Wharton's comrades agreed with his
view, and he bore down on the Bounder
when the latter came ount.

Vernon-Bmith was gmr:fr down to the
gates when the captain the Remove
Joined him,

“Thera's a vacant place this afternoon,
Smithy, if you'd like it,"” said Harry.

Vernon-Smith sto 3

“My hat! T wis 'd told me that
sponer!’” he said, “1'd like to play no
end! Don’t think I've atill got nuy ﬁac.k
up for being left out of the team: it's

not that! But I'm going to see my
pater. He's at Lantham, and expecting
to see mo "

¥ (h, in that case 1t can't bo done!"
said Harry. *“All serene!”

“But who's standing out?’ vasked
Yernon-Smith,

"Inklf snd Johnoy Bulll™

“8till on the war-path?” :

“ Yea, the duffers! They'ro both going
to keep out of the ericket till they get
over it, It's the only way!"”

“I 3u s0,” assented the Bounder,
“Then gﬁar'l both be stayving back this
afterncon?

[1] YEE“II

“I've been thinking about that,” said
the Bounder. “I might be able to help
them make it up!™

“1 wis u cou said Harry rue-
fully, “We've decided to send them
both to ﬂuventr;- till they make it up.
Itiia‘;:t lﬁaﬁanl:t ’ - -_

) . 1 bo ou'll have uck at
Redelyfle. 1 with T could comel”

With a nod, Vernon-3mith went oyt at

the gates, and Harry Wharton rejomned
hiz chums. Rake was called upon to fill
the wvacant place, which he was keen

enough to do.

_When the eleven left Greyiriars, it con-
sisted of Wharton, Bob Cherry, Nugent,
Field, Todd, Tom Brown, e, Dgilvy,
Hamidene, hulatmd&, and Mark Linley.
t was a very good team, though not the
E‘eﬁ the Remove could have put into the

eld.

Jﬂhmi. Bull and Hurree Singh were
among the fellows who saw them off.
wll’a face was grim and obstinate, and
Hurree Singh's somewhat distressed.
The Co. elaborately ignored their exist-
ence, hoping that Coventry weuld have
the effect of bringing them to a more
reasonable frame of mind.

When the train rolled out with the
cricketers, Johuny Bull and Inky left the

|
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station, without glancing at one anothef.
Both of them had been looking forward
to the Redelyffe mateh, and both of them
missed it.

They left the station in diffcrent
dircctions, but a couple of hours later
both arrived at the gates of Groyfriars
at the same time. They went in without
a word or a look.

Johnny Bull was at the nets a little
later, when Hurree Singh came down to
Little Side. Johnny at once strolled
away, and seated himself under the olms
with a book.

He was thare reading when the
under came home froon Lantham,
Yernon-8mith gave him a rather curious
glaneo,

The Bounder smiled as he went into
the House, Skinner was hanging about
the hall with his handa in his pockats,

He nodded to the Bounder.

"Coming up to the study ?™ he asked.

“Hmokes are off,” said Vernon-Smith.
“I've & sorap on.”

“Who with ?"

“Inky.'

“My hat! I didn't know you'd rowed

Pk e HEEEE E‘fé;h nky," said S8kinner, raising his eve-

WA,
“1 haven't.”
"“You're going to serap with him with-
ont having rowed with him3i" asked
Skinner in astonishment.
“Well, no. I'm geoing to row with him
firat."
Skinner chuckled,
. “Good! T'll back you up. You could
lick him with one hand—and it will be
one 1 the eye for the Magnificent Five
—what 1"

‘The Bounder smiled. Skinner was
reeting his intention with great satis-
action, believing it to be the Brat step
towards a final break with Harry Whar-
ton & Co. The Bounder's thoughts
would have surprised S8kinner if he could
bhave read them. '

“But I say, how the dickens are you
gm_n,g to quarrel with Inky?" said

kinner, after a pause. “He's such a
good-tempered chap—and you don't wang
tu‘gat the whole Form down on you.”

I know & way. Come on! I want
you to be my second I
" Delighted, old scout 1
And the two jumiors sallied forth—in

search of a scrap with the unsuspectin
Mabob of Bhanipur. d .

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
The Bounder's Littla Game !

URREE JAMSET RAM SINGH
came off the cricket-field after
half an bour's practice with the
Removs fellows ' there. Tha

nabob was not feeling very cheerful. Ha
was not satisfied with things gencrally, or
with himself. But he smiled a dusky
smile as he met Vernon-8mith and Skin-
ner in the quad.

* Hallo, Inky. I've got a bone to pick
with you!" said the Boundar.

“Progeed with tho 'pickfulness, my

ST on Auhiing torms with th

on hghting terms with that ass
Bull—what "

“]‘EF aﬂte;tn:ﬂed friend, Ihlgﬁglf_:_:'ﬂ; re-
quest you n apply opprobeful epithetas
to the excellent anslriﬂlliufm Bull.”

“Well, isn't he a worm?*" said the
Bounder calmly.

“The wormfulness is not terrific.”

“And s rotter," added Vernor-Smith.

Hurree 8ingh gave the Bounder a
‘quick look. Vernon-S8mith's manner was
uigmaawe. and Skinner was grinning.
Skinner understood now tho way in
which 8mithy intended to pick a quarrel
with the naboh.

It seemed absurd enongh to Skinner
that Hurree Bingh should care whether
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anybody slanged a fellow he was on bad
terms with. DBut the Bounder had evi-
dently judged corsectly. In spite of
Inky's quiet manner, there was & gather-
ing ﬁl&ﬂ.m in his dark eyes. ;

“ A regular, hullg';lg, rotten cad !” said
Vernon-Smith, * Don’t you agreed with
me, Tnky

“There iz no agreefulness on my part,
my csteemed mu? contemptible Smithy
and if you repeat those obmoxibus an
flattering remarks I shall hit you on the
nose ! said Hurree Singh.

“A regular, bullping, rotten cad!™
repcated the Bounder at once.

“1 have spoken warnfully, Em:th;r g

“ A regular bullying, rotten cad!” said
the Dounder, for the third time, mock-

ingly.

?I'nrrea Jameet Ram Singh’s dusky
hand came up, and Vernon-Smith canght
s wrist _1:;!51. in time.

“Order ¥ grinned Skinner. “You
ran’t fizht here, under all the windows.
Get behnind the gym."” i

“(ome round the elms," said Vernon-
Smith, *We sha'n’t be seen there,”

“1 will come willingfully, you disgust-
ing amd insultful rotter |” said Hurree
H-i.!_.l h hotly.

‘%‘Inliﬂ, what's the row?" asked Bols-
o¥er major, coming uap. :

“Only a scrap,” said the Bounder
roolly, " Inky doesn't like the way I talk
about Bull.” _

: "‘F?I;!lut the dickens does it matter to

1

“The matterfulness is terrific, my ex-
cellent Bolsover, Panfnld,d?};.r worthy

chum, will you bo my secon
“Certainly,”  sai Dick  Penfold,
aill Eut F |

“*Come on!”
roveral more fellows came up, attra
by the row. “I'm waiting!”

“Look here, Smithy, what are yon

inking on Inky for ?* exclaimed Peniold
m'-ﬂ . “If you're spoiling for & fight,
Bull’a more yeur weight.”

“Go hon!"™ said the Bounder,
moved.

“Bure, it's a baste ye are to pick a row
with old Inky!™ said Micky Desmond.
“Lave him to me, Inky darling !"

“The thankfulness is terrific, my
esteemed Micky, but I think 1 can bestow
the honourablo lickfulness vpon the dis-
gustiug E-mit'h}y I

Johnny Bull had risen from the bench
under the elms, and wae looking towards
the gronp. The Bounder sta towards
the trees, and hiz steps led him directly
past where DBull stood. The growing
crowd of juniors followed him.

“A row?" asked Bull, as the Bounder
sirode bg,

(13 H

f +
“"¥ou and Ionky 1
i Yﬂﬂ ¥

"Wh ;.t n.ﬁ-uut- -
"Oh, ask Inky [

said the Bounder, as

un-

The Bounder strode on, leaviog Johnny | Bull

Bull biting his lip.
very well ask Inky, but he caught Pen-
fuﬂ by the arm as the schelarship junior

“"What's this about, Pen?" he asked.

Pen was looking savage.

"The Bounder's picked a row with
Inky," he eaid. * Nothing at all—just
marched up to him and picked a row.
Inks can't atand up to the Bounder—but
he'll stand up aa long az he can, and get
lirked. It's a shame!"

Johuny Bull compressed his lips,

“I don't see why they should row,"” he
said. '

“ He, he, he I" chimed in Billy Bunter.

“It's about you, Bulll®

Ball st.a.reﬂt him,

* About me?"” he repeated.

“Yes. Smithy was running you downm
.m hi,;l!

nny, could not

-the ot
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“ Blessed if I know why Inky wanted
to punch him,"” eaid Bunter. * You ain’t
friends. These niggers are queer fish,
Yarooooh |

Johnny Bull grasped Bunter’s collar,
and bumped him on the ground with one
swing of his sinewy arm. Bunter sat
there gasping, in & state of great surprise
and indignation, while Bull strode after
the crowd of ]jlunmn with Penfold.

Johnny Bull's face was very grim.

He joined the ring that was forming on
r side of the elms, which screened
the spot from the view of the Bchool
House.

“ All serene here ! said the Bounder.
“We sha'n’t be interrupted.”

“ What about gloves " asked Bolzover
major,

“Oh, we don’t want gloveal"

“ Look here, you'd better have gloves,”
broke in Russell angrily. * Don't be such
& beastly hooligan, Smithy "

“Does Inky want gloves?" ashked
Vernon-8mith, with a sneer,

The nabob’s eyea flashed.

“Not at allfelly I he exclaimed. “1
refuscfully decline to have gloves. I am
readyful, you disgustful cad 1" MG

Penfold he!pedg the nabob off with his
jacket, the juniors gathering round with
dark looks at the Bounder. Inky was a
slim and aective youth, and as full of

luck as a Tommy in the trenches; and

a knew something about boxing. But
ha was nowhere near a match for the
hard-fisted Bounder of Greyfriars, The
fight was quite unequal, and, as it was to
be f-:-uEhr. without gloves, 1t was likely
to be brutal, too, e Bounder was a
hard hitter, and if ha chosa to exert him-
self it was certain that Inky’s punishment
would be very severe. And some of the

eted | fellowsz suspected that Vernon-Smith had

cliosen his opportunity whila the nabob’s
chuma ware a at Redclyfe.

Johnny Bull drove his hands deep into
his pockets, hiz face growing more and
more morose and savage. rtainly, it
was né business of Johnny's if a fellow
ha had quarrelled with should get badly
knocked about. But Johnny seemed to
feel, somehow, that it was his business,

“Who's going to keep time'?" asked
Skinner.

“Here's Temple! You keep time,
Temple.”

“" Pleased, dear boys,” said Cecil
Tem of the Fourth. And Temple's
handsome watch came out with a Aourish,

“"Ready?" he asked. :

“Oh, quite !"'Jy-.wnbd the Bounder, his
eyes resting on Johnny Bull's mastiff face
for & moment.

“*The readifulness iz $orrific !

“Time !

Jolmny Bull strode forward at the call
of time, and intervened between the two
un&quajly-mutﬂheﬂ combatants,

‘' Hallo, what's the game ! asked the

Bnunllihr coolly, *“You're in way,
(k]
“This is my business,” said Bull
%m&ti:.u “¥You can tackle me instead,
mithy 1"

The Bounder langhed.

Hurree Singh knitted his browa.

“¥You are in the way, my ceteemed
Bull!" he said. It wes the first time he
had spoken to Johnny for days, “ Kindly
atep asidefully 1™

.F ohnny Bull did not move., He scemed
n-? firmly planted there as one of the old
olma.

“¥You can shut up, Inky!" ho said.
“I'm going to fight Smithy ™

“The ratfulness ie terrific!”

“(Food idea!" said Penfold at once.
“Leave it to Bull, Inky. After all, you

Were o rowing because Smithy was

alanging Bull. It's Bull's affair,” :
“Rata! I'm gomg to lick the die-

gusting Smithy | Get asi *r

asidefu
“Eook here, Inky,” eaid Johnny Bull,

_again with alacrity.

One Penn,. 11
nfpurent.ly quite oblivioune of the fack
that he was not on speaking terms with

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, * leave it te
me; I ask it as a favour!”

Inky gave him a very odd look.

5 cateemed Johnny——"" lLe murs

“Yon
You know wou can't,

mured.
“I can lick him,” said Bull
can't, Inky.

cha%!];'
“The tryfulness would be terrific, my
worthy Bull[” -

" Beeides, 1t'a my row,” said Johuny.
“You're not going to take my scrap off
my hands, you ass!"

“The rowfulness e mine!”

“Oh, rats! Keep off the graes!™

The nabob ghook his head.

“TI am terrifically obliged,” he said,
“but it is impossible to 'eave the scrap-
fulnees to you, Step asidefully !

“¥ou won't leave it to me?”

& Hﬂ- e

“0h, rata!™

Johnny Bull epun round towarde the
Bounder, and his knuckles rapped gharply
on Vernon-Smith's nose,

'ba.::Ehl" gasped Vernon-Smith, starting

“Now come on!" said Jobuny Ball,
_E;t.tmg his tecth, and he followed the

under up.

In o moment more they were fighting,
Johnny Bull had not even removed his
jacket.

Hurree Singh caught Jolinny by the
shoulder ; but it was too late to stop him,
and he IEI: gu&m?;ﬂ; a p-lﬁuhlr ex mi.;
&lofn oOn H fi ] Wrred o mg
sto back.

o ring of juniors closed round, grin-
ning. The Bounder and Johmny Bull
were pretty well matched, and it was
certain to a mill worth watching.

The Nabob of Bhanipur had been re-
dused to the position of a epectator,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Serap!

1] M
I Toemple called tine again,
and there was a pause, AN
fold—sccond to Joho Bull
inatead of Hurree Singh—helped Bull off
with his j

Vernon-Smith spt on the knee Skinner
mede for him., Skinner was not locking
so satisfied now, .

“You were an aes to let Bull take ib
on!"” ho whispered. *“You could have
licked Inky, and made a regular picture
of him!"

“That’s why Bull tock it on'*

“Yes; but you needn’t have let him.”

The Bounder laughed, without "fh-
ing, Bkinner gave him a sudden look of
amazed suspicion. 2 .

“8mithy, you utter idiot! Te this &
game?" he exclaimed.

““ Rather a painful game for me before
I got through, expect,”  said the
Bounder calmly.

“Tlm I‘"‘

Vernon-8mith stepped up to the line
4 Jnhr'?ny Bull was

uick.
e light in the

re was a mocking
Bounder's eyea. He was not at all
averse from a scrap; he was in the pink
of condition, and he was as ae nails,
And he was serving the sccret purpose
which only Skinner—with great disgust
—had guessed at last.

The round was fought ihmufh, and
another followed. e crowd round
them grew thicker and thicker,

It wae fortunate that the trees screensd
the scens from the School Houee, for
Bghting without E‘lm-nu_ was very mmuch
fro n at Greyfriar :

Both the cﬁmhn“ tanta were getting

mm‘IFa: Macxzer Lisnrary.—No. 497,



12

In the fourth round the Bounder had
eno eyo closed, and it was darkenin
rapidly. Johnny Bull's nose was swell-

and a etream of red ran from it.
ut both the juniers were tough, and
i‘heir damages did not affect them much
&0 far,

They atood up to one ancther grimly
for the fifth round.

Tho juniors looked on breathlessly,
Hurree Singh with a concerned expres-
eion ‘on his dusky face now, .

Tho Bounder locked like pgetting the

hand. He was not so strong as
o aturdy, thicksct Bull, but he was
guicker on his feet, and E-arhapa a little
more scientific. The fifth round ended
with Bull down, for the firet time.

Pen picked him up. Johnny Bull was
breathing very hard as he sat on his
sccond's knee,

But when Cecil Reginald Temple
called time apain he was guick to atep

Ap.

#8ixth round!” murmured Bolsover
major. “Go it, Smithy!"”

*Play up, Johnny!"”

“My hat, bFe's down! 1
jay' s at the end of his tether !

isher T. Fish. -
TJ& 1:.1::5“11 Bull was gra-aﬂadn qgam:}dand

am an to count, ull Ju u
before ten was reached; but ni?, tﬁ ﬁniaﬁ
of the round an upper-cut laid him on
his back sgain,

“Time !’

Pen was moving forward, but Hurree

m Singh ran guickly to Johnny Bull,
and helped him to his feet.

Penfold dropped back—he was willing
to leava the scconding to Inky.
i:.:I'+::-lm::|:af gaeped as he sat on Inky's

nea.

“ Protty tough, that!" he murmured.

The nabob dabbed his heated brow
with Pen's aponge.

“L&Y catcemed Johony ha mur-
murad. . . _

“ All sorene, Inky! I'm going to lick
Bmithy " said .Iphnn?r Bull stolid'y. I
can last out Smithy!™

“] hope so terrifically, my worthy
JE‘.:]EIIHI‘ !’1'"

Johnny Bull locked a little grogey as

he toed the line again. Vernon-Bmith
was showing signs of wear and tear,

mi-
Tha Boundor had the beat of the

guess that
remarked

ik

seventh round, though Bull did net go
down again. The ecighth scemed in his
favour, too. But in the ninth round

Johnny Bull's staying powers told.

The Bounder wae beginning to have
bellows to mend, Strong se his conati-
tution was, the difference of habita told.
Bmithy's Iatest cigarettes were being paid
for now.

The DBounder went to prass for the
first time.

“ Tanth round!" said Bolsover major,
a8 Temple called time once more, “My
hat ! ‘Tﬁe:r‘m sticking it out! Good men
both {*

“Last round, I guess!™ said Fisher T.
Fish,

The Bounder was fichting gamely, but
Johnny Bull plainly had the upper hand.
A torrific drive on Bmithy's chest, which
he could not stop, laid him on his back
with & crash.

Temple counted.

“ One, two, three, four,
sevon, eight, nine—out !™

The Bounder still lay promne.

Skinner picked him up when ho was
econunted out. k

Vernon-3mith leaned heavil
gccond's shoulder. Johnn :I.:!rr.i]]Y
standing firmly upon his feet.

o Bounder gave him a sardonic look.
“Done? asked Bull quistly
“I'm_counted out.”
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five, aix,

on hia
was atill

!

“I don’t mind that. If you want fo
go on, I'm willing. I can stand ancther
round or two."

“Thanka! I can't!” esaid Vernon-
Smith, with a painful grin, * You're
awfully good, but I won't impoec on you!
Where's my jacket!" e

Skinner g&f d him on with his _jacket,
and Vornon-Smith moved away, leaning
heavily on_his study-mate's arm.

Johnny Bull dabbed his nose,

“Jolly good scrap!" said Bolaover
major. “And jelly lucky for Inky he
wasn't in 1t!"

“The luckfulness wae terrific!" re-
marked the npabob., “My cateomed
Johnny, how do you foel?”

“ Rotten !” said Johnny Bull candidly.
“As if I'd been undor a lawn-mower!
Smithy's a good man!”

“Come and bathe your august
countenance!"” ssid Hurreo Singh, and
he helped Bull on with his jacket, and
led him away.

“Hallo! , Those two ailly sases seom
to have made it up!” remarked Russell,
looking after them with a grin.

It certainly seemed so. Johnny Bull
wae leaning heavily on Inky's arm, and
Inky was taking excossive care of him,

Johnny Bull had been victor in the
fight, but he was very near the end of his

or.

Mr. Quelch met them us they entered
the House. He had spotted them coming
in from his study window, Iis brow
was like thunder as he glanced alter-
natoly at the Bounder and Johnny Bull,

“You have been fighting [ he rapped
out,

“Yea, sir!"

* Without glovesa?"

“Only a little scrap, siv*’ 1

“Your faces are shockingly dis-
figurcd !" exclaimed the Remove-master.
“E}Anu are s disgrace to the school. 1
would cane you severely, but—" Mr.
%ua’lnh paused. It was only too clear
that the delinquents were in no condition
for & caning. *You will both be de-
tained for two half-holidays, and will
write out & thousand lines of the
¢ Bneid ' 1"

And Mr, Quelch rustled away, wvery
angry and perturbed. The two juniors
madé their way upstaira, Vernon-Smith
headed for & bath-room, and Hurree
Singh led Jobnny Bull to the Remove
dormitory.

There he tended him.

But, sfter all that could be done to
Johnny Bull's face, it remained a thing
that was certainly not of beauty, or a

joy for ever. ]
o sat on the bed at last, and blinked
at the nabob.

“Well 1" he said.

“ Well, my esteemed chum "

“1 feel a blessod wreck., Still, vou'd
have felt worse."

“The probableness
Hurrce Bingh softly.
obliged to my esteemed chum. I hﬂgﬂﬂ
that the cloudfulness has rolled past ¢
gsilver lining, and that the excellent Bull
is prnpﬂrﬂfuﬂj read{ftu extend the right-
ful hand of friends 15. I am sorrowful
for the misunderstandfulness which has
come betweenfully.”

Johnny Bull grinned.

is great,” said
“I am terrifically

) old Inky! I'm sorry we've
been rowing. I waa to blame in the first
P] :E L1}

“Not at allfully. The blamefulness
was mine "

“T was rather an ass, and so were
you!" said Johany Bull stolidly. “ Why
didn’t you let Smithy slang me if he
wanted tof"

“Why didn't you let Smithy hammer
me fistiully if he wanted tol?"

Johony chuckled.

THE BEST 30 LIBRARY ®®~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3 LIBRARY. "1™

“All zerene, Inky!” ]
“The sercnefulness is terrific !"
That was all! The clouds had rolled

by.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Clouds Roli By !
L ALLO, hallo, halla "
H “Great pip! Where did you
get that face?”

Johnny Bull and Hurree

Bingh met the cricketers at the gates
when they crne home from RedelyHe.
Harry Wharton & Co. regarded Johnny
Bull's face in consternation.

“Only a scrap!" said Bull. * How did
the match go?

“We've besten Redclsfic by fifty
runs,” said Harcy Wharton. -“Hallo,
Inky! Have you two stopped playing
the giddy ox?'

1 Fhe stoplulness 5 terrifict?

“Then, who've you been scrapping
with, Jobnny ?"” asked Nugent.

“Only Bmithy!”

“* Bmithy !"” exclaimed Wharton.

"Yes, A jolly good fight, too! IJfeel
like o Hun that's been under a Tank.”

“Berve you jolly well right, if you've
been rowing with Bmithy!” said Whar-
ton. “What on earth did you want to
fight Smithy for?!™”

esteermed Johnny was backing
me up chumfully,” explained Hurreo
Singh. It was my rowfulness, but

Johnny put his bestful foot forward, and
tackled the worthy and ridiculous 8mithy
for me."” ) )

“Then you've been quarrelling with
Smithy | exclaimed Wharton, i sur-
prisa.

“The esteemed Smithy gquarrelled with
me,"” said the nebob mildly. “I was as

ntle as the cooing pig, but the esteemed
g:nit.hj made del?r aefhu rm.}'m;ka COTCeri-
ing our respectable chum Johnny——"

FiOh, Fou-puir of anes!” wid Bab
Cherry.

"'E'rhra expressiveness of the worthy Bob
iz just. But the assfulness 13 a thing of
the bygone past,”

Herry Wharton was very thoughtful as
he went in with his chums. He remem-
bered what the Bounder had said to him
carlier in the afternoon, and a startling
thought was in his mind. It scemed in-
credible, yet it would come. He went at
once to Vernon-S8mith's study.

Vernon-8mith, with a black eye, a
swollen nose, and a cut lip, greeted him
with a rueful grin, ]

#Thera's a merry picture for you ! he
remarked. ;

“ 8mithy, you told me
wheeze for making it up
two duffers—"

ou had somo
etween those

“Ha, ha! 80 I had! Hasn't it
Wﬂrkﬂd'?"

“Then thia was it?"

“YEB.H

“ J~1 guessed, when Inky told me——"

The Bounder chuckled.

"It was entertaining,”” he paid. ' Inky
flew out when I began slanging Bull, as
I knew he would, and I marched him off
under Buoll's nose to fight—without
gloves. I knew the other idict wouldn't
take that quietly. Neither of them had
the loast idea, of course! And—and this

face is what I've got by way of a reward
for playing peacemaker! Blessed arc the
rinned thoe

acemakers, you know!"
E:aunder. _“In some cases they get re-
warded with thick ears and black cves.™

“Bmithy, I—I'd never have thought

" arton spoke with emotion in

his voice. **It was decont of you, and
the queerest idea I'vo ever heard of I

“Well, it worked.”
_“Yes, it worked. But you look like &
wreck.'




Every Monday.

“1 dare eay Bull docean't look exactly
handsome.” :

*““He docen't,” said Harry, laughing.

“It was a g sevap.  I'm not soft,”
said the Bounder coolly. “If you feel
obliged, you can help me do my lines.
I've got a thousand  for getting this
chivey,”

“We'll whack them out,”™ said Harry.
“1 suppose Bull and Inky haven't
cuessed that vou were pulling their leg "

*Ha, ha! Nol"

“1 shall tell them,”

*Do, It will be amusing to watch
their faces.”
Wharton left the study, and the

Bonnder grinned, and then dabbed his
nose, and mumbled, He was hurt. Ten
minutes later the deer of the study was
thrown open, and Johnny Bull looked in.
There was an extraordinary cxpreszion on
Johnny’s disfigured face.

*“You ass!"” ho said.

dn E]I ?Il

“You silI}.' ass 1"

“Thanks ™

“You were pulling my leg this after-
pean Y roasred Johnny Bull,

“Just found it out?"
. Whartan's told me. You meant to
fght me all aleng, and not Inky ¥
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“My dear chap, there isn't an easier
leg to 131.:]1 in the wide, wide world than
vours !™ zaid the Bounder calmly.

“I've a j,ﬂuj good mind to punch your
silly head 1™

“Hardly worth while. We've had
some.”

“You're a howling ass 1"

“I know that.” o

Y And—and—and I'm dglnd u did it,
as it turne out,” added Johnny Baull.
“But I think you're a silly ass, all the
game !

And with that, Johnny Bull retired;
and Hurrce 8ingh came in a minute
later.

The Bounder ﬁa\ee him a grin.
“Well, what bave you to say!"” he
asked.

“The worthy Wharton has culightened
me as to the whyfulness of the fatheaded
Smithy's amazing conduct this after-
noon,” said the nabob, “I am sorrowful
that your nose is so swellfnl.”

“Ho am L

“And I regret terrifieally that wvour
petoemed eye 15 the colour of the honour-
able and uvseful blacking.”

“Bame here 1™

“ But the oblige 1a ternific! I regoid

b‘dhil“.llﬁlﬁjiﬁlhfl‘fl“-i B F e e e i"‘-—““-““-—"‘-"""‘-"f
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The leader of the nuts of Higheliffe is a
wvory complete rotter indeed.

There may he in him tha possibility of
Letter thinge.  Mr. Frank Richards sald once
that he was probably the hest of the nuts;
lat that f# =aying very little. TFrank
Uourtenay has sometimes helleved that he
venld gee the perm of good in him ; but he has
vuarglly found that at the precise time when
be wus vainly imagining thizs Pon had zome-
thing particulartly buee up his sleeve!

fhe Caterplilar, who knows him as well as
ssione, has no faith in him. One thinks
that tlie Caterpillar’s view is the troe one,

Ceeil Ponsonby is o villain, with trimminga &
—an aristocratic rascal, who drops his final 4

gt onnd drawls, and would rather be caught
Flgekening anyone else’s character than Lis
uwn hoots, who goes in for all the amusgement s
{hat the man-ahout-town alfeets—in’ go far as
d  eehoolboy  can—nand  shirks ericket  and
inoter, thongh he eonld play both games weil
il e really choge to try. The toadring
Form-master of the Highelife Fourth, Mr.
Mobhe, regards Pon as a personage, hecnuse
he in “so lighly conmected.” But Norman
bdood is a very different thing in Cecil Pon-
annhy and in Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.
titsey may carry the theory of “Noblesse
abidige " to an extent that somctimes seems
ahaurd. " Noblease  oblige ™ means nothing
tn Pon. He does not even care dhout
crdinary fair play!

lefore Pon's coming Vavasour wal a sort ol
leader  among  the nuts, thowgh it s very
dilendt to imagine YVavasour leading anybody.
We did not hear very much of them in those
daye.  Higheliffe aud Greyfriars stood where
t]vv now stand, of course: but since then
ihe opening up of a new road bas brought
thiem much nearer together for [Iil‘iﬂt-iﬂﬂ pur-
pezes,  And since Pon began to lead the puts
there hasg heen feud unccoasing between them
anid the Greviriars Remove—and not with the
leavoye alone, for the I'Ern-ar Fourth, Shell
and tho Fifth have also been concerned a
Lirnes.

When the Remove get home with special
vect an Pon & Co., it ia casy for the nuts
to induge Mr. Mobba to trot along and lay
a cownplaint againet thom with Dr. Locke.
When Pon- & Co. seore—and they have scored
heavily ot times—the REcinove no more think
of gaing to Dr. Voysey. the Head of High-
clifte, than they do of putting the matier
it the hands of P.-0. Tozor: and ns for asking
the aid of Mr. Queleh—they wonld as soon
tink of applying to the War OMee for a
detpeliment of the military! That s the
difference ia the dpnint of view. Pon & Co,
want revenge, and are willing to stoop to any
meanness to get ft. The Hemove want
rcvenge, too; but it has me value for them
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unlcs.t-a they can win it by their own craft or
nmigselo,

It would be quite imposzible hera to give
éven a bare list of the numerous struggles
between the nuts and the Hemove. The
yvictory has mnot always been to Harry
Wharton and his followers. Pon rFoored
heavily, for instance, when, as Mr. Bunn, he
deputized for Qosling, the Greyfriara porter,
though some of his methods were rather of
the “below the belt™ type. And no doubt
Pon and his ecrew thought it was no cnd of
noscore when they rotted op the mateh with
the Courtiteld Councll School one winter's day
by snowballing the playera.  But they had
to pay for that. Ton & Co. scorcd when
they raided Fish's packing-case from Coker
& Co. and Bunter; and this was the only
oceaslon one can remember upon which o
Bemove [ellow tried to complain o the Head
of Mighelife, Flshy tried; and the nuts sent
him back on a donkey, tied with Lis face to
the tail end! :

And doubtless Pon and Gadeby thought it
rare sport to "umpire out” the Remove
fellows in thelr mateh at Shorcmouth with
Figgins' team. Dot the,'!' wid for that, too,
Then there was the X.Y.Z. dramatic adver-
tisement, which was meant to be an unholy
jape on the Remowve, but had only the
amaller sueccss of taking in most completely
Coker and others.

Even In his japes Pon has récourse to
unfair play. Bobt many of his enconnters
with the Remove have been quite out of the
japing line. He and his followers +have

One Penny. 13

the fatheaded and ridiculous Smithy with
chumful esteem]”
“Thanks awfolly!” vawned ihe
Bounder. “Have & smoke?"”
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh quitted the
study without answering that question.
The Bounder lenghed,

E ] & - - L ] L]

Smithy's extracrdinary wheeze—much
more successful than Bob  Cherry's
scheme—had worked the oracle,

The clouds had rolled by, and the
coelebrated Co., were united once more,
both Johnny Bull and Hurres Bingh
sincerely repentant that they had ever
allowed the sun to go down unpon their
wrath.

Everything in the garden. in fact, was
lovely—excepting Johnny Buoll's face and
the Bounder's, which cerrainly were nok
likely to be at all lovely for a considers
able time to come. But thar, after all,
was o light price to ]:ruf' for the reconeilia-
tion of the Parted Pals.

(Don't miss “ THE GREYFRIARS
ORGANISER ! — next Monday's
grand story of Harry Wharton & Co.,

by FRANK RICHARDS.)

always cultivated the nﬂﬂuainmma of any
Remove fellow of the blade tyvpe; and they
have agaln and again taken in and done {or—
temporarily, ab least—such oz Hazeldene, too
nervous and excitable to Bave any sucoess g8
n pambler, and the fatuous Danter. Bub
H_Imncmrﬂmitll ia far too sharp a blade for
£m.

They may not have given u|l': hope of getting
the best of him some day; but if they cover
gucceed In doing so it will he becpuse the
Bounder lets them—because he has something
bigger than the game at stake. Peter Todd,
no  gambler, has, In fuest of vengeance,

layed them at their own game, and kept up

is end, SBkinner is no cosy vietim to them,

and Stott and Snoop are not ta be flceced as
rendily as Bunter, though, for thit matter,
Snoop and Stott are not  usaally worth
flcecing.

Ceoeil Punmnhir has taken many a good
hiding at the hands of members of the
Hemowvea. thahlﬁ' he haa not forgotten one
of them, for his i8 a nature that harboora
malice. One of the bitterest defeats that
ever came his way wns from Esmond, whom
Groyfriars held a funk—who certalnly had
funked. It seemed like a chance of earning
glory cheaply to thrash Esmond; but i+ wae
TPon who was thraghed! And one of the
worst lickings of all ¢came from Temple of
the Remove.

Dut of rivalry with Wharton, Temple had
fixed up a match between his team of the
Tpper Fourth and the nutty brigade, calling
themzelvez the Highelifle Frouth—a name an
gtyle rteally. belonging to Courtenay & Co.
The match was a fasco, and Temple was go
ineensed that he forced Pon into a fight.
Then there was trickery on the Higheliffe
gide, and the resolt was that Temple fairly
let himsclf go, and gave the leader of the
nuts a most thorough hiding. The sequel,
unpleasant to Temple, will best he dealt with
when his turn comes in this series.

Mozt of the Removites have fricd conclas
glons with Ponsonby at one time or another.
Wharton thrashed Lim well at Shoreomonth,
after the unfair umpiting. Jolnny  Bull
went over to Highelife on purpose fight
him. Yernon-Smith, who has at times beoen
Yery frimudl:.lr{ with him, has given him morc
than one leking. Hazel licked him once.

Even »et the shadicst of Ponsonhy'a doinga
Ituve searcely boon told. He sticks at nothing
when betting is concerncd. An attempt to
induee players to sell 2 mateh is o mere
incident to him;: and he has more than ongce
pone sa far as to supply others with drugs,
to the end that swvecess for the side he lias
hucked may he assured hy the doping of the
other  side. Worse still have been  his
attempta to fix the stigma of theft upon
fellows he has counted his cnemies—Bul-
gtrodde, for one, and Frank Nugent, and
Courtenay, whom he hates with a deadly
hatred. But his dealings with Courtcnay
and the Caterpillar were touched uwpon when
their carecrs were rketched here.

A very complete wrong "un, Ponsonby !

Tae MaiaeneT Lisrary.—No, 497,
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at anything Coker did; they knew hith

oo well Tor that.

plaved cricket and footer as Coker
did was ecapable of anything. But when
Coker of the Fifth took up hypnotism even
his study-mates were surprized.

Coker took it up conthusipstically, as he
took up everything, He was convinced thab
he could do it—with practice—because he
felt that i anvbody could do it he could,
being Coker.

He bought a shilling book on the subject,
learned how to make passes with his bands
and to hold wvou fixedly with his cye, and
began to practice on Potter and Greene,
They stood it patiently for pome time, and
then they struck. Sinece the grub regulations
had come in it wasn't necessary to be 50 very
polite to Coker—study spreads were things
of the t. Bo Pobter and Greene told him
what they thought of him and his mew
wheeze, and went on strike.

After that Coker tipped Bunter of tha
Rémove to go under the "finence, as he called
it. DBunter went under the ‘fluence, and,
under it, he asked Coker to cash a postal-
order for him which he was expecting
ahortly. %YWhen Toker refused, Billy Bunter
ceme oubt from wunder the ‘Auence with
remarkable suddenness and cleared off,

Then Coker tried it on Bob Cherry. Bob
submitted meekly, and Coker thought he was
getting on famously, till all of a sudden
Bob Cherry, under the mysterious influence,
landesi ot and caunght Coker on the nose.
Coker left off makrgg passes and sat down,
and Cherry travell before he could geb
up again.

Even that wasn't enough for Coker. He
tried it on Wingate of the Sixth, his great
fdea being to hypootise Wingate, and make
him put him—Coker—into the Greyfciara
First Eleven.

Wingate was zimply asztounded when Coker
came into hiz study and began to make
weird passes under his nose. Wingate didn't
even know that Coker was a hypnotiat. He
thought Coker was being funny, and, instend
of going under the "Auvence, he snatched at a
ericket-bat,  and drove Horace out of the
stody, yelling like a Hun,

“You'd better chuck it.” Potter said, when
Coker limped info his study. “¥You can't
bypnotise, you know, any more than you
can play cricket. Why not take up marbles
or hopscotch

% puch more in your line, Coker,” said
{reene approvingly.

“You silly, blithering chumps!® retorted
Coker. *“I've got the strong amni werful
will-power mentioned in the book; the clear,
steady gaze also meptioned in the hook; and
I'm a borm hypnotist, according to the
description in the hook. The only drawback
is that the fellows know I'm n hypnotist, and
thay are on their guard; they summon up
their will-power to resisk, and that mnkes
it dificult to put the 'fuence on. If I could
take a chap really by surprise, I'd have him
under my power in a jiffy, and the slave of
my will. You wait till I tackle a chap who
doean't know my wonderful powers, and i=n't
on his guard against them.”

“Try the Head,® r.uggesteﬂ Potter, winking
at Greene. “He doean't know.”

€ Dot gurgled Greene,

“Put some exerclzehooks
Arat, though,” advised FPotter,

#(0h, don't be funny asses!™ growled Coker.
& Clear off, and leave a chap in peace, I've

t to practize. 3hortly I shall be able to

;pnotize anyhody, and then you'll see, what
you'll see®

And Coker began making pnszses belfore the
glngs an it he were trying to hypnotize his
own reflection, and Potter and Ureene
chortled, and left him at It

Coker of the Fifth was still busy when
Trotter came up to the study. Trotter was
the echool page, and he didn't know any-

OTTER and (Greene were never surprised
I A fellow who

in your bags

T

By EDWARD FRY.

thing about Coker's new wheeze. Naturally,
they hadn’t heard of it in the boot-room.

Trotter came up to bring a letter. Coker
ﬂ.‘n:ra!h' tipped bhim for little services like
at.

Coker's eyes gleamed a3 he saw Trobber,
Trotter blinked at  him, wondering what
Coker had been grimacing into the glass for,
and whether the Fiflth-Former was off his
rocker,

Coker's . instant thought was whether
Trotter would do to experiment upon,

As Trotter knew nothing about bis being a
hypootist, Trotter couldn't be on bhis guard
agalnst the ‘Auence. He would subject
Trotter to the mystic power, and thus prove]
to all Greyfrlars that he could do it. Thus
Wingate would have to toe the line, becausze
Coker could threaten to put the "fluence on
him and make him walk inte the river or
stand on his head in the Form.room. Coker
even thought of trying It on Mr. Prout, his
Form-master, when he'd had enough prac-
tice, and making Prouty let him off lessons,

% Lotter for you, Mr. Coker,” said Trotter,
staring at him. )

“Lay it on the table,” said Coker aflably.
% Come here, Trotter!®

¥ Yesair.”

Trotter came towards him, expecting three-
pcnce, O pt.-rhn'pa sixpence. But Coker
wasn't thinking of tips.

& 3it down!™ he said.

4% 'Ehill:l

% 8it there!™

«You're very kind, Mr, Coker!" gasped
Trotter. He had never heen invited to sit
down in Coker's study belore,

Coker pushed him into a chair, and Trotter
fell, rather than sat, in it.

He was feeling a bit UDeasy.

Having seen %‘:ﬂ:er grimacing at the glass
and waving his handa when he came to the
door, he couldnt help- suspecting that the
Pifth-Former was a bit loose in the upper
atorey: and when Coker made him sit down
he bhegan to feel guite alarmed.

u 2it quite at ease,” sald Coker.

" Ye.g.08, Mr. Coker!? stammered Trotter,

¥ Don"t think of anything in particolar,”
continued Coker.

% Nunno !®

Trotter counldn™t help thinking about what
Mra. Hebble would say if he didn't Fn back to
::'Ii: work. HBut it was no use telling Coker

at.

“In fact, keep your mind a blank,” eaid

ker. Coker was only hent on getting the
page into a proper mental state to be hypno.
tized, and he hadn't afny time to reflect on
how surpriseg Trotter must be.

% A—a—a bhlank!™ stuttered Trotter,

U Yes; exactly.”

Trotter cast a longing glance abt the door.
He wished he was well out of Coker's study.

“Don't look round " commanded Coker,

“N-n-mo !

“ Fix your eyves on mine!®

HYe-egsl®

Trotter fixed his eyes on Coker's,

Coker fixed a steely glare on him, ns it he
wanted to gaze a hole right through Trotter's
head, His eyes were gleaming with exclte-
ment. But Trotter did not know that it was
merely  excltement and enthusiasm. He
naturally couldn’t see what Coker had to be
excited or enthusiastie about,

He was s0 nervous hy this time that his
knece were knocking together, and he was
dehating In his mind whether to bolt and

chance it. Thera eeemed to be no donbi
that Coker was mad, )

“Don't keep omn moving!? sald Coker
sharply.

“NW.n-no ! faltered Trotter.

“Ta your mind a blank?i®

“]—1 think so!® groaned Trotter help-
lessly.

“ Keep still, then!®

“ (-g-griainly, Mr, Coker!”®

The terrified page hardly knew what he

was saying. But he homoured Coker.
Trotter fsn't a very bright vouth, but he
knew that you have to humour lunatics. He
hgfed that if he agreed with everything
coker said he would get out of the study
wlihnub being throttled or brained with the
poker,

He jumped as Coker raised his hands and
commenced making magie passes before his
eYos,

Trotter didn't know they were mesmerls
passes.

He feared that Coker was going to selze
him by the throat and become violent, and
he equirmed back in the chair in awful terror.

“Keep still!® roared Coker, quite exas-
perated,

“ Yes ! pnsped Tortter.

“Now, is your mind a blanki®
“0h, dear! Yes, yes!"
“ (lood !»

Coker recommenced making passes, Trotter
staring at him with wide-open eyes like a
Irightened rabhit.

Every minute he expected Coker's paw Lo
come darting at hiz threat, and he fairly
quakec. g

Dut Coker didn't seize him by the throat.
He only went on making hypnotic passea till
hiz arms ached.

“Feel sort of sleepy now?” asked Coker at
last, feeling that it was time that the
influence came on.

qLEhTII

“Bleepy—dreamy?” asked Coker.

“¥Yes, Mr. Coker,” murmured Trotter,
thinking that it would be safer to agree.

There was no telling what Coker :I']'Ilfht- do
it he was contradicted, and he evidently
expected Trotter to feel sleepy and dreamy.

“0Oh, good!” sald Coker.

He was getting on, and hiz eyeas fairly
glittered with triumph. That glitter in his
eves almoat made Trotter bolt, and chance it.
But he sat still. - =

“Do you feel a sense of floating away?
continued Coker.

“Fuf-ful-floating away, Mr. Coker?”

“Yesg, Answer me!”

“Yes!" gasped Trotter.

The poor kid was willing to say he felt any-
thinf ggker wanted him to feel, so long wua

u

the lonatic kuEL hiz hands off him.

“2ort of sinking into infinite apace?” asked
Coker.

“0Oh, erlkey! TYes!”

“Qood ege!™ .

Coker could have hugged his “aubject™ In
his glee, It was all going aceording to the
description in the shilling hook. Coker felt
that he had quite had his bob's worth in that
yvolume.

It was evident to Coker that Trotter was
a splendid subject. Later on he would be
able to hypmotlse Wingate like this, and old
Frout, :mg perhaps even the Head. In fact,
there was no limit to the terrific powers he
would wield. )

“Now,” sald Coker, in a deep voice of
eommand, *Trotter, you are the elave of my
will 1™

“Hoh!" gasped Trotter.

“T am master of your thoughts, and your
will H%E hauhjecta-:l to mine !”

di Q !!r

#*Whatover I command you to do you will
do!”

“Hoh!™

“Whatever T tell you, you will believe!®

"H'Dh !-r

Trotter eouldn"t say anything else. He
was frightened almost out of his wits,

Coker glanced round, and pointed to the
inkstand.

“You see that inkstand, Trotter?

“Yes, sir,” satd Trotter faintly.

tWell, that is a—na birdcage!” said Coker.

“"Haoh ™

Coker eyed him anxiouely. If he conld
make Trotter believe that the inkstand was

{ Continued on page 15.)
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A birdcage, it wne clear that the “loonce had
worked mosl complotely.

“You see it plainly, Trotier?

Y argir 1"

*Now, what is it?"

*A hinkstand, sir!”

"What ¥

“T—I mean, it's & birdeage, sir!” stuttered
Trotter, in a great hurry.

Caker was relieved..

“Hure it's a birdcage? he asked, more
pleasantly.

" ¥ eaair "

Trotter would have said it was a volcaoo in
: ué:t[qn rather than have contradlcted Coker

“Can you see the conary in it? nasked
Coker, with o smile, 2

“The—the canary? Oh. Fes, sir!” moaned
.Tirmrﬁtcr. “I—I sce him like—like hanything,

Coker's face mﬂﬁa glowed., He wished
Potter and Greene becn there to see
this splendid success of his hypnotism.

“MNow look at this, Trotter!™ He held up
a cricket-stump, and Trotter trembled, fear-
ing he was abnut to be bralned.  “That's a
at ]I; -:nf 1l111.1l:I-ll-ﬂﬂ'"

% Ar:: }nu fond of liguorice, Trotter?™

* Yoasie 1"

"Well, eat that stlek' of liguorice!™ sald
Coker. :

He held out the stump. His Idea was to
take the "Muenee off az eoon a8 Trotter tried
to eat the astump. He only wanted a proof
that bis power was absolutely complete over
Trotter's will, Trotter blinked at him Hhke a
flab, gasping. He bad bumoured Coker so
far, but he couldn't eat the cricket-stump to
hunmour him.

*Oh, dear ! he murmuresd.

"Eat. it!" “thundered Coker, in his most
commanding tone.

Trotter could ggand no more. He Tully

expected fo he brained with the stump if
he didn"t eat it, and he a!mplg couldnt eat
it. MHe made a sudden rom the chalir
=50 sudden that his bhea ﬂruh:}d on Coker's
chin, npd sent Horace staggering back.
Trotter made o lenp for the door.

“Yow!" velled Coker, clasping his chin in
anguish. He was hurt. “Yow-ow! Come
- back! Do you hieariy”
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Trotter heard: but, like the "merry old
ladiator In the poem, he heeded not. He
ﬁirly spun Into the passage, and ran for his
1 ﬂ.

ped Coker.
rotter in - alarm.

“Good heavens!”

He rughed after The

“uence seemed to have taken the wrong

tuming, so to speak, and Trotter might do
anything, running amuck with the fluenea on
him—so Coker thought.

He dashed down the passage at top speed
after Trotier.

5 "El-tlﬂp * he ahouted. *Come back, Trotter!

tap 1"

Tl;*’ntmr wasn't likely to stop.

He went down the stairs in three jumpa,
and rolled over. He blinked back, and saw
C-;:n!l»:-er racing downstaire aflter him, and

t|Jt=|:1 up with a howl of terror and bolted
agn
“My hat!" pasped Coker, tearing down the

:t-alra, “He'll do some damage! [ must get
the ‘fluence off somehow! ‘Tiere’s nothing
ltke this mentioned in tha book! My word!

Hypnotism's n dangerons thing!"
He flew after Trotter, and gained on him.
Trotter gave up all hope of escaping alive
to the kitchen., He tore open x study door,
and dashed in for safety. It wos Mr. Prout's
study, and the Filth Form master jumped up

as the page tore in.
“‘Ii:hat.—what—-wlmt—n" apluttered - Mir.
Prout.
“'Elp!" shricked Trotter. "“"He's arter me!
He's mad! ‘Elp!"

He whisked round hehind Mr. Prout oa
Coker's red . and excited face appeared in the
doorway.

. “EKeep him orf ™ he yelled, clutching at Mr.
Frout's gown.

“DBless my soul!™ i

“Yow! Keep him orf!  Owl”

“Coker! thundered Mr. Frout, in majestic

wrath, “What do 1::1.1 mean, nh', by chusing
Trotter into my study Are you out of your
genses "

“He's mad!™ wailed Trotter. “Dangerous,
gir! Made me sit down, and waved his "ands
at me, sir, and told me the hinkstand was a
birdeage, alr, and told me fto eat a cricket-

gtomp, sir!  He's orf his onlon, sir! Then
he came acter me, gie!  Ow, ow, ow !’
“Coker!™

your favour!
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Coker's faee was a study.

"Mind he don"t get at j‘!}ll wl‘n‘!l that thers
gtutkgy, sir! He's dan

“Blesa my soul!” pgasped Hr Prout.

Coker's face was o study.

"Iz it posalble, Gu‘ter, that you have been
terrifying this boy—

“I—I--I—" stuttered Coker. It was an
awlul shock to Coker to find that Trotter
wasn't under the '‘fiuence at all, but that he
only thought Coker was pat.t-r. “ L—f—
It's all right, sir! I[—=]—"

“It iz not all right, Coker!” thundercd Mr.

Prout. *“How darc you, sirl”

“I—I waas only hf'rf.ln-nt.lulng him, &lr!™
mumbled Coker. thought he was
under the 'Aluence, air!”

“Haoh!" :guped Trotter.

“Coker!"™ Mr. Prout seemed to find it
difffeult to speak. “Coker! You incredibly
stupid boy !

'I_I-h gir ™"

“Trotter, you may go! Coler is not insane!
He is .merely an utterly sfly hoy whose
gtupidity nearly amountz to ldiocy !

That was very pleasant for Coker, who
prided himself on being brainy. Trotter
eneaked out of the study, going round by
the wall fo keep as far as possible from
Coker, and keeping an eye on him all the
time very warily. When he got to the door
he bolted like a rabbit, and didn't stop tjll he
was safe in the kitchen.

Coker would have been glad to follow, but
he had to stay and listen to some personal
remarka from Mr. Prout. The Fifth-Form
master talked to him for five minutes with-
out etopping to take breath, and the things
I:uu gaid nearly made Coker’s hair curl.

“fot me hear anything more of hypnotism,
or sech nonsense, ﬂnd I will report you to the
Head for a fl ng ! Mr. Pront wound up.
“Coker, I do not gemerally cane boys in the
Fifth Form, but I shall make an ﬁ:u:epttﬁ:n in

Haold out mur hand, sir!

Swish, awiah, awish, swish!

Mr. Prout m!nted to the door with his
cane, and Coker erawled out. When Potter
and Greene aeked him later how the "Huence
wns getting on, Coker only glared at tly n
Itke a Hun. Coker of the Fifth was dg
with the "Huanee. -
THE EXND.

THE TERRIFIC

By

HE esteemed Bupter came into  the
Common-rooim - with  terrife  excite-
ment portrayed in his honourable
und Iadierous fat conntenanoe,

“1 say, vou fellows!" he exclaimed, regard-
ing us hlinkfuﬂ:.f “What do you think?"
= *1 think you're a fat dulfer ! rentarked the
csteemed Bobh Cherry.

1 think yow're a plump porker!" said the
honourable Wharton.

“0h, really, you Tellows! I'm going fto
Quelchy "
“You can go to Jerlcho, H you like”

remarkfully observed Johnny Bull, *and the

sooner the quicker !™ .
*That rotter - Eipps!™ said the disgusting

fut Bunter excitefully. “He's breaking the

regolations!  He's got no end of sugar in his
atudy!"”

* Rot!”

“The rotfulness is  terrific!™ 1 obeerved

rfmurl-:fu]l;.-.

*I've seen him ! said Bunter ragefully. =1
happened to stop outside his study-door to
tie my bootlace, and happened to glanee in
the d:r:zl-::t.mu of the keyhale, and happencd to
Bi——o

&kt wpl”

“I happened to zee him,” snid Bunter frm-
fully. “Quite by chaece, of couwrse. 1
wouldn't apy un n fellow!™

'Hu hia, ha!

“He didn't know I waz there, and Lie was
taking sugar out of a box!" deciarefully
excluimed the esteemed fub Bunter. “That
:-;M‘r: he keeps locked, you Lknow, oo bLis

8 :.H

“1 don't koow!™ said Johany Bofl growl-
fully.

“Well, T do. He's having fea, and he took
& lump of sugar ont of that box, and thepn
unather, and  ancther, T watched him—I
mean, I bappened to see him—and he took
out docens of lumps, one after another. He
was standing just in & lne with the keyvhaole.
Now, you know we ain't allowed to have
sugar in the studics now, and Kipps is break-

ing the rules. He ought to be stopped. I
went in and remonstrated with him—-<"

“Did you get any of the sugnr?™ asked Peler
Tadd sharpfully.

“He wouldn't give me any: he wouldn't go |-

hatvesy the rotter! I=-I mean, of course, I
should refuse to be bribed!”

M Ha, ba, hat”

“Blegsed I 1| sce anything to cackle atl”
sald Bunter snortfully. “I'm going
qlutr]nhr. It's my Juty to give information
ahout a food-hog!™

“Don't be a sneaking tell-takle!™ said Boh
Cherry scornfully. “Keep your silly mouth
shut !

“You're unpatriotic, Bob Cherry! It's o
follow's duty to sneak under the circum-
stances!” eaid Bunter loftfully. “['m golng
to Quelehy, snd wvou ecan come with me,
Wharton, as captain of the Hemowe!”

“1'l give you a thick ear, if you' like!™
gzld Wharton. “That’s all you'll get from
mhe !l

“You're unpatriotic, too. Well, I'm going

TRICKFULNESS!
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to take Quelchy there, Emd have that rotter's
sectit hoard taken away!

And the esteemed Bunter gnorted, and roll-
i’ullir departed.

“It's all rot!” rcmnrkmllr gnid Bob Cherry.
“Kippa isn't that sort'! He's a blessed
cxasperating ass sometimes  with his con-
'uriﬂ trleks, but he isn't a food-hog ar a
‘1 er! Tot!”

“Bunter sn a he saw him, though!™ esaid
Snoop sneerfo "1 think Le ouglit to give
m-]'ml:uu.t.mn if ]u: did "

“You would!” said Johnny Bull confempt-

fully.

But nearly all the esteemed fellows helleve-
fully consl d that the ludicrous Bonter
was offglde. EKipps of the BEamove wns some-

times o worryful merchant  with  bis  con-
juring tricks, but he was as poodful ns pald.
But o few minutes laterfally we ochacrvefully
saw the august Quoelchy go upsknirs with
Bunter, with his august brows wrinkled In a
terrife, frownful expression.

"Quelehy's going to look into Bt anywoay,”
gaid Snoop chortlefully. “I'm going to be
on the roene!”

“Bame here !

“The samefulness fs terrific ™

And mosk of the fellows followed upstairs
tf ;i'it.ncm the sccne in the esteemed Kipps'
study.

Mr. Queleh stridefully onfered, followed by
the grinful Bunter, and we therl'utl_r stood
round the open door, leckfully regarding.

Kipps jumpfully rgese as the august Form-
magter entered.

“Kippa!™ said Mr. Quelch thunderlullh

U ¥es, eir?” anid Kipps

“I have received Information from Bunter
that vou have a large quantity of sugar con-
cealed in your study!"

“0h, sirl”

“You are aware, Kippz, that no sugar is
now allowed, exceplting the allowance in the
beverages at the meals served in Hall¥™

* Yo, e

{Contintied on page 16.)
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“Have you any sngar here, Kipp

“One lamp, sir,” said Kipps meckfully., “L
saved it out of my last allowance, sir,. weeks
afo, A3 a souvenir ™ ’ ;

" Bunter assures me that you have a large |

quantity !

“Bunter iz mistaken, sie'™

Credlly ! ejaculated Buntes splutter-

fully. I saw him, sir! He was taking
lump nfter lump out of that box and. potting
it" .o his"pocket! 1 watched him for fAve
minittea st lenst ™

"Earn out your pockets, Kipps!™

We_all looked on hrnathlemﬂulr while the
esteemed Kipps turnfully outed -hizs pockets.

There were acveral varyful articles turned out,:

but there was riot a jot or tittle of sngar
among them.

“He's put it back in the hox, sir!" spid
Bunter. i

“Open that box, Kipps!” said the honoured
Quelchy.

Kipps hesitated pausefully.

“There's only private papers in that box,
pir!” he said softfullw.

“Itthers are.only private
shall not look at.them.
the box in my presence !™

“Very well, sir!™

Kipps producefully extracted o key from
his pocket, and unlocked the esteemed box.
All eyes were fixfully fastened on the box ns
the esteemed Kipps

Lilly Bunter chortled cacklefully.

“You seq, sip—"

“Sllence I” snaplully exclalmed the honoured
Qualehy. “There is nothing bot papers In
this hox!”

It wns corrcetful. The hox was [lfully
crammed with -papers, letters, and other
esteemed artivles of suchlike sort.

Billy -Bunter’a jaw dropped startlefually.

“He's:hidden it somewhere clsc, gir!™

Mr. Quelch regarded Kipps eyefull

apers, Kippa, 1
But you must open

L]
“I wsk you once mere, .Kipps, wlw{h{'r yOu |,

have a secret hoard of zmgar in this study ¥
I exclaimed snapfully. :

“Not at all, sir,” spid _Kipps meekfully.
"_?Frh;lps I can explnin Bunter's mistake,
sird”

“Kindly do so at once, then!™

The esteemed Kipps took o lump of sugar
from <the table.

“This is the only Tump I have, sir.  It's
the one Bunter siw when he wns spring
through the keyhole!™

“I gaw dozens and dozeps!” howled Runter
yellfully.

“It is extrpordinacy that Bunter should be
under such n  misapprebension!” said the
hoonoured Quelchy sternfully. “1f you can

explaion—"
s “Qertainly. sir! Look here!™

Te -the amazefulness of the honoured
Quelchy, the trickful Kipps proceeded to take
lomps of sugar from the box and put them
in ' pocketfully. * The august Form-master
whtched him dazeiolly.

“Then you have o large gquantity of sugar
concenled in those papers, Kippa?™”

“Not at all, sir!” zald Kipps: cheerlfully.
" It's the sume lump ! :

“Wha-a-at "

“Ha, hi, hal” said Bob Cherry roarfully.
“”;:31 one of Rippy's blessed conjuring
tricks!™

y ﬁipps looked at the astounded Quelch grin-
1hl¥..
“It's only a econjuring trick, sit,” he anid

meekiully.- “I knew that fat cad was apy-
ing through the Keyxhole; I heard bhim
grunting—"

“Ha, ha, hat™ . =

“8o I plaved a conjuring trick for his

henefit, gir!  There's only one lump of sugar,
and he zaw me take it out of the box over
and over again!”

“0h, crumbs!” said Bunter gaspiully.

“Dh!™ cjaculated the honoured Quelehy.
*“You—you should not play such tricks,
Kipps!”

“1 was only
hecauze he's o sneak and informer!”
Eippa.

“Ha, ha, hal”

The honoured Queleh looked prinful himself
for & moment: but he regarded Billy Bunter
frownfully the next moment.

ad n“nm !lll

i Yag-gs, 2ir? I=[—I thought—"

“NWever mind what yar thonght.

pulling  Bunter's leg. air,
said

Bunter!

urpfully backed the lid |

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

[t appears that you were spying through a
Keyhole—na most contemptible and unworthy
actiont  Moreover, you have shown a dis-
position  to  entertain  disgraceful and un-
worlthy anspicions of yonr schoolfellow, which
15 very despieable! T am afraid. Bumter,
that you Imve a mean and suspicious dis-
?m-lt{{'rm which it §+ my duty ta endeuvour
a

correct | You will follow me to my
stindy "
: 'I'Ima. gir!  I—"" gnaped Bunter stammor-
ully.

*Fuollow me!™ said Mr. Quelch roarfully.

The hononred Quelel whiskiully departid,
and Billy Bunter, with a fanereal, fut cownte.
manee, went Tollowfully. A few minntes Inter
there was o lond swialllltul:teu in the honoured
Quelehiy’s  study, and  the yellfulness  was
great.  Aad for the rest of that evening the
gronnfulness  of  the esteemed,  sneaking
Buanter wis terrifie.

—l i —

BUNTER THE PHILOSQPHER.

{Thiz iz only a fragment. with marginal
notes.  Dunter soon got tired of being n
plilosopher, 1 suppose; but' the paragraphs
whie’s  Tollow, except” for tliose within
arentheses, wese all in his writifg‘and »
ng. amd Peter Todd, who hronghit them
along, vouches for them as authentie. They
were written on a paper with 2 wide inargin ;
and certain, members of my Editorial- staff
appenr to have made-notes on that margin—

with a view, no doubt, to the avoidance .of

wnste In wartlme.  They initialled their
notes, and this will give my réaders o chanee
te judze whether Bunter really is the biggest
asz of the crowd.—H. W.)

TO THE BOYS AT THE
FRONT!

JF wou aré unable to obtain this
publicalicn  reqularly, - please
tell any newsvendor {0 get 3 from:

Messageries HACHETTE ot Cle.,
- 111, Ruse Reamur,
PARIS.

f am toniking up Alazofee. .
I dont meen beeing the soTt of 8ily ass who

- | dont mined wether its wet or fine, or wether

he has his grubb or not.
thinking. . e

(When Bunter does not mind whetlier e has
his grub or not, It will be n case of *Hic
jaucet ” for Bunter—F. N.)

(And not much change, either! “Hic
jreet * means “here les.” “What's Bunter
always doing?—J3. B.)

Not that deep thinking Is enny novvelty to
me, My mother says that in the dalzs wen
I was the deerest little infant that' ever
sucked its thumb, the ammount of thinking
that I did was samthing prodigshus,

Ever elnee I have had my thowtful times.
Their are things wich arows awl that s
wholiest in m¥ nacbher.  Wen I see an apple-
tree im full bloom, and think of the munths
fniter on wen the apples will be awl rosy-
cheked and plesent to the ‘talst, my mowth
farely waters. Bot peraps that is moor like
politry than filosofec,

{(Jolly sight more
either !=B. C.)

Yesterday I was mewsing a8 I thowt, think-

i“f decply. i .
thowt of life and awl its hidden mistries.
Why am I alive? . : ¥
{(That's rather a hard oge. But I fancy
it's because we are too Kind-bhearted at Grey-
frigra.—J. B.)
1 saw somewnns wosh hung owt €0 dry in
Frintdale, and deep thowts wear within me._
A wosh is verry much like ennything” else,
onley difrunt.  Even from & wosh the trew

Wat 1 meen {8 deop

like plggiztincss than

- filosofer obianes matter Tor thowt.

Evverything is ekwal, onley sum things are
moor than other “things. eir is a hidden
meening in this, but that onley malks it moor
filosofikle.

Who am 172

Who is epnybody®

Ekko ansera “ Who?"

{Then echo ought to he poleaxed! The
right answer is “body,” of course.—B. (')

{(You can‘t poleaxe an echo, ass!—J. B}

{But,you can poleaxe an ass agal—HM_ ()
_%Aug would it be ass-asg-ination if you did?®

Is ngrthing reel?  Are not awl things

fluaion?
(Tubby means

“illus.iu:-n'.“ But there ian't

ell- |-

anything in the way of illusion in the w
':‘Hmfu ets mjltﬂﬂ!ﬂ“ : aiu&age:: X it

¢ copjuriig, and conjuring is mostly
illusion.—P. T.) * Inrine '

This is but a small woreld wen you compair
it with much biger ones. But even on so
small & woreld as this 1 am o mere spek.

(And a most unnecessary one!—J. B.)

{Ha means "spectacle."—F. N.)

(The spectaclefulness of the esteemed and
disgusting Bunter when accomplishfully doing
the honcurable getoutsidefulness on-the plate-
Tulness of sausages iz terriflie.—H. J. K. 8.)

(Talking about vpectactes. if ¥ou hreak may
{JTIEE porpoise’s, you will have to pay for
bem, you know.—P. T.)

Think of my sighs, and then of the sighs of
the erth. _

Taik it that I am six feet rownd.

(And a bit more'—B. C.)

But the woreld is menny thowsand miles
arownd.

{Well, you can’t expect to get there all at
once, can you? Only let the war stop, and
menty of grub be on show again, and 1 should
not, wonder if ¥ou eateh up the old world
before long.—P. T.)

S0 wat am I but—

; {Heré Bunter's fragment ends. I have
suppressed A number of anawers to his last
unfinished quoestion.. It is not the policy of
thia paper to be abusive.—H. W.)
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For Next Monday :

“THE GREYFRIARS ORGANISER!"

By Frank Riehards.

The story which will appcar next week Ia
ohe of a kind always most popular- with-a
large number of readers—possibly with the
majority. Coker is ita central fgdre: apd
when the magnificent Horace takes the stage
we always expect to be amused, and are never
disappolinted. :

Coker gets a notiow that it is up to him
to play the part of National Service {on-
Arolier. within hia sphere of infAuence—an
influence which he is very apt to exaggerate
by the way. He wades-in-after theé true
Cokerish manner—browbeats the Fifth ond
Sixth, soubs -the Shell, Upper Fourth, and.
Remove, and ignores the small fry. Thelr
gerene majesties of the Sizth and his own

Form largely ignore him, but the . Kemove
p]::eier to encourage him. It is funnier to do
tha

Then the Bounder takes a band—why and’
how you will read later—and the resultz are
distinctly homorous—none the less 20 hecaune
t-h#' drive the mighty Horace and the long-
suffering Mr. Prout the wery verge ol
distraction !

WHAT READERS LIKE,

1 am always glad to hear from “3 rencers
63 to the kind of stories that suit them, and
the recent inguity inm theze columne has
brought me a shoul of letters on the subject.

But there -is one thing that most of my
correapondents forget. This iz that I cannot
guarantee to please Individual tastes. When
< number of renders want a particular kind
of story. they stand quite a good chance of
petting it © Each'one of them may fairly be
considered as spokesman for a number of
others. Buat when just one reader wants
anything—well, he may get it by good luck;
ﬂeqmq ardly expect to get it to order. can

¥

There is & big demand for the japing type
of wvarn=the kind in which tuck-hampers
change hands, and*soot and-trewcle are used
uponcheads, and rags nre many. And theae
‘stories are quite good reading: but  ther
would pall if we had them every week. That
i& wim gome of mYy correspondentz appear to
want.

Others- wouldl have every week some story
of strong dramatic interest. such as  thoss
dealing with the backsliding of Vernon-Smith.
These, 1 think, would take longer to pald,
for there are greater possibilitiea of variety
in them: bmt they would grow stale in time
if no variety were Introduced.

Variety should appeal to all.  If you don’t
care greatly for dAnything too serious, you caw
be sure that “something lightér 8 comin
along soon.  This week's story—a really
one—is on the serious side. - Wext week's—

alaa good—is guite gtherwise. Bee?
YOUR EDITOR.
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