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“My hat!”
* Angel don’t like bein’ looked after,”
explained Temple, ** His ulea is to arrive

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
What Sir Jimmy Knew !

little Lord Tom Noddy on us, the chap
will et put m his place, tharp!”
“Oh, rather 1™

& NG];‘-EI%?”‘ " | han' carly, an' have a look round hefore he “ Nothin® of the sort! But you might
. 'r:f' 1 "t'*fi‘ t]lE 1;"113[' 8 comes on to the school  Naturally, he | be decent to a chap yon've never seen,.
name,”’ said Temple of the | wonts 'me to help him, 1 want you to |and who's my friend ! said Temple re-

_ Fourth, with a nod.
U Ye pods!¥ eaid Fry.
name !
*“Oh, rather!" remarked Daliney.
Temple, Dabney, & Co., of the Fourth
at Greyfriars, had stopped to cliat on the

[halp me. Beef” =t -
“Oh, all vight!” said Fry rosignedly.
“What's he coming in the middle of the

torm for?"" asked Dabney.

“Hae left his schaal rather suddenly.”’

“Oh, he did, did he?’ grunted Fry.

proachiully.

His chums were not proof against that
appeal, After all, they liked old Temple,
who was a good fellow, though a little
given to swank, and @ bit sportive at
times, '

“What a

steps of the School House.

Qitting in a row on the stone balustrade
woere the Famous Five of tha Reéemove—
Harry Wharton and his chums,

The -five juniors were waiting for
Vivian of their Form, whom they were
taking out with them that afterncon.

Sir James Vivian, Baronet, was in the

“Order of the boot=what?"

“OF course not!" exelaimed Temple
irritably, ‘' He left for-—for some reason.
I understand that his people are rather
ratty with him, and lus pater would
hardly speak to him when he was sent
home—1 mean, when he went home.
ITe wasn't sacked, vou duffer !

Nothmg

“Oh, we'll come!” said Fry., " We'll
make the best of Angel.  What's his
other name, by the way 7"

“Aubrey — Aubrey  Angel,”  eaid
Temple.

My Cat 7 ejaculated a voice in the
doorway.

dormitory putting some bear’s grease on s 1l :
his hair, as Bob Cherry described it, He | of the sort. Some difficulty with a|

was making himself unusually tidy in |erusty old headmaster, or somethin’. 1

honoit of the Gocanion. =1 believa he's been a bit wild.!”
Fully appreciating the care that Sie | “Oh}” said Fry, in a very significant

‘ make lhimself

Sir Jimmy Vivian appeared al last.
~ Bir Jimmy was neat and clean [rém
head to foot, His face was newly serublbed
and glistening, and even his hair was
tidy.  Vivian's earlier years had been

Jimmy was taking o tane. : unfortunate, for he had been dessrbed
Wﬂl‘t-h_?’ of their distinguished company, g'ﬂmgle reddened. ‘ | by & ne'er-de-well f.t_['.mf and lmg growh .
the Famous Five waited for him with “He's a good sort,” he said. “He's | yp a strectacab in a ga'-imr slum ; amd

ereat patience. And so they came to | got lots of oof-—perhaps a bit too much— | (fiars he had been found by Lord Mai-

hear the remurks of Temple, Dabney, & |and he may have kinl-ipd over the traces a | joveret’s unole, and rescued from his St
Co. _ oo nt. ]):Hsh it all, we’re not céalled nn’tn roundings, Daronet as he was, ho wag
' It's-a good name enongh " said Cecil | give h!_nt germons. I suppose? We 'S |penniless, and  dependent on. Mauly's
Reginald Temple rather  warmly. | just goin’ to show him round the town ! nnele, being a distant relation of ihe

U Precious little domg in Friardale 1"
“Ha wan't be interestad

dandy of the Remove. And, naturally, he
whe rather a trial to the goodonatured
Mauly, who nobly exerted himself to
bring up his pecuhar relative in the way
he ﬂhﬁu d o,

!n spite of Mauly, and in spite of every-
thing, Bir Jimmy had not avércome a
taste for untidiness and slovenliness, and

Angel's people are no end rich, Titles in
the fnﬁlire. too! Tt was a rather swanky | said Fry drily.
place where T met Angel, an’ WEIi" the village pump, or the well where
chummed up. If it wasn't war-time he'd | the goat was drowned, or——"
come here in a thumpin’ big car. Tle “Oh, don’t be an ass!"” said Temple.
would if he could, anyway, a3 it is, ondy | “What 1 mean is, we might stretch a
it ain't allowed.” point for once, as it's rather a special
“Beems a bit of & snob, from your fease. I—I don’t see any harm in a game

description " remarked Fry. of billiards, fr'instance. 1 play hilliards : ;
“Oh, rot! He's decent !” zaid Temple. | 44 hame,” 'E?ﬂﬁﬂﬂ:i;ﬁi Eﬂtil!ml:lnghmli?nﬁg;?ﬂn tl:f
‘“ His people are big gune. My pater was |  © QO 1”7 g, - ; mpio

Harry Whartén & Co. could not help
hearing that conversation, as they were
sitting within throe foet of the speakers ;
not that the Fourth-Formers cared or
minded whether they heard . At this

pleased when I mado [riends with him.
I was delighted to hear that he was
coming  to Greyfriars, and into the
Fourth.”

Fryv vawnead.

The Famoug Five surveyed him now
with approval. They webe going to take
him over to ClLff Hotige to tea wi
Marjoria and Clara, and théy had te
him to make himself presentable. A:

Dabney followed his example. . b Bt - T el Sssr - . . LEINE; .
- Ty o point, a8 Dabney and Fry uttéred * Oh ! with untold efforte. Jim done it,
An n!:-surn*r might bhave divined ﬂuﬂ- in very signifioant tones, Harry Whar- “Good man 1" snid Jﬂﬁh’ all. * Yo
Temple’s ehums were nat rﬂiy en- [+ ctrick in look a plektire, dimeny 1" .
thusiastic about his other chum who was |« ' L “ : ’ |
r*[:ming Ltﬂ Gr-:?}'f:iﬂ-fa, and wera not Temple, cold sport The pictirefulness,” sald Hurves

“Hallo 1" grunted Temple.

“ About your game of hilllards— -7

“PDon’'t ha a cheeky fag ! said Temnle
loftaly. *“'1'm not askin’ you for any ser-
mons, Wharton "

“T'm not offering you any,” answered
Harry, "I was gomg to suggest that it
ien't sensible to talk about billiards on
the school steps. Anybody might come
along and hear yvou. And vour Form:
master mightn’t be pleased if he heard,”

Temple started, and glanced quickly
into the big doorway. Fortunately, My,
Capper, the master of the Fourth, was
not to be seen; and tha Hall was empty. | Ay 1LY answered Sir Jimmt.

“Thanks !” said Temple, a litble more “1 suppose yon haven't cheek to
gracionsly. “1 forgot! Look heré, you | pretend that you know him 1" exclained
chaps, it’s time we started. I don’t want F[‘pmplp‘ -
to keep Angel waitin’ at the station. He | - Harry Whartons & C6. looked at Vivian
daesny't like bein’ kept wartin®. " in asfonishment. They had néver heard
“Tt might do him good to get nsed to | Angel's name nuntil it was mentioned by

Temple, and certainly he had never

it,” grunted Fry. YT can tell you, _ _ e h
Temple, if you're goin’ to spring some |visited Greyfriars.  Afid Bir Jimmy, be-

Jamset Ram Singh, “ia tafrific 1"
“Nobby " satd Johnny Bull heartily.
But Sir Jimmy was mﬂ Emﬂng- at i:;_&

Famous Five, His eyes, guick and intel-

ligent, and very keen for hig years, wore

turned upon Temple in ecurious inguiry.

“ Aunbrey Angel!” he repeated, * You
know 'im, Temple?'"

Ueeil Hpginnﬁil Temple extracted an
oyéglass from hiz waitteond porket, fixed
it in his eve, an B'{Irrn}'éﬂpﬂir Jimmy
with a withering loek,

“What 7'’ he said.

“1 asked you if you knowed Aubrey

specially delighted that he was coming
into the Fourth.

Temple looked rather nvitated,

“I suppose you're goin’ o give my
friend a welcome, a8 my pals ™ he zaid.

“Oh, we'll welcome him !” said Fry.
“What about going down to ericket 7

“T'vo asked you to come to the station
with me to meet Angel,” said Cecil
Reginald, in a digmfied tone.

“Can't he walk to Greyfriars without
assistanee 7" mquired Fry.

“There you go !” sai Temple. “ That’s
just like you, I'ry ! Takin’ a dislike to a
chap before you've set eyes on him "

“Oh, rot!"” said Fry. “ But wlmt‘s{
the good .of walking to the sgtation an a
hot afternoon? The chap i1sn't coming
elone, either, I suppose "’

“Yes, he 15, as 1t happens! A man’s
bein’ sent with him: but Angel told me ,

y

in his letter he's goin’ ta drop him some-
how 1"



Every Monday.

fore he came to.Greyfriars, could scarcely
have met sfellow of Angel's standing.

“T never said I knowed -him,"” an-
swered Sir Jimmy resentfully. *“Don’t
vou take up a Dbloke like that, Temple!
1 don’t like bein’ took up. I've 'eard the
name, and I've seed the bloke, but that
ain't knowin” “im !

“And where have you scen him?’
queried Temple, with crushifig sarcasm.
““In the artistocratic purliens of the slum
vou used to live in?"

Sir Jimmy nodded.

“Yes,"” was his unexpected answer.

“What?" yelled Temple. |

“If it's the same cove, I've seed '1m
there,” said Sir Jimmy. *““And it ain't
a common name, netther. Ile eame to
Blucher's Rents with the capting.”
~ ““The capting?”" repeated Temple.
“What on earth is a capting? Oh, the

¥

‘vaptain ! So wvou had . captains in
Blucher's Rents, had wyou, young
shaver 7"

“Well, he wasn't reely a capting,” said

Sir Jimmy, * But he wos called the cap-
ting. He brought Mister Angel with "im
to 'i‘unchie]li'a dive.”

“ Punchielli’s dive!” repcated Temple
in wonder. ‘‘And what is that?” )

“Where they playved wheel of lortune
an’ chemin-de-fer,"” explained Sir Jimmy.
“I ’ad a job in them days watchin’ for

the perlice.”
"(ﬁ:. gad!”
“That was afore Mauly's uncle found

me,” sgaid SBir Jimmy defensively, *'1
‘ud to live, an’ I never knowed there was
anything wrong in playing cards, an’ sich.
Ole Punchielli paid me to watch for the
peelera. I used to watch 'im sometimes
puttin’  the weights in the wheel-of-
fortune so as to win the blokes' money
when they came to gamble.”

“Poor old Jimmy!” murmured Bob
Cherry softly. The Co. all knew that
Jimmy's childish years had been passed
in strange places—strange and terrible for

a child—and the knowledge made them |

kind to him, and very palient.

But C(ecil Reginald Temple waxed
wroth, all the more so because he caught
the very expressive expressions on the
faces of Dabney and Fry.

“You Ivin' little cad!” exclaimed
Temple furiously., “How dare you tell
such rotten lies about a friend of mime !
By gad, I'll give vyou a thrashin'!”

Temple grasped his nobby walking-
cane, and made a stride up the steps to-
wards the baronet of the Remove. - Ho
found Harry “Wharton standing. in the

’wn?'. however. .

“(Get aside, Wharton ! he shouted.

Whartonr did not move.

“Easy daes it!" he said coolly,
“Yon're mot going to touch Vivian,
Temple !’

“I'm gom’ to thrash him for tellin’
lies——""

“1 ain't tellin’ no lies !” exclaimed Sir
Jimmy, with spirit. “I promised Mauly
I wouldn't, and I ain't!"”

*Perhaps it's another chap of the same
name that Jimmy's talking about,” said
Harry pacifically. “Don’t get your rag
out for nothing, Temple!”

Temple lowered his cane sulkily. He
was greatly inclined to lay it about the
schoolboy Earnnﬂt; but befors he could
do that he had to deal with the captain
of the Remove, which was a large order.
And Temple was arrayed almost like
Solomon in all his glory, to meet his die-
tinguished friend Angel at the station.
Ho thought of his clothes, if not of him-
self, and yielded the point.

“Well, he's a beastly little liar!” he
said. *““Come on, Fry! Are you comin’,
Dab, or are we goin' to stay here all
dayT™

And Temple, Dabney, & Co. walked
down to the gates, Dabney and Fry look-
ing rather grave, and Temple red and
wrathful.
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(See Chapter 2.) 5

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Good Turn!

L . Miss Primrose is surp
IR  JIMMY VIVIAN locked at
S Harry Wharton & Co., as the
Fourth-Formers walked away, with
a quivering lip, The Uo. were re-
garding him very curiously. Whenevoer
they heard any of Vivian’s reminiscences
of the past they seemed to get a shadowy
glimpse of another world, of the grimmer,
darker side of life that had not come nto
their schoolboy experience at all. *

“You don't think as I was tellin’ lies,
do you?" asked Sir Jimmy. I ain't
never told 'em since T promised Mauly I
wouldn'e.”

“Of course not,
Wharton, “Come on!
started !”

Sir Jimmy trotted off with the captain
of the Remove and his chums, looking
more contented. Y

T mnever meant to make Master
Templo ratty,” he gaid. ** It struck me
all of a "eap when he spoke that there
name. ' Tain’t a common mame, you
know, and I reckon it's the same bloke.
I was g'prised that a feller like Temple
should know sich a cove.” ‘

“ But it can’t be the same chap, kid,”
said- Bob Cherry. ““It's some other
Aubrey Angel that you've run against.”

“'Course, it might be,” admitted
Vivian. ‘““But the name struck me; it
was so uncommon, Heo was a reg’ler toff,
he was. He looked down even on the
capting. He was on a holiday from e
school when he came to Punchielli’s dive,
and, course, he never noticed me. 1 was
like dirt to 'tm. All the same,” added
Sir Jimmy brightly, “I'm a baronet, and
he ain’t!”

The Co. grinned. 8ir Jimmy took a
groat pride in the fact that he was a
baronet; it was the only thing the little
waif had to pride himself upon.

L.ord Mauleverer was I:Jun{ngR
cateway when the chums of the
arrived there with Vivian,

He gave a pleased smile when he saw
Vivian with the Co.

“Takin' Jimmy along 7" he asked.

“Yes. Come along, too!” said Whar-
ton. ‘“Marjorie and Clara will give you
a welcome.”

]“ Clif House Sehool?” asked his lord-
I ship.

kid!’: a_nswnrad
It's time we

in t:h!'*.
emnmove

- &

§

e

ki YE&.“

“How are ycu goin' to get there 7™

“Walk."”

“Oh, gad! I—I remember now I've
ot to—to speak to a chap,” said his
ordship hastily. *“Sorry! I'd like to
come no end.”

“Of course, you could get there anothor
way!” gaid Johnny Bull sarcastically.
“You could erawl on your hands and
knees, if you found it easier.” *

“Too much fag,” answered his lord-
ship innocently.

“¥You don't feel up to anvy exertion "
asked Bob Cherry.,

Mauly shook his head.

“Tired, I suppose?”

" Yaas " -

“What have yvou been doing?”

His lordship reflected.

“Well, I've been leanin’ against this
post,’ he answered at last.

"My dear chtp,  vou musin't exert
yourself like that on a warm afternoon !”
said Bob. m alarm. “The -only thing
after that is to take a little exercise
quick—race us to Chiff House.™ '

Lord Mauleverer shuddered.

“I'll start you,” continued DBob, grasp-
ing the slacker of Grevfriars by the
shoulder and spinming him round. * Now
run!"

“1ecan't!"”

“Too much, fag ™

“Yaas "

“You've got that tiretl feeling ?”

“Yaas !"

“T'll give yvou something to cure zl
that. F'rinstapce, every time you don’t
start running I biff you with my knee—
like that "

“Yarooh!"

“Or like that——"

“Help !"

“And we all do the same,”
Bob. “Pile in, you fellows!
yvearning for a liftle exereise ——

“T'm not!" yelled Mauleverer,

“Yeos, vou are; and you'ré going (o
rget it!  Now," said Bob, *suppose
Mauly was a footer, and we were all

continued
Mauly's

trying to dribble him together! That's
the game. Ouly feet allowed, but you
can kick as hard as you like, "“Hallo,

hallo, hallo! He's started |

l'fLmd Mauleverer was running for his

ife. : =
Tae MaGyET LiBrary.—No. 546.
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With a loud laugh, the juniors started
in pursuif. They did not get near enongh
to dribble his lordship. The fear of hemﬁ
dribbied was enough to keep Mauly we
ahead. They passed Tempie, Dabney, &
(Co. in the lane, and left them ntun%
As they came up to the turning for C
House Lord Mauleverer shot past it at
full speed.

“This way!” shouted Bob.

the turming, Maauly !”

Lord Mauleverer knew that. He only
hoped that the Famous Five would not
pass 1it, too.

“Come back, Mauly | roared the five
il unison. _

But his lordship fled on.

Harry Wharton & Co., chuckling,
turned into the lane, and Lord Mau-
leverer mo his perspiring brow at a
distance. Keeling that they had done
the slacker of the Remove a good turnm
the juniors kept on the way to Ch
House School. Their girl chums were
expecting them there, and there was (o
be tea 1n the garden, after tennis,

Miss Penelope Primrose, the principal
of Cifl House, was in the garden when
they arrived, and she bestowed a kind

ile upon the Co. The Co. were, In
Miss Primrose’s eyes, quite nice boys,
and she did not suspect that her presence
called forth their very best manners and
customs, which were quite different from
those thtév displayed in the Remove pas-
sage at Greyfriars,

188  Primrose greeted the visitors
 blandly, and they - replied with equal
blandness, and presented their com-
papion, Sir James Vivian., If Miss Prim-
rose had a weakness, it was a respect for
titles, and she was very pleased with Sir
James Vivian till he opened his mouth,
She asked Sir James how he was, and
Sir James' reply was:

- ““%iﬁug, mumn 1"

“Wha-a-at ?" ejaculated Miss Prim-
rose, startled out of her prim manners,

“Bpiffing, mum!” sid Sir James
heartaly. “1 got on my Bunday clothes
‘eguse 1 was coming ’‘ere with these
blokes. "

“These — these what 7"
Mies Primrose faintly,

“Oh, my heye!” said Sir Jamee, in
sudden dismay. “Mauly said I waen’t
never to say ‘blokes.” I mean these
ere coves, mum.”

“Bless my soul!” said Miss Prim-
roso.

The Co. almost dragged Sir Jimmy
on into the garden. Miss Primrose was
left with a peculiarly fixed expression
upmf her fﬂf]E.

1 say, I ain't put my foat in it, *ave
Ii!:'] &nﬂedhiaﬂir J 111::‘un_1}r, withT I:':n %ﬁﬂﬂﬁj

oe companions. *‘The old girl
Emked rather quaﬁ.” =

“The—the what 1" stuttered Wharton.

“ghe old Fir]lfi" | o

“Vivian, old chap, make it “ald P
said Boh. “It'dfﬂm’t take anladﬁ";:}m
trouble, and it's more respeetful.’

Well, T meant the old lydy!” egaid
8ir Jimmy. “’Allo, ‘ere come the young
lydies 1"

) And S James greeted the young

lydies ” with great effusion; and when
he confided to them' that he had got on
his Sunday clothes, and one of Mauly’s
best neckfies, in honour of the occasion,
Marjorie and Clara made heroic efforts,
and did nei even emile.

“Yonu've

murmured

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

A Very Sporting Youth !

HERE he 8!
. Cecil Reginald Temple spoke
mn guife an enthusiastie tone.
Dubney and Fry, however, dis-

played a plentiful lack of enthusiasm.

(1.

The train had stopped in Friardale

Tee MaoxeErT LIBRARY.—NO. 546.
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Station, aud a shm and rather elegant
youth stepped from a first-class carriage,
_Temgle cut across the platform to meet
him. abney and Fry followed more
slowly. Temple's praise of his friend had
samchow not pleased his school-chume.
They did not eee what there was in
Aubrey Angel to make such a fuss about,
whoever he was, and whatever he was
like. While Temple was keen on giving
his friend a cordigl welcome to Grey-
friars, Dabney and Fry somehow felt a
desire to take that friend down a peg or
two, even before thevy had seen hun.
And now that they saw him he did not
impress them very favourably .

Certainly he was good-looking, in a
way, and he was weli dressed : in fact,
very expensively dressed.  His manner
was coal and self-contained. Boy as he
was, there was a curiouely old look about
his ?:5 and the hnes of his month., fils
ip Bad a curl which made Dabney and
Fry set him down at once as a supercilious
cad. But Temple. who evidently looked
upon Angel as a great man, was deter-
mined to see nothing to his disfavour. He
shook hands with the new-comer in a very
h manner, and did not even notice
that heartiress was not at all equalled
on the other side,

“Bo good of you to come an’ meet
me!” said Angel, in cool and rather
drawling tones, |

“My iriends have come with me,” said
'lIT‘iample. And he presented Dabney and

ry. |
_ The new-comer shook hands with them
in rather a perfunctory way.

Dabney and Fry soppressed their feel-

It was to meet this “imui:” that
they had given up ciicket for the after-
noon !

“I've got a ecouple of trunks some-
where,”  remarked Angel. glanecing
lazily along the train. *“There’s a bag
in the carriage—you might get it outf,
Temple.”

Temple got it out, while Angel looked
on with his hands in his pockets, and
Dabney and Fry breathed hard through
their noses.

“Leave it somewhere,” said Angel.
“Clan't drag the dashed thing about all
the afterncon. I suppesa the prople here
will have sense enough to land it at Grey-
frinra by the time I want it—what 7"

“T'll speak to them,” said Temple.

“Do, old bean!"

Temple having seen to the ¢uestion of
baggage, the three Fourth-Fermers and
the new bay left the station altogether.

Angel appeared rather thoughtful.

He gave a disparaging glance up and
down the village street.

“ Sleapy-lookin® hole !” he remarked.
_“¥Yon didn't expect to find it locking
like Piceadilly Circus, 1 suppose?” Fry
observed,

Angel stared at him, and made no
reply.

“Anythin® doin® i this delightful
Sleernv Hollow, Teraple 1 he asked.

- Well—-"" said Temple, and paused.

“There's ericket gomg on at Grey-
friars,” suggested Dabney. * Wingate's
playing in a First Eleven match.”

“Who may Wingate be "

“Captain of Greyfriare!”
Dabney.

“Oh, really! T suppese T need not turn
up at Greyfrisrg till pretty late in the
afternoon, Temple 7™ |

“I—I suppose not. What about the
man who wns with vou "

Angel grinned faintly.

“My dashed ¢ld tutor, Sanders? The
{;ater planted him on me when T came
ome from Lyucraft. T thought I was
going to have an easy time, an’ that was
what T got. The pater told off Sanders
to see me eafe to Greylfriars—a regular
old crank, my pater. I landed him at

snapped

| 'Woodgate.

i way abaut,
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“How did you land him 1'% asked F'ry,
rather curiously.

“Oh, 1t was quite neat,” said Angel,
avidently pleased with his exploit. *“ He's

a short-sighted duffer of @ man, an” I

fooled him no end. I ruehed him into a
train that was just etartin’, tellin’ him
the time of the train had been changed.
I stepped out at the last mmute, It -
pened to be a train for Canterbury. The
merry old sport will land there some time
thiz afterncon—I hope he’ll enjoy his
little excursion, I'm sure. 1 believe
there’'s a cathedral or somethin’ there,
and he's rather gone on cathedrals, so ha
may have a good time. By the way,
you'll have to lend me some money,
Temple.™ -
“ You short of tin 17 ejaculated Temple.
“Yes; I got into a g me in the train,”
explammed Angel. “Man gomn’ to the
races, and we plaved poker. Great
game, poker! Unluckily, he cleared mao
out of all my tin, and I’ve landed stony.
Rotten, ain't 1t 77 J
“Oh!" said Dabney and Fry, looking
with  renewed—and not favourable —
interest at this cheery youth whe played
poker in the train with sporting men.
Temple coloured a little, :
“Lend me a fiver, dear boy,” said
Angel. “I dare gay that will see me
through the afterncon. We can't have
;1-,:11 ivﬂl'j"’wﬂd time here, by the look of
lngs,’ -
“1—I'm afraid I couldn’t stand more
than a couple of quid, old man,” said
Temple, hie colour deepening.
“Any port in a storm,” answered
Angel careleesly, and he shoved the two
ound-notes Temple handed to him into
pocket carelessly. '

“Now, whither bound 1’ he asked.

“Well, what would you care for?”
asked Temple, rather at a loss. Cer-
tainly the quiet and oid-world village
of Friardale offered little scope for an
enterpriging youth like thas.

“Oh, anythin’,”” answered Angel,
“There must be somethin’ ﬁ:iou':\' on,
even if it's only a game of billiards.”

“Ahem " -

* Billiard-rooms are out of bounds for
Greyiriars,” said Fry.

Angel looked at him,

“We don't have night -clubs
roulette  easinos in -~ our  village !™
remarked Dabney, with sarcasm.

“By gad! 1 wish you did!"" said
Angel, “*Roulette’s a great game!”

“¥ou don’t mean to say you've played
it 7" stuttered Dabney.

Angel laughed.

or

“Lots of times—on wvacs, im Lendon,

you knew 1”

“Isn’t it againsi the law ?”

“Yaas, 1 believe s0,”” answered Angel

indifferently.
“Oht” :

Dabnev and Fry remembered w;ha.t_ Sir

Jimmy Vivian had said. There was no

doubt that this was the same Aubrey

Angel whom the waif of Greyiriars had
seen. Cecil Reginald Tethple realised

that, toe.’ .

*8till, T'm not ﬁzgmtin" anything like
that here,” continued the festive Aubrey.
“ Anythin’ to kill time. By the way, I
mentioned Vernon-Smith to you in my
letter, Temple. Wh
him? He knows
town, I'll wager!”

- Y Yernon-Smith's
Fourth.”

1s way about the

in the

didn’t "you bring -

Laower
said Templey, rather stiffly.

“We don't generally pal with Remove

chaps."

“Y'd have liked to see him,” said

Angel, rather sulkily.

“Hﬂ youl knﬂwf thﬂ Buul’lt‘[ﬂl‘?" imﬁ._ -

Fry. : P
“1 konow Smithy—T met him lash
ear,” said Angel. ** A bit of a bounder,

ut rather to my liking. _ |
Well, 1 suppose we're not

He knows his
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afundin' here till we take root, Temple.
What are we goin” to do?”’

Temple cast an appealing look at his
chums, who were growing grim in
expression, e wanted very much to
make Angel's first day at Greyfriare a
success, and he was prepared to streteh a
}mint or two. Dabnev and Fry did not
ook like stretching even one point.

“Well, there’'s a show here.” said
Temple slowly. “If—if there’s nobody
about, we could drop in at the Cross Keys
the back way, and—and. if there's
nobody in the billiard-room——""

“I'm not going to drop in at the Crose
Kevs!” said Fry, very deliberately.
“On the whole, I think I'll be getting
back to Greyfriars. You coming, Dab?”

“(h, rather!"” said Dabney.

“I—1 sa ', you chaps,’ appealed
Temple. * I}—I say a

“See you later, Temple," said Fry.

And he walked away with Dabney.

Tewmple's chpyms had had enough of his
new and sportive friend.

Angel stared after them, and then
stared at Temple, who was red and un-
comfortable.

“Oh, gad!" he said dismally. * Have
I droppad into a Sunday-school class by
mistake 7"

*'Oh, never mind them!"” said Temple,
with an effort. * They—they're rather
keen on ericket, you know. Let's get
Hnin?.?l

f: Where's that place you were speakin
n "_-I’

“Down the etreet, just outside Friar-
dale. Of—of course. it won't do to be
soen goin' in there,” said Temple hesi-
tatingly.

**1 understand.”
considerably.
. meaetin’ 7V _

“Well, there's one or
men ‘there at times s

“You know them ?"

“Nunno! I—I don't gn there," fal-
tered Temple., “ But—but—well, let's
get on, and you'll set what it's like."”

“Right-ho [ drawled Angel.

And they went. But as Temple piloted
his friend to the back way of the Croass
Ixeys, very cautioulsy, he was beginning
to wish that he had gone back to Grey-
friars with Fry and Dabney. Somehow,
he was not enjoying the distingnished
company of Aubrey Angel so much as he
had expected,

Angel brightened up
“Anybody there worth

two sporting

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter, Too ! -

k4 EASTS "
Billy-Bunter, the Owl of the
Remove, made that remark for
about the twentieth time that
afternoon.

Bunter was annoyed.

On that fine and sunny afternoon Billy
Bunter was left with no oeccupation on
his handa. He had cheerfully included
himself in the party for Cliff House, but
had been persuaded to disinclude himself,
s0 to speak, Bob Cherry’'s boot helpin
him to make up his mind. Bunter ha
explained to the Co. that  Marjorie
wouldn't be very chippy -that afternoon
if he didn't go, and 1t was that remark
which had caused Bob to introduce his
boot into the conversation.

Having informed the Famous [Iive,
after that, that he wouldn’t go with them
if they begged him on  their bended
knees, Bunter looked around for other
victims, Cricket did not appeal to him;
and, though he was in arvear with lines,
he did not feel inclined to do them. He
found that Vernon-Smith and Tom Red-
wing were going over to Hawkseliff for
the afternocon, and he. joined them, but
was indoced to digjoin himself.  After
that he offered to accompany Ogilvy and
Russell on an excursion to {\’upshnt, to
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vigit one of Ogilvy's soldier-brothers who
was stationed there, To his wrath and
amazement, Ogilvy declined without
thanks, and, indeed, stated that if he
found Bunter on the Wapshot road he
would slanghter him on the apot.

Lord Mauleverver was the next victim,
Bunter falling in with his lordship as the
latter limped home after being chased
by the playful Bob Cherry. Lord Mau-
leverer groaned dismally as Bunter joined
him, and he hastened to his study, and
locked the deor against the friendly Owl.
Bunter kicked the door, and rvetired in
great wrath and indignation. As a last
resource le atltached himself to Dupont,
the new Removite, finding the French
juntor going for a wallk, Bunter hoping
that the walk would end in the hlmsjm ;
Dupont led him along the towing-path
and then walked so fast that the fa
junior was left hopelessly bzhind, pant-
ing for breath. ¥

So new William George Bunier, tired
and discontented, was sitting on the grass
by the towing-path, blinking dismally
at the shining river through his spec-
tacles, and consoling himself with making
remarks to space concerning the Grey-
friars fellows in general, and the Remove
chaps in particular. Never had Grey-
friars School seemed to contain so many
“beasts "’ as it did that afternoon.

“Beasts!” repeated Bunter. * Roi-
ters! After all I've done for 'em! I've
a jolly good mind to drop in at ClLiff
House after all; only—only that beast
Cherry . 13 go jealous about Marjorie
being mashed on me, As if it's my fault
that I'm a good-looking chap !”

And Bunter snorted with indignation,
feeling that it was very unjust.

**Here you are "

Billy Bunter blinked round as he
heard that voico—the wvoice of Cecil
Regimald Temple of the Fourth Form
speaking in very cautious tones,

Bunter whaa sitting half-hidden in the
thick grass, within a stone's-throw of
the gate of the inn garden. He had not
noticed that he was so near the Cross
Keys garden, which was a long one, run-
ning down to the river. But he noticed
it now, as he spotted Temple of the
IPourth, and a handsome, well-dressed
fellow with him, stopping at the gate,
half-hidden by niamhoring hmm::rﬂueile.

Temple wasz looking cautiously round,
and Bunter instinctively ducked down
out of sight. He was feeling very
curious,

“All serene, Temple?™

*¥Yes, the coast seems clear,” remarked
Temple.  “We can get iu from here,
Angel. We might have fifty up before
wa get on to Greyfriars, anyway."”

There's no hurry, I suppose 7"

“Well, not exactly; but you’d better
not turn up too late.  Capper might
want to know where you'd been,”

“That's all right. I can tell him I
waited at the junction, where I missed the
tutor man.”

“ Ahem !

“ Bhocked you " asked Angel sarcasti-
cally, **Oh, gad! Don’t tell me that
yvou've joined the Good Little Georgie
Brigade, Temple !"

“No; it's all right,”
hastily,

“I don't see that we need get in much
befora call-over.”

“Well, as you're a new chap——

““ As a new chap I can*t be supposed to
know all the ules and regulations,
can 17"

“Well, no.”

“Then let's make a day of it.”

“Come on, then,”

Temple had opened the gate, and the
itwo passed through, and disappeared
armnong the trees of the garden.

Billy Bunter sat bolt upright then, his
round eyes gleaming behind his glasses.

“By gum " he murmured.

said Temple

Three-halfpence, 5

His fat fuce was Bushed with execite-

ment,

“Temple, by gum!"” he chuckled.
“Blessed if I knew he was that kind of
a bird! DBeats the Bounder in his old
days, by gum! And that's a new fellow,
i3 it? Pub-haunting on his first day at
Greyfriars! My hat!”

Billy Bunter reflected.

He knew why Temple had been so
excessively cautious in entering the Cross
Keys by the back way. If the school
authorities had known where he was it
would have meant a flogging for the
dandy of the Fourth, if not even a more
severe punishment. And the new fellow
who spent his first day at school in that
manner would have stood a great risk of
being sent back home instead of entering
GGreyfriars at all. It ocourred to Billy
Bunter that he had the whip-hand of
(‘ecil Reginald Temple, who had always
treated him with the loftiest contempt.
Bunter had been inore than willing to be
friendly with Temple, who was the sou
of a baronet, and very wealthy. Temple,
as he had said more than once, would not
have touched him with a barge-pole.
Bunter thought he saw a way now of
repaying the lofty Cecil Reginald for
some of his overpowering swank, and at
the same time f{illing up his empty after-
noon. : '

His fat face was wreathed in smiles as
he rose out of the grass and rolled u
to the inn gate. After a cautions hlin{c)
round, Bunter opened the gate and went
in, letting it swing shut behind him,
Somewhat nervously, but very deter-
mincdly, Billy Bunter plodded ou up the
garden till he came in sight of the rear
of the house. ;

Temple and Angel had disappeared;
but the French windows of the billiard-
room stood open, and Bunter guessed
where they had gone, He rolled on, and
cautiously blinked in at the open doors.

There were four in the room—Temple
and the new boy and Mr. Jerry Hawke,
and a blue-chinned gentleman who was
evidently the marker. Mr. Hawke was
speaking most affably to the two new-
comers, the marker watching them
stealthily, with a covert grin. It had
been a dull afternoon to Mr. Hawke,
who had been knocking the balls about
with the marker, and sighing for pigeons
to pluck, and it was a stroke of luck for
Mr. Hawke to see two expensive.looking
pigeons flutter in like this. He was yery
{;Iad to see Temple, whose acquaintance
1e had wished to make, and he was very
civil, not to say oily, to the dandy of the
Fourth. He understood perfectly that
Temple did not want to be seen in that
delectable resort, and he locked the door
from*the passage, and was crossing to the
French windows to close them, when
Billy Bunter arrived.

Bunter stepped in calmly.

Mr. Hawke looked at him rather un-
certainly,

“Friend. of yours, Master Temple?”

‘1 he asked.

“Certainly  not!”  said Temple

haughtily.  *“What do you want here,
Bunter " _
My dear old chap, I'm giviug you a

affectionately.
I won't say &

look in,” said Bunter
“*Rely on me, old sport !
word at Greyfriars.” .

Temple gave him a look like a Hun.

Bunter's tone was very significant, It
conveyed that he would say a word at
Greyfriars if Temple was not civil. 'With
an effort, Temple made up his mind to
be civil. This was the first penalty of
wrong-doing, the necessity of conciliating
a fellow he despised.

“Oh, all right!"" he said shortly. * Let
him stay.”

Mr., Hawke closed the French
windows, in case anyvone should drop in
from the garden. g
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“New chap?” said Bunter, blinking
at Angel

Angel gave him a contemptucus
glance, and did not answer. Billy Bun-
ter’'s appearance did not impress the
new junior favourably. )

Io"dliqew chap 7" repeated Bunter, moie
udly. 3 ,
“Yes, yes,” said Temple hurriedly, as

Angel did not spesk. “ New chap in

the Fourth, Bunter.”

“Introduce your friend, Temple.”

“ Look here——" muttered Temple,

“Well 7 said Bunter calmly.

Temple gulped something down.

“Bunter of the Recmove—Aubrey
Angel I'" he muttered.
~ Bunter held out a fat hand to Angel
The latter inspected it, as if it were a
curiosity submitted for his observation.
Then. i the most pointed way, he
turned his back on the Owl of the
Remove,

Billy Bunter was not sensitive, but
contempt, as the Oriental proverb saye,
will pierce even the shell of ¢
tortoise. Bunter’s fat face grew crimson,
as he stoocd with his fat paw held out
unregarded. _

“ Angel I” muttered Temple uneasily.

“0Oh, all right,” said Bunter, *“On
second thoughts, I don’t think I'll stay
thank you all the same, Temple. I'l

et back te Greyfriara. I remember now

t I've got to see Wingate."”

And Bunter rolled towards the French
windows. Temple, turning quite pale,
ran after him, and caught him by one
fat shoulder.

“Hold on Bunter|” he stammered.

“Kindly let me go, Temple!” said
Bunter with- dignity.

“Are you gemn’ to stay, old chapt”
murmured the wretched Temple.

“1 don’t care to stay where I'm un-
welcome,” said Bunter loftily.

“Not at all, old—old ga]]uw," gaid
Temple, looking at Bunter as if he could
eat him. “We—we—we’ll be glad.”

“Your friend don't scem jolly glad.”

“Oh yes, he—he is! I—I say, you're
nﬁt ?q?m’ to jaw at Greyfriara, old
cha
IF Temple could have been agsured on
that point, he would have been delighted
to see Bunter's back. Bunter was weil
aware of that.

He gave Cecil Reginald a lofty blink.

“The fact is, Temple, I'm sorry—I'm
really sorry—but considering that Angel
_is a new fellow, I can’t see you leading
him on like this without interfering. T
feel bound to chip in.”

“Look here, Bunter—>

"1 feel a certain amount of responsi- |

bility, you see,” explained Buntek, I
feel I can’t do lees than speak to a
prefect and ask his advice. %’u'ra sup-
posed to ask a prefeect far advice m
difficult matters, yon know.”

“I—I wish you’d stay, Bunter, old
fellow. If—if you're short of tin, I—I
can lend you half-a-quid—-"

Well, if you really want me, old chap,
) gl stay,” said Bunter affably. “I could
do with a quid—I've been disappointed
about a postal order. You said a quid ?”’

il I"‘"I ﬂid"—_"”

M Well, T'll take the quid as a loan,
said Bunter grimly.

Temple parted with a pound note
upon which Bunter's fat fingers elose
eagerly. Angel was looking on with a
scornful smile; while Mr. Hawke seemed
to be in deep discussion with the marker,
and oblivious to the littla scene. Temple
rejoined his chum with a worried face.
- “*Be civil to the little beast,” he whis-
Eﬁr{&d.-‘ “He could give us away at

reyfriara if he liked.”

“I'd rather kick him out.”

“ Fallo, ‘whisperine 7 grinned B

allo, whispering ! grinn unter,
Bue Maower Lisrary.—No. 546.

rolling up. “Don’t whisper among
friends—bad form, you know, Now,
who's for fifty up1?”

“Table’s engaged, sir,” egaid Mr.

Mawke. There was only one table, and
Mr. Hawke wanted that, for business
reasons.  Angel slready had a cue in
hand, and was chalking the tip.

“Righto—I'll wait my turn,” said
Bunter,

He stuck his fat thumbs in the arm-
holes of his waistcoat, in the objection-
able way he had, and looked on, as the
billiard-sharper began the game with
Angel, Temple of the Fourth looked on
too, not in a jovful mood. The strong
cigar Mr. Hawke was smoking was dis-
tasteful—and he was getting in a state
of nerves lest he should somehow be
spotted there, and lest Bunter should
%%w at Greyfriars on the subject. Cecil

eginald Temple was not enjoying his
afternoon out—and his feelings towards
Aubrey Angel were growing less and
less chummy with every minute that
passed.

his engagao-

Harry Wharton Takes a Hand !
Tea at Cliff House was going
the trees in the
seconded by Miss Clara and Philippa
late for tea. He was rather a privileged
“VYou fellows didn’t bring DBunter,
jorie.
ing a little as he remembered the
joke.
came along
by way of the towing-pa

“H ALLO, hallo, hallo 1"
marrilf when Hazeldene of the
;PE iﬁ:rdden, and Marjorie
Derwent and Phyllis Howeil and the
person.
after oll 7" he remarked.
“I1—1 think he had another engage-
incident of the boot, and hoping thab
“T're seen him I'Wﬂpif}!i
“0Oh,” eaid Harry Wharto, lnoking at

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
“ Hera’s a chair, Hazel |”
Remove arrived. There was a table under
Hazeldene over it, ably
other girle. Marjorie's brother arrived
Hazel was grinning as he sat down.
“Was Bunter coming?” asked Maur-
ment,” murmured Beob Cherry, colour-
Hazel was not going to relate it as a
ment,” grinned Hazel,
th.
him, “ Bunter's not rowing, surely?

“No fear |”

“What’s he up to then?” acked
Nugent. * Anything special 17

Hazel laughed.

“He was going in at the gate of the
Cross Keys when I came up the river,”
he answered. * Bunter's on the razzle!
Ha, ha, ha |

Ha.rjurie looked very grave. She did
not seem to think the incident so humor-
ous as her brother apparently did.

“The young ass 1" exelaimed Wharton,

“The silly kid " said Clara scornfully.

“The ailﬁy kidfulness is terrific,” rve-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

“You're sure?” asked Wharton.

“T saw him,” chuckled Hazeldene,
“IHe was blinking to and fro to sce if
anybody saw him—ha, ha!—hut he's as
blind as an owl, you know. Faney Bun-
ter on the merry ran-dan!”

“The awful ass " said Nugent. * He

was in tronble a few wecks ago over——"
Frank Nugent paused suddenly.
- @ conversation ﬂh‘ﬂ.]‘lﬂ'&i Even
Hazel, though not very observant,
realised that this was not really a subject
for humorous remarks in achoolgirl
society, DBut Harry Wharton remained
rather thoughtful

He had no rvesponsibility for Bunter,
cortainly ; but_he was ecaptain of the
Remove, and Bunter was in his Form.
And Bunter had recently ben in rather
gerious trouble owing to his foolieh pro-
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pensity for shining as a merry blade and
a gay dog. Wharton did not want to
gsee him in trouble again; and ¥ he had
been in Hazel’s place he would have
persuaded DBunter, forcibly if necessary,
to keep oub of such dangerous precincte,
Bunter on the razzle was comic enough,
in one way; but the matter might turn
out serious for the obtuse Uwf of the
Remove.

Marjorie mnoted the expression
Wharton’s face, and she easil
his thoughts. After tea she sp
to the captain of the Remove,

“You gre thinking about Bunter,”
she began,

“Well, ves,” admiited Hiarry.

“Can you do anything 7

“I—I was thinking that he

01k
guessed
a quietly

?u%ht fo
ba yanked out of that shady hole,” said

Harry, “He’s been in trouble once
already, and if Mr. Quelch found that
he was at it n?nm anything might
happen to him. [t would be a flogging
at tho very least,”

“ Buf—but it would mean disgrace for
you, if not punishment, if you were
. gomng  there — you eouldn't
explain.”

“I think I ought to chip in, all the
same,” said Wharton, with a worried
loock. “You see, Bunter’s a bern idiot,
and it's up to a chnF with some gense
to keep him from landing himself in
bad trouble. Don’t you think so?"

Marjorie smiled.

“ But the risk to vou!” ghe said.

“Oh, that’'s nothing. If—if you'll
excuse me, Marjorie, I'll clear off

- quietly, and seo what I can do,” said

Harry. “No need for the others to
come—a crowd would make matters
Wworse,

Marjorie nodded; and a few minutes
later the eaptain of the Remove quietly
left the garden, and strode away towards
the river. Ile was anxious for Bunter,
and he was angry, too, at being taken
m!.:f? from the very pleasant party at
Clif Honse. Alfo, he was quite con-
scious of what 18 might nwean to him

he was seen entering such & place aa
the Cross Keys, a pthic—hﬂm tgqﬂ had
a reputation the reverse of savoury. If
he found Bunter there, he did not mean
to stand on ceremony with him. The fat
junior would be led back into the strait

 and narrow path by his ear, with a boot

to help him if he raised objectione.
Wharton walked very quickly, and in &
short time he wae at the gate on the
towing-path, Like Moses of old, he
looked this way and that way: but the
bank was deserted, and he quietly
entered the garden
knitted as he walked
towards the houee.

His brows werae-
up the path -

He was out of bounds now, and respect

for school bounds was enforced very
strietly at Greyfriars.

was not amiable when he reached the
house, and it was not improved by the

curions stare and grin he received from

a stableman he passed in the garden.
[Ie did not know where to look for

windaws of the billiard-rcom, which
closed, and locked in throu

| Bunter, but he stopped at the French
ich were
gh the glass, -

to begin with. He did not need to look

any farther.

Billy Bunter's rotund figure was the
first that cavght his eye, and the mext

Wharton’s temper

moment, to s surprise, he saw Temple = -
of the Fourth. He remembered the talk
on the School House steps that afterncon, = =
and he guessed who the other junmior in

the room was.

A game had apparently ended. *Angel
still had a cue in his hand, and an irome
smile on bis face. There had been five

two pounds in his pocket, w

borrowed from

au
had

- e

bt

-
— T

pounds on the game, and as Aniel h%g 3

hardly have paid ap if he ._-; lost. ~: 2
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But, to Mr. Hawke's great surprise, the
schoolboy had run him out quite easily.
Mr, Hawke's expression was very pecu-
liar. His pigeon wes doing the plucking,
which was not at all in accordance wit
Jerry Hawke's programme.

Wharton tried the handle of the door,
and then tapped on the glass. All the
occupants of the hilliard-room looked
round, and Bunter gave the captain of
the Remove a fat wink as he recognised
him. Temple turned scarlet, and Mr,
Hawke scowled. Wharton tapped again.

“Vou can’t como in "ere!” called out
Mr., Hawke grufly. * Table's engaged.”

“Let me 1n, please !V

“You can't coms in "erc1”

“If you do not open the door T shall
Lreak the glass, and open it myself!”
called back Wharton.

“You cheeky oub!”

Temple hastily ran to -the door and
opened it. He did not want a scene.
Iarry Wharton stepped into the room,
his eyes gleaming.

“ Hallo, old sport!” said Bunter fatu-
ously. * Didn't expect to see you here!
By gum, it would surprise some fellows

if they knew you came here for billiards,
Wharton [

“You f£at fool!” exclaimed Harry
angrily.

“(h, really, Wharton—""_

¢1 haven't come here for billiards, you
idiot! I've come here for you!”

Bunter gshook his head. _

“1 decline to come to ClIff House
now,” he said. “After the way youve
troated me, Wharton, 1 decline to do

anythiﬂg of the sort.”

“You're not going to CLff House,”

answered Wharton grimly. “You're
going straight back to Grqﬁrmrs, and
I'm going to sco you there !’ _

“Tf you mean it's a feed _

“You fat fool! I mean I'm gommg to
take you out of mischief!” exclaimed
Wharton. “Come with me af once!

“T decline to do anything of the sort,”
answored Bunter loftilyv. " Don § you oe
an inferfering cad, Wharton, 1 want
nothing to do with you; in fact, I despise
yon! You're soft!”

“What?" .

“And spoony !V said Bunter contemp-
tuously. “TP'm seeiug life. If.you like
to stay and have fifty up, I don’t mind.”

Lt )

——

“You fat idiot!” gasped Wharton, |

“1 tell you, if vou don't come quietly
I'm going to yank you away b;.v your
ears! You ean take your choice,’

“For poodness’ sake, den’'t make a
geene here, Wharton ! muttered Temple
apprehonsively. Lo B

Wharton turned on Cecil Reginald with
flashing eyes, )

“You can mind your own business,
Temple! I never expected to see fﬂu
pla the blackguard at a place like
this. %b u ought to be jolly well ashamed
of yourself !

“TLook here—"" muttercd Temple,

“By gad, are they all like that at
Greyfriars ¥ said Angel, with a curl of
the lip. * What sort of a dashed school
am I droppin” into¥”

“You're dropping mito a school too
decent for you!" exclaimed Wharton.
““ And I fancy you'd drop out fast enongh
if tPE Head knew the kind of ead you
are "

“What? You cheeky young rotter!”
_ jﬁn%ﬂ‘l took a hard grip on his cue, as
il welined to use it on the captain of the
Remove. Temple canght his arm.

“Don’t make a row here, Angel!"”

“¥You two silly cads ean do as you
like,” said Wharton. “That’'s not my
business. But this fool is in my Form,
and I'm not going to see him sacked if I
can help it. He's coming with me.”

“T'm not !” roared Bunter indignantly.

“Take him, and weolcome!”™ said
Temple. *“Ho forced himself in here.

i
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Do you think I want to associate with
sneaking fags?™ .

“Come with me, Bunter !

“1 won't!” yelled Bunter.

“1 shall make you, then!”

“You cheeky rotter! I—I say, you

fellows, lend me a hand ! shouted Bun-

ter, as the captain of the Remove started
towards him.

“(Go and eat eoke " anapped Temple.

* Linok "ere, young man, don't you start
making a row in a respectable ouse,”
protested Mr. Hawke. “TI'll eall in the
man to chuck you out, by hokey!”

Wharton did not heed. His grasp
closed on Bunter's collar, and he whirled
the fat junior towards the garden.

“Yarooh! Help!” roared Bunter.

Aubrey Angel strode forward.

“Let quim alone ! he said.

e omom —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Trouble at the “ Pub**!

NGEL stood in the way to the
A French windows, his face grim
and nng-r:.nl}]e did not care two-
penece about Bunter; but Whar-
ton had put his back up. Wharton had
not mcasured his words in speaking to
the new fellow. Wharton's rﬂcﬂﬂﬁiﬂ
seemed a little too high-handed to Angel,
and to allow the Removite to walk in,
speak as he liked, and have everything
his own way was not at all according to
Aubrey Angel's wdeas. The captain of
the Remove had to stop, as the new
fellow stood directly in the way, and his
eyes flashed at Angel,

“Stand aside !"” he rapped out.

“Let that kid alene, you bully !” re-
torted Angel.

Wharton flushed crimson. He was
running a good deal of risk himself in
order to save the obtuse Owl from get-
ting into fresh trouble, and he was not
at all disposed to brook interference or
insults,

“Don't chip in, Angel !”" said Temple,
hurriedly. “Let him take the fat idiot
away. Wo don’t want him.”

“I'm not goin’ to let him,” said Angel

coolly. “By gad, is that checky cub
goin’ to order us all about? Who is he,
anyway {"

“Will you let me pass?”

[ £ Nn-‘ll‘

Wharton said no more. He released

Billy Bunter, and started towards Angel.
The latter put up his hands coolly.
“8Bo you're gom’ to make a row?"” he
said. “Call in your man, Mr. Hawke,
and have this hooligan chucked out I

“By gad, T will!” said Mr. Hawke

34 ly.

» igcm't 1” exclaimed Temple, in terri-
fied distress. *“ For goodness’ sake, don’t
let’'s have a row here! Angel, get out
of the way, can't you "

“No, I won't! Come an' lend me a
hand to chuck this cheeky cad out, if yon

don’t want the potman called in.”

“Let him take Bunter away.” 1

“T don’t choose to let him.”
“Wharton, get out, there’s a good
fellow! 1It's not your business to look

after DBunter, anyway,” said Temple
feebly.

Wharton did not heed. He was
advancing on Angel, and the latter had
to defend himself, He did not find that
easy against Wharton's attack, though
he was an older and bigger fellow. The
marker at a sign from i?lr. Hawke ran
behind Wharton and scized him.

“Now, paste 'mm, sir!” shouted the
man.

“Let me go!” exclaimed Wharton,

struggling furiously.
Angel, with a grin, closed in on Whar-

ton, evidently untroubled by any thought |

of fair play. But that was rather too
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much for Temple of the Fourth, He ran
between, pushing Angel back.

“Don’t be a cownrdly cad!” he said
hotly. .

“What? Temple, you

Wharton turned on the marker, hook-
g his leg, and sending him with a
crash to the Hoor, Mr. Hawke was
coming towards him, with a cne grasped
by the narrow end in his hand. Whar-
ton eluded the spiteful blow the sharper
aimed at him, and ran in close, and Mr,
Hawke felt the next momont as if an
earthquake had happened to him, as a
fierce upperent swept him backwards.
He joined the marker on the floor, gasp-
ing. -
Angel broke loose from Temple, and
rushed on Wharton. Before the captain
of the Remove could turn Angel's
clenched fist struck him behind the ear,
and he reeled and fell.

He landed with a crash.

“ Angel, you cad!" shouted Temple.

Temple seemed to have forgotten that
Aubrey Angel was his chum.

“Collar ’im!” yelled Jerry Hawke,
sorambling up. *“ Kick 'im hout !”

Wharton was sitting up dazedly when
Mr. Hawke and the marker piled on him
together and collared hin.  Struggling
fiarcely in the grasp of the two men, he
was dragged towards the Trench
windows.

He was a tough handful for the two,

”

'and Angel ran to their assistance. But

Temple caught him by the shoulder.
“Don’t be a cad!” he rapped out.
Angel gave him a fierce look.

“l.et me go, Temple!”

“You're not going to touch him!”

Angel cienched his fists. Temple
clenched his, and stood in the way, and
for a moment or two they glowered at
one another. There was a crash in the

Fﬂrdﬂn as Wharton went whirling out,

wrled forth by the combined efforts of

the twa men. Billy Bunter burst inte a

fat chuckle—at an unlucky moment for

himse!f. Temple turned on him, grasped
him by the collar, and yanked iim to
the doorway.

“Here, leggo roared Bunter in
alarm, “I'm not going—— Oh, my hat!
Lezgo! Help! Yarooooh!”

Bunter went whirling through the
doorway, and he rolled over heside Whar-
ton, who was standing dezediy up.

Cecil Reginald Temple stepped inta
the garden.

““Not goin’, sir?” gasped Mr. Hawke,

Temple did not reply, He went to
Harry Wharton, and gave him a hand
up. Angel stared out of the window.

“Temple!” he exclaimed.

The Fourth-Former loocked at him
sourly.

“Are you comin’?” he demanded.

“No. Are vou “

“T'm E‘ﬂi"ﬂ,*“

“T.ook here—

“You can suit yourselfl T'mn goin’!”

With that Temple of the Fourth strode
awny down the gardenpath, Aubrey
Angel cast a savage look after him. Then
he turned back into the billiard-room.,
He¢ did net mean to go yet.

Harry Wharton looked at the . open
doorway, his hands clenched. He was
greatly inclined to renew the conflict with
AMr. Hawke and the marker. But he re-
strained his temper, and grasped Bunter
by the collar instead, and marched him
away down the garden.

The Owl of the Remove wriggled in
his grasp

* Leggo, Wharton, you ass! Haven't T
told you I'm not comin’{” howled Bun-
ter. * Look here, come back with me
and have fifty up! Be a man, you
know!"'

Without answering, Wharton marched

Tar MaexeT LinRary.—INoO. 546.
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bim oot of the garden to the lowing-
path, Billy Bunter had no choice about

going. The grip on his collar was like
a vice. -
M I osay, Temple, make him leggo!”

wailled Bunter.

Temple of the ¥ourth looked at Whar-
toi: with a very red face.

“I—I say!” he stammered.

“Well}” grunted Wharton.

“You needn’t think I'm in the habit
ol gomn’ to a show like that,” muttered
Temple. “I—I'm not! Not that I care
what you think, either!"” he added
angrily. ‘I don't care to justify myself
to & Remove fag, 8till it’s the first time
I've ever been in the place, and I had a
very spectal reason.”

“I think I know how
stands,” answered Harry:

*“As for that fat fool, he followed us in,
and threatened to eneak about us at
Greyfriars if we didn't let him stay,” said
Temple.

“Just like him, T know,” said Harry.
* Luckily, Hazel saw him going in, and
1 came for him.”

“I'm going in again!" roared Bunter.

the 1natter

“Who are you to interfere with me,.

Harry Wharton?

“Come along!”

“T won'e!™

“Taking him back io Creyfriars?”
asked Temple.

ll}_fﬁﬂiﬂ

“I'll lend vou a hand if yvou like.”

“Thanks.” :

“I won't go back to Greyfriars!”
velled Bunter. “Can’t I do as I like?
Ain't 1t a free country 7" .

Apparently it wasn't, so far as William
George Dunter was concerned, for Whar-
ton took one of his fat arms and
Temple the other, and they walked him
away between them. Bunter wriggled
in vain. He tried the dodge of hanging
lis whole weight on his conductors-——and
ha was a good weight. But Temple
kicked him vigorously till he walked on
ugaln—and Bunter did not try that
agam. In a state of simmering fury the
amateur blackguard arrived at Grey-
friars, and was tuken in at the gates.

“Hallo! What are vou doing with my
tame porpoise?” demanded Peter Todd,
coming up as the trio entered.

Wharton explained, while Temple
walked away {o the cricket-ground to
look for Dabney and Fry, Peter Todd
bent a terrific look upon his fat study-
mate.

“You measly worm !” he said,
want a stumping, Bunter!”

“I—I say, ’.gﬂddy!” gaspod Bunter,
who  had a wholesome dread of the
cricket-stump Peter kept in the study.
“I—I say, don't you belicve him!”

" What?" roared Peter,

“"Taint true!” gasped Bunter. *The
fact really is, T—I went in to fetch
Wharton out. T—I was shocked, you
lonow——-=""

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Wharton.

“You see how it is, Toddy,” gasped
Bunter.

“Yes, T see how it 1s,” agreed Peter
Todd. ‘‘Come along! I've got some-
.thing i the study for you.”

But Bunter guessed what was in the
study for him, and he bolted across the
(lose. Harry Wharton went out of gates
again, to meet his chums on their way
home from CIliff House. Meanwhile,
Cecil Reginalil Temple found Dabney
end Fry on Big Side, watching the finish
of the First Kleven match.

“Hallo! Lost your friend?"” asked Fry.
2¢ he joined them. '

“I've left him,” said Temple briefly.

He did not offer to explain farther,
and Dabney and Fry, though they eyed
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I despise you.”

“You

him rather curiously, forbore from ask-
ing questions. They could guess that
their chum was fed up with ~Aubrey
Angel, and they were not altogether sur-
priced at it—and ecertainly they were not
displeased.

[———1

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Keeping It Up !

s ALLO, hallo, hallo! Iere you
are, then!”
* “"Here I am,” assented
Wharton.

“What did vou buzz off so quietly
for?” asked Frank Nugent, as the party
frm:ir Chiff House joined Wharton in the
road.

Harry Wharton explained,

“Fathead!” was Johnny Bull's com:
ment. '

SOVEREIGHN

FIVE YEARS HENCE

GET ONE OF THESE CARDS.

T is mostly on the impulae of the

moment that we fritter awav our
money. I we stopped to think we shounid
remember that we are asked to save so
that our money may make things easler
for the brave boys ** out there.”

If you carry a War Savings Card In
vour pocket it will be a very uszeful
reminder.
~You won't mind going without your
little pleasures when you remeinber for
whom it is that you are saving. .

If you haven't one of these War
Savi Cards, get one to-day from any .
post-office,

Each card 13 divided up into thirty-one
gpaces. Whenever yon have 6d to spare
you juat buy a coupon at the post-office
and fix it on one of the spaces. As soon
as all the spaces are fllled up you can
take the card to a post-office and ex-
change It for a 154, 6d. War Savings
Certificate,

In five years’ time that certificate will
.be worth £1.

This js the best way for a patriotic
boy to put woney by. Won't you try it ?

“I don’t sce——"" began Wharton.

“Why didn't you tell us, and let us go
with you?"* demanded Johnny.

“Well, a crowd of us might have been
seen about the place,” said IHarry. *'I
t!mﬁltght 1 could get Bunter away all
right,

“And you got chucked out on your
neck !” grinned Hazledene,

Wharton coloured.

“Well, I got Bunter away, so it's all
right,” he said.

1 shouldn't have fancied Temple was
such a silly ass,” remarked Baob. “1
shouldn't have thought you'd find him
there,” :

“Tt was that new fellow at the bottom

of it, I think, Dabney and Fry seem to |

have got fed up with Angel soon enough,
but Temple's an ass,” suid Wharton.
“He played up rather well, too, keeping
the cad off me while I was serapping with

{ the Fourth.

the marker and old Hawke. He left
when I did, top, and helped me to get
that fat idiot home."”

"%nd Angel stayed there!" asked Beob.

&l M'!?

“Precious sort of rotter to come to
Greyfriars!” growled Johnny Bull, “I'd
like to see a prefect catch him there. He
must be the same chap that Jimmy was
speaking about.”

“Wotto !” said SBir Jimmy. *“I knowed
it! I reckon Master Temple knows it
now, too, and he won’t call me a liar
agin.”

“Let's see him when he comes in,”
ﬂug%’mtﬂd Bob. “ I think a licking will
do him good, Harry, and he can pick
whichever of us herﬁkEﬂ.”

Wharton shook his head.

“But he rowed with you, Harry.”

“Yes; but 1 don't want to hammer
him on his first day at Greyfriars. Le#
the cad go!” said Wharton. ' After all,
he's nothing to do with us, as he’s in
I'm jolly glad he’s not in
the Remove,™ !

“The gladfulness ig terrific!"" observed
Hurree Singh. *“He would not do our
esteemed Form any eredit.””

“By the way, Vivian— began
Harry, as the party of Removites walked
on towards Greyfriars.

“TAllo?” gaid Sir James, ;

“Might be just as well not to talk
about what you know of Angel. It won’t
do him any good at Greyiriars, and—
and——" Wharton hesitated. “ No need
to say. anything about the fellow.”

Sir Jimmy nodded.

“I don't want to talk about ‘im,"” he
answered, "I 'appened to know that he
“came to old Punchielli's dive with the
captain, but lots of young toffs did that
I ain’t got anvthing agin him.”

“1 don't belicve the Head would let
him into Greyfriars if he knew,” grunt
Johnny Bull,

“Very likely; but it's not Jimmy's
bizney to dish him.”

“Oh, that's all nght, of course!™

“I ain’t saying nothin',” said the
baronet sagely, *“I never meant any
arm when 1 mentioned it to Temple,
"Tain't my business, Only that fellow
Angel was a regular corker, he was,
You should have seen him chuckin® his
money on the green cloth, @n' going to
the sideboard for champagne.” '

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob.
“Champagne !” -

“You bet!"” said Sir Jimmy, “ He was
fair squiffy when the captain took 'im
‘ome. I ’ad to get a eab at the end of
the street for 'im."”

“Phew 1"’ =,

“He kicked when we was gettin' “im
into the cab,” said Vivian, grinning aé
the reminiscence. ‘‘ He was fairly rorty
that night, he was!”

“And that's a new chap for Grey-
friars ! exelaimed Hazeldene, who had
been listeming with great interest.
“ Something a bit out of the run of new
kids, 1 should say!”

“It wouldn't ba fair to bring it oub
against him at the school,” said Harry.

“Oh, no; least said soonest mended !”
agreed Hazel.

But there was a glmmer in Hazel-
dene's eyes. 8ir Jimmy’'s story did net
shock him 8o much as the others, He was
interested in the new fellow, and appar-
ently admired him to some extent for the
extreme “‘rortiness ' he had displayed
im London. ;

Vernon-S8mith  and Tom Redwing
joined the party in the road, and went in
with them. The Bounder spoke to Whar-
ton as they crossed the Close, and to
Harry's surprise the subject was the new
Fourth-Former.

“8Been anything
i day 2" Vernon-Smith asked,

!1_

of the new kid to-

"Ghﬂp .- :-
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named Angel—coming into the Fourth,
1 understand 7"

“Yes, I've geen him!” answered
Harry. “I didn’t know you knew him.
I'd never heard the name before Temple
mentioned it to-day.”

““Oh, he's never been here !” said the
Bounder., * I had the honour of making
his acquaintance omne vae, and he came
down to my place.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Wharton.

The Bounder laughed.

“That was at the time when 1 used
to paint the town red on wvacs, in my
humble way,” he explained. * Angel was

b

@& bit of a sport, and we pulled very well

together. I don’t think we shall pull so
well here. _
Form, He wrote to me the other day
telling me he was coming. Ho knows
Temple of the Fourth, and he wanted
me to meet him the day he came at the
sfation. Bo——"

“Bot!" asked Harry. as Vernon-Smith
paunsed,

“So I went over to Hawschiff with
Redwing,” said the Bounder, laughing.
“1 wanted another engagement. I'm
afraid my meecting with Ang;el won't
be a very pleasant one, since I've given
up playing the goat. If you've seen him,
what sort of an impression did he make
on you?”’

“Rotten !

“Well, I suppose he would. He will
get a warm welcome here in some quar-
ters, though. Skinner and Snecop will
greet him like a long-lost brother: and
Kenney of the Fourth—1 fancy he'll pull
better with Kenney than with Temple, as
a matter of fact. Do vou know why he
left hia last school®”

“1 didn’t know he was at school be-
fore.”

“Oh, yes; at Lyneroft !

The Bounder seemed about to speak
fnrther on that topie, but he stopped him-
self, and went into the School House.

The Famous Five went to their quar-
ters, 1t was time for prep now. Whar-
ton and Nugent, in Study No. 1, had
nearly finished, when there wae a tap
at the deor, and Cecil Reginald Temple
came in, Temple logoked worried.

“ Sorey to Interrupt ! he gaid. “ But—
but—of course, you haven't seen any-
thing more of Angel, Wharton ?"

“No. IHasn't he come in?”

“Not yet.”

“Phew !

“The silly ass secme to he keeping it
up!? said Temple uncasily. * “Of—of
course, 1 thought he'd be in by calling-
over at latest, He's not come in, and it's
getting near bed-time."

“The awful ass!”

*“ Blested if T know what he's up to all
this time !” muttered Temple. *“0ld
[?aEper’s been talking to me; he knows
I know him. I—I told him TI'd met
Angel at the station, and parted with
him in Friardale. 1 didn't say where.”

“¥ suppoge not!" said Harry, smiling.

“The fellow must be potty to keep it
up like this,” said Temple. * There's
sure to be a row; but I suppose he will
spin some yarn, He's rather a dab at
spinnin’ a yarn, Lyin’ is the plain Eng-
lish of 1t. T don't want him to get bowled
out his first day here. I can't go and
fetch him, though.”

“He may come in any minute,” said |

Harry.

“1 wish he’d come, confound him !

Temple left the study, evidently in a
very uneasy mood. The new boy's utter
recklessness alarmed him a little.  And
perliaps Temple had some fear of being
dragged into it if there was trouble. By
that tima Temple was repenting most
sincerely of having undertaken to show
his friend ““round the town *' that after-
xoon, )

By half.past nipe, the bed-time of the

I'm glad he's in a different |
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juniors, the new fellow had not arvived.
Both My, Capper, the Fourth Form
master, and the Head, seemed disturbed
about his non-arrival, as was natural. But
for the fact that Temple had met him
in Friardale, they would have supposed
that some accident had happened on the
way to Greyfriars.

Temple was glad enough to get off to
his dormitory without being questioned
further; but he could not sleep. He
c¢ould not help thinkivg of Aubrey Angel,
and wondering what would happen when
he did turn up. 1t was past ten o'clock
when the door opened and the light was
switched on; and Temple, sitling up in
bed, saw Mr. Capper at the door with
Angel. The latter looked very fatigued.

*This 18 your dormitory, Angel,”’ said
Mr. Capper. “Your bed is next to
Temple's, As your bag has not arrived,
Temple will doubtless lend you anything
you require for the night.”

*Certamnly, sir!" said Temple.

“1 will return in ten minutes to see
the light out,” said Mr, Capper.

Angel came yawning into the Fourth
| Form dormitory. Several of the Fourth
were awake, and they locked at him very
curiously. ~

“Goin’' to lend me some pyjamas,
Temple 7" he asked.’ .

““Help yourself from my box; there it
is!” sald Temple, without getling up.
*“0ld Capper doesn’t seem ratty. ITow on
earth have yvou explained to him ?”

“Easily enough! Why should he be
ratty 7" grinned Angel. Having arrived
in Friardale without the tutor man, I
felt it my duty to take the train back
and look for him. Trains are slow and
uncertain. I didn't find the man, but
looking for him at the junction made me
arrive late here.”

Temple gasped.

“You—you've told the IIead that
string of lies?”" he ejaculated.

“1 don’t think he would have been
pleased if T told him the facts.” said
Angel coolly. “ You were an ass to leave
so soon, Temple. BSome sporting men
came 1n after you were gone, and we've
had a rippin’ game of poker. I can
settle up the quids you lent me."

“Yes; I was lucky!” '

“Great Scott !

“T've had a reslly good time !” smiled

Angel is wild! (See Chapter 8.)

==

Angel. *“And that yarn was good
enough for the Head. Seems a- rather
mnocent old bird, your headmaster. Mr.
Capper was quite sympathetic; my sense
of duty in goin’ back for the tutor man
geanis to have impressed him rather
favourably.”

“But you didn’'t go back for the tutor
man !’ exclaimed Dabney,

"It was wnecessary to say somethin’,
dear boy I” :

"1 suppose that's what you'd call a
clever yarn 7" said Fry.

“Yes, T thought it rather neat!”

"We call it something else at Grey-
friars,”

“Really 7" yawned Angel. “ Thanks
for the pvjamas, Temple. Hallo! Ilere
comes the Capper bird 1"

Angel dived into hed as Mr. Capper
came into the dormitory.

“1 have telephoned to your father,
Angel, mforming him of your safe
arrival,” said Mr, Capper. ‘It appears
that Mv. SBanders got into a Canterbury
train by mistake, and returned, as it was
too late to come on here. Your father
was very pleased that you had taken sc
much trouble to find Mr. Sanders again,’

“Thank you so much, 