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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Kept Dark !
he ILARY ! said, Jobuny  Ball
H thowvelrt fully., “['ve heard
that 1ame before, SOTHE-
where.”’

horve,”” said Bub Cherry. 2l 1

“ same . r
newspaper, I believe.

wWas Hi &

““ | say, you fellows——" o
Billy Bunter volled up, and joined }
lLarry Wharton & Co.,, who were chat- |

ting outside the Sehool House at Geey-
{riars after morning lessons,

Billy Bunter looked excited.

Bunter was the Peeping Tom of Grey-
friavs, apd slways knew everything that
Wids ﬁs}i_.ﬂg OrL 5 and on this ecasion it
was evident that he was in possession of
starthag news,

His little vound eyves were almost bulg-
ing through his spectacles, and he fairly
unsped with haste. _

“Shuvrup!”  sauxl  Harey Wharton,
without evincing the shghtest deswe to
Lhear the news with which Bunter was
cvidently bursting.  * Roll away, por-
poise! Did you say this chap Hilary
waa coming into the Remove, Frank?”

Frank Nugent nodded.
~ %Sp I hear,” he answered. *Mnr.
Ouelch mentioned to somebody that a
new boy was coming to-day, and that
his pane was Hilary, Kipps, 1 think—
vos, I was Kipps, as the new lud s
coing mto Kipps' study, where Glean
nsed to be., Kippy will be glad to have
somebody to dig with him again.”

“F say, you fellows——"

“Pm sure 1've heard the name, and |

o “*It's not

lately, too,” said Johnny Bull
4 COUNNOR NaMe=— ="

{.-.[ .."-'ii_i""—-—'“

“oh, dev up, Bunter!” urged Bob
( ‘herrv. “Why don't von sive your
loswor Jaw a res, old chap!”

“ But  say——" spluttered Bunter.

“The jawiulness of the estecmed Bun-
ter 1= terrifie,”” vemarked Hurvee Jamset
Ram Sipgh,  ©The ring-off-fulness is the
pEOper cCaper.

“But 1 sav, vou fellows, I've heard
ahont the new chap !’ velled Bunter.

“ Anything special abont the new chap,

Lhen?”

“Yes, rathes! I kuow all about 1t,”
suid Buoter tmportantly. ““He's some
soet of o yueer toad.” '

“How do you know, ass?"

“A jolly queer fish!” said Bunter.
“You eould have knocked nme down with
a feagher when the Head said it."”

“The Head said he was 2 queer fish?"”
erxclaimed Wharton.

“ Ha. ha, ha!™ roared Boh Cherry. 1
can just hear the Head saving it—T don't
think 7

“1 don't mean the Head sard he was a
gueer fish, of course! He sand——"

“Never mind what the Tlead said,”
grunted Johnny Bull. “He didn’t say
it to vouy, F'll be bound!”

“Well, he sard 1t to Quelchv.” sad}

Bunter.  “1 suppose 1 couldu’t help
hearing, could I, when I was only tbree
foet nway? TI

ey were jawing as they )
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came down the passage, and I was sit-

ting in the window, and they never
I hoticed me. And the Head said——"
“Rats!” '

“He didn’t, you ass' As if the Head
would say rats!”

“Ha, ha, hat”’

“He said——"

“What about punting the ball about
a bit before dinner?”* said Bob Cherry.

“Good egg!”

“T say, vou fellows!" roared Bunter,
pursuing the Famous Five as they moved
off towards the footer-ground. “1 tell
vou the Head said——"

“Pry up!”

“ About the new chap, you know, that
chap Hilary, who's coming this very
afterncon——"

“(Cheese 1t!"”

“He said,” gasped Bunter, evidently
 determined to get out his startling news—
“he said there was something fishy about

the new chap, and it had Letter be kept
mum.

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared the five jumors,
greatly tickled at the idea of the reverend
Head of Geeyfriars expressing himself in
such l[mgua. e.

He :zhdin% use exactly those words, |
mean,’’ spluttered Bunter.
were: ‘The unfortunate boy is not to
blame, but undoubtedly 1t would be more
judicious for nothing to be said in the
school upon the subject.” ”

The Famous Five stopped, and stared
at Bunter.

His latest version certainly sounded a
good deal more like the Head ; and indeed
it was a ponderous sentence that Billy
Bunter was not likely to have compiled
all on his own, so to speuk.

“His words |

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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“The Head said that, did he?” ex-}

claimed Bob Cherry.

“Yes, rather! He said it to Quelchy,”
apnswered Bunter. *“Now, ain’t that jolly
gqueer? There must be EDthj}ing
awfully fishy about that new Lid Hilary.
His people must have dome something.
l;ﬂrhups his father’'s committed a mux-
der.”

“Fathead!” roared Dob.

“Well, a burglary, perhaps,” said Bun-
ter. modifyving his theory. “Po you
think 1t's likely that Hilary's father s
a burglar, Wharton?"

“Oh, awqu-]? lﬂf.alf.” said Harry Whay-
ton sarcastically. * About as hkely
that he’s a German spy¥ or a messenger
from Mars.™

“ Well, he must be somethinz, or have}

done something, or why did the Head
sav that the kid wasn’t to blame?"” urged
Bunter. “Why are the Head and
Quelchy going to keep it dark?”
“PBlessed if I know—or care, either!”
“ And Quelchy said——"
“Ring off !”
“No; he said that Hilary couldn’t be

blamed because his father was a silly
asg——"

“Ha. bha, ha!”

“Not in those words, of eourse!”’

shricked Bunter, exasperated. “T'm tell.
ing you what he said, not how he said it,

e
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His words were. as near as [ remember:
‘The folly of the father should not bao
visited upon the son.” "

“My only hat!”
astonishment.

“1 didn't hear any more,” said Bunter
regretfully. “They passed on, and 1
was afraid they'd spot me if I followed
them—I—1I mean, of course, T wouldnt
have listened to a private conversation,
under any circumstances whatever. 1
hope I'm too honourable. But, 1 say,
vou felows, ain't it queer? There must
be something awfully Elmhy about Hilary.”

gaid Wharton, - n

“The queerfulness Iis tervifie,”” re-
marked Iurree Singh. “ But it 18 not
our esteemed business, my dear and

jawful Bunter.”

“But, I say, vou fellows, what do you
think it means?”’ urged Bunter ‘‘ As the
chap’s coming into the Remove T think
we ought to know about him. There's
SOING Bfladj:- secret, and the Head's keep-
ing it dark——""

“You utter ass!” exclaimed Harey
Wharton. “DPe you think the KHead
would keep a shady secret?”’

“Well, it's a seevet, anyway. Why amt
we to know about the chap?”’ demanded
Bunter. “It's fishy—awiully fishy.
Hilary's father wmust be some awful
character—a burglar, or a murderer, or
a—a—a~——""

“QOr a politician, a
grinned Bob Cherr “ Well,
wounldn't be the kid's fault.
own business, Bunter!”

“T sayv, vou fellowg——"

“Shove DBunter between the posts,”
said Wharton. “ We'll try in turn, and
see who can knock his specs off with the
footer!”

“Good egg! Come on, Bunter!”

Billy Bunter did not come on. He
went off, very hastily. At a safe dis
tance he paused to howl back * Beasis!”

P by

rofiteer !
i, that
Mind your

or

and then he rolled on to seek for morve

interested listeners to his muﬁ HeWE
The Fameua Wive chuckled as he fled, |
but Johnny Bull became serious.

““ All the same, there's something queer
“about that new ::Bapa“ he said. “1I know
I've heard the mame before, too. This

Hilary chap is a queer customer of some

sort.”
like it!” agreed W hax ton.

» Iamkﬁ
“ Still, it doesn’t matter to us. The Head

wouldn't have him here if he wasn't fit

to come here. Come on, or the bell will
be E{HHEF"

And the Famouns Five devoted them-
selves to punting the balli about, and dis-
missed the new boy from their minds:
but Billy Bunter was far from doing se.
Bunter’'s curiosity, his ruling passion, was
keenly aroused, and he told his surprigiv
tale up and down the Remove, wit
variations and exaggerations al every
repetition, By dinner-time all the Lewer
Fourth Form of Grevfriars knew abeunt
Hilary, and what a queer fish he was—
according to Bunmter. And, naturally,

there was a good deal of curiosity among

the Removites to see the now fellow
when he arrived at Greyinars,
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- THE SEGOND CHAPTER.
Trouble in the Form-room !

(1] H ALLO, hallo, hallo! That must

EL

be the new chap!
It was time for afternoon
classes, and the chums of the
Remove were heading for the School
ITouse, when Bob Cherry uttered that
ejaculation. _
A cab had stopped on the drive, and
a gentleman in rusty black descended
from it, accompanied by a slim, fair-
haired boy.
The latter was a stranger to the Re-
move fellows, and they could easily guess
that it was the new boy.

They looked at him with some interest
as they came towards the House.

Jle was a rather good-looking lad, slim
in build, and yet sturdy-looking, and his
cxpression had a curious quietness about
it which might have been the effect of
shynees.

“ That must be Hilary 1" said Nugent.

“ And is that old johnny his pater?”
said Bob. *“Looks a rather rusty old
mearchant !”

“ More like a lawyer, T should think 1"
said Harry Wharton. I rather like that
kid’s looks 1”7

“That’s the fishy chap, according to
DBunter [’ -

“* Oh, bother Bunter!”

“1 say, you fellows—"

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!
again !”’ grunted Bob Cherry, as the Owl
of the Remove joined them. .

“That's the new kid Hilary—Dick
Hilary !” said Bunter. ‘That’s his name.
Do wou think he looks fishy, you
fellows 7"

“No, ass !” :

“Well, the Head said—"

“Dry up!”’ .

Hilary and the rusty gentleman dis-
appeared into the House, and Bunter
further confided to the Famous Five that
the latter was a solicitor, who had been
charged to deliver Dick Hilary at Grey-
{riars, Bunter apparently having ob-
tained that information by his customary
methods. |

Harry Wharton & Co. dismissed the
new boy from their minds as they went
into the Form-room. A new boy more
or less - mattered very little to the
I'amous Five.

Mr. Quelch came into the Remove-
room, and lessons began; but ten
minutes later Trotter, the page, put in
his shock head at thé door. He brought
a message from the Head, requesting Mr.
Quelch to step into his study. |

“1 legve you in charge of the class,
Wharton | said Mr. Quelch. *“*Kindly
preserve order bhére while I am absent.”

Mr. Quelch guitted the Form-room.

‘“He’s gone to see the new kid, you
fellows,” said Billy Bunter, wagging his
head sagely. “Didn't I tell you there
was something queer about hinn 7"

“ Fathead ! answered Bob.- “ Quelchy
would have to see him anyway, as he's
coming to the Remove!”

“Yes; butI tell you—-"

“Looks a spoony sort cf chap!” re-
marked DBolsover major. %I saw lhim
coma in. Soft!”

“He looks decent!”
Wharton. |

“Soft!'"" repeated Bolsover major ag-
gressively. “We don’t want soft
spoonies in the Remove, This isn't a soft
Form. I'll wake hun up a bit after
lessons 1"

Harry Wharton frowned. Bolsover
major's remark meant that he was going
to.rag the new boy after lessons, a
favourite amusement with the bully of
the Remove. -

“We'll have a .little fun with him,”
said Skinner.

said Harry

Here you are

“ According to Bunter, |
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Three-halfpence.
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Bolsover is knocked down ! (See Chapter 2,

he's a queer fish, with some secret about
him !

“The Head said—"" began Bunter.

“Oh, we know what the Head said, or
what you said he said!” interrupted
Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Grey-
friars. “QGive us a rest, Bunter!"”

“ Oh, really, 8mithy—""

“There's something in 1t," said
Bkinner. “I've heard the name before
somewhere, though I can't recall where.
There was a Hilary mixed up in some-
thing or other, I'm sure !”

“ Perhaps his -pater’s’ done something
in the war,” enggested Wharton.

“No: it wasn't that. We'll ask him
after lessons,” said Skinner. “We'll

make him own up, whatever it was. If

don’t believe in keeping secrets.”

“Is it your bizney, begad 1" said Lord
Manleverer, with a glance of very strong
disfavour at Skinner.

“Bow-wow !"” was Skinner's answer.

“ Better let the chap alune!” said
Wharton _
“Rot! announced Bolsover major.

“Let him give an account of himself. In
fact, T'll jolly well see that he does! 1
don't like mysteries."” '

“You won't bully the new kid, Bol-
sover, if that’s what you mean,” said the
captain of the Remove.

“Who'll stop me, if I choose? snorted
Bolsover.

*I willl"

“Rats to you! Tl do as I like, 1
khow that. And I'll make that kid own
up what there is fishy about him!”’ said
Bolsover major. “ 8o you can put that in
your pipe and smoke it, Mister Meddle-
some Wharton !” .

FHarry Wharton's eyes gleamed, and he
half rose from his seat. Frank Nugent
pulled him down again.

“Quelchy told you to keep order here
while he was gone,”” said Frank. * Don't
play the goat, old chap! Let Bolsover
gas if he hkes!” |

Wharton nodded without speaking.
Bolsover major's mode of address was
very - hard to bear patiently, and
Wharton's temper was not of the most
patient sort,
grinned at him, feeling his advantage.

“ Understand ?” he went on.

The bully of the Remove

“*You

won't be allowed to meddle, Wharton!
You can go and cat coke!”

“Dry up, you gassing ass!” broke in
Bob Cherry. -

“T'Il jolly well haul the new kid over
the coala, and make him speak up for
himself,” continued Bolsover major. * As
for you, Wharton, I care that much for
you, and no more!”

And Bolsover snapped his fingers in
Wharton’s face.

The next moment the captain of the
Remove was on his feet, and his grasp
was upon Percy Bolsover,

The bully of the Remove returned 1%
with interest, and they whirled out beforc
the Form struggling,

It was some time since there had been
a row between the Femove bully and the
captain of the Form, and Bolsover major
was evidently ripe for trouble again.

“Chuck 1it, yeu chumps!” shouted Bob
Cherry. “Quelchy may come in any
minute now !"

“Go it, Bolsover ! chuckled Skinner.

“Go 1t!” yelled Snoop. *““Pile into
ham !’

“Stop it !’

(13 G'ﬂ i'.l !il

“You duffers, chuck it '”

Quite contradictory advice came from

| the Removites as Wharton and Bolsover

struggled and pommelled in the I'orm-
room. The combatants did not heed
either kind ; they did not even hear it !

_ Bolsover major lived in hopes of down-
ing the captain of the Remove, and he
was willing to put the contest to the proof
once more. But his luck was not good.
They separated breathlegsly, and Bol-
sover major came on ,algam with a rush,
his fists hammering, only to meet a drive
on the chest that sent him flying back-
wards. Wharton was excited, and he
hit hard.

The Form-room door opened at tus .
same moment. :

Mr. Quelch entered, followed by tha
fuir-haired boy who had arrived tha$
afternoon,

Bolsover major crashed at his feet.

“Oh!” gasped the whole Remove.

Mr. Queleb halted, transfixed, as the
bully of the Remove collapsed within &
foot of him. : -
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Wharton dropped his hands, the flush
dyfig out of hie face. _

Therve was a dead silence in the Form-
voom, -broken onbv by the gasping of the
sprawling Bolsover.

"My Quelch broke it

“Wharton ! His voice rumbled like
“thunder. “*Is this the way vou keep
order in my absence 7

W rarion was silent,

“Owl Wow, wow !” gasped Bolsover,
seartnoling up breachlessiy

“ Bolsover, go to your place}!”

“Ow! Ah! Yes, sirl”
~ Mr. Queleh fixed s eyes steruly npon

Wharton.

“Wharton, I left you m charge of the
Form, and T return to find you fighting.
You neod not speak. You wili be de-
fained two honrs after lessons. Go to
your place I

Wharton obeyed without speaking.

The new bay had  stood looking on
quiatly, with a faint surprise n his face.

“Aby bove,” said Mr. Queleh, “this is
Richard Hilary, a vew boy in this Form.
iTe will be your study-mate i Study
No, 5, Kipps. There is your place,
Hilary 1"

Hilary went to the place next to Ohliver
Kippe, wha gave him a nod and a cheery
grin.

A good many
surreptitiously on
that aftertnoon.

Heo did not share in the Form work, but
sat and hstened and observed, inding his
place, as it were.

- Kipps, who was a good-natured fellow,
spoke fo him in o whisper onee or twice,
in a friendly way. -

Tha new hoy answered littla more than
“Yes!t” or “Nol" and Kipps coneluded
that hg was sliy, as new boys generally
woere.

When the Remave were dismissed the
new junior walked out with the rest, and

lances wero  turned
ilary during lessons

Harry Wharton was left alone to his|

deterrtion, wnot in a happy mood.
Bolsover major gave him a vaunting look
a8 he went out., That look indicated
plainly enough that tho bully of the Re
tnove was on the track of the new boy,
and it was out of Wharton's power to
datexfere.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

The Funk !
OLI‘IER EIPPS was making for the

big staircase, to go up to his
stuiedly, when he remembered the
existence of the new junior,
Kipps, the amateur conjurer, was rather
busy of late with some uéw sleight-of-
hand tricks he was practising, the out-
come of which would probably be the ex-
asperation of bis vietims and some severe
thumpmgs for Kipps. With great good-
nature Kipps pestponed that attractive
ocrupation, :mg jained Hilary in the
passage.
" Lake to see tho studv?” he asked.
“Yeos, if you please !
Kipps grinne |
”Biu dear man,” he said, “speak up!
Wo don’t cat new kids! Nothing to be
afraid of here, you know #*
Hilary flushed.
“Fra not afraid?’ he exclimed,
sharply that Kipps stared at him
BRTPTISO,

1
in

“Well, keep your wool on!” said
Klt':f‘]:& ‘T didis’t say you were afraid, old
bird! Come up to the study ; yon've got
to dig with me. Look here, you’ll be
careful in my study, I hope, and not mess

. e : k. | D!
mgg‘ ghﬁrg;:‘ ub as Glem’ nsed to.
id

eama on !’
lary was about to accompany Kipps
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| the wrong place!” grinned Bob.

want?” demanded

I%{IP staircase “when- Bolsover major | _
b Bolsoven.

| arrived on the scene, with Skinner and

Snoop and Stott and several more fellows.
Bolsaver’s heavy hand dropped on

| Hilary’s shoulder, and spun him round

“This way, kid ! he said.

“Let him alone!”™  exclaimed  Kipps
angrily. “Don’t begin bullying the new
kid, Bolsover!”

“T'N bully you, if I have much of your
chin!™ answered Bolsover, with a scowl.
“T'm not hurting the kid, am I?"

“Well, let him alone!™ .

“We want him to come into the Com-
mon-room for a talk,” said Bolsover.
“You don’t mind, young "un?”

Hilary, thus appealed to, looked from
one to the other undecidedly. Bolsover
major had modified his tone as he caught
sight of a prefeet in the distance, It was
Wingate, the captain, and he glanced
acrcss at Bolsover, who let go the new
boy’s shoulder hastily.

“ Betiter come up to the stady,” said
Kipps.

“Come with me, kid!" said Bolsover.
“I'm going to introduce you to some
fellows, Quite a lot of fellows want to
meet you!” ; .

“1 know no one here,” said Hilary,

“Well, you’ll know plenty when I've
introduced vou,” said Bolsover major.
“I'm Bolsover, ta begin with, This chs
with the face s Skmnex The fellow wii
the ears 18 Snoop.”

“ Yonu silly ass—"" began Skmnner and
Bnoop simultancously.

Wingate had passed along by that time,
and Bolsover major shipped his arm
through Hilary's.

“Come on!” he said.

Hilary hadn't much choice about
coming on, as Bolsover major started far
the junior Common-room holding his
arm. Five or six Removites gathered
round, and Oliver Kipps followed them,
frowning.

There were g good many Removites in
the Common-room, and some of the
Fourth. Billy Bunter’s startling state-
ments respecting the new boy had roused
general curiosity.

“¥-say, you fellows, here he comes!”
chirruped Bunter.

All eyves were turned on Hilary as he
entered with Bolsover major, and the
new hov’s [ace lushed.

The stare of so many eyes disconcerted
him, as was not surprising.

“Shut the door!” said Rolaver.
“Here, you can keep out, Cherry ! You're
not wanted here! 8Bhut the door,
Skinner 1™

Skinner was shutting the door, but a
powerful shove from Bob Cherry opened
it agamn on Skinner’s nose with a sharp
crack. Harold Skinner gave a howl, and
relinquished the door,

“ Hallo, hallo, halla! Did that biff yau,
Skinner?” asked Bob affably,

“Yow-ow!”

“ You're always shoving your nose into

. “Prot
in, you chaps!”

“It's hght enough for some footer,”
said Johnny Bull '

“*Oh, that can wait !” -

Johnny Bull, Nugent,” and Hurree
Jamset Ram Sin followed Bob in.
Vernmon-Braith and Tom Redwing fol-
lawed them, and then eame Squiff and
Tom Brown and Peter Todd—all 6f them
grected with a scowl by Belsover major.
It was evident that the neéw junior was
not to be left guite at the merey of the
bully of the Remove. Hilary, of course,
was nothing to them, and they did not

“even know him ; but, as Bob expressed it,
| fair play was a jewel.

what da you fellows
Bolsover major,
, o.d top}”

and go, thon? growled

“Look here

- “"Nothmn
“Take 1

¥

| take the lead fn

“Wrap it up for us!”® answered Boh
Cherry humorously. |

“If you think you're going to inter-
fere—-7"
"My dear man, I don’t think! I knaew
Pm going to interfere if you start rag-
ging that kid{” answered Bob, *“You've
got Wharton detained, but the whole
family’s here. So go ahead, and as soon

as you lay your paws on Hilary I'll lay

mine on you, hard!”

“The hardiulness will be terrific!”, ve-
marked the Nabob of Bhanipur, with a
nad of his dusky -head. -

Bolsover grunted angrily.

Hilary glanced fromi one to another,
plainly. not able to make out the state
of affairs very clearly. Ho was new to
Greyfrnars, and had yet to learn the
manners and customs of the Ramove.

“1 eay, you fellows, don’t rag!™ urged
Billy Bunter, “ Let’s make the new kid
speak up!”

“Dao you think 'm going to ecat him,

you anterfering chumps?”  growled
Bolsover major.  *“f haven’t lut him,
have 17"

“And you're not going to!” said

dohinny Bull, “No harm in asking him
questions if yon want to.”

“T'll question him!"”
“You fellows shut upl
Hilary—— Yaroooh!”

Bunter broke off with & howl as
Bolsover’s knuckles ground into the back
of Ins neck. Tha Owl of the Remove
was tossed aside like a bundle of hay, and
he sat on the floor and spluttered.  Ap-
parently Bunter was not to be allowed to
the proceedings.

Bolsover major planted himself in front
of the new junior, who buacked away a
pace or two, startled.

“Oh, don’t run away!” said Bolsover
derisively, *“ What are vou afraid of ¥7

“T'm not afraid!™ exclaimed Hilary,
with the same sharpness as when he had
answered Kipps, .

‘Well, if you're not afraid, stand up
and answer! I suppose you know you've
got to give an account of yourself before
we allow you to come mto the Remove?”’

“Is that s0%” asked Hilary.

“Yes, of course!”

said  Bunter.
Now, young

- o Nﬂ’ I]f ﬂﬂurﬁ mt !‘“ ﬂhiﬂnﬂl iﬂ H{[“iifr

“ Bolsover’s only going to ask questions
out of sheer mgusitiveness, kud !’
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Shut up, young Field?® shouted
_Boiso;rﬁr. “*Naw, then, kid, what’s your
names’”’

* Richard Hilary.”

“Kver been te school before?”

i Nﬂ. 3

“Dao you know how to read and
wrrte_ ?_l'l "

Bolsover's followers chortled, recognis-
ing this as an attempt at bumour. Hilary

| Hilary quietly.
 Bolsover major darkly.

' Form—rough and tough. We slaughter

L have frichtened a ]
*Snﬁnnd Form, but the new Removita

looked surprised,
“Yes, of course,” he said, - T had a
tutor at home.” ; g7

“Oh, that's why you're seft!'* snorted
Bolsover, “You've {NIED coddled at home
—whati”

“T don’t think V'va been coddled,” said

“Anyway, I don’t sen

-that it matters!™

“It matters a lot in the Removo,”™ said
“We're a tongh

| spoonies.  It's not an uncommaeon thing
 for & new kid to be found dead in the
| dormitory m the meming.”

Hilary loughed, Thet statemend might

new-comer i the

knew how fo take it
i Bmft

| Bolsover.

- " Of ecourse not'!”

. “ Where do you eama from?” asked

you belicve me?” reared

Bolsover, changmg the subject,
“3—1 lived Eimﬂﬁsex.. "
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“Well, where 2"

“ Knutwood,” said Hilary, after a
brief hesitationn, which, brief as it was,
did not escape the notice of the juniors.
So far as the Removites could see, there
was no reason why the new boy should
not state frankly where he came from;
it was customary for a new fellow to
give some account of himself if anyone
took the trouble to ask.

Yet it was quite .clear that Hilary
would rather not have stated where he
came from; and that confirmed the 1m-
prossion, started by Bunter, that there
was something fishy about the new-
comer.

* Knutwood,” repeated  Bolsover
major, *‘Never heard of the place. Are
your people respectable?”

i Eh?!‘?

“Deaf?"” snorted Bolsover. “I asked
vou whether vour people were respect-
able ?"

“1—1 hope s0.”

““Oh, you hope so! You don't know "

“f—of course they are respectable!
What do vou mean?"”

“ All serene, kid!" said Bob Cherry.
“The silly ass doesn't mean anything.
This i1s only the Bolsover brand of
humour.”

“You dry up, Cherry f Got any rela-
tions in the warf"” continued Bolsover.

'he new junior flushed erimson.

“Yea,” he said, 1in a low voice,

‘““ At the Front?”

.“;YE:E-L’

“Well, that's better!” sand Bolsover
major, a little mollified. “ How many 7"

‘w0,

“ Better and better! Blessed if I know
what they’d think of such a mollycoddle
as you logk, though! Who are they,
and where?”

“My uncle is a captain_in the Loam-
shire Regiment,”” said Hilary. "My
cousin 18 & private in the Leicosters—I
mean, he was.”

“Gh. he wasi” said DBolsover. *lle
isn't tn the Lcicesters now 7"

ik NG.I’

“Turned out for being e mollycoddle ?"”
sneered Bolsover.

“He is discharged. He lost both legs
in the fighting on the Somme,” said
Hilary, with a quiver in his voice,

“Oh!' said Bolsover, taken aback,
and looking, for once, ashamed of him-
self. “I—I'm sorvy! I—I beg his
pardon "

“1 should jolly well thick you do!”
arowled Bob Cherry savagely. ‘" Mind
Low you wag your jaw, Bolsover, or
vou'll get a punch on it!”

“1 say, vou fellows——""

“Shut up, Bunter!” snorted Bolsover.
“8o far as I can see, the new kid is all
right. There jolly well weren’t any of
vour cousins in the fighting on the
Somiae, 1 know that; and i there had
been they'd have used their legs to run
away with. What do you mean by spin-
ning varns about this chap?”

“% , I say!” ejaculated Bunter, back-
ing way in dismay.

Bolsover's wrath had turned upon him,

“1 say, what do you mean by it?"”
roared Bolsover.

“I—T1 didn’t spin any yarns!” gasped
Bunter. “I—T ouly said what the Head
said 1" ,

“You made it up in your own head,
vou mean?"
“Te-T didn’t! The Head said—""

“ Don’t spin that yarn over again! You
said there was something fishy about
-Hilary, and he was keeping & shady
sceret,” sald Bolsover. *1I don’t believe
a word of 1t!" .

Hilary’s face crimsoned. ,

Bolsover major caught Buntér by the
-collar and dragged him up to the new
boy, Bunter wriggling and strugeling
wildly.

N |
) DOES YOUR SOLDIER PAL
j
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“ Here he 131" said Bolsover., " Here's
the fat rotter who said you had a shady
secret, and were fishy and all that! Give
him a hiding !’

“Leggo!"” roared Bunter.

going to fight the new chap!

“I'm not
I—1 lLike

him !

“Ha, ha, ha'" _
“@Go it, Bunter!” chortled Squiff.

“I ain't guini to do it!” howl
Bunter. *I-—T like him![ I respect him
no end. I—I never said ho was fishy !

It—it was Wharton!"”
“What " yeiled Bob Cherry,
“I--I mean, it was Kipps!"”
“Me?"” howled Kipps. _
“Oh, 1 didu’t see you there, Kippy!
I—-I mean, it was Redwing!” gasped
Bunter. * That fellow Redwing——"
“Here's ‘that fellow Redwmg,”
saild the owner of the name, stepping

forward. “Now, what did 1 say,
Bunter ?"'
“0Oh dear! I didn't sce you—""

““Ha, ha, ha!” ; S
“I—I meanter say, it—it’s tea-time!"”
gasped Bunter. *'I—I've got to cook the

kippers. Make him leggo, Toddy !”
“Make him leggo vourself, my
pippin !” answered Peter Todd. My

advice to the new kid is to give you a
hiding. You wag your lower jaw too
much, Bunter!”

*“I—1 say, Bolsover, old chap——

mmm.

WRITE TO YOU?

r ia “some” price these
days, but none of us would grudge
Tommy all the paper he mneeds on
which to write those cheery letters
of his if paper were trel:dle the price
it is to-day. BStill, it's no use simply
“ gassing ¥ about {tr; it's up to edch
one to do his bit to émsr the piper.

It costs the YM.C.A., who supply
Tommy with free stationery, no less
than £60,000 A ¥year. Sixpence will
supply your own or scmebody else’s
pul’ with enough notepaper to write

Notepa

one letter each week for a year,
Going to let him have it?
you are!

80 send elxpence along to-day to
Y.M.C.A, (Statiouery Fund), Totten-
hom Court Road, London, W.C., men-
tioning that it comes from a reader
of this paper,

NN ANNANANAANE

Of course

“Don’t ‘old chap’ me!” growled
Bolsover, shaking the unhappy Owl
“You're going to fight Hilary. 'I'ake off
your jacket, Hilary!”

The Removites crowded round, grin-
ning. Billy Bunter, as a fighting-man,
was likely to be very entertaining.
Hilary had flushed red, but lhis hand-
some face grew curiously pale now. He
made no move to take off his jacket.

“Do you hear me?" asked Dolsover.

id Y'EE--’.

“Well, then—""

“T'm not going to fight.”

“Whatt”

“] shall do nothing of the sort,” said
Hilary quietly.

Bolsover major's aggressive manner
returned at once. '

“You won't fight DBunter?!” he
shouted. |

“No; I won't!"”

“Then you'll fight me!”

“J shall not do that, either!”

Bob Cherry made a move forward.

“This has gone far enough,” he re-
marked. “ Eneough's as good as a feast,
Bolsover, The new kid's not going to
fight anybody if he doesn’t want to!”

““He doesn’t want to, that's a cert!”
said Skinner, with a sneer. “The chap's
a funk! He's afraid of Bunter!”

Billy Bunter pricked up his fat ears.
The new boy had stepped back, with a
quick, nervous movement, It scemed

Three-halfpence. B

absurd to supposa that anybody could
be afraid of the fat, unwieldv Owl of the
Remove; and Hilary was half a head
taller than Bunter, and evidently much
stronger and more fit. A fight between
the two would have been an absurdity,
Yot the new junior was so plainly
averse froin an encounter that even the
short-sighted Owl of the Remove tould
see it, and a3 he saw it his courage re-
vived. Billy Bunter wasg a great fighting-
man if the other party wae afraid.
“You can take your choice, Hilary,”
growled Bolsover major—* Bunter or
me! I advise vou to choose Bunter |
* Neither,” said Hilary. _
“You're a funk!” hooted Bolsover.
“T hope not.”
“He hopes not!'" sneered Skinner,
“But he jolly well 1s, all the game "
“ Leggo, Bolsover!” howled Bunter.
The Owl of the Remove was warlike
now, as he could not help being aware
of Hilary’s unwiilingness to fight. * Les

me get at hun !”
“Wha-a-at?"” : :
“T'm going fto fight him!" said
Bunter. “1 said he was fishy, and I say

it azain!”’

“Oh, my hat!”

“T suid he was shady, and I say i$
again——-"

““Ha, ha, hal”

“Go 1t!” grinned Dolsover, “I'll
hold your specs!”” He pushed Dunter for-
ward., *“Go it, porpoise!”

RBilly Bunter advaneed a step, ner-
vously and watehfully, 1f the new boy
had clenched his hand Bunter would

have retreated again promptly. DBut

Hilary did nothing of the kind; he

backed away, with a troubled look.
That was enough for Bunter. He

swaggered up to the new junior pow
with his fat hands up.

“Come onl” he roared belligerently.

“Keep off, you fat fool ! said Hilary,
still retreating. _

The juntors stared blankly at Hilary,
One punch was enough to knock Dunter
out, and it nced not have been a hard
punch. But the new junior was retreat-
g helplessly before the Owl. _

* Are you potty, Hilary?"” exclaimed
Bob Cherry in wonder. ‘‘Tap him on the
noge and he'll run!” ;

“The runfulness will be terrifiec, my
esteemed Hilary.”

“Come on!” roared Buuter. “I'm
going to give you the coward’'s blow, you
blessed funk ! Yah!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Will you come onf?"

“No; 1 will not!”

“That's for your nose, then!”

Bunter rushed forward and hit out.

' The new boy backed too late, and the fat

fist crashed on his nose, and he staggered
back.

For a moment he straightened up, and
the look on his face made Bunter start,
But the fierce look passed in a second,
With all eyes upon him in a stare of
wonder, Hilary turned quickly and
walked out of the Common-room,

There was & general gasp.

“Well, of all the funks!” said Bolsover
major, in utter disgust, -

Bunter chirruped with glee,

“T'm going to smash him!"’ he roared
and he rushed after the new boy; bu
Bob Cherry caught him by the collar and
swung him back.

“Enough of that!” said Bob curtlys

““Look here—-"

“Oh, sit down!"” .

Bunter sat down hard, and yelped.
He was not to be allowed to rejoice in an
easy victory over a self-confessed funk.

‘The scene had left an unpleasant taste

in_the mouths of the juniors.
Bob Cherry and his chums left the
Common-room, silent and uncomfortabla,
TuE MacNET LisrARY.—No, 559,
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They passed Hilary in the corridor, He
looked at them, but they did not look at
him, Th«v pas »d himn without a sign.

— i i—

THE FO JRTH CH..PTER.
A Vury Queer Fish !
ARRY Whai"ON came mto

Study No. 1 o the Remove
ssage in far from a good
E: [ FELEZTE ™

His detention was ov»r at last.

Having wrestled with Latin conjuga-
glons for a couple of hours—with more
or less benefit to his knowledge of the
sub ject—the captam ot the Remove left
the Form-room with great rehef, and took
s turn in the quadrangle in the dusk to
olear off the cobwehs, so to speak, and
then came up to his studv to a late tea,

He found his chnm, Frank Nugent,
there, and the table set, with the rations
on it, and several little articles over and
above,

“Qh, bhero yon arei’ said Frank
checrily; and he jammed several sticks
wnder the ketile, and brought it to tho
boil. “Tea’s ready.”

“ Paven’t you had your tea, Franky®”

“No. I wasn't in a burry.”

Wharton smniled, and sat down to tea,
Nugent had waited for him, and had
added one or two unusua! little delicacies
to the festive board as a sort of com-
pensation for the detention.

“By the way, did Bolsover go for that
new chap?” eaid Whartun, when he had

started. .
Nugent’s chgery cxpression changed.
“Not much,” be answered, "1

woulidn’t bother about the new chap,
Wharton.”

“ Well, he's nothing to do with me, of

urse. 1 don't know him from Adawm;

pt I don’t think we ought o leb
Bolsaver rag a new kid at his own sweeb
will, Frank.,”

“71 know. But 1 don’t think “Bolsover
will touch him.”

“That's ali right, then. TI'm not look-
ing for tronhle, of course, 1 thought
Bolsover would go for him, especially as
1 was detained.”

“There was a bit of a scene in tho
Comman-room,” - =aid Frank., "As it

happens, the new kid was punched; but |
it was Bunter who did it.”

e H?llﬂtﬁ}'?”

”?ﬂﬂ."

“Bunter on the war-path}” ejaculated
Harry in astonishment. ** What oo earth
has that fat boonder got against a new
fellow he's never seen before? He dido’s
quarrel with him because he’s been spin-
ning varns about him, | suppose?”

* He went for him because he’s a funk,
and wouldn"t stand up for himself.”

“Well, that's Bunter all over. DBut

v don’t mean to-say that Hilary let

mnter punch him?"” said Wharton in-
erodulonsly.

i HE‘ l[']l £} .

“_‘;;chﬂﬁt mopping up the fat duffer?”

i Es..“

“Porhaps he thought Bunter would
turﬁl if he hit him,” smd Wharton,

ughing. “1 suppose he was going easy
with Bunter becanse he’s a fat ot}
© 1 don't think =0," said Nugent drily.

Wharton stared at his chum.

“You don’t mean to say that the kid
showad the white feather to such an
extent as to be alfraid of Bunter?’ he
sxclaimed.

“That's about the size of it,”

“Well, my only hat!”

Wharton set down his tea-eup,
blinked at his chum across the table,
'Iﬁa%t:undeid.

'Qpin us the

Tag Mag~ET

and
He

arn,” he said.
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Nugent related what had occurred in
the Common-room,

“It made me feel sick,” he concluded,

“1 could understand a fellow wanting to
| keep clear of a big brute like Bolsover;
but to show the white feather to Bunter
} —it beats me!”
* He must be potty !’ saad Wharton, m
1 suppuse a chap might be a
coward, poor wretch; but that isn't
cowardice ; it's wdiocy |
out two or three Bunters at once, from
his looks,”

“1f he had the pluck, he could.”

“* Well, he must be hﬁdly in want of

luck if he’s afraid of Bunter. Blessed
if | don’t think he must have been pull-
ing vour leg, somehow ! One thing’s cer-
tamn, if he’s such a wretched coward as
that he will have a dog’s life in theo
Remave.”

“1 don’t think many chaps will speak
to him,” said Frank. *“1 know ]
sha'n’t |”

Wharton whistled.

Nugent was the kindest-bearted fellow
in the Remove. and if diszust moved him

' to that extent it was easy $o guess whab

the other fellowa would feel like.

“1 can’t understand 1t,” said Harry.
“0Of course, a funk isn't a pleasant
eritter: but—but the kid may have been
nervons and shy. His first day here, you
know, It was a rotten shame to bai$
him like that, when he was strange to the
place. 1 dare say he’ll pull round.™

Nugent did not answer,

The picture of Dick Hilary was before
hiz mind, walking quietly out of the
room, with the mark of Bunter's fat fist
on his face, and it sickened hun.

“Dash it all, Franky,” exclaimed
Wharton, in surprise, * don’t be hard on
a new kid, von know! You're usually
too easy-going.”

“ Well, he makes me sick I said Frank
randidly,
down on him.
withount me.
him to death when they know he won't
hit back.”

Wharton kwutted his brows.

“T think I'll speak to the chap,” Lo

said.  *“There’s something T?ol]y queer
about this. He may be ill, or some-
thing.”

“He doesn’t look ill.”

* No, he doesn’t, for a fact,
isn’t natural,” said Harry.
him a look-in after tea.”

Nugent nodded, and the subject
dropped. After tea, when Wharton
rose, he glanced inquiringly at his chum ;
but Frank shook his head.

“Trot alonr,” he said. **1 don’t wani
to speak to him, 1 don’t think you’ll
want to mere than ence.”

Wharton qnitted the study, and went
along the passage to No. 5, where he ex-
Emmd to find the new Loy with Kipps.

e was puzzied, perplexaed, and rather
curious, Hilarv of the Remove was a
new cxperience for him.

Even Billy Buuter himself was not such
a hopeless funk as the mnew boy had
shown himself. Wharton had an 1dea
that the strangeness of his new surround-
ings, after perhaps a tiring journey,
accounted for Hilary's conduct, and ex-
cused it; but it was plain that Nugent
did not agree with him, Frank,
generally the most tolerant of fellows,
had a pronounced down on the new
junior.

Wharton tapped at No. 5, and Kipps'
voice bade him enter. Oliver Kipps was
alone there, engared in the peculiar task
of keeping six balls in the air at once.

But this
“Tl give

dropped them on the table, as Wharton
came 1. :

He could knock

 the rotter was afraid. Hilary

| larry pleasantly.

“8till, 1 don't want to be
He'll get trouble enough |
Skinner & Co. will torment

| sand

[He caught them, one after another, and

“Your study-mate’s not here¥” gsaid
/Harry, glancing round.

Kipps grunted.

“ Pretty thick, shoving a fellow hika
that in my study i" hé arswered., 1 sup-
pose it's uo good speiking to Quelchy
about it; but 1 don’t hke if.'-'

“You're down on him, too?”

“1 fancy everybody’s down on him,”
said Kipps tartly. *H 1'd known the
kind of worm he was ['d never have
spoken to him. Why, even Bunter and

| Fishy are a credit to the Form in €om-

parison! Poor brute! He'll have a holy
time in the Remove!™

“It was rotten to pick on him his first
day here,” said Harry. "1 dare say he
was tired and nervous in a new place.”

Kipps snorted.

“He could have knocked Bunter out
with one hand!” he answered. ** Why,
Bunter was nearly howling at the idea of
heing made to fight him till he saw that
must have
seen it. But even then he hadn’t pluck
enough to punch the fat beast's nose!

| Paht”

Kipps was manifesily of Nugent's
OpINION.

“Well, givemthe chap a chance,” said
Wharton judicialty, *Hallo! Ilere he
comes!”

There was a sto
Richard Hilary lnot
door.

He eame rather hesitatingly into tho
study. ! :

Kipps gave him a grim glance, but did

in the passage, and
ed in at the half-open

not speak. He had no word of welcome
for his study-mate.
Wharton, however, bestowed a nod

upon the new junior. There was a lurk-
ing look of distress on the boy’'s handsome
face that somchow touched Sémn. 4052

“T've been looking for you, kid" said
“T'm Wharton—cap-
tain of your Form, you know.”

“Yes,” said the new boy, in a low
youera,

“f hear you’ve been in trouble with
gome of the fellows 7V

“Yeu,”

*1 waa detained in the Form-room,”
Harry. “Look here, Hilary, if
Belsover bothers you, and you don't feel
equal to tackling a fellow of h:s sime—you
could’t very well—there are others who
will see you through. We don®t allow
bullying in the Remove.™

“Thank youl” said Hilary,

“1 hear you'vd had trouble wiih
Bunter 7™

i Yf’-’ﬂ.“

Hilary’s face crimsoned as he answered,

in a sinking voice.

“* Now,” said Hairy, seafing hci:ﬁ:l;ﬂ;fﬁ on
a corner of the table, “ag an old hand,
I'l} give you a werd of advice, kick"

“You're very kind.”

“I've heard what happened in the
Common-room. The best thing Jou can
do is to come along to No. 7 and eall on
Bunter. Shake hun

“ Shake him ?" repeated [Hilary.

Wharton nodded.

“Yee; von can't fight a fat duffer like
that; he can’t stand up to anyone. Bub
you can’'t allow him to punch your nose;
that’s too muech forbeavance, and it’as -
liable to be misunderstood.”

‘“* Forbearance 1" Kipps snorted,
“Pah!” -
“Shut u% Kippy, old man?’ sad
Harry. * Yoo understand me, Hilary?

if you let a chap punch your nose you'll
be ot down bs Ehmk.” }T
“T'mr not a funk,” eaid Hilary quietly,
A gnort came from Kip
“Well, I'll show yon to %unt.{? 'a study,
and you can shake him,” said Ilarry.
“Thet will be enouzh for Bunter.™
“T°d rather nat shake hom.”
“1t won't hurt him, and 1t will set yoa
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right,” said Wharton, “You ace, you've | onght to make an cffort to help it, ab-

given the felliws the irupression—to be
quite plain—that you've shown the
white feather.”

L I__‘__[ knﬁwp'ﬂ'

“That's a bad beginning,” explained

Harry. “As you'vre a new kid, you
probably don’t know the vopes, I'm try-
g to help yvou.”

“1 am grateful,” sa’d Hilary, “But {

do not want to touch Bunter.”

Another snort from Kipps.

Wharton loocked at Hilary's harassed
face, his own growing a little harder. 1t
was not Wharton's custom to bother so
much about another fellow’s affairs, but
# kind impulse had moved him. Such a
bad break as Hilary had made might tell
azainst him: for a long time 1if it was not
set right at onfce. The tmputation of
funking, unless disproved at once, was
likely to etick, and ‘to be remembered.
But it came into Wharton’s mind now
that the mmputation wis just, and he
could not help a feeling of repugnance.

* Look here, Hilary," said the captain
of the Remove quietly,

“1 fecl that I

ought to point this out to you for vour

own aake. You've made a bad start.”

“I know.”

“You ought to sct gourself right,
Ilon’t you understand—if you let Bunter
punch your nose once, he’ll punch it
again ¢

*“1 hope not.™ :

“You hope not!” ejaculated Wharton,
“Do you mean to say you would let
him ?"

““1 shall not fight him.” '

“Well, he's too fat and blind for you
to fight him, but I suppose you'll etop
him punching yvour nose.’

Milary was silent,

Harold Skinner passed the half-open
door with a grin on his face. Somnething
white flew from his hand and circled into
the study, and Skinner passed on with
& gru,

A white feather dropped on the foor
at Hilarv's feet.

Kipps gave & gront, and Wharton
frowned. Hilary’s face crimnsoned, and
then paled.

“Do you know what that means,
JIlilary ¥ asked Wharton very quietly,

“Yes!” muttered Hilarvy.

“That fellow was Skmner. You can
fight him, I suppose, if not Bunter 7"

Hilary shook his head.

“If you let a fellow give you the white
feather, Hilary, withont ecalling him to
account, yeur life won't be worth living
here ! said Wharten abruptly.

“J1—1 know!"

“Well, then, ecall on S8kinner, and make
Lira answer f{or it

claimed Wharton rily. “1 don’t
undgaband vou, Hilary ! Are youill#”
(13 ﬂ. 1

“Weak heart, or anything like that?”

FE Nﬂ-“

“It isn’t that a doctor told you not to
serap 7

(49 Nﬂ".

“Cold feet " explained Kipps.

Hilary did not answer that.

o Waﬂ," eaid Wharton, slipping off the
table, “I thought U'd give you the tip,
Hilary, as you're new here. 1t doesn't
seem to have been much use, You
know what you ocught te do, and if you
don'"t do it you'll have reason to be
sorry.”

“1 think I know what T ought to do,”
said Hilary steadly., “ And P'm going to
try to do it."”

“What you ought to do is to puuch '
pitching a  white
Kipps |

Skinner's nose for
feather inte this study!™

eav,aigely. _

“1 dan’t think so,” said Hilary.
“Well, I'm blessed " said .Wharton

quite perplexed.

suppose you can'é help it, but—but you

said

Dash it all!” ex-'

“If you're a funk, f

i alone,
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least 1™

“1 am vot a funk.”

“You're aciing jolly like one!”

“1 suppoee 1t looks like that.”

“it does!” said Wharton drily.
“Awfully hike it! Well, U've finished 1
And the caprain of the Remove quitted
the study, and returned to No. 1, puzzled
and repelled. *

Frank Nugent gave
curious look as he came in.

“Well 7" he said.

“Well "—Wharton shrugged  his
shoulders—“T'm afraid the poor beast is
an awful funk, Franky! He will have a
bad time here !

“He shouldn't bave come to Grey-
friars,” said Nugent. *“The sooner he
vealises tha' and gets out the better for
him and for everybody."

“He doesn't loock like a coward,
either,” said Wharton, ruminating. * He
may be a bit potty—perhaps brought up

him n rather

'among cranky pedple with queer ideas,

Good Lattle Georgie in the' story-book
used to let fellows punch him, vou know,
and only smiled sweelly and gave them
his nice rich apples.”

* Brr-r-r 1"

M Well, some idiat may have taught the
kid on those !lmes—vou never know,"
said Harry, langhing. * He doesn’t look
such a worm as he makes himself out to
be. If he's been taught to be a silly
prig, he'll eoon get it knocked out of him
in the Remgove, that's certain. Now for
prep.”

Wharton and Nugent sat down to prep,
and forgot the new junior. I[b No b
Ol:ver Kipps worked in stony eilence,
without a word or a took at his study-
mate. The new boy's first evening at
Greyfriars was notv a happy one.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Bully !

ICHARD HILARY veceived a good
many glances m the Remove
dormitory that night,

He hardly scemed to observe it
His face remained quiet and eet, and he
did not meet anyone's eyes.
His case was a pu zle to the Remove.
How a fellow could be such a funk was
I:ErpIPmng to the juniers. According to
1its account of himself he had two rela-
tions who had plenty of courage. Their
example ought to have had some effect
upon him. Yet, though in his conduct
he carried cowardice to the point of
absurdity, he d d not look like a coward,
Ilis head was held erect, and there was
pride in his look, as well as a curious,
haunting distress, e sesmed, to an

observant eye. like a fellow who was un- |

willingly acting up to some peculiar idea
of duty, and that was the impression he
gave Harry Wharton. But most of the
juniors were quite unaccustomed
making Bne distinctions; and Hilary

was afraid of his own shadow, and was
utterly despised accordmpgly. -

Bolsover major contemptuously let him
He was not even worth rageging,
in Percy Bolsover’s opinion.  And most

of the Remove had no desire whatever to |

take any advantage of hjﬂ want of apirit ;
they simply despised him and left him
alone.

But all were not like that. Skinner and

Snoop, who were not exactly courngeous |

to |
WS |
sot down us a hopeless funk, a fellow who |

[

: h#-'lplPHE-'
-

Three-halfpence. (s

ing himself ag a fghting-man; and this
opportunity was too gotd to be lost,

As Hilary could apparently be relied
upon not to hit back, a new development
of Bunter's charming character was
brought to light He assuwed a bullying
manner. In his dealings wuth the unfor-
tunate new boy, Bunter modelled lomself
apon Bolsover major at his worst.

[ie bestowed severa!l trucudeny Llinks
upon Hilary v che dormntory; but they
were without «ffect, as Hilary did nod
even glance ar him.

“Hallo, funk 1" calied out Bunter pre-
sently.

Hilary did not spaak or look at Lim.

“Shut up, fanyi”™ growled DBob
Cherry. '

Bunter did not heed
to distinguish bhimsc U,

“Fuuk ' he shouted.

No sign from Hilary,

“Do you hear me, [;Iila.r‘}'?" demanded
Bunter, with a manner quite worthy of
the great Bolsover, *Comce and take my
boots off 1™

Hilary started,

There was a chuckle from some of the
Remove. Bunter as a Lully was exceed-
ingly entertaining.

“Do you hear we, you funky cad?”
roared Bunter.

No reply.

“Do you want me to come over to
yout"

“Ha, ha, hat”

The juniors -were roaring now. Dut
Willhlam George Bunter was in deadly
carnest. [t was & new experience to him
to be able to bully eomebody, and he was
cnjoying b, i

As Hilury took no heed of him, he

tle was poing

“Como Lere !™

rolled over to the new boy, who was
gitting on his bed taking his boots off.

“Get up !’ commanded Buuter.

All eyes in the Remove dormitory
wore apon the two now, the fellows won-
dering what Hilary would do. If he
chose to let himself be bullied by Bunter,
certaindy oo one was likely to interfere.

“Hilary, get up. you worm IV

* Please leave me alone, Bunter,” said
Hilary at last, looking up.

Bunter snuor

“T've told you to take Loots off I
he answered. ** Are you deaf? Do aa
you're told, or I'll jolly well thrash

you !"’

Silence.

“Will sou do as you're toldt”
thmﬂ:h'red Bunter,

“Not*™

“Do you want me to kick you round
the dorm 77

No reply.

Billy Bunter rolled at the scated
junior  and grasped him by the collar,
vanking him off the bed. But a surprise
huppensd to Bunter the next moment,
He found bunself seized by the collar in
his turn, with a grip chat was like iron,

He lit go the new boy in a great hurey,

“Yarooh !” he roarcd, in surprise and
wrath.

Hilary held him at arm’s length,
Bunter blinked at him w
and wriggled i his grip

There was a buzz among the juniors.

i

“Shuke bim, Hilery " eaid Peter
Todd -
“Leggo!” howled Bunter. %1 say,

yvou fellows, make him loeggel!l = Yow-

t 1"
[ O ]

Hilary did not shake him, but he held

themselves, were delighted to have a vio. | him in an iron grip There was plenty

tim to persecute in perfect safoty.
Billy Bunter was swelling with
pride of a conquering hero.

The new junior

all the 1

And | of strewgth in the new bog's arm if he

liad chosen to use it.

almost  without an  cffart,

!?uwtip,
had fled before | Hilury marched Bunter back to hia own

Bunter; and Bunter. as soon as he got | bed and pitched him upon it

used to the idea, was very pleased,; and
very important. Naturally, Bunter did
not often have an opportunity of spread-

|

Bunter sprawled on the bed, gasping.
He was not hury, bt he was nesrly
Tar Macgxer Lisrary.—No. Bb8.
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winded, and he lay and gasped and
gasped, as if for a wager. |

Hilary went back to his bed, sat down,
and resumed tul«-in]g off his boots. Billy
Bunter sat up at last, set his spoctacles
straight on his fat nose, and blinked at
him.

“Ow!” he gasped.

“Ha, ha, ha " :

“1i jull,y well thrash you, Hilary !”
epluttered Bunter. “I—-1—I'll make
shavings of vou! Qw!?

But Billy Bunter did not approach the
new junior again, in spite of his threat.
Funk or not, he had a grip that Bunter
did not like, and the Owl of the Remove
did not-want any more of it.

“Aren’t you going to make him tale
your beots ng, Bunter 1" grinned Ogilyy,

“Oh, rats!” grunted Bunter., *“The
beastly funk ain’t worth taking notice of.
I'm going to treat him with contempt.”

“Hea, ha, ha!” -

|!1
4

“You rotter

Billy Bunter snorted, and turned in.

Ilis career as a bully had come to 2
sudden stop, and he was annoyed.

Hilary turned in without further inter-
ference. Skinner and Snoop had been
laying “samo ‘little plans for his benefit;
but after the easy way in which they had
seen him handle Bunter they decided not
to put thesé plans into execution just at
present,

So there was no ragging in the Re-
move that night, and %iiﬂl“j’ passed his
first night at Greyfriars peacefully
enough. But it was long before the new
unior slept. After the rest of the Form

1 fallen into slumber the new boy rc-
mained awake, his eyee staring into the
darkness, and his Jashes wet with tears.
The prospect before him at Grevfriars

was .a drcary one, and his heart was
heavy.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.,
Hijlary’s Secret !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. saw
ittle of the new junior during
the next few days.

They did not concern themn-
selves about him, naturally, and Hilary
was too unobtrusive to draw much atten-
tion to himself,

They could not feel any lLiking or re-
speet for him; but they did not wani to
hurt him, and they ritnply went their
own way regardless of him.

But less good-matured fellows gave
Hilary & good deal of attention, and in
those first days his life was certainly not
& happy one, =

Skimner and Snoop tormented him at
their own sweet will, and even Bunter
occasionally forgot his handling in the
dormitory, and assumed a bullying air
towards him.

Contemptuous looks and words were
his daily portion in the Remove,

Even tho fags, finding out that there
wag a fellow in the Remove who hadn't
the courage of a mouse, looksd for him
¥ o quid and the passages, and jecred
ﬁ_!‘m, knocked his cap -off, and worried

im.

Sammy Bunter of the Scecond Form
even pulled his nose in the quadrangle,
and bragged of it with great pride in his
Form-room. It was a feat for a fag to
pull the nose of a Removite, for even
Billy- Bunter’s nose could not be pulled
with impunity by a fag.

A fellow who would submit to such an

indignity was not likely to get much con-'

sideration in any school.
. 1f Hilary ha
invalid, or even a {ellow with glasses, like
Bunter, Harry Wharton & Co. would
zoon have mterfered. But there was no
call for their interference in this case.
Hilary was able to take care of himself
TEE Macxer LiBrary,— No. 559,

been & weakling or an
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if he chose, and if he did not choose he
could take the consequences.

My, - Queleh sometimes eyed Ililary
rather curiouslyv; but the new junior
made no complaints to the Form-master.
That was rather a puzzle io the Re-
movites, for a fellow who was so hopeless
a funk might have been expected to be a
sneak, too; and certainly Hilary had
plenty to complain of, and still ore
certainly he was in need of his Form-
master’s protection. -

‘But he never complained, and never
asked protection, It surprised the
juniors at first: but they soon concluded
that he did not even dare to encals, and
despised him all the more. .

His life in the Remove was that of a
pariah. |

He was not exactly sent to Coventry:
bui hardly a word was ever spoken to
him that was not contemptuous or offen-
sive.  Kipps, his study-mate, let him
severely alone. Kippe felt that he was a

ALONZO TODD

will arrive like this when
he is called up, because he

IS
NOT

If you are not a Cadet, apply at

once to * C.A.V.R,, Judges’ Quad-

rangle, Law Courts, W.C, 2,” who
will send you particulars of your
nearest Corps,

disgrace to No. 5, and he would have got
rid of him if he could. As that was 1m-
possible, Kippe gave him the marble eye,
and Hilary accepted it quietly

He never displayed anger, even when
he found the pages of his books gummed

together by some practical joker, or his

trousers sewn up, or all the buttons cut
off his coat. He owed these kindly atten-
tions to Skinner & Co., and Skinner gave
full rein to his mean, [iverﬂf-cuting nature,
without fear of reprisals.

It was no wonder that the new junior's
faco was always clouded, and it was casy
to see that he was very unhappy.

He had been five or six daye at Grey-
friars when Harry Wharton, happening
to stroll into the l%luiat-era, came on him
in that secluded place. Hilary was lean-
ing against one of the old stone pillars,
his eyes on the ground, and a look . of

utter dejection on his face that weng to.

Wharton's heart,

War-tirne

1id. Order Now.

With a kindly impnles, Wharton came
up to him,

“Cheero, kid!” he said, speaking in a
friendly tone, though wit]ll rather an
effort.

Hilary looked up quickly, his face
Aushing.

“Feeling down ?"” asked Whartou.

“Yes,” said Hilary, in a bitier tone.
“TI'm not exactl {-n;n;.ring Iife. T wish
I'd never come here!”

“You oughtn't to have come here,
kid,” said Harry frankly, “ With your
—ahem |—your queer il.f-;}ﬂﬁ you're ouf
of place among ordinary fellows. Any
chap who shows the white feather is sure
to be rﬂgqed a bit at any school
Excuse me,” he added, as the junior
winced. *“ But—but you do show the
white feather, you know.”

“I suppose you think so.”

“You puzzle me,” said Harry. “ Why
do you do it? Skinner would let you
alone 1f you punched him once; one,

unch would be enough for Skinner.

Vhy the dickens don’t vou do it ¥

“I can't 1” | :

“But you can’t he afraid of Skinner,
really; you could make rings round a
weedy bounder like that if vou tried.”

“1 know that.” -

“Then why dop't you do it 1"

“T can’tT You wouldn’t understand.”
Hilary sighed, *“I oughtn’t to have
come here—I1 can see that."”

“Then why stay?"” asgked Wharton.
“I suppose your father would take yon
away if he knew how badly you're doing
here. Why not write to him and ask?”

“I—I can’t write to my father,” said
IMilary, hLesitating,  “He—he's not at

Price,

- home now.”

- “'Im the Army 1" asked Harry, with
interest,

“Oh, no—no "

Wharton locked at him oddly.,  IHe
remembered Bunter's account of what
tha Head had said to Mr. Quelch.  Cer-
talnly there was something mysterious
about Hilary,

“But somebody sent you here,” said
Hairy, after a pause.  *“Whoever it
was, fm wonld take you away, perhaps, if
you asked,”’ _

““I was brought here by that old gentle-
man wiho came with me-—my father's
solicitor,” said Hlilary. “‘It wae by myv
father’s instructions, of course. ut—
but the pater isn’t at home now, and
—and I can't write to him.”

e did not explain where his father
was, though why ﬁt: should make a secret
of it Wis rather a puzzle. ’

“Well, if you can’t communicate with
your pater, 1 suppose that settles it,” said
Harry. *1t's dashed queer, I must say !
Were you ill before you came hére,
Hilary 1"

“IIl No; I’ve never been ill”

" Not suffered from air-raid shock, or
anything like that”

Hilary emiled. _ :

“I've been through ap air-raid,” he
said. “I did not euffer from shock,
though. 1 helped to carry out the bodies
after it. The house next to ours at
Knutwood was blown to bits,”

“ And you weren't scared 7"

‘*Nﬂ.,’

“Well, my hat! ”said Wharton. “ You
weren't scared by Hun bomnbs, and vet
you're afraid of Skinner!” _ X

“T'm not afraid of Skinner. You don't
understand.” = o3

“Blessed if T do!" said the captain of
the Remove. “Look here! You were
brought up at home, 1 believe?”

ii‘?m'll

“ Did they teach you any rot like Good-
Little Georgie in the goody-goody
books 7" asked Harry. “Is that at the

"_bntmm of it?"

Hilary coloured again,
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“T was taught that it is wrong to
fght”” he answered, in a low veice.

“Well, s0 1t 18, of course: but—but
wa're not yet quite civilised enough to
do entirely  without fighting,” = said
Harry, with a émiie.  * After all, there's
no harm in a serap with the gloves on.
Fighiing’s neces™ ¥ sometimes; {'rin-
stance, we have to fight the (lermans.
Not much good turaing the other cheek
to the Huns, you know.”

“1 don’t kpow,” said Ililavy.

Wharton stared at him.

“Oh, draw it . mild!” Le exclaimed.
“When Iuns go on the war-path. how
would  you deal with them withont
heghting 1"

- MI=I don’t know! But my father
says—'" Hiary broke off abruptly.

“Your father gays—"'

**Never mind. It's not much good
talking, anyway,” eaid Hilary.
get used to it ally I've got to etand it,
anyway., ! ; .

- “Now, lock . ﬁérﬂ,”. said Wharton
patiently. I can see that you've got
some queer ideas in your head. They'ro
io goed at Greyfriars, or anywhere else,
except some secluded spot where vou
don't come in contact with the real
world. A fellow who never hite back
will always be ragged, all over the world.
Decent fellows would let you alone; but
any cad. and any-coward, will rag a
fellow who's known never to hit back.
It'a too strcng a temptation for them
to resist, Non-resistance simply means
iving any bully a chance to spread
iimself,”

“His better nature might stop him in
the long run.”

“That’s rather a rotten reed to lean
on, How !ﬂn% do you think you wilt

7

have to wait before Skinner’'s better
nature crops upi”’

Hilary smiled -elightly, but did not
answer. -

“And suppose we relied on the Huns'
better nature instead of hitting them 7”
sald Wharton, with a langh, “Tt
wouldn’t take them long to mop up the
British Kmpire av that rate. And
wouldn’t they do it "

“I-1I hope not.”

“You ho not ! wvelled Wharton.
“*But you know they would !’

*“1 don’t know,”

Wharton started a little, ge a’ new
thought came into his mind. |

“Do you know what you're talking
like, Hilary 7" he asked quietly.

“Well, what?” asked Hilary, with a
touch of defiance.

“Like a Conchy I

“Do you 1nean a
objector 1"

“Yes, that's what I mean!”

Hilary drew a deep breath,

conscientious

“And you'd despise a Conchy?” he
asked. - .
“Well,”  said Harry, slowly and

thoughifully, “1 don’t know about that.

If the chap's genuine, 1 should think him | b
War 18 a horrible |' 1

a hopeless crank,
thing, and t0 make war, if it can be
Lielped, js the biggest crime possible.
But 'wfwn the other party makes war on
you, what are you to do? Is it any good
to face bayonets with tracts in~ your
band? - Now, is it 7" :

“I—I don't know.”
" “Well, you must know it would be no
good,” said Harry quictly, * You know
whnat's saved England from being treated
like Belgitim; bayonets, not tracts. I
can see what's the matter with you,
Hilary. You'd been listening to Conchy
gas, and it's got into your head.” '
- “I'm bound to believe what my father
tells me. Even if 1 have any doubts, I've
no right to set myself up against my
father.” ‘

“Your father! But—but jour father
—— You don’t mean to say——'"' Whar-
ton broke off, understanding at last.

“I shall |
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(See Chapter 9.)

L

“I didn’t mean to say so.” said Hilary,
crimsoning. *'I waa told not to mention
it here, because—because it wounld be
misuuderstood. DBut—but my father is a
conscienticus objector, and he's been
put oin Home Office work on the land.
And-—and I'm his eon, and [ back him
p: - -

i ".\I:;
w histle,

“And now you know ! said llilary
bitteriy.

hat 1™ satd Whazeton, with a

vou not to mention it here; (Conchies

mention this, of course, and I recommend
you not to,”.

Hilary nodded, and walked away up
the Cloisters. Bob Cherry’s voice was
heard calling from the quad, and Harry
Wharton went to join his chums.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo.! Been Jjawing
with Cold Feet 7?7 said Boh,

“Poor beast!” said Harry. “I'm
sorry for that chap! He can’t lielp being
a queer fish,”

“I suppoee you're not getting pally
with that funk?" asked Johnny Bull
sarcastically,

“I don’t think Le's a funk,” said
Harry. **He's been taught a lot of rot
y people who ought to know better.

acting up to his queer principles.”
“Blessed if I ever Licard of leiting a

Bob Cherry. *I know I shall always be
unprincipled on that point. Wharton,
old ecout, you're taiking rot! TLet's go
and get some footer.” ~ = - _
Hilary came along by Little Side while
the Removites were at footer

Angel of the Fourth came along with
Kenney, and- entertained himeelf by
catching off Hilary's cap and tossing it
among the elms,
Hilary spun round, his eyes gleaming.
Aubrey Angel looked at him coolly,
“ Well, funk ” he said. -
The mew junior walked quletly away,

the School House, followed by a mocking
laugh froin the Fourth-Formers,

“I'm sorry,” said Wharton. “I'd advise

aren't popular at Greyfriars. It's not
your fault. I understand now w hat
Bunter heard the Head say. - 1 shia'n't

| name.in the papers somewhero.

n a way, 1t's rather plucky. of him tu be

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
- Hard Up !

o ETTER say nothing about o,
Smithy ¥
Tom Redwing was making
that remark to bis study-mate
when Skinner ecame along the Remove
passage to No. 4 a few days later,

The door of the study was half oper,
and Skinner, from the pastage, saw
Vernon-8mith standing with a  neuws-
paper in his hand, his back to the door.

Skinner's footsteps were always quiet

and generally stealthy, and the two
juniors in the study had not heard him.

The cad of the Remove stopped
silenty.  Redwing’s remark had roused
his curiosity, and he. wanted to know
what it was that Tom thought it wus
better to say nothing about.

“I den’t mean to say anything, of
course,” replied the Bounder, “It'e not
my business,?’ '

“It would make it harder for the poor
chap here,” said Redwing. |

Vernon-Smith shrugged his.shoulders.

“He's not bound ta bhe a fool like his
father, Redwing, or : rogue, which ever

he ia. Still, I sha'n't say anything. I
wonder the fellows haven't’ guessed,
though. I heard Bull say he’d scen the

_ Skinner
says the same, but they don’t remember
what 1t was connected with., 1 had an
idea, ‘and that’s why I locked out this
old _itpl‘.}l'.” z

chap punch your nose on principle ! said

| ractice.’
He stood for some minutes looking on. |

“Barn jt 1" said Redwing.

l SMan’t! It's got the report about my

uncle’s regiment on the Somme; that's
“'l')' I was keeping it,” said the Dounder.
“The * Hilary bizney is in the next
column, that’'s how 1 came to see it:
and the other chaps must have seen-it
when 1 showed them the paper.  Of-
course, the Hilary affuir was very likely
reported in a good many papers,. The.
old buck made no end of a speechifying,
and 1t attracted some attention,”

“Keep it out-of sight, then!” said
“It would make it worse for

| Redwing.,

Hilary if it was known, and we don’s
want to drop on a fellow when he's

‘picked np his cap, and went off towards | down.”

Quite go. I :'Lg;*-:t-t?.”
THE Macxer LiBranry.-——No. 559.
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Yernon-Smith folded the paper and putl “ After all, he's
why 1 shouldn’'t make usa of |

it into the tabledrawer, Siinacr stcpped
back ont el sizht in the passago, breath-
ing rather gmickly.

There was a vigue semembrance in |
Remove locked for the new

his mind of having seeti the name of
Hilary in some newsp report, and
ho was koenly interested in findinz tuat
the Bounder had the very newspaper.
Fvidently it was somethi
Hilary, and Skinner had §
his mind to scc the paper. But he was
aware that it was no use asking the
Lounder for it after what had been said.

He waited a minute or ¢wo, and ¢ .en
came into the doorway, as if he had just
arrived there, and tapped om the half-
open door,

“Hallo }” eaid the Bounder, ooking
round ourelessly.

He was net on the best of terms with
his former study-mate,

“I've looked in to ask yenm a little
favour, Smithy,” said Skinner, with his
most agrecable manner,

“look out again, thon (™
the Bounder.

“I've had some bard Inck—-"

“On! These g e-gees!” eaid the
Bounder, with deep sympatly,
the special snip come in tenth or
cleventh 77 -

Tomn Redwing laughed,

“Well, as a matter of fact, T dropped

some money last Saturday," e2id Skin- |

“Could you lend me a eouple of

-5'_..“
Ll

ner,
guids, Smith;,r

“1 could !

“And will youi™

“No; 1 won'n!™

Slonner looked suflen,

“Jerry Hawke's worrying me for
money.” be said. “It's not s0 very long
since you used to drop money on the
gee-gees, Smithy. ™

“1 dropped my own money,
vours I said the Bounder drily,
the next study, old bird !"

“ You won’t lend me any tin?”

“Oh, come off " srid the Bounder.

"'TI'F

“You wouldn't s-ttle if { did. You OWe

suggested |

“* Did |

not |

op against | he
made up |

T

me a small fortune frem the tme vou

used to dig with me here. T won't lend
You money to loze on races, and it's like
your cheek to ask! Go and eat coke '
The Bounder’s answor was pliin
enough. and Skinner recliced that there
was nothing doing. He had, in fact, only
come to the Bounder as a eovt of forlorn
hope. Smithy had penty of money. if
he chose to part with it

part with it.

With a scowling face Skinner quittd
the study and returned to his own
Gquarters, where Stett and Snoop locked
at him with mute inguiry.

* Nothin® doing I”* grasled Skinner.

“Have you tried Mauly?" asked
Broep. |
“Yes. N.G.™

* You'll have to put Haske off, then.”
“The trouble is that the beast won’t
he put off,” crowled ner. * Where

the mmerry dickens am | going to ralse a |

few quids?"

“TU &l you what," said Stott. « What |

about Hilirv "

*“Hilary 1"

“Well, he senms to have plenty of
money,” satd Stott. “1 dares say he
wou'
nose punched,”

“Oh, draw it mild¢" said  Sidne
James Snocp. with some disruct, © 3§ @
haven't eome down to highway robbery,
I suppose?™

“Well, it's a chance, you know, [
know he's got oof, "

“Skinner look-d thoughtful.
*“ Blessed if 1 don’t try 1t} he gaid,
Tue Maener Lisrary.—No, 559,

lend you some rather than have his !

|

1

But it was
pretty plain that he did oot mtend to !

- him,

- he sard.
- Hilary,

swung into the air, utterly unable to

and leave

a snchking worm, and T
don’t sce
I 8 mply must have a couple of
quid! IT'N jolly well try Hilary 1

With new hope the black sheep of the
junter. He

found Bim in Lis study at work, Kipps
being out. Kipps did not spend more
tw.im with his studg-mate than he could
P

Hilary looked up with a weary oXpres-
came in and closed the

slon as Skinner
door after him.

“You had better get out, Skinner,™
be said, “You're trying my
rather hard. T shouldn’t keep on too
far if I were you."

“My dear man, I haven't come  here
fo rag you,” said Skinner agrecably,

| “ I'm going to ask you a Fttle favour, "

Hilary looked at him in guTprise and |
SCON.

“Ask me a favour?"” he repeatod.

Skmner looked sullen.

"Yes, I'm hard up for a few davs.
Will you lend me a couple of quid ¢ill
- next week 7V

“You ask me to lend vou money after
the wag you've treated me?” exolaimod
Hilary contemptuously.

Skinner set his thin lips.

“Well, I don't ask you; I tell yon !™

" Lend me a couple of quid,
I know you’ve got the money.”

*“1 will do nothing of the kind!"

“ You don't deny that you've got it?"”

“No; I have the money, and more,"’
gaid Hilary; “but I shall lend vou
nothing!  You tmust have plenty of
ncrve to ask me.”

“I'm not asking you;
you! Will you sheil out?” asked Skin-.
ner threateningly.

ik Nn-l"

“Mind, if you don't oblige me I'll lay
into you !” said Skinnes,
the study with your cowa

Hiliry’s lip curled.

" You mean that you are a bully and
a thief as weli!™ he answered. * You
will not touch my mouey, you cad 1"

Skinner advanced on him with hands
clenched.

“By gad! TI'll lick you till you can’t
orawl!™ he said between his treth.

Hiary breathed very hard. The quecr

rineiples he had learngd in his €urious |
me did not seem of much use here.
Skinner was evidently in deadly earnest.
He had to pert with his money or take
a thrashing, or——

“For the last time!® eaid Skinner
savagely,

rdly ecarcaset™

Hilary did not speak, but he advanced |

to meet Skinner half-way. He reccived,

without heeding, a blow full in the fage, |
Then his strong grasp was laid on Skin. |

ner, as it had been la'd on Bunter a
weck before, and the ead of the Remove

- was whirled off his feet.

Skinner gave a startled howl as he wos

help himself. He had po shadow of a
chance in Hilary's powerful hands.

“Let me go!” shouted.
smash yon! TH—"

“What's to prevent me smashing you, :

Skinoer?” said Hilary ealmly, “T° rm
dazh you on the ficor if T chose.™

Skinner realised that only too clearly,
and he struggled in a frantic manner,
but quite without sucecss.

In a few minutes he was exhausted
and breathless, and still the strong grip
held him pinned,

: “Will you let me go?” he
ask.

“T'H let you go if you'll leave the study
me alone,”

“I—1 will " ga-ped Skinner.

panted at

wompoer |

I'm telling |
X o | jerking

“1'H wipe up |

“at the quiet, sedate face of

=

i [___[-u '

Hilary ect him on his feet again, and’

Skinner stood dpzed and broathioss. He
backed out of tho stndy, his eves gleam-
ing like & snake’s. The door closed witl:
a slam, and Hilary returnod to his wdrk,
and he was not itekbroaptod again by

Slkinner,
h'-'_l-I-'ﬂ

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Skinner Raise$ the Wind ?

ALLO, hi‘slk)j, haJlo! - What's
the newst"
‘ uer in the guad the next
morning suddenly, Skinner had s news.
piper open iu bis haads, and was scan-
nng it eagerly—se eagerly that he did
not se¢ Bob approaching,

“Aunything freshi” asked Bob, with
great interest.  He naturally supposed
that Skinnor was on dhe war news,

L0 ms swprise Skinner crumpled the
paper in his hand.

“Eh? Not Nothing 1™ hs said con-
fusedly, E

" You scem jofly keen about nothing,
then!” said Bob, in astonishment,

*“Mind your own business, can’t you "

“Well, 1 can,” asseuted Bob, staring
at him, “I don’t seo any harmy in ask-
ing what's in tho paper. No secrets

there, I supposge "
“Of—of course nogi” stommered
Bkinner, “You—you startled me!”

“I'll startle you gome more if yon're
not a bit more civil ¥

said Bob. * Like
that, ['rinstance!”

And Bob took Skinner by the eollar
and shook him, not at all” pleased by
Skinrfer's rudeness,

“Leggo, you idiot1” snapped Skinnor,
himself away. “Don’t play the
goat now, Ctherry 1"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
bell 1™

Bob Cherry headed for the School
House ; but Skianer, heodless of the bell,
began scanning the paper agam, He
grinned as he read it. Twice he read
throcgh the paragraph that intorested

There's the

“him, and then, thrustin% the folded paper
)

under his jacket, he hurried into tho
School House, It was Smiths’s paper,
which he had abstracted from the study,
and he had to put it back where he had
found it, It had served his IrPoss Bow,

Vernon-Smith and Rei wing were
gong to the Form-room, so Skinner

found it easy to whip into their study and

replace the nnwqui:mr in the table
drawer. He was gr nning as ho came
down to the Form-room,. where, 2

minute later, he received a sharp repri-
mand from Mr, Quelch, That banished
his grin. The Form-master had an acid
tongue when ho was annoyed.

But Skinner was soon fooking guiic
pleised with himself aguin, and several
times during afternoon lessors he glanced

: Dick Hilary
with trivmph in his look.

When the Remove were dismissed
Snoop and 8Stott joined Skinner at oneo
i the passage.

“Did you find it out 7" queried Sudney
James.

JBh? What?” said Skinner vaguely.

" What was in Smithy's paper. You

1 - told ps—""
talce as strong as you are, and T could | 3

" Oh, Smithy's paper!” said Skinner
carelessly., “I'm going to have a look
for that Iiter.” .

He walked away before his chuma
could question him further, leaving them
tooking snspiclous.

“Hr'e gofjmr to

_ it, and he doesn’t wand
to tell us,” grunted Bnoop.

e r}ll'-’_'nt Hkﬂ

.ﬂkinner to be lehEi_m]g Eiﬂlfﬂtﬁi_""

Stﬂlt don't see why b shopld,” saad
olt.,
“ Depend on it he's got some axe to

grind,” said  Buoop tiscontentodiy,
* Bother hir, and the paper, toot”

Bob Cherry camp upon Skin.

o=
=
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Harold Skinoer kept out of the way |

of his in(lluiaitivn chums after that, and
they had no6 chance of asking him
cuestions.  Whatever 1 was he had
Tearned frxom the Bounder’s newspaper he
intended to keep it to himseli, for the
present at leazt; and no doubt Snoop was
right in suspecting that ‘he had an axe
to geind.

Nkimner was looking for Hilary pre-
sently, but for some time he did not
find him. DBut Bunter, who saw every-
thing, informed him, after a while, that
he ﬁad seen  the funk goinz to the
library. To tho library hurried Skinner,
and in that quict spot he found the new
junior, reading.

Hilary luid down His book as Skinner
came in.

“T'va been looking for you,”
Skinner blandly.

“Well, youn'va fgund me }? said Hilary
sharily.

“T’ﬁ:ﬂt"s it hke to be a Conchy??®
smiled Skinner,

sald

“*What ?”

“Conchy 1” chuckled Skinner. “ Ha,
ha, hat”

Il-leary rose to his feet, his face very
pade.

“Has Wharton ” ha began.

“Wharton I exclaimed Skinner, quick

to catch the pame, “1id Wharton
kuow? And he'a been keeping it dark,
has hei”

Hilary was silent.

* HBo Wharton knew 7 chartled Skinner,
“Waeall, Wharton hasn’t iold me. I've
seen it in print ™

Hilary sank into his chair again.

Skinmer vegarded him with a gloating
look. He felt that he had the whip-hand
DO
“What do you know abowt—about my
affrirs?” exclaimed Hilary, at last, in an
unecitain voice,
“The wl merry history ¥ smiled
Skinner. “TI've read it in a three-months-
old vaper. All about Mr. Hilary at the
tribunal, and his jaw there.. Blessed if
I ever heard of such a cringing cad!”
Hilary's eyes blazed, an
step towards
vory promptly. He looked much more
of a Conehy just then than Hilary did.
“Don't say anythipg to me about my

father, you ¢ad!” suid Hilary, between
his ti:'!:ﬂ%. ‘?%}di]'t make me hutt you.
Skinner!”

“Keep your wool an, old nut! Isn't it
against your rerry old Erim*iplﬂa to get
your rag outy, Conchy?” said Bkmmner,
putfing all the scorn he could into the
last nnpleasant word.

“You had better take carve, all the
same 1™ said Hilary. *“'There’s a limit to
mny gatie:mﬂ, 1 can tell you, Conchy or
not !

“Well, I’ve road the whole veport, and
T can wo the paper, if necessarv,”
agrinnad Bkinner. “ My onl
waoild the fellows say if
had a Conchy hexe! 'The ad must
have boen potty to let you in! And
vour pater talked about his German

ey knew we

rothers when he was called over the.

coals! Ha, ha, ha! A chap with Ger-
man hbrothers wouldirt be popular at
Graviriarg 1"

Hilary breathed hard.

¥ :’mj he's got a brother at the Frdnt,
and a nep who's lost his lews in the
Battle of the Somme. It's mentioned in
the paper.” gald Skimmer. “Yon see, 1
know all abont it. I wonder what they
think of him} 3
uncle’s opindon of your pater, Hilary.”

“Ts that all you have to say?”

“Not quite! Vofir cheery old con-
scieriffous pater has been put to work on
the hnd—what? Fao doesw’t like
trenches!” griuned Skinver.
- fers to leave e trenches for

chapsi®

hat! What |

Vg4 hLike to hear vour|

“Ha nre- I
uiher; turn deserves anather.”

he made a
Skinner, who backed away

{ more amicably.

!
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“¥You wouldn’t understand,” said
Hilary,

“1 think I do—rather! Trenches ain’t
nice places to live in, and a man would
prefer to ‘work on the lnd if he hap-
pened to be born with cold feet!”

“That 18 not his reason.”™

*“Oh, no; his reyson’s hiz dear ald con-
gefence I suid Skinner, with a rear of
lauzhter. “He discovered that ke had a
conscience all of a sudden when he was
called up! Ha, ha, ha! Never mind.
‘tain’t my business,” added Skinner, with
a change of tone. “1t wonld do yon a
let of harm to have this known here,
Hilary 1™

“1 know that?"

“You've kept it jolly dark, though
really we mirht have guessed. But do
vou want to keep it dark stall 77

Hilwy looked at him.

“Yes,” he P-&id, in a low voice.

“You ain’t exactly proud of
what?” .

“1 am proud of my father.” said

it—

| Hilary. “Whether he is right or wronz,

he i3 sincere: and I wll neither eriticise
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| him myself nor allow you to do so.

gkihﬂﬁf‘!“ &
“Oh, rats!” sald Skinner mockingly.
“How are you going to prevent me, if

I choose? Conchies musn't fight, vou
know.™
“1 warn you not te provoke me too

far! I am trying to act as mv father has
told me to act: but vou make it ver:
herd. You may make it too hard.” sal
Hilary quietly. -

“Well, don't let us row ! said Skinner.

“Look here, you'd like

me i1 keep this secret ™ |

“TPveo said so0.”

“ Well, one good turn deserves another.
Wi'l vou lend me two pounds?”

|

1 Ponrhet

Hilary stirted as if a serpent had

stunz him. The scorn in his face made
even Skinner flush Eliitﬂﬂ.

“You want to be raid for keeping it
secret?” exclaimed Hilwry.

“You can put it ke that, #f vou Like.?
said Skinner scowling.
hard pushed for a couple of guid, and
you've got plenty of money. One good

Hilary was zilent for a few moments,

“1 know T'm

| sat_ down with a book in s hnm:l',_
{ unfortupate junior veror joined in tho

| talk m the Oommon-room.
' Tikely to receive a sbare than a réply o Le

Three-halfpence. 11
thinking. He put his hand into his
pocket at Tast.

“Tt's a go!'" he said.

Skinner lelt, the library with two pound
notes in his pocket and moch satisfdction
w his cunning [ace. His next interview

fwith Mr. Jerry Hawke, at Friardale, was

much more friendly than his last: and
Mr. Hawke confided to him a certain
surc smp he had lately received—straizht
from the stabless according to Mr.
Hawke. And Skinner, as he walked
bome, was thinking of that dead cert, and
considering waps and means of raising

"the wind to tike advantage of such an

Extrﬂmel}' good thing.

There was only one way, and that was
Hilary., The Conchy had paid once to
have hia miserable sccret kept. Wh
shouldn't he pav again? Skinner aske
himself. True, he had promised to keep
the secret for what he had received : but
a promise did not cost Skinner much.

“Dash it all!™ murmured Skiriner, as

he came in 2t the gates * It’s too gaod
a thing to miss; and Hilary ¢an stand me
ancther gquid. He's got to. i facs. He

would simply be hounded out of Grey-
friars if the [ellows knew the facts. [t's
waorth another guid to him, He's got to
st mp up, and H he won't——" A very

| ugly look ecame over Harold Skinner's

“But be won't dare the rotten
Fe'll stimp ap all right!™

And after tea Skifiner loocked for “the
Conchy * onee more, with the laadable

lace.

| iIntention of making him stump ap.

'k

T e ol

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Shown Up !
UNK ¥
Harry Wharton & Cq. were

chatting wn the Common-room

after tea when Billy Bunter
snortcd out that unpleasant epithet.
- Wharton glinced round. and mnoticed
that Dick Hilary had just come in.
Heweo Billy Bunter’s snort,

Hilary did wnot look at the fab
junior. He went quictly to a sefa, '?‘l;d

)

He was more

d (.

B'lly Bunter blinked across at him
through his big spectaclos, and emitted
a mo.king cackle. |

“ H», he, he! VYarooch! Wharrer
you doinz, Bolsover?™

“Yonu f-t bonnder—-""

*Oh, it's you, Harry, old chap!” gaid
Bunter, miggl'ing in the grasp of tho
eptain of the Reserve. “Lezgo my

{ eollar, will yout”

“Do you want to be shaken?” asked

ba (1“? ! ﬁﬂ..“ a

“Then keen your movth shut, and let
Hlory alone '™ enid Wharton, releasing
the £+t jumior after a warning shake,

“0Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Let Bunter alone!™ hoomed Bolsovér
mn jar aﬁgrmsiwzh. “T1f the fellow's a

whv

| Harry,

funk. shou!dn’t Bunter eall him
one if he wants to 7% '

“jﬂh_ shut up 1"’ enapped Wharton urri-
ta™iv.

“1 sav, you fellows, Whartorn's getting
pallv with thot fonk I said Banter., 1
don't think it’s right for the captain of
the I*‘i;nrmi you. know. What 1 think
15 -~

Whorton made an angry pesture, and
Brnter eetreated precivitately without
stating whnt he thought. Bolsoviw gave
the captrin of the Remove an aggressivo
ﬁ!ﬂ-ri?. and Wharton turned hie back on

im.

Hilary had heard all that wae said,
and though a fhish crept into his pale

, cheeks he made no sien,

Tae MaoneT lﬂﬁﬂ‘ﬂ?.uﬁ&: 559,
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A few minutes later Harold Skinner | Tom Redwing gave a hasty and rathoer |

gauntered in. He glanced round the h‘ﬁ
room, and crossed over to the sofa an
pat down beside Hilary. A good many
glances rested on him as he did so.

“Y've been looking for you agiin,
Hilary,” remarked Skinner, speaking in
a low voice, out of hearing of the other
fellows in the room.

“Well " .

“Can you lend me a quid?’

L1 “Th&t?il .

“T find that 'm a bit harder pushed
than I thought,” said 8kinner blandly.
“T'm sure yvou could manage another
guid."”

Hilary laid hiz book on his knecs, drew
farther away from Bkinner, and looked
at him fixedly., Skinner flushed a hittle
under his look. Skinner's consciencowas
of the toughest make, but he was not
quite satisficd with what he was doing,
though that did not prevent him from
doing it.

“No,” said Hilary, in a low, distinet
voics, 1 am not going to give you any
more moeney, Skinner! I gave you two
pounds to hold your tongue, and you pro-
mised to do so. If you won't keep your
promise I've wasted the money, and 1
don't intend to waste any more.”

“PDon’t speak so jolly loud!"” mut-
tered Skinner uneaszily. “ You don't
want the fellows to hear.. Look here,
Hilary, you ncedn’'t think I'm always
comipg on to vou for money because 1
know about your pater. But I really
must have a quid this time.”

“You won't get it from me!”

“Tt’s really the last time.”

Hilary shrugged his shoulders. Skin-
ner wag more or less in earnest, but the
new junior did not need to be very keen
to see that the noext time the cad of the
ilemove was hard up he would come to
‘the same source for new supplies. It
had to end sooner or later, and then hie
sccret would be told. He knew that
quite well, and his mind was made up.

“Think it over,”" gaid Skinner, in the
same low tone, nn(f with a dangerous
glitter in his eyes,  “You'd better.
Supposge I tell the fellows now #"

“You are cad enough!” answered
ITilary. * Please yourself.”

Skinner set his lips.

“Will you lend me a quid?” he mut-
tored.

FIHU‘:‘W

Hilary rose as he spoke, and moved
eway from the sofa. Skinner sat with
a black brow looking at him. The sure
snip confided to him by Mr. Hawke
could not be taken advantage of now.
The horn of plenty had suddenly dried
up. That fact and Hilary's look of utter
scorn roused all the malice 1n Skinner's
nature—and there was a good -deal.

Skinner strolled over towards the fire-
place, where the Famous Five were chat-
ting with some other fellows.

““You chaps like to hear pome news?"”
ke asked, with one eye on Hilury, who
had sat down again at a distance.

‘“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What have vou
rot hold of now?” asked Dob Cherry,
with a look of great disfavour at Skinuer,

“Something quite interesting, dear
boy. Did vou know we had a Conchy at
Greyfriars "

“A what "

“A dear old Conchy, and the aon of a
cheery old Conchy !  said  Skinner.
“It’s a fact, and Wharton knows, too,
don't you, Wharton "

“Don’t talk to me!” enapped the ecap-
tain of the Remove.

“Smithy knows if, too, don't you,
Bmithy ?"" pursued Bkinner, unabashed.
“ Smithy's got the paper with tho report
of 1t all in.”

Vernon-Smith did not look ot him.
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' Cherry,

distressed lock at Hilary, who kept bis
ayes on his book. There was a rumble
from Bolsover major.

“A Conchy at Greyfriars!” he said.
“What do you mean, Skinner ?"

“What price tho Head letting a chap
into the school whose father 13 daing

work of national importance becavso
he's afraid to go into khaki?” said
Skinner. '
“Do you mean Hilary 7

“What-ho!"

“A Conchy!" exelaimed Bolsovor

“ A Conchy
The

major, bristling with wrath.
at Greyfriars! It's impaossible.
Hoad wouldn't!™

“T say, yon fellows, that accounts!”
cackled Bunter. “Hilary is a Con-
scicutious Objector. He, he, he I”

““ Hia father 1s, at least,” said Skinner.
“It's been in the papers. Before the
tribunal old Hilary talked about
Germuan brothers! Ila, ha, ha!”

“1'd German brothers him ! roared
Bolsover major. “Tho cowardly funk!

ey

I'd give him German brothers!

** Look here, that’s all rot!” said Bob
“*No man in his senses would
talk about having Goerman brothers.
aiffle

“0Old Hilary did at the tribupal.”

“Well, if he did he's potty, and not
responsiblo for his actions!” said Squuil.
“And I don't see how vou know, either,
sSkinner.”

“It waa in the papers, and Smithy’s
%ut a copy of the paper if he likes to pro-
duce 1£.”

““Is that so, Smithy?”
VOLCCA,

The Bounder knitted hia brows.

“I've got nothing to day about it,” be
anawered shortly. *“It's nobody's busi-
ness that T can see.”

“Oh, draw it mild !’ exclaimed Ogilvy.
;‘ W‘&Hdm:'t want Conscientious Objectors
yere.

“Well, wt haven't any here,” said
Harry Wharton., " Hilary’s father isn't
likely to come here, ass!” =

“We don't want sons of Conchies,
either "’ roared Belsover major. * What’s
Greyfriars coming to, I'd hike to know?
I'm jolly well gomng to get cut the truth
about this!”

The bully of the Remove strode over to
Hilary, whose face was burning. He
knocked the book out of the new junior’s
hand, and Ililary sprang to his }w:t-, to
mect Dolsover's angry and aggressive
glare,

“1s5 that the truth?” demanded Bol-
sover major. ‘‘Is vour father a Con-
acientious Objector ¥77

There waz an instant’s pause, and then
#i:lary answered quiotly:

b+ YE’B-” -

“You admit tt?" stuttered Bolsover,

“Yes.” '

There was a buzz 1n the Common-
room. |

“And yvou've got the cheek to come
hero amnong decent fellows, when your
father's a  sneaking, rotten, cowardly
worm-——-:=""

Hilary's eyes blazed.

“That's enough!{” he exclaimed.
““ Hold your tongue, Bolsover!”

“Wha-a-at 7"’

“You can call me what vou like,” raid
Hilary, more guietly, “but vou shall not
speak of my father like that!”

“ And whoe's going to stop me?" roared
Bolsever major, almost breuthlees with
rage and amazement.

“7 will 1" -

“You!” Bolsover major burst into a
scoffing laugh. “You! You white-
livered worm, you're as big a coward as
vour father, and he's as big a sneaking

asked several

coward as could be found anywhere, |

&

his | feet, his hard face ¢rimson with rage, and

I faney—a  crawling, cringing—
Yarcooh 1"
Smack !
Hilary’s open hand came across

Bolsover major’s face, with a crack like
a pistol-shot, suddeuly cutting short his
flow of eloqquence. The Conchy had woke
up at last |

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Plenty of Pluck !

b ELL hit!" grinned Bob Cherry.,
Bolsover major etaggerc
back, taken by surprise, and
sat down on the floor of the

Common-room with a heavy bump.

Ililary etood looking at him with
blazing eyes. He did not look much like

a Conchy now.

There was a laugh as Bolsover sat
down. Dut it died away as he rose to his

Ins eyes ghttering.

tA ﬁgﬁt [" sang out SBkinner. *‘The
Conchy's on the war-path! -~ Shut the
door—don’t let him run ™

But Hilary did not look like runming.
He did not move a step, and his eyes
never left Bolsover. Harry Wharton &
Co. simply blinked at him. The fellow
who hatf let Bunter punch his nose with
unpunity had broken out at last, and he
had picked the miost burly fellow in the
Remove—tha bully of the Form, for
whom he certainly was not a 1natch
physically.

Tarry Wharton interposed as Bolsover
major rushed at the new junior hke &
hud.

“ Hold on——"

“@Get out of the way, Wharton 1 said
Bolsover major hoarsely, * Ie’s emacked
my face! I'm going to smash him, 1 tell
you !” |

“You're going to DOght him,” said
Wharton. *“ No gurr;r; wa'll have th in
n'rdﬁr;; ’t HIL‘-I pushed Htilsm'er back, and
turned to Hilary. “I suppose you're
ready to fight anmver, Hilary ¢ i

“1 don't want to; but I ehall certainiy
fight him if he speaks of my father as he
did—and anyboedy else at Greyfriars,
too!” suid Hilary, his eyes flashing.

“Where have your giddy principles
gone to?”’ chuckled Suoop.

Hilary did not answer that question.
It was rather a difficult one to answer.

“I'm ready !"" he said.

“Shut the door!” said Temple of the
Fourth. *“We don’t want any prefects
here! By gad, I've never seen a Conchy
on the war-path; this is interestin’!”

Tom Brown elosed the door. Thero
was a good deal of excitement now; and
it was easy to see that Hilary had risen
in the estimation of his Form-fellows.

He was facing Bolsover major quite
calmly, and a fellow who would do that
could not be a funk., And thoygh the
Removites had their own opinion about
Hilary's father, they could not blame his
eon for standing up for him. It was not
a son’s place to set up in judgment upon

his Earﬂ:t, however mistaken the latter

might be; and poor Hilary had evidently
tried to live up to the absurd and im-
possible theorics instilled into him at
home—till now ! . -

Now it was borne in upon him at last
thaﬁ: he had eet himself an impossible
task. :

Certainly there had been doubt in his
mind ; miscrable doubt and uncertainty.
But his father was his father, and he was
bound to respect him, and to follow his
teaching as far as he could., And the
more doubt crept into his mind the more
passionate he felt in defence of the mis-
taken man; which was not very reason-
able, but very natural,

Bolsover major, quivering with wrath,
threw off his jacket. Hilary followed his
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Eﬁhqiup}ﬂ quictly. Ho was in for ib now,
and 1t was qgmito plain that he did not.
shrink fram the cucounter, formidahble
.1‘11.1,,_ oniet ag Bolsover "n.'rd.ﬂ.

‘I'va got sorma gloves here”
Huzeldene,
T dJdon't want any gloves!” roarved
Bolzover majoy, “Fim going to smash
hia 17

“Put on the glovesV? prowled Whar-
ton., *“*Wo don' Emant ]rﬂ,ﬂl{ ayes in the
Reogve, you chwap ! Put them on l”

Hnlﬁ-uwr gmwlr*f 3 but he gave in.

The two juniors donned thoe gloves, and
the crowd of fellows made a ring for
theny, Templa of ‘the Fourth took out
his wateh to km::p tinte,

“Ready 17 he asked.

Bolsover mgjor snorled
ITilary nodde:d.

Wi tl'lil..]..lr! :"}!

At tha ward Beolsaver major rushed
forward. ¥n a moment the fight was on,
[ast and furious.

Some of the fellows expecied Hilary to
hireak away and back; mdeed, Bunter
sang ont, " Mind he doesn’t balt ' But
Hilary did not give a step, He shawed u})
as i pretty good boxcy, too, and thou
ho received soma soavere punishment
stop o Bolsoyer's savage rush. In red
ihe bully of the Remave, pressing on too
recklessly, recetved a jarring upper-cut
which sent him spinnmyg back, and he
finished tho round sprawling.

- “\Wel done. Gmmgj' o

“YWell hit ¥’ _

Skinner picked Bolsover wp. The
hurly Removite was nearly choking with
wrath.

“Tima 1" eaid Temple.

“Segond  vound—arnd
A HES I )

But Siduzey James Sncop was wrong.
It wasa far fram the last. It was
o tough reund, with plenfy of hitling ob
both sides, and but for tho gloves there
would have been hlack eyes o n-t bleeding

F:iil.]

assent, and

fast 1

grinned
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Even as it was both faces showed
very phm sicns of the gruellng,
The third round followed, and
fourth. Till then Hilary had held his |
own well, in spite of Bolsover’s superior |
strength and weight, slall bemng about
equal, and the lLig ter junior very quic k!
and nimble. But i the fifth ‘round

rtrength and weight told heavily, and |

138 la,ly was ﬂvtdcntly getting the worst
of it. Twice he went down heavily under
H(%,L-:nwr 3 fierce blows,
I]_lﬂi'u"
Ihur;; Wharton Im'pm] Hilavry to his
feet, and the new jumor leaned on him,
panting.

“Better chuck it!” whﬁ red Whar-
ton, *“ He's too hefty {or you, {:hl chap !”

[iilary shook his head.

“T'm diﬁch-t}yiug my father in Gghting
him at all!” he mutiered. “I may as
well go on uﬂwT i

“T mean you I got a bad lickmmg.”

“Oh, I don’t mind the licking !

“Time!” said Reginald Temple.

Bolsover came on ficreely, and in the
sixth round Hilary found 1t diffienit to
stand up to his adversary. But he stoad
up, receiving severe punishment, and
giving little 1n return. ke was pantin
painfully at the end of the round, iﬂlﬁ
one of his eyes was closed, and his nose
streaming red.

B lsover ste I back when time was
called, and grimed mockingly at his
opponent,

“You can chuck it if you like,” he
said. “ Blessed if I thought yon'd put up
a light at all, when your pater’s a sneak-
mg, Eraw[mg—-—r Ah, would you?” He

hie hands as Hilary rnghed at him,

i E ere, this isn’t in order!” exclaimed
Temple. *Can’t you wait for time?”

“{ru it, Bolsover }”

“ (Ga1t, Conchy |7 g

Thore were no more rounds; it was
haminer and tongs to the f[inish new,
Thae finish came at last, with Hilary on

fhe,

| not go on.
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his back on the flour, gasping painfully
for breath, and evid&nigiy licked io the
wide. He made an effort to rwse, and
sank back again.
| B lsover ajor peeled off the gloves,
and rubbed his face. e had a dackenmng
eye, and his nose loaked ncarly twice its
usual size. But Hilary was a good deal
more hurt.

“He can’t go am”

_ said Beleover, in a
rather snbdoed fone. ' 1'm not going to
touch him again. He'’s got pluck !
Wharton silently helped le defeated
junior to his feet.  Flilary’s head was
swimulng, and it was p‘.un that he could
Belsover major approached
i,

“ Lnok heve, Hﬁal‘ 2 he said.
Hilary’'s eyea gl t,t red. He made an
effort to stand upright, but Harry Whar-
ton had to eatch him. But it was nob

a taunt now that Bolsover was thinking
' of.

Is.,rnt pluck, though youw're a silly

“Look here, kid!” he said. * Yau've
fool.
And—and FP'm sorry [ said an'rthmg
abont your father.”™

And with that—whi~h was a great con-
ces-ion for Bols ver major—he turnrd and
walked out of the Common-room. Whar-

ton took Hilary’s arm, and Beb Cherry

fnnk the ather.
“Come on, kid}V’ said the captain of
the Remove km:ﬂy.

They helped Hilary to the dormitory,
where l.tt- bathed his damaged faco—wi -
out improving it much, however. It was
a good many days. before Dick Hilary
recovered from the effects of that terrifie
hickin But it was worth while: for
after ils fight with Bolsover major the
son of the Concliy was no longer an
ountcast in the Hemove ] -

(D n't miss “ HiS COUNTRY’S
CALL !’ — next Monday’s grand
complete story of Harry Wharton &
Co., by Frank R:churd: )
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BUNTER'S LITTLE LESSON!
By FRANK NUGENT.
¥ Autterf® grinned Harold Skinner. “¥ vote, “Anythiz !'Ir.e!" he =aid, mtrh a grin,
ILL¥ E%ELR, e? the Remwove Fonm, | we im:tg ?im ap Et;l} the study fer a little “l:;d ﬂ;e ndd -:r:uﬂﬁl b2 qyttted he
had reetived o remittance, game—eb, Suoopey 17 £ p t
B Hmn;, I..a;ﬂ giﬂﬁ alot;ﬁ i3 :emar{?ua:}m A snigger from Sidnr;r James smsg ga;; Et]}{!ﬁn:gg Erl?&n;l IVing t.he %ﬂ:,mﬁwtes yelling
eHOugn eserve épecial mention. | agcent to that proposal; hut they wer€ sav
But, u‘g; addih ui-*m was something out of } the trouble of a search hy the entrance of “Hﬂﬂt%r s ﬂut;[zladmﬁ 1:th' blﬂﬂfehs Ei!}fﬂ'
ﬂ}? ? in ut that remittanco that. ex- | Billy Bunter mﬂ]ggu ﬁe{;ea this t:ln:@mE remtg;; mna ert&?" e
o tfa?r%hn it tha Remove, Tﬂﬁﬁmgrm Billy Bunter walked wiu}.h a I:Iﬂtl‘;;‘ﬁ;hiﬂ strut, | -0 ?tflﬂe;nw#:tné ¥ oo m:::. EGTH-E b ahas
E P Vs E?ﬂlﬂ a FACY NOT & § and was logkicg unusually thoughtiu "
}Fm'id uﬂh, h%g? ?I'—-a I:!:.T'r__.’l, :ﬂﬁﬂmg‘ Bank ] say, you ﬁenﬂwhﬂi where's l":.'fml’;]hx?“ he till;' ;vﬁl;ﬂﬂ:lcﬁﬁ: mﬂgrﬂw!ed Johuny Bull, And
© }‘ﬂ and or flye pounas asked, rolling into the middle of the group i
¢ oy was 0ot the first fver e bad § ¢hat had ;HEE heen diseussing him, As a !t‘na,:ﬁer of t:';;tn Eﬁ“hﬂ“ﬁfgi égﬁrlr:s
h‘#‘iﬁ gy Bunter's pater is & “bear,” or a « Adsumi, magister!® said the Rounder, “&f rather egper ; s “amr 2% and
r ﬂl}mﬂ i‘-ﬂuti:tl' antmal, 1:?‘ with moek bumility., “What can I do for a;;w‘:;a"“ a?%ﬁeerﬂgm;’ : p;;sngu hhﬁ-“!ﬂle 3 t?m
Eer;qulf:&t. off @ g g mm e fame uie T':’f,'g; Meve 300 429, dani Doy it celd the | ¥ to bis own study. Once inside, Pilly
regularly, the ljlwl Iif!d in & land Sowing § .01 " ih o fat emirk. Ell;nltr:r m:.}l:!u;dened Is mind a2pd reveale

with milk amlr ongy. But a change eame o’er
the fortunes of Buyptey senior, and hig ram:tr-
tunces o enly.

It e II'H.J$ 3 reat, surprizse Lo uz, therefore,
to ne & nﬂﬁﬂr:‘;lﬂﬂ of fivers, and we
Et}n#[udﬁi that the elder Bunter Bad made a

yecess of goma new cwindle, and was ‘Ei];aping
EH zon with a share of the proceeds.

“ What's the odds L e Bunter's heeomt-
ing a f:%tg ?} gaim, mw 5 :n funds¥™ queried
Verngn-Smit

g the Roewa ot tlgé ﬂwl’ﬂ: ghvbd
: ey Whaytan fxg T

UWRGH-FOOMn?,

artune spread,

e same thought

b ec'i‘- gried to h.‘m, he bad not
vole )

“He gt be happy till he's bad a bit of &

There was a gasp from tha Hcmmutﬂs.
% Dear oy * was rather an unusoal expres-
slan for Bupter to use,

“J*va heeén lookin' fdr yon everywhere,”
continued Hi}l{eﬂmtﬂr with a glare at the
Removites, t's go up to the merr stud;r

ttudy i repented

gasped Toir Browm

where there won't he any outsiders istenin’
to u=.»

“ Merry Bobh Cherry
faintly. : ;

“Listenin’ ! “ (b,
great, pip ™ -

The Bounder hestowed a wink upon tharest
of us with that eye which Bunter eould nob
pee, and Inked arms with the perpeise,

* Look bere, Smithy,” be eald, caiinly appro-

jatiia the H,!FIHLf'Iﬂ.If =} 5up¥¢}~m you've
card Fee had a fivér from ny pater to-dayi?
“The whole schoolFs beard it 7 said Smthy,
with 6 grin,

Billy Buntcr grunted.
unigromising Gegloning.

“ Well, you kaow wiast a g gad chap X
sm when Pve goi o ittle ecapital,™ ke con-
tinned. - 9 The l.au.t is, 1 don't otend to led
this ﬂrmﬂrtnmtﬁ Fm golng—1 mean,
goin*—ta tarn thia five guid into twenty-five,
OF -€ved Bre; and ydwe're the ope who canl

belp me.”
Tom MAGRE! mer.h‘h. 5569,

That was o rather



14 A Grand School Story appears in

“Yez?" yawned the Bounder, o

“ You see, I'm awfully cute at pickin
winners, an' that sort of {hing,” said Bunter,
rather vaguely, “and my game iz to |Imt. half
of the fiver on a gee-ges in the Mugleigh
Hundicap next Friday, and the remainder on
another in the Swindleton Sellin’ Plate next
Saturday, Bee?” _ . e

“Qulte!” chuckled Vernon-Smith, ¢ You're
out to make a giddy fortune by heitin’—eh?
But bhow are you going to choose jyour
winners "

Billy Bunter gave him a fatb wink, and
produced a budly-printed paper of a dirty
pink colour. , :

«I've bought * Bporting Bnips’ to-day, an
they say Bill Bailey [s a dead cert in t-he:-.
Mugleigh Haundicap. He's the horse for my
mﬂ'nef:!'” Ty MY

“« But wherse do I come in. the

der. )
n?‘u‘ﬁfelt, I want you to lay the money with
one of your bookies,” explained Bunter. ¢I
don’'t know Banks, or any of tl_l{;t.‘ie- awful
blackguards you pal with; and, bein’ so thick
with 'em, you can do the business better, 2

“RBut I've chucked that game, you know,'
gaid Vernon-8mith, grinning at Bunter’s deli-
cate wiy ol asking a favour,

asked

Billy Bunter gave a fat chuckle.

“Qh, cut that out, old man!” he said, “1'm
deep, you know, and you ¢an't fool me so
easlly s the other chaps!l”

Vetnon-Smith laughed aloud.

% Then, to put it plainly, you want me 1o
at t&o pound ten on Bill Bailey in the Mug.
niqh Handicap?” sald Vernon-Smith. And
Bil

Bunter nodded,

“That's it, Smithy! What odds do you
think you can get?" he asked eagerly, pro-
ducing bis famous fiver, ) -

«Ten to one, easily'!™ said Vernoun-Smith,
handing over the change in notes.

Billy Bunter made s laborious mential cal-
culation, )

« That'll mean thirty quid, and my money
hack !” he said. with a whistle. =That ain’t
bad, is #, Smithy?" 3 :

“ Not at all!” answered Yerhon-Smith, with
' g sarcastic smile. ¢ You'll hecome a million-
aire in no time, at this rate, Bunter!”

Billy Bunter grinned amiably. With un-
limited funds, he could s¢¢ a glorious time
ahead. ‘ ¢

After that interesting little conversation
the Bounder came along to Btudy No. 1,
where Wharton and 1 were playing chess,
and made a little announcement.

“ Good man, Smithy ! said Harry Wharton,
¢ It ought to teach him a lesson this time !

“If It doean't, nothing ever willl” said
Vernon-Smith, as he quitted the study.

How Billy Bunter resisted temptation
during the next two days I cannot tell, It
was most pathetic at times to see him Lang.
ing round the tuckshop, fustling his remain-
ing two pound ten in his pockets. Dut evl-
dently Bunter was determined to make his
fortupe, for when Friday came those three
Treasury notes were still intact.

“ T gay, Smithy, when do we get the results
in?* he asked after morning lessons as the
Itemoye crowded out of the Form-reom,

“ The five o'clock edition3 of the newspapers §

will give it, [ expect, or you may get it by
‘phoning Cobh at the Oross Keys. Hc has the
results wired him from Lhe course.”

“« Good!” said the Owl. “I'll use the pre-
fects' telephone, then.” _

Bunter was on tenterbooks for the rest of
the afternoon, and as soon as lessons were
over he rolled off to the prefects’-rcom, and
peeped cautiously in. 1

The room was empty, the Sixth chancing
to be still in their Form-room.

Billy Bunter closed the door carefully
hehind him, and, erossing cver to the tele.
phone, called for his number. He was put
through immediately, and the wheeszy woice
of Mr. Cobb azked who was there.

¢Is that Br, Cohb?" azked Billy Buniér,
without trcubling to answer that guestion.
“] want to know if you've had news of the
winner of the Mugleigh Handicap yet.”

“ Jest got it in, sir!” called back Mr. Cobb.

“ Wild Woodbine was first, Terrible Turk
second, and Maria third. Crown Prince,
Herrin’ Pond, and Bill Bailey also ranl”
- BRilly Bunter put vp the receiver in a state
of E{II]’H‘.‘ﬁEﬁ amazement., Bill Bailey <also
ran ! And ¥ S8porting Bnips " had given him
as f dead cert! BSurely there was a mistake
somephere!l

Bunter was determined not to believe it,
Put when the evening papers came in they

This
Waeek'e

“GEM.”

Billy Bunter sadly reconciled himself to the
fact that half of his fiver had vapished, Billy
Bunter was a good deal sadder, though not
much wiser, for the rest of that day.

I at tea-time that day, The Owl of

: the Remove presented a very woe-
begone appearance,

“ Heard the result of the handicap veii”
he asked cheerfully, though there was really
no need for that guestion,

Rilly Bunter groaned,

“ Bill Bailey came in laat !™ he replied. ©1
say, Bmithy, do youw think you can get theé
bookie to cancel that bet it yon 'phone at
once Y

Bmithy laughcd sardonically.

“That's very likelv, isn’t it? No; vou've
done it now, and your only chance is to sport
the eremainder of vour fiver on the Swindle-
ton  Seling Piate to-morrow,  Have you
selected a horse yet 2™

% Well, 1 fancied Richmond, buti—but I don’t
want to throw good money after-had.,” zaid
Rilly Bunter dublously, & What do jou
advise, Smithy "

“ Don't drag me into it, for goodness’ sake '™
pleaded Vernon-Smith, with a laugh. = Any-
how, you can't do hetter than back Rich-
mond for to-morrow. 1 can get vou odds of
ten to one againsi.” ; _

“That'l mean thirty guid!” said Billy
Bunter reflectively, unconscipusly repeating
his words of three days Ago. = And * Sportiy’
Bnlps " says it's a dead cert!l” ]

“Ii leave it to you,” said Vernon-Smith in-
differently. It doesn't matier to me either

way.”
Billy Dunter hesitated., Then he drew the

only confirmed Mr, Cobb'z information, nml'i

11.
HE Bounier rould hardly repress & grin
as Billy Dunter rolled into his sludy

threa carefully-hoarded mnotes from  bis
pocket.
“QOh, I'll chance it!™ he said recklessly.

1
“Put the money on Richmond, Smathy 1™

“ Right you are!l” assentel Vernon-Sinith,
pocketing the notes, with a grin, “Hawke'll
be on the course to-morrow, 30 this business
must be settled to-night, Now buzz ofi} I'm
busy |” :

“Ta-ta, dear boy " said Bunter, with what
was meant.to be an elegant wave of his fat
hand. And he quitted the study, leaving the
Bounder almost in conyulsions.

“The silly young ass!™ exclaimed Harry
Wharton, on hearing the story of BRBilly
Bunter's laicst flutter. “ He deserves to lose
the money if he's got no more sense than
that |?

“Lucky be's got a more experienced Llade
to look after him, isn't L7 remarked the
Bounder, with a chuckle, And Wharton
laughed,

Billy Bunter waz like a cat on hot -biricks
on Saturdav. The knowledge that the re-
mainder of his tiver was at stake fairly gave
him the jumps, ' )

By the time morning lessons hegan Bunter
had informed most of the Remove of his
little flutter, and much interest was felt in
the Swindleton Selling Plate. -

“1 say, Bmithy, when shall I ged my 1money,
if Richmond comes in firat to-day " asked
Billy Bunter, when lessons were over that
day.

“ To-morrow's Sunday, s0 I suppoze yonu'll
have to wait till Monday,” replied Simnithy
cheerfully., *What are you geing to do with
all that chink, Buntert”

“I haven't got it yet!™ gzauid the Owl dole-
fully. “Do you think Richmond will win,
Smithy 2"

“I suppose he gtands as much chunce as

any other horse,” replied the Hounder,
laughing.
“ Here comes the merry punter!”™ cried

Skinner, as Bunter rolled into the Common-
room. “Wouldo't he make a good object for
a rermon on the evils of gambling?™

< Ha, ha, ha!”

“0h, really, Skineer,” said Billy Bunter
~you're a bit of a goer yourself, vou know?!
I say, when will the result of the Swindleton
Belling Plate appear in the paperi®

“In the five o'clock edition. for a certl®
anawered Skinner. “I'm  cychling over to
Courtfield this afternoon, and I'll bring one
back if vou like.”

Bunter nodde¢d hiz thanks moodily, and
rolled out of the Common-rooimn in the direc-
tion of the dining-ball, All his former con-
fidence #ad deserled him.

=

War-time

1id. Order Now.

After half.past four he mooneéd abont the
prefects -room in the hope of getting a4 chance
of_using the telephone again. Unfortunately,
there were séveral Sixth-Formers in occupa-
tion this time, and when tea-time came, and
none of them had budgad, Billy Bunter rolled
off to the Remove passage to partdke of
much-needed refreshment.

Peter Todd welcomed him to the study with a
ferocious glare, and, so that there could be no
mistaking -his mearing, pointed to the door
with one hand and picked up the poker with

the other. :

“No room for yeu here, Bunter!” he
rapped oul. “When you've given up being a
blackguard again we may take yom in. DBut
until ther you're harred! Get out!™

Billy Bunter dodged a menaclng movement
of the poker and fled,

“Beast!” he mutiered. And rolled down
to the junior Common-room, arriving just as
Skinner came in waving a newspaper ex-
citedly. . :

“You've won!" he yelled, hrandishing the
paper before Bunter's startled eyes. And
there wrs an incredulous ery from the other
fellows in the room.

“(simme the paper!” sald Bunier, almost
too excited to know what to do. And Skinner
handed it over, pointing to the stop-press
column,

A dozen Removites and Fourth-Formers
crowded round the Owl to see for themselves.

“*Swindleton Selling Plate. One, Rich-
mond ; Two, Oulooker: Three, Jack Tar,”™
read Dunter aloud, And the juniors simply
gaspod.

“My hat! You've won, then!" said Temple
of the Fourth. © Well, thiz beats the band ™

Billy Bunter blinked at that little stop-
iress item almost mesmerised. He had won!

hirty-two pounds ten shillings were his to
usg as he wished! It seemed almost too good

to be true. DBut there it was in black and
white,

“M.m-m-my aunt! Thirty quid and my
money back!” said Billy Bunter, in an awe-
stricken volce,

Then he folded np the paper, and rolied off

at EI&‘!I’EES speed to the Remove quarters to
spread the news, -

He burst into Study No. 1 without
troubling to kuock, and found Wharton and
me there, entertaining Vernon-Smith at tea.
All three of us glanced up inquiringly as
Bunter enfered, simply bursting to con-
fide his good fortune to us.

“1 say, you fellows, Richmond’s come home
first " he gasped. “I told you 1 was cute
enough for the bookies, Smithy!”

“ Wha-a-a-at?” we yelled, in unison.

'Eermfn-‘.’imit,h tore the newspaper out of
Bunter’'s hands, and glanced at the stop-
press column. Thenh he dropped the sheet,
and stared at the Owl like one in a dream.

‘.'ﬁiehmund first! It's impossible!” he
cried,

Price,

“It's there in hlack and white, ain't it?”
snorted Billy Bunter. *“Anyhow, I don't sea
why you should be so surprised at it,
Smithy. Thirty quid, you know, and my
maney back '™

He rolled out of the study to tell the
rest of the Remove, leaving us staring at
cach other in dismay.

“Well, I'm hanged if this isn't the giddy
limit!" said the Bounder. “I had certain
information that Richmond was nob going
to run to-day. What an end to my scheme
for teaching Bunter a lesson!”

The Remove passage was in an uproar now.
The news that Bunter had won thirty pounds
had spread down the gtudies in a few seconds,
and fellows were pouring out of their dens
to get autheptic information.

We went ont, to find Billy Bunter the man
of the hour. Fellows like Snoop and Skinner
were the first to toady to him, but many
others besides these suggested that it was
up to Bunter to stand a Form feed. Billy
Bunter, in a flush of prosperity, waa quite
aﬂmcaﬁle. and at once made for Mrs,
Mimbles tuckshop, followed by a score of
Removites.

Mrs. Mimble flatly refused to give “tiek ™
at first, but when the news of Bunter's ex-
pected fortune was communicated to her the
good dame thawed conslderably, and gave
her assent. '

The - fecd thaé followed brought scveral
fellows in danger of exceeding the ration
gcale; but Mrs. Mimble kept a strict eye
on the Removites to see that none shonld *
have too much, and Bunter was quitc the
hero of the hour! '
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FiI.
FTER the feart the feasters trooped
back to the School House in a hody.
As they entered the House they
ran against Trotter, the page, who
wis taking up Mr. Prout’s evening papers.

“Let's have a squint at the late editions,”

suggested Holsover major. " They may give
an aceount of the race.” :

“Good egg!” ehimed in Billy Buntef.
“Hand over those rage, Trotter!™

“Mind you don’t crample "em, Master Bun-
ter,” said Trotter warningly, as he hapded
over the late editlions.

Bunter opened one of them at the sporting
rection, without troubling to reply to that .
then he gave a yell.

“What the dickens—"

Billy Buanter stared at the paper, almost
transfixed. There was an expression of utter
amazement and blank dismay on his face.

“Anythin' up, Bunter?” inquired Harold
Skinner. Aud, in reply, Bunter pointed
vicantly to the paper. Ho seemcd oo

dumbfoumded to speak for the moment.

Skinner glanced curiowely at the sporting
column, and whistled cxpressively.

“Phew! 'Fhis is. the lmit, you <¢haps!
Listem! * We regret that, owing to a printer’s
error in our five-o'vlock edition, the winner
of the Swindlcton Selling Plate was viven
as Richmond. This should have tich
Man. The hborse Richmonad was serateled
just- before the race, and did got ran. 7

"My hat!”

There  was a chorus of surpriged exclana-
tiong from the Rempovites,

TR

L 4 winner

THE MAGNET LIBRARY,

“ The-the-then I haven't won after alll”
“Won! Of course you haven't!” sported
Bolsover maior. "1 thonght there was som-

thing fishy in your winning monoy like
that.” |
Bunter turncd quite greécn, I, was A

ferrible disappointment to face after haviog
imagined himselt  the winner. And, in
addition to the loss of the tiver, he ngw had
to face a heavy debt at Mrs. Mimbic's, His
knces nearly knocked together at the thonght
of the atter. The dame would report him
for swindling ber, and there wounld be heavy
trouahle,

He was almost on the verge of {ears when

Wharton, Smithy, and 1 cawe on the seene,
skinner explained  briefiy what bad  hap-
pened, and Vernon-Smith, who listened with
keen iuterest, gave a sigh of relief. His
seheme had not failed, after ali!

“T thonght my information wasg good,” he
remarked.  “The little wheeze is turning out
all right, as 1 thought it wounld.”

“Oh, erumbs!" gasped  the unfortunate
Bunter. = This 12 too bad! W-w-w-what the
dickems =hall T do now? 1 owe Mrs. Mimble
nearly four quid!” -

“We'll sce you through with that, Bunter ™
gafd Balstrode. “And next time you ’Bitl
make sure it is the winper hefore
vou spend the money !’

“This 18 the last horse | eyer back '™
sroanvil Bunter. “1'1 see | bhave mothing to
do with berting again, It is & wmeg's game ™

Vernon-dmith lavghed evnieally,

“That's a rather ditfferent yarn {roim the
one vou spun me the other evening!™ he re-

. nothing would ?

15

maFhed, Bt 1Ia‘3'--m gerioUsly Woan UL S
tanght you a lesson, Bunter?” '

“If this wouldn't teach a chap o lesson
Five guid cone, and nothing

to show for it! War-time, too, you know!
Oh dear!”

“You ecould do with that fiver npnow-—-
what?" said =mithvy. ;

“Do with it! [ sheould =av I cowld!”

groaned Billy Bunter. = hit what's the gt
of talking "

“None whatever ™ agreed Smithy.
your fiver, Bunter!”

Apnd he handed over a rustling five-pound
note.

Bunter starved at it in astonishment,

“Laok here, what's the game, .‘-‘s}mii_.hy el
H:; begap, when Vernon-Smith interruptod

im.

“1'H tell you what happened.
i farth on any borse, for 1 Kpow wery
well you'd lose your monoy. | thought 1'd
give vou a lesson by making you lose the
lot, and then hand yon back the fiver to do
something more sensible with, Well, here it
is, amd I hope your brief expericnee of the
life of the bold had blade has taught you
to sl the bookies in future!l” _

“Now you cap settle up with Mrs. Mimble,.
my fat pippin!® ehuekled Dick Rake,

“Rats! You fellows had that feed under
false pretenees, and 1'm not going to pay for
it ' said Bunter. And he poeketed his
precious  fiver, and rolled away hurriediy
leat any of the wilder spirits should eon-
template robbery with violonce,

' THE END,

“Here's
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GLYN'S LATEST.

By ROBERT ARTHUR DIGBY. S

|
se & Y UME in, futhead!™ .
The cheery invitation WwWa- given
(J by Berpard Glyn, and in response
te tv the greal.ﬂ George Alfred
Grundy walked into E—tudg No, 1L
“ Where's Kangaroo?” he demamded,
w Ask me another!™ “ How

safd Glyn. _
shoyld T know? Or look under ihr tahle il
you like! But [ dou't think he's there.”

« U'm going to whop him ! howled Grundy.

« Thep I'm jolly sure he aim't under the
table ! replied Glyn. 1 should rather fapcy
he's looking for you somewhere.”

“ [ haven't heen to the gym,” :aid Grundy,
“f think I'll go there.?

« 1T wouldn't, if T were you,”
“ You might find bim!”

irundy departed with a wrathful snort.

Scarcely had Glyn turned to his work again
when another knock sounded at the door. 1t
was Skimpole this time. _

« My dear Glyn——" he began, in his usual
precige mapber, |

Glva hurled a cuzhion at him, and Skimmy
retreated, remonstrating in words of eighteen
letters or 0.

Glva ruim ted.

The inventive Bernard was getting badly.

fed up. But he chuckled as he thought. of
what. would happen lo interrupters of his
peace in the future, The project he had in
hand concerned them, ‘

That might he called a small meeting of his
particular chums, and explained matters to
them. The Terrible Three and Talbol were
there, as well as the erowd from our study—
Blake, Herries, D' Arey, and myself—and, of
course, Kangaroo and Dane, who share No. 11
with .

“1'm fed up—righi to the neck!™ he began.

“ You're lucky !" sighed Lowther, *in these
rationed days—"

“«Dry up, ass! That’s not what I mean. I'm
fed up with having no peace. %o l've invented
the push-out, and I sball jolly well take out
a giddy patent for it.)”

« A push-out? What's that?” asked Tom
Merry; aml we all echoed the guestion in
various tones.

¢ Behold ! said Glyn. Awnd he whipped a

cloth from something that stood 1 the
corner. : 1 - |
It was a gueer-looking jigger. But there's

one thing about Glyn's inventions -they do
work, And that's the one thing there isp't
ahout [kimmy's, you know. _

“ Two wooden Tevers or bars are fixed ver-
tically on a wooden stand,” explained Glyn.
“ At the end of each bar is a well-padded box-
ing-glove—see ? p
1 work the lever—iwiggez-vous? A mwere
touch dges it : but it's no mere touch the
truder gets, ! promize you, ] fix the thing
near the door. and someone I don't want to

A lever works the bars, and

i g

things. An

I touch the lever, and—
Any of

‘e wanders in, _
But an ocular demonstration is best,
you chaps care to try it?”

Everybody thought Gussy would—except
Hl;-*-’-:r'f., that is, He seemed more than doubt-
ful.

But it chanced that someone came along at
the oritical mament, just as Glyn bhad put {he
push-out into position.

Someons was Gibbopa, We have uo special
ohjection 1o Gibbons; hnt we dow't cherish
him to the extent of minding much if he gets
a bit damayged in the interests of science.

We fell over one abother in our anxiety to
get al the lever, and L dop't know who
actually worked it., It was not Giyn, any-
way, because he was near the door, and the
lever was on the other side of the roonn.

I don't thins Gibbops knew what it
that hit hing,

Bitk, bin!

“ Ow-yow |7

That was how it went, with (ibbons sitticg
outside nursing his face and saying things to
the door after it. '

T call that a howling =uceess, Berpard!”
said Kangaroo warmly.

S0 did we all. But there were doubifol 5&{}5»
sibilities in the thing, as Blake remarked when
We Calne away.

Anyway, it was decent of eld Glyn to give
us warnkng in advance. 1t made us a bit care-
ful ahout how often we pub our poses into
N¢. 1.

And, when yvou come to think ahout i, per-
hape that may have been his notion in teling

e, ] wesder

l In the study when the next caller

CaIng, -

“Who's there?” yelled Glyn.

“t's me—Grundy ! came the answer,

“ What's that ass want? growled Kan.
BATGO,

“You'! Wanis to whop you!”
grinning, _

“My bhat! I'll—7,

“XNo need! Leave
Gruudy I _ 1

Perhaps it wasn'f quite fair to azk a chap
in, and then But old Gruudy really is
seyeral kinds of a4 nuisancve,

Biff, Lifi ! _

Out went Grundy, apd the door was slamuied
to hefore he kngw what had lia,»fe,na;l to him.
It was locked in a second: im three seconds
he was kicking at it like mad. 1 faney he
thought it was Kangaroo who bad hit him.

Grundy wandered off after o while, saying
a few minutes afterwards Trimble
came wlong. The door bad been unlocked,

W3

e

IT.
AP
Ouly Noble, Dane, and 4Hlyn were

Ii o e T Come in,

replicd Giyn, ¢

|

Trimble tapped, and did not wait vo be
asked in. GUlyn pressed the lever, and Baggy
did not wait to be ordered gut, He went oul
—with a bowl and a thud, T

“ Great Seott!? said Clifton Pane, * Thi=
is your best up to date, Bernard, you giddy old
genius ! Wonder who will be the next vietim ™"

No one will ever know who the nexst vietim
would have been had things taken an ordinavy
course,

But Baggy did not let things do that. Bagay
is pretty mmueh of an all-vound ass, but he
has his brizht moments.

As Le toddled along the pas:zage, meoaning
and groaning, he met Mr, Seiby.

That gentleman was looking for Wally
H'&h:{. ne doubt with the idea of hetog
specinily kind to him. Dear cll SHelhy does
s0 love Wally ! :

“Have yvou zeen D' Arey mipor, Trimble®”
e snapped. '

= Yes, sir. He's in Study Number Eleven,™
replied the veraciaus Baggy.

‘an't say I blame him much.
hruised and battered.
Mr. Selby twirled

open the door,

Biff, bitf! ey

» = & » ? e

Not @ fair dodge to represent by a line of
stars all that Seltby =aid, and what Glyn spid
in reply. and what Dance and Kangaroo 'said
to help their pal out of the messi—eh? © Yuu
idon't think s0? Lo T o !

Then, wy good fellow, you den't know how
a story shouwld be told; and you bave certainly
never been o member of the Third Form at 8t
Jim's! No one in that Form would want to
know what Selby said. : ' -

4s for Glyn, what could he nagi‘ Anmd @z
for Dane and Noble, what could they zay but
mere words? L :

You might as well have tried te hribe a

tiger with sugar-plums as Selby with words
after that Infhng.
- He bad 1 cape with him, and he tried to use
it, Somehow, that cane got broken in the
attempt. . 'Kangarvoo doesn’t gay that be hroke
it. But we know Kangaroo. He would net
take 2 whacking from the masafer of the
Third. -

But the Head is quite another persom; and
I regret to record that the Head didn't seem
as pleased and proud as he should have beem
about bhavimg such a” real, up-to-date inventor
as our Bermard at B¢, Jim's,

'Mufi said about that!

Was that the end of the push-ont? Well
I am not so supe. But we bave not heard of
it again as yet, €Glyn is now experimenting
with gadgets for making caning a paimless
operation, we hear, :

THE RND:

He wasz
And it was Selby !
the handle and pushied

B
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E TH E GREYFRIAR

BULL and Miss BULL
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OHNNY  BULL'S aupn! and unele, vou
. ~ know, - They are -hrother and ai-ter,
a not  hasband  and  wife, H{Hi: are
“w..wealthy, and Loth rather like their own
wav—which is not an  unuinal -wﬂnp'[.-qiﬂt.

Johnny rather likes his,

Queer old lady, Miss Tahitha Marlha HJ_.H
I think her solicitor was quite right when he
warned her that -endiug the 2w of five
bundred pounds 1o a schoolboy of fifteen was
not a very sensible thing to do, Some of our
old readers may remember that scene in Mr
Have's office when the old lady,  with a kind,
if ecoentric heart © and o zrim face Janked
by Early ¥ietorian curl=<” ig=i=ved on Joing
as she chose,

Eccentrie - the word ! Five hundred pounds
were to he banded over to Jobnpy to do as
he liked with, Makes one’s mouth water—eh?
But if he didn't do as hi= sunt liked -1hat is
o 2ay; if he wastcd the cach in Jdrinking and
;‘.-'EIIH.J-“]I;__‘, G p==ociating with had characters

~then it was very unlikety that there wonld
he ANy "ore cominyg firom e I.Eur-;_'- ‘A'hl-'i,l_‘."t
Lhal cavee. Bt the obd Laody was penerous,
too. Il was not extravgancee she minded

she reahised that the templation to waste of
sotne kind would he very areat, Virparently
what she wanted to find -out was whal ex-
travagant tastez Johnny had. A< long as no
eall trabtt v b charaeter was brought 1o
light she did por aoind how reckless e was
with the money

Now, .lnhnm Bl s not 9
Me Lias a- mueh 2o,
sense a5 most fellows,  And he certainly is
not mean. * So that tHe dafger was lets to
lim than it would have been Lo mapy fellows,

Mi=z= Hull liked Johnny, though she  had
never told bhim so0 He was practically the
only ooe among hier nephews: awd nivees who
did not bow dowvu and wor-Lip her wealih,
He was just his vatural zelf in his intercourse
with Lier; and a= it apparently did not matter
twopence to hirn whether he went down in
her will or not, she had come to the con
rlizaion that =he would rather like (6 miake
him her heir,o Which show- that Lhe eccon-
tric old lady. was not soft or Jooli=h, anyway,

It was one of the other nephbews J.ueas
Crane—whi tried (o spoil Jobnny's chanee of
inheriting. hi= sunt’s wealth., Annt Tubiltha
wias not fond of Lueas, He was a wrang ‘o
*for one thing,  Bat whit made her sure (hat
he wag an irreclmable wrong ‘un was that
her eat shrank from hing. = A man from whon
- dogs and cats sbrink away 1= a man Lo be
avoided,”. the. stern old lady said.
- Urane told her-not ey Iftl"r' in thos=e words,
bt to their effect—that Johnny was probably
a® big a wronk ‘un as he was,  She would not
helleve,  She ftold him scornfaily that c=he
was not afeaid of anylhing he could do in the
way Of leadinzg Johnuy intoe wickedness. 1t
was a direct challenge, Tor, of  course, she
had fade it Alear that if Johmy suceiumbed
to temptation she had done wich b, Crane
protested against the wdea that be would
dreeam of templing the boyv: he would only
inyestigate, he said, Duat Mi-2 Buyll was not
deceived by los hypaeritical speechies,  She

= }

‘eihless person,
EVEry -ﬂ LY CORNTION-
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huiew that e wobdd do afl Lie could (o lead
Johpny w-tray : and she wanted her-destiund
l..ai[ triedd e the fire, 0 he failed to come
Lhroneh 1le ordeal pure cold she won'd eul
himy ont of her will, :

Rathey hard, mavhe: hat -thiere was aore
than o toueh of =tern hardoess in the ald
laely,  And she hasd lots of faith in Johnuny,

remenmber, : : SR

He cume through it all rigbt, though there
wias i time when his chums believed that he
had Hstened to the voice -of <the temapter,
Johnny gave Crane bis bead for o while, weoll
knowing whiat hiz game wos. When the righ

marient  carme Johnny  did the talking; hLe
als0 did some punching.
Another trinl awaited Johnny  later: bol

this time 1t was by his uncle that he was sab-
l1ected fo it, Mr. Bull, who had never
the hoy, having been many veuars in Au<tralia,
had a notion of adopting bim and 1aking
i haek 1o Australin with hip, S0 be 2ont
down his confidential man, Fricdrich Fualke,
im whom he had perfect faith, to find out how
Jotinty wa: gotng on at Greyfriars,

It did not =uit Falke's bhook that ile
should be adopted, Falke had rather a notion

of hemg Mr, Bull'= heir himself. 8o Lo
schewed to make Uncde Bull believe dohinn
an ulter rotter. The Dounder, then o the
worat of terms with Jehnny, who  Lud just
Lhrashed im after o hard fight, ool heen
dragged into it. Falke had Vernon-Smith

01 =0 e thoughl, But the
Bounder Kicked ;. the seheme was tog dirty for
birn. At the imminent ri=k of beinge =acked
he gave it away. Fulke was dizcomtited,
the Bounder was not sacked. Johuny Bull's
intereeszion saved hiin.

Johnoy was wrathy, HHe wraie a
aud outzpoken letter 1o s unele,
that he didn't want him to come dovwi
see lim after he had <ent
tary " to sp¥ on him. The letiér never went
Harry Wharton prevented that by putting it
i the fire.  And while Johnny was frying to

nnder his - thumb-

ory plinin

aid

get it writtep again, with all hi< chums doing
thmr hest 1o d|--111u|r i, Unele Ball tarned
l]ll'r = - .

At least, it was nol really, unele. Tt was
Temple of the Upper Fourth made Hpr 25 an
ol gent lememng, Johnny bl never seen his
HH1_H‘ i “h{rl.”:i Lo remcinhered. -]:in 1.0 .:'1
certain point Temple <corcd ; bt be hpd: been

fotind out before Mr. Ball-actually appeared

u facl, the Qoor’ wias heing wiped with him
when that gentleman came upen the =cene.

Johuny wa< gruft with hi- unide-
civil, the other fellovws thonght,  Then hi-
annt wrote that she was coming Jown to see
B, She was zorry that he had not got on
better with his umele, The letter was =up-
pre=sed by Bunter, amd Aunt Tabitha mel
with a receplion that must have surprized
WeT, o she wWaz Lakel to “he” Temnple mus.
guerading again,  Fortunately, the mistalke
weis fonnd ot hefore anything very dreadfal
hii pflr!h '+, ' :

Anni '.I"unﬂim Was going back 160 Ausiralia
withe Uncle dodae Arctbur, amd they wanled

|
é
E :'

AaTe

LoV |

i= “ beastly secre- | : :
& vaslly MUTTe: 1 g heir backs i it lnnl"uuil‘T to do and doing

e

uneny to 2o owith tdserm, e mefnaed. e
did not wind te leave Grevipiar-

He wenl, thoual - ot |r‘;l:~‘|'_ he Wl THER
the way. They worked it hy a spool some
thing like the one put upon the Bounder
hi= Fathor., Me, Bull. was suppo-ed to hayve
ot nearty all bls wanes by Lhe Tailare of 1he
fiesn of which he was the bead, Jobnay wrots
il onee to say that he was coming hoye
Bis wmele aomd auinl, and was willing (o co Lin
Anatralin with them now,

He bad heen tested enough, one wonld think,
Pericaps Unele Jobin Aethur s Aunt Vabithia
canme to thl t':m:-lu-iu;l‘ for, apxion: as Lhe.

ta keep him, they =aw that it would he

fiw

|

Cbhetter and happier tor him to retien Lo Grey.

CHviars, and they sent him back,
T trip to Australia Hrst.
: ;'_,i'-rn-lir { b -]11]::1.

— s e = g

e

- Fourth, and their like,

=2eTl

AN .
" laied

telling him

“of the other zori,
L ArrOgant

Tidelies T |

He did think
He had gnite for-
whiteh aus really more his
annt’ s Lhan hiz noele’ -
How he came biek wae
Loy, Whenn by Coanee Marching
Howe ! 1t was just as well he did not go, |
shonld <uy ; anyway, = well he did not think
CF <toprping with those two dear old managing,
.|i']'|E:_|"I"«- !Iu'r;IFrIi'_ -..q||-!.." h.r“ h "II 'll"“"-:
Ll tahins ol need dryv-nursing.

=

told in that capital
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For Next Monday :

" HIS COUNTRY'S CALL!™
By Frank Richards.

“exi wieek's "'l...'“j.'lr deals, Like that of ihis
week, with Dick MWilary, the new by in the
Kemove, Hiz plucky th.tht again=t Bol-over,

Fhough it tells heavily in his favour with the

ceent fellows, does not eutirely clear the
wir.  The cads=, snch s -Skinper of (e
Remove, Kenney and Angel of the- Upper

are <till Liin alemies
How they dealt with imn and he with 1Fﬂn.
and how his fatltier came along to pluy =«
prarl, ol will read neal week,

"THE BOY AND HIS FUTURE.

War-time conditwons have had the ellect of
valsing the-price of boys in the work market.
I wonder whether siny of you ever rememhber
Lhat  the=i romdition= will pol last, snd that

Lhere will be o big slamp 1o boys when the
men obne baek ¥ '

| Lo not going (O gird a4l yon for asking
| and getting thhec gtimes as much as fellow-

Lof vour age had any chauee of receiving
Before Lthe war. That sort of thing i= ruled
by the lTaws of supply and demand., If ten

thous=and Wanted at any given tilme,
andd vleven thousand are available, the price
keeps down.,  If only nine thousand are avail-
nhle 1t goes up; there is competition for the
nmine thousand, yonu sce, whereas the surplus
the other cuse practicalty cnls ont {mtp
petition, cxcept as  regards  possible  loeal
=hirtagoes

Hut Lhe stavdard of wiges will not be mainp-
when the zhortage ceases. Yoursare
not, worth more than you' were—or your pre-

i |:|' O B

decessors  were—four years ago; that is to
Sy, vour work has 1o more real ml:w unless
Cin thiose caze- where boys are really puttmp:

i-iril_r_f:: thought above l[n]:l wrizght in formoer
f1.‘i:'|-'.-'. G o

I hope—amd 1 helieve—ihat theve are a good
many boys of thiz sort.  With them lies the
future, They will nol find themeselves snokedd
when the mou comme home, :

it T know that there are s good many

whose chiet interest in the
new condition of liairs 15 that it rives Lthem
More ﬂpr-lnlin;z-mrmm who are made stupidly
hy the fact thal they are wanted,
adlid who are doing nothing to.make {hem-
selves fit for any highet work than licking
stammps aml 2oing on errands,

Don't grumble at harder work or greater
respon=ihility, I you are ever t¢ get out
of 1he rut vou must Tearn to hear responsi-
bidity ; amd  bavder work generally mieans
learning thing<, 1 «don®t in the least counsel
yon to allow yourselves to be driven to death :
I don’t say that you zhould =pend all your
spa e Lime in crantining,

It 12 something like a sermon, ihis, T know,
But | am sure it will uot hnrt you to read it;
and it omav do you good,

YOUR EDITOR.
26-10-18




