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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Taking Shelter Together !

bé ND just you hwrry up, Wib '™
A With this final adjuration
from the lips of Rob Cherry,

the Yamons Five of Grey-
friars allowed William Wibley to go on
his way.

Wibley was in high feather. There had
ust been a whip-round in aid of the
3:11*&}-‘friur5 Junior Amateur Dramatic
Society, which was the very upple of
Wiblev's eve: and in Wibl’s pockets
jingled quite a lot of silver cons, while
there were eurrency-notes as well m his
pocket-book. _

His destination was the establishment
of Mr. Lazarus at Courtfield. Mr.
Lazarus sold theatrical props: und he
also let them on hire. Wibley's busiess
was to be done mainly on the hire
svstem, too much being needed to allow
of outright purchase.

Over his {u-&ad, as he tramped towards
(lourtfield, heavy black elouds rolled up.
But Wibley never moticed them. His
mind was full of coming theatrical
glores.

William Wibley was the ﬂ[“tﬂl‘-]l'lil]'lil-fii‘l‘
born. There was no doubt about  his
acting abilities ; and the Remove had had
plenty of evidence as to lis managing
capacity. In fact. they complained that
he wanted to manage evervthing.

But that was only in the dramatic
wav. As Wib often said, he never fried
to mterfere with their running the ericket
and footer as they thought fit.

He was so deep in thought now that
he not only failed to note the signs of
the approaching storm, but he did not
cee the boy who was coming along the
road towards him till he heard his voice.

“Hallo, old bean! You'll get a head-
ache if you think so jolly hard!™ =aid the
strangoer.

He was quite a stranger to Wibley. and
the budding Irving thought his familiar
address rather cool cheek.

The fellow was of about Wib's own age
and height, was dressed m Ktons, and
bore on lips and fingers the vellow staine
that tell of excessive cigarette-smoking.

“Hallo, I didn't see you!” rephed
Wibley.

“T'm aware of that. You don’t seem
to have seen, either, that we shall get
jolly wet if we don’t make a move in
about two ticks!™ the strancer said, quite
as if he had known Wib all his life, and
there could be no auestion as to their
taking shelter together.

He had rather a hard and deep voice
for one of his apparent age. Somehow,
Wiblev did not like him very much. He
would have liked him less had he guessed
that what bad impelled the fellow to
accost him was the cheerful chinking of
coin that had sounded from his pockets
a3 he walked.

“Tt 1s going to rain, 1 fancy,” said
Wibley, looking up at the sky, and corn-
tinning, quite unconsciously, the chink-
ing.

“1f you ask me, it's raining now,’ re-
plied the etranger drily.

He was right, too. Big -drops had
begun to fall.

“We'll rut across the fields to that old
barn,” sail Wibley, indicating by a naod
the buildimg he meant.

“Ain't there anything nearver?”

- Wibley failed to notice the shight un-
easiness in the tone of the ather fellow
as he asked that eqnuestion.

“Not a thing. Come along: we'll have
to get o move ou us if we're gommg to
keep dey !

They raced acvoss the felds side by
side. and the stranger hegan to Blow
rather hard.

“Toou much smoking.” said Wibley.
“ Ave vou a Higheliffe chap? You're net
woaring their colours; but 1 know there
are a lot of smeky rotters there—it yon
don’'t mind my plain speakimg.”

And Wib said that as if he, for
part, did neot mind whether his
aconaintance minded or not.

“No,” puffed the other fellow.
not—at  any—school—yet.  But  I'm
coming—to  Grev—friars—on—Monday.
You're—Greyfriars—1 know.”

They reached the shelter of the barn
as he finished this panting speech. Wib
was a trifle blown row, but not to any-
thing like the same extent.

“Yes,” he answered, “It's not a bad
show, cither, taking it all round, thongh
I must sav most of the follows there are
rather duffers m the acting line.”

“Oh, acting ! 1 don’t think a fat lot of
that game! Do you play cards at all?
By the way, my name’s Denson—Samuiel
Benson,”

“And mine's Wihley—Willianma Wibley.
Yes, I've plaved cards a Int.  Rather
tame bizney, I think. Whyv?”

“Oh. 1 just wondered! T'm keen on it.
Jollv nteresting—especially when yon
win !”

“T never care much whether T win or
lose when I play.” retwrned Wib,

“T dare suy not.” said the future Grey-
friars junior. with a glance at Wibley's
bulging pockets.

Wibley quite failed to nolice that
glance, or to infer anything from the
speech which aceompanied it.

Wibley was thinking—havd.

Suddenly hiz eyes began to gleamn.
Anyone who knew him well—Rake or
Kipps or Micky Desmond or Morgan,
say—would have known thut some great
idea had just come into his head.

“Pa you say vou re not coming o om
show till Monday?’ he asked, with an
onlv partially snecessful attempt to cou-
ceal lils eagerness.

But the other fellow’s eagerness
another direction caused hm to observe
as hittle as Wb,

“That's so,” he said indifferently.

“ And to-day's Wednesday,” went on
Wiblew, as though that were a fact of
importance. “ I suppose nobody at Grey-
friars knows you?”’

“No, I haven't even seen the Head.
My pater saw him yesterday, but he
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didn't take me along. T'm ondy going to
school to bn kept out of mischief for a
bit. Matter of fact, we're gomg to New
Zealand az soon as we can book passages.
But that’s not so easily done these days.”

“1 see,” suid Wibley thoughtfully.

But he did not care twopence whether
Beuson was going to New Zealand or to
Nova Zembla. He did not care twopence
about Benson at all.  What he ecared
about was the scheme that had Hashed
mrto s own erratic mind.

The ram was comng down hard nmow,
pelting upon the corrngated ron roof of
the barm. The ehy had darkened until
there was not hght enough inside the
barn to do more than tell an ace from a
king: and Benson said nothimg about
cards for the moment.

But he took out a cvigaretie-case, and
offered Wibley a smoke.

“No, thanks!™ said Wib curtly.

“Don’t wyou care about them? 1
thougrht chaps at g schools wenully
smoked a bit.”

“We reckon the smokers at our show
as rotters, on the whole !”

“1 don't care much what vou reckon
me. as long as 1 can get 2 whiff en the
quiet now and then.”

Suddenly the clonds in front began to
clear, thongh the rain continued to come
down hard.

“Now for the pretty puetures!”
Benson, with o grin of satisfaction.

He pulled a pack of cavds from his
pocket.

“What's vour game 7”7 he mguired.

“Oh, 1 plav anything—snap, old maid,
beggar mv  neighbeur,”  answered
Wibley, without much interest.

He was gazing at the fast-clearing eky.
Wih wanted to get on to Courtfield.

“Kids' games!” snovted the agreeable
Benson. “No use to me. What do vou
say to banker#’

“As vou like. T don't know it;
vou can teach me.”

The grin on Benson's face widened.
This eecmned almost too good to be true—
a fellow who did not care whether he
won or lost, and who wauted to be taught
banker!

Benson won the ent for the bank, and
shuffled the cards, smling,

“Shilling points—what?”7 he said.

“What!” snapped Wibley.

1t was not like an echo. for, though the
word was the same, the tone was guite
markedly differeut.

“Bob on each pile?”

“Oh, rot! T uever play for money !’

“Pon’t play for money?”  gasped
Benson.

“*No, vou silly ass!

But—but what on earth Jdo wvou play
for, then?”

“Clounters—unts—anvithing. We leave
playving for monev to cavdsharpers and
chaps of their kidney.”

“Great jiminy!”

Benson seemed quite faken aback.

But before e could attempt argument
or persuasion the sound of hurrying foot-
steps was heard,
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An elderly, white-whiskered individunal
trotted 1n, shaking himself and his
umbrella. He had a pink, perspiring face
and lots of white hair, and he wore a
long-tailed coat and gold-rimmed pince-
nez, as well as other things.

“Hallo, dad!™ said Benson affably.

- The new arrival looked first at Wibley
and then at his hopeful offspring. ‘

“A Greyfriars fellow I happened to
meet, dad—Wibley."” ) '
“How do yoeu do, my dear boy?
Pleased to make your acguaintance!”
satd the elderly gentleman fussily.

“1I am quite well, thank you, sir,” an-
swored Wibley.
It givea me pleasure to see you

already on friendly terms with my son,”
said the old gentleman effusively. *1I
trust you are a lad of good principles,
whose influence upon him will be for his
benefit,”

Wibley mumbled something in reply,
He considered the -elderly gentleman a
cheeky old bounder; and he had no par-
ticular desire to influence Samuel's prin-
ciples—if any—at all.

“Oh, we're getting on all sorene, dad !
sald Samuel, who had a very off-hand
manner with his paternal relative.

“What have you in your
Samuel 7" gnapped Mr. Benson.

“Only a pack of cards—no harm in
that, is there?”

“Haven't I objected again and again
to that evil habit, Samuel 27

Wibley wondered why the old buffer
had not objected in some practical form
which would have forced Samuel to take
notice,

_Samuel put away the cards, and had his
cigarette-case half out of his clket
Lefore he suddenly thought better of it.
But that action his father apparently
failed to observe.

I trost that you have no such—or—
vices as that?” safd Mr. Benson to Wib-
ley, glaring again at Samuel, who secemed
quite indifferent to the paternal glares.

“Oh, T don’t think so, sir,” answered
Wibley off-handedly. “I think I'll be
golng now—it’s clearing up, I see.”

And, with a nod to the Bensous, he
passed out of the barn,

Nothing about the old gentleman’s
appearance at the barn had aroused his
suspicions in the least. He thought the
i3ensons a very queer pair in some ways

but he had no notion that they were
other than they seemed,

His mind was busy with his new
scheme, which conecerned Samuel RBenson,
in a way, though Samuel could hardly be
sald to come into it.

Half an hour later he was
telephone-box at Courtfield, and
called up Grevfriars.

“Er—Dr. Locke,” he began, with an
excellent imitation of the tones of the
elder Benson, *was it not arranged that
my son should eome to you on Mondav 7"

““Ah, 1 recognise your voice, Mr. B3en-
son. Yes, that was s0.”

YWl it inconvenience you in any way
if he arrives to-morrow 77 |

“Not in the least |”

“Thank you so much, sir! Samuel will
arrive at Friardale by the 12.30 train.
Perhaps you would be so very kind as
to allow some trustworthy schoolfellow
to meet him ? Bamuel 1s slightly nervous
and highly-strung.”

“Certamnly ! One of the juniors shall
come, Mr. Benson1”

“Thank you ex-tremely, sir!
bye, sir!”

Wibley and
chuckled.

“So far so pood!™ he said.  *“Now
for merry old Lazarus and the giddy
togs !’

hand,
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The Brigadier’s Busby,

(See Chapter 2.)

THE SECOND CHAPTERI |
The Star Actor !
o OW, 1sn't this a ripping rig-out 7"

N asked Wibley enthusiastically.

Wibley had got back from

Courtfield, and had taken the |

rops he had bought or hired—but he

Ead only bought what Mr. Lazarus had

refused to let out on hire—straight to
Study No. 1.

The Famous Five had not been the
only contributors to the whip-round.
But they had subseribed a considerable
part of the money collected; and, after
Wibley, they were qute the leading
lights of the Greyfriars Junior Amateur
Dramatio Society.

Wib displayed a gaudy costume and a

glittering helmet before their eyes.
HPine!” said Harry Wharton., I
suppose I'm to wcar that as Mark

Antony ?” |

“Or me—I'm DBrutus!” Bob Cherry
sald eagerly.

But Wibley shook his head, sorrowfully
but firmly.

“No,” he =aid; and his tone was quite
final. “That's fer me. It's important
above all thaings that the star actor should
make a good appearance, you know, and
I suppose you're not going to dispute at
this time of dayv that I'm the star actor ?”

“Well, no,”" growled Johnny Bull
“PBut there’s a hinut to things, yvou know,
Wib "

Wibley did not answer that—possibly
because he was not so sure as Jnﬁnn}' of
the existence of the limit. There was no
limit whatever to the enthusiasm of Wib.
He dipped again into his well-filled
bag. -
This time 1t was a most resplendent
uniform of the Napoleonic day and of
French type that he brought forth.

“Ah! That's mine, I know!" eried
Frank Nugént.

““*Then you know all wrong ! snapped
Wib. “Do have a little sense, Nugent!
I’'m going to play the part of Brigadier
Gerard, in the little thing Wharton
knocked up, in that.”

“What I want to know,” said Johnny
Bull, in his most deliberate and deter-

mined manner. *is where we come %" |

= — e,

“Yes, rather! Where do we come in,
Wib?" echoed Bob Cherry.

It really did seem a question somewhat
to the purpose, all things considered;
but Wibley put it aside as if it were of
no mmportance at all.

His third dip into the bag produced
something quite equal to the first two,
and he held it up to be admired. Wibley
knew that he had made good use of the
moncy cnutrusted to him, and he expected
credit for it.

“What do you think of that, you
chaps ?"" he asked.

“Good! Just my mark!” eaid Harry
Wharton approvingly. ‘v

“Your mark? «Oh, don't talk rot,
Wharton! I'm geing to wear this as
Hamlet. I don't believe in playing tho
part all through ®n funeral clobbor.
That’s all wrong. 1t might suit [rving.
It doesn’t suit William Wibley !»

The five stared at him. Three cos-
tumes had been produced thus far, but
they were all for the star actor. Therc
were others to come, but it hardly seemed
likely that five more at all of the class of
those three could have been hired with
the money Wib had had.

“You fellows don’t look too well satis-
fied,” Wibley said, having, it seemed.
just got on to the genecral feeling of dis-
gruntiement.,

“We're not!” snapped Johnny.

“The dissatisfiedfulness is of the ox-
tremefulness, my csteemed and rapaeiona
Wib,” purred Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh, Nabob of Bhanipur, in his weird
and wonhderful English.

“I should jolly well think not!" rodares!
Bob Cherry.

“Where do we come in?" demanded
Harry. |

“Yes, where do we come in?" said
Frank Nugent.

““Oh, don’t be unrcasonable!” replicd
Wibley, a trifle hotly. ““ Hamlet can’t be
played in shirt-sleeves, you know.”

“But jolly nearly everything else
can, it seems to me!” growled Johnny.

“Not the star parts.,” replicd Wibley.
“¥You see, as long as the leading actor i3
well-togged up it really doesn't matter a
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lot about the rest. It's on him the eyes
of the . audience arc fxed.” |

“Rats! There isn’t any part any-
where that matters all that much,"” said
Harry. “If yow’re Ceesar you're dead
jolly early in the piece. Mark Antony's
part is really-a heap more important than
Ceesar’s.”

“Then I think we'd better chango
parts,” said Wibley at once. “I didn't
think of that. 'There's some fine fat in
the part of Cesar, but he is done and
done with a bit soon. Yes, I'll take
Mark Antony off your hands, Wharton.
I might double the parts, perhaps, but I
don’t know about that.”

“You silly ass!” roared Bob. *‘Idare
say you'd like to be Brutus, too!”

** And Cassius ! chimed in Frank.

“ Well, 1t would be better for the play,
but 1t can’t be done, I’m afraid,” said
Wibley, rather sadly.

“We're all mere supers—is that it?7"
asked Wharton grimly.

“ Something like that. I shouldn’t say
you don’t matter at all. Someone must
tako the parts, and you've some shght

talent, Wharton ; that’s more than I can|

say for all of you.”

*Oh, i3 it 77 grunted Jobhnny Bull.

“It's no good arguing with the chap.
He's so puffed up with conceit that he
takes no notice,” Bob said. *“Get on
with the washing, Wib. But, mind you,
;E there:f; nothing for me in that giddy
WL

“But there 1s!”

sard Wibh. “Don’t

yuil worry, dear boy. Yowre going to |

Lo all right. Look at this. Isn't it &
Lunck-out 1
Bob’s face was quite sunny again at the

iuwht The other fonr looked doubtdnl.

(f that was Bob’s they could scarcely |

cxpect anything egqual to it. The Famous
"ive seldom let jealousy enter their
iriendly eirele, but the green-eyed
nonster was peeping round the corner
just then.

There was no occasion for his
anee, however.

“Mine ?” said Bob rapturously.

“Eh? Yours! Oh, no! That's—"

“Yours again {” howled four vorces in
chorus, P

“My esteemed and——"" began Inky.

“Again 7V said Wibley, in a hurt way.

appear-

“Well, really, vou chaps do have the

most extraordinary ideas !

“You're shaping for the best bumping
of your life, whether you know it or not,
Wib I*" growled Johnny.

Wibley snorted as he dived into the
bag again, and brought out something
which clatiered in a hollow and tirfhy
iashion.

He held i1t up at arm’s-length, and
razed upon it with well-simulated admira-
tion. Wib really was an actor !

“What the merry dickens is that?”
asked Bob.

“Your helmet, Bob, old son! What
do you think of 1£%”
“ Nothing at all ! hooted Bob. *Less

than nothing! And even if I'd wear
such a tinpot thing—which ain’t a bit
likely—what’s to go with it 7"

“With that helmet, dear boy, nothing
else is necessary,’”” said Wib solemnly.

“Though perhaps pyjamas might be
decent,” added Wharton drily.

““Laertes, you know, in * Hamlet.” No
reason why Laertes shouldn’t have rather
n rusty helmef, and I dare say the rust
wou-t be noticed, anyway.”

“You frabjous idiot! You silly
chump ! howled Baob.

“Dop’t get your rag out. That's
merely silly V7 Wibley saxd soothingly,

“ You can’t expect much for twopence-
halfpenny 1"’ remarked Johnny,
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“Wrong, Bull! It was sixpence.
That’s only the hiring price, you know,
I don’t suppose you could buy it out-
right much under a bob.”

‘hig statement had tho effect of ren-
dering Bob speechless for the moment.
He snateched the helmet from Wibley's
hand. He hurled it to the floor. He
jumped upon it.

““Here, T say !” protested Wib.

“Iang the helmet, hang Laertes, and
boil you!” yelled Bob, finding his voice
at last,

Then he gave the remains of the
helmet a kick which rendered it quite
unrecognisable as a helmet, and stalked
to the window. He stood there watch-
ing the rain dropping from the leafless
elms, evidently fed up with William
W’ihfey and all his ways and works.

“Well, I hope you fellows won’t be so
unreasonable as that chap ! said Wibley.

“Oh, you're welcome to hope!” re-
phed Johnny Bull, with deep meaning.

“What’s inside that brown-paper
parcel 77 asked Nugent,

“0Oh, nothing much!”
hastily.

“For the star actor, I suppose?” was
flarry’s sareastic inquiry.

“Well, in a way, it is,"”
Wibley.

gald Wibley

admitted

“Look here, you utter ass, do you

think we or the other fellows arc going
to let you take our cash and spend it all
on clobber for your own parts like this "
demanded Johnny.

“They’re the star parts, Buil.” :

“Rats! That may be true enough,”
said Harry, “but——"

“It 1s true,” put in Frank. ‘ Wibley
always collars the star Pﬂﬂﬁ.”

“The starfulness ’

“Well, what about it ?” snapped Wib-
ley. “I can act. Can any of yom
chaps? Well, Wharton can—a little.
Nugent ain’t so bad in girls’ parts. As
for the rest of you——"

“Oh, bump the silly ass!”
Jphnny Bull

Bob turned at that. The proceedings
had now reached a stage at wiich his

hooted

injured dignity allowed him to come into

them again.

Five pairz of hands scized William
Wibley.
“Stoppit, you chumps! Ow-yow !

Don’t be such silly maniaes !”

Wibley was well and truly bumped in
the passage. Then his bag and all the
gorgeous clobber was hurled out on
of him, and the door of No. 1 was
slammed.

But the Famous Five did not in the
least intend it to be understood that they
gave up to the star actor all the gergeous
costumes that he had meant to appro-
priate. They only wanted to give a hint
that for the present the discussion was
adjourned.

Wibley picked up first himself, and
then his bag, Then he put the bag down
again to make fine dramatic gestures of
scorn and vengeance at the closed door.
After that he felt a trifie better.

But he was grumbling as he went
away.

“The ungrateful bounders!” ho mut-
tered. *““But I'll show them! T'll take
them in as they were never taken in in
all their young lives before! FPH do
them brown, and all Greyfriars with
them. Wait until Samuel Benson turns
up, that’s all !

It really was not easy to guess how
the appearance of Benson would help
Wibley to vengeanco upon the Famous
Five. But Wibley must have meant
something.

As a matter of fact, Wibley meant
guite a lot}

i

e

THE THIRD CHAPTEK.
Wibley Gets a Holiday—and No Tea !
HY Famous Five were in the
I Common-room that evening when
Wibley strolled in.

They looked at him grimly.
" Hallo, hallo, hallo! Another bump-
ing needed?” boomed the stentorian

voice of Bob Cherry.

“Now, don’t you be a bigger ass than
you can help, Cherry!” said Wibley
coolly. *‘Strikes me you fellows don’t
look at the stage in the proper light.
Perhaps that’s natural, You waste too
much time on footer and cricket—all
very well in their way, but—well, there,
you know what I mean. What I really
want 18 more rehearsals—for my own
parts and for you duffers. DBut you never
seem to have any time for things that
really matter.”

“Footer doesn't, 1
Harry warmly.

“Not really, By the way, I've news
for you bounders. There's a new chap
coming mto the Remove.”

Bob Cherry snorted disdainfully.

“I don’t call that news,” he said.
“What’s it matter? We get the speci-
mens, all sorts, but they make no odds.”

“What's the new chap’s name?” asked

suppose ¢ sald

i Wharton, always rather more disposed

|

I

to be intervested in new fellows than Bob.

" Benson—Samuel Benson. He will
only be here for a few weeks, though.
He and his pater are going abroad as
soon as they can get passages to Tim-
buctoo or Shanghai, or somewhere.”

“Good job!™ said Bob. *What do we
want any new asses for? Oh, I didn’t
mean you, Reddy, old chap "—Tom Red-
wing here loocked round—‘you're all
right! But the common or garden new
boy is & wash-out!”

Gatty of the Second thrust ifi his mop
of tousled hair.

“The Head wants you in his study,
Wibley !|” he shouted.

“Well, don’t whisper it like that—I
might not hear!” replied Wib, with
obvious sarcasm.

“Yah! It’s a licking, I guess, and it
serves you right!” shouted Gatty, as he
made exit.

“Is1t?” growled Johnny Bull.

" Been doing anything particularly par-
ticular, Wib?” inquired Rake. “1 hadn’t
heard about it.”

“Have you been making up as the
Head, an’ frightening the dear old man
by appearin’ as his double?” asked the
Bounder,

“1 know what it is,” said Billy Buntexr,
“Wib’s going to have a holiday.”

Wibley stared at him in wrath.

“How do you know that, you putrid
oyster!” he snapped.

“How does Bunter know things?” said
Peter Todd meaningly.

“I spw your father, %Vibq“ said Bunter.
“You shut up, Toddy! You've no right
to accuse me of things that I would scorn
to do!”

“What things, Bunty?”

*“Lastening at doors, and all that.”

“Well, you must have done a bit of it
if you know that I'm to have a holiday,”
said Wibley. *Seeing my pater wouldn't
tell all that.”

“Has your pater been along, Wib?”
asked Kipps.

“ Bunter says so. I haven't scen the old
bird. Still, I dare say it's all serene
about the holiday. I've a kind of
prophetic feeling in my bones that one’s
coming to me.”

“You'll have another kind of fecling
somowhere else that won’t be prophetic
if you keep the Head wailing much
longer!” said Vernon-Smith.

““Oh, he'll have that, anyway!” Frank
Nugent said. “Sorry—maore or less—
Wib, but you're evidently in for a lick-



Every Monday.

ing! Come and have tea with us when
vou've had it.”

“ Rats about the licking !” said Wibley,
as he hurried off, *“But I'll come to
tea l”

But he knew that Nugent might be
Tight. If things had gone well it was
a holiday; but if they did not it was a
licking—perhaps worse!

The Head had never met Wibley's
father; and up to that day he knew that
he had not. He still had not met him;
but now he thought he had.

It was absolutely necessary to the
carrying out of Wibley’s plans to wangle
a holiday for a few days. It was of no
use to ask his father to work it for him—
Wib knew that.

The only way he could think of was
the one he had taken. William Wibley
had done many audacious things during
his career at Greyfriars; but his most
audacious feat of all had been reserved
for that day.

Had the Head found out?

The personage whom Bunter had scen
was not Wibley's father at all; 1t was
Wibley himself, made up to look fifty or
so. Bunter had not twigged, of course;
the Head had not seemed to. But had
“he caught on since?

He might have done that and have
communicated with Mr. Wibley by tele-
phone—in which case much more than
the required holiday would be badly up
the spout!

But Wibley would not have been the
actor he was had he not possessed nerve
beyond the common.

His hand did not tremble as he tapped
at the door of the Head's study.

But he did fee! a slight pang in his
conscience as he faced the kindly old
Head, and realised that Dr. Leocke -had
been completely taken in. Thal pang
only lasted a second, however. It was
succeeded by a thrill of gratified vanity.

“Wibley,” said Dr. Locke, “I have
geen yvour father to-day. He was in the
neighbourhood on business, 1t appears,
annd had time for a brief, friendly call
You did not see him, I understand,
being out at the time?”

“No, sir, I didn't see my father,”
answered Wib.

“Ah, well, that 1s of little consequence,
ag you will be seeing him very shortly!
He has asked for a holiday for vou over
the coming week-end. [ consented, of
course; I could not well do otherwise,
thongh I am not 1in favour of too many
of these breaks in the routine of the
term.”

“Thank you, sir!” said Wibley.

He was not called upon to argue the
%Ienerul question of holidays with the

E-E'I.-d.

“Your father wishes vou to meet him
at Courthield Station at one o’clock to-
morrow, in time, as I gather, for the
express to town. That will do, Wibley.”

Wibley thought it would—quite excel-
lently, The Head evidently had not as
much as the merest ghost of a suspicion.

The Famous Five were not in the Com-
mon-room when he returned. In fact,
the room had practically cleared. He
rushed off to Study No. 1.

“Who's a giddy prophet now?” he
said. “I've got the holiday I told you
I should get!”

**Sacked as well as licked, Wib?" asked
Bob Cherry.

“Oh, rats! Nothing of the sort. A
holiday, chump—beginning to-morrow,
and lasting over the week-end! What
do vou think of that, you bounders?”

“I think it's a jolly sight more than
you des¢rve!” growled Johnny Bull

“You think? Oh, rats, Bull!
can't think "

“Lucky bargee!”™ said Harry, as
Wibley pulled a chair up to the table.

You
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He looked rather doubtfully at what
was upon the festive board.

“Festive board ” is a mere figure of
speech. The tea-table in Study No. 1
presented anything but a festive appear-
ance. There was the ‘heel of a loaf of
war bread, and there was a plate which
had once held bulter or margarine, and
still loocked—to the eye of faith—slightly
greasy. There was a jam-pot; but,
though a jam-pot may suggest jam, 1t
does not prove its existence, That jam-
pot, in 1ts present condition, stopped
short at the suggestion.

“I say, I was asked to tea, you know ("
said Wib, 1n somewhat injured tones.
“Where’'s my little lot?”

Bob rose with a thoughtful brow, and |

made his way slowly to the cupboard.

He came back with a fair-sized dish,
upen which reposed a very small-sized
sardine.

Wib glared at it.

“What's that?” he asked.

“Twopenn’orth,” replied Harry. * Tin
of sardines eighteenvence—nine in a tin—
I've counted 'em. DBut, of course, they
vary in size; that am't -exactly the
biggest.”

““ And it was bought a bit before they
got to that price, Harry,” said Frank
Nugent.

“Tt looks like it!" enorted Wib.

“Don’t you think vou'll hke 1t?" asked
Bob anxiously. “TIt's the one we keep
for visitors—some visitors, that 1s 4

“Greedy visitors!” put in Johnny
Bull.

“Who saye I'm greedy?” howled
Wibley.

“We do!” retorted Harry.

“Why, I don’t eat any more than any
of you—not half as much, come to that!
You rotters, to ask a chap to tea, and
then »

“Tt's not so much in the grubbing line
that you show vour greed, Wib,”" ex-
plained Frank.

“That's the only way

*Oh, no, it's not! A chap can be no
end greedy about other things. Care to
hear a little storv?” -

“Look here, Wharton, T came here
for tea, not o

“Well, get on with 1t!” said Baob.
“There's bread, and there’s a sardine,
and we can put some more water in the
pot.”

“That’'s a mouldy sardine!”
Wib.

“Only in places, Wib. About the head
and the tail, perbaps.” said Bob. “T'm
almost .sure the middle’s good. Resides,
it's such a very small one that it can't
really hurt you, even if it 13 a bit off.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Will you listen to my story, Wib?"

“Hang your rotten story!”

*There was once an actor-manager sort
of chap who thought himself no end of a
star. And, to put it delicately, he was a
bit of a—well, I’ll spell it—h-o-g!”

“Oh, shut up!” howled Wibley. *“I'm
going! I won't put up with this! Call
this toa? Why, yvou frauds, you bounders,
I could get a better tea ii Hall! I'm
going !”

“Well, tuke the sardine with vou.”
said Bob generously. “1 think we've
done with that now. Even Buntfer turns
up his nose at it!”

“Tet’'s have a whip-round, and take
Wib to the tuckshop,” suggested Harry,
with a sweet smile. ‘

“(Oh, that's better! T'll forgive you f
vou do that!” said Wibley, beaming
again.

“Good notion, Harry, old top! Tl
contribute all I have—it's only a farthing,
though, Wib had the rest to take to
Courtfield with him,” said Bob.

“Yes. I should think it nearly paid
for the helmet vou jumped on!” retorted
Wib sarcastically.

A

hooted
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For Wib saw now that the seemingly
noble offer was only another piece of
spoof.

“Why, vou silly ass, my whack was
over half-a-quid |”

“I'm going!” snapped. Wibley. - “You
chnpﬁ won't takes me FLE 1A AL, ' Lot
But look out for yourselves; you'll get
it in the neck before long!”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Meeting Samue! !

FTER classes next morning Wib-
ley departed. He went to

Courtfield, and he toock a bag

with bim. But he did not meci
his paternal relative, and he did not
take the express to town.

On the way to Courtfield he stopped
at the barn in which he and SBamnel
Benson had taken shelter, and there he
completely transformed his appearance.

He did not loock in the least like
William Wibley when he came out. - He
looked like nothing on earth.

A shoek red wig, a pair of goggles,
tight-fitting trousers much too short
the legs, and an Eton jacket which would

have been an excellent fit for a boy two

or three sizes smaller, were the chief
items in his make-up.

In Courtfield he bought two or three
more props. One was a parasol, another
was a walking-stick, and a- third—pur-
chased cheaply at a second-hand shop—
was an out-of-date and exceedingly pon-
derous tome dealing with ormthology.
Wib, who knew precious little that had
not to do with the stage, had fancied
that ornithology was connected with
shells: but & glance inside the book
showed him that it had to do with birds.
Well, birds would do as well as shells,
The weight of the book was what had
really attracted Wib.

He had the knob of the parasol cut off,
and the walking-stick fastened to it, thus
riving 1t an inordinately long handle.
Vhy he wanted a parasol at al? in winter
was his secret. It was a warm, muggy
day; but there was certainly not enough
sun to render a parasol necessary, even
for a lady of uncertain -age, tender
about the complexion which she had
never had, and was afraid of losing. Wib
had no real fear about his complexion.
People who habitually use grease-paint
have to reconcile themselves to the arti-
ficial variety.

Wib did not mind what sort of impres-
sion he made upon the populace of Court-
field. But he slipped hurriedly into a
doorway when he saw Samuel Benson
and his father approach, though next
moment he remembered that there really
was not the slightest danger of their
recognising him,

They were talking very carnestly, and
a word or two here and there of what
they said reached Wibley. The street
was a very quiet one, and a high garden
wall ran near his place of refuge. Doubt-
less it seemed to the Bensons an excel-
lent place for a private conversation.

If Wibley had heard all it would have
struck him as a very private conversa-
tion indeed, and would have aroused
grava doubts in his mind concerning the
gay Samuel and his apparent f{ather.

“There ought to be no difficulty about
the wax impressions, Sam,” said the old
gentleman. “As for the cupboards and
the safe, they will be child’s play once
our pals are mside.”

“Oh, that's all right!” said Samuel
“You needn’t gas as 1f T need instruc-
tions. I'm mnot satisfied about tha
arrangements. We're doing more than
our whack, and we ought to have a
bigger whack than the rest.”

“Westy won't hear of it,”” was tha
reply.
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Samuel said something Iurid about the
absent Westy.

“If we’d only the tools we might do
the job on our own,” said the other
fellow, His tones now were quite unlike
those of his speech as when figuring as
mamuels father, “But Westy has them,
and we're helpless without him, That
barn will be an excellent place for dis-
posing of the swag.”

They passed on.

If Wibley had heard all of that he
would have had to be uncommonly dull
to fail to suspect, at lcast, that it was
not reully to keep him out of mischief
that Master Samuel Benson was coming
for a short time to Groviriars. It looked
rather like his coming in order to get
about very serious mischief,

But Wibley caught only a few words,
and they were-mixed up in his mind with
thoughts of the enterprise upon which
he had embarked. They did make him
feel vaguely distrustful of both the
Bensons: but at the time they went little
further than that.

"“What was that about the barn?" he
nttered, as he made his way to the
station, “I wish they'd keep out of
that place. T fancied 1 could have it
pretty much to myself. Tt's going to be
a nusance if Bensons and things are to
be papping in there while I'm chang-
ing.”

But he had forgotten all about that
before the stow local train from Court-
field reached Friardale.

“My only hat!”

Harry Wharton, standing wupon the
platform, uttered that exclamation.

The Head had paid Harry the compli-
ment of sending him to meet the sup-
posed Samuel Beason, Harry would have
sooner anyone else had had it. Even
at the outset he felt like thats but he
was fated to feel it much more strongly
before he was through with his job.

The passenger who caused Wharton to
ejaculate that reference to his hoadgear
was a youth who, to Wharton's eyes,
presented no resemblance whatever to
Wibley—not that Harry was thinking of

Wibley,

The youth’s clothes were absurdly
small, and his zpectacles absurdly large.
His socks, which made a great show in
consequence of the brevity of his
trousers, were the last thing in bad taste,
His big and clumsy boots looked all the
bigger for the glossy shine upon them.
. He opened the gandy parasol, and nald
1 rigidly above his head. = Mineing
aftectedly, and smiling broadly, he ap-
proached Wharton,

Harry felt horror-stricken. In his time
at Greyfriars he had known-some weird
new boys, but this one really was the
absolute outside edge. For a moment
the ecaptain of the Shell was able to
entertain at least the shadow of a doubt
as to whether this could be the fellow
he had been sent to meet. But it was
only for a moment. The doubt was dis-
pelled when the weird object opened his
mouth.
. " Are you from CGreyfriars?” he asked,
in a high, squeaky voice,

“Yes,” replied Harry.

He gave a wild glance around, There
were few people about, luckily, The
engine-driver was leaning eut of his cab
and grinning—possibly at the landscape.
Two porters were saying things to one
another. The stationmaster’s iﬂ[‘]{ was
turned, but it shook in a manner that
suggested he might be crying—or laugh-
mng.

It was all bad enough, but it might
haye been worse. In fact, 1t was going
to_be worse—very much worse!

Harrly held out his hand limply.
Samuel was so eager to shake hands
that he dropped on to his new friend’s
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| audden thrust from

tocs the heavy book he had been carry-
Ing.
Ah!

“Oh!
Wharton.

The book had really hurt him. and he
let go in a hurry of Samue¥Fs hand. in
order that he might get both of his
hands to his injured foot.

“My dear friend,” said Samuel, seem-
ing to mistake his action, ‘‘there is
really no need to bow to me.”

“Bow to you be hanged! Do you
think I'm bowing to you, fathead?”
snapped Wharton., “Tm hurt!”

“You are hurt? But what can have
hurt you, prayi”

Samuel looked inquiringly over the
tops of his spectacles. He found it
easier to see over the tops than through
them. But he remembered, and blinked
from behind the glasses after the Bunter
fashion,

Wharton picked up the oruithological
tome with a grunt.

Ow-yow !”  remarked

“T'll carry this,” he said. “Tt's
safer,”
Samuel made no protest. e was

rﬂf}hﬂ tired of carrying the volume him-
self,

“I—I'm simply horribly nervous abeut
trams! he murmured 1n the ear of
Wharton,  “ Pup-pup-please hold my
hand !”?

“Rats!” said Wharton sharply.

But he remembered what the Head
had said to him about young DBenson.
It seemed to be true that the weird speci-
men had something like a nervous affec-

tion.

“Yes; about rats, i00,” replied
Samuel meekly, “ But there are no rats
here, and I'm only afraid of them when
I see them. But that train! Oh, oh!
It might run over me and Jamage me
severely |7

“Ass! It can’t. It’s on the rails.”

“T1 know if can’t; but yet, somehow, I
think it can. Pup-pup-please do take
hold of my hand!”

“Ho, ho, ho!” splutiered the engine-
driver,

“1 wonder what that sillv-faced man
with the dirty beard is laughing at? Do
you know?” said Samuel.

“ Look ’ere, young shaver 22

“Oh, never mind him!” said Harry,
in haste. “He can’t help it. Yon
mustn't take any notice of what he
savs.”’

“It wasn't what he said.
i a rude "

“1 wasn’t talking to you. Benson, 1
spoke to the driver.”

“You're ’is keeper, are
the driver sympathetically.
'ad ought to be well paid !

“Tut-tut-take hold of my hand pup.
pup-please !” bleated Samuel.

“Hanged if T will!” snorted Wharton.

But he weakened even as he spoke.
Harry had lots of good nature. He had
promised the Head to look after this
kid, and it was to he supposed that the
kid could not help his nervousness.

“Then I'm afraid 1 can’t lul-lulleave
the stu-stu-station.”

e laughed

yvoui” said
“Ah, you

70N ’is little ’and !” said the engine-
driver, grinning more broadly than
ever.  “Don’t be 'arsh with the pore

softy, comrade! -

“Oh, hang you!” snapped Wharton.

And he gave Samuel Eis hand.

Samuel grasped it in a vice-like clutch.

"“Dud-dud-do bo careful!” he panted.
“Dud-dud-don’t get too near that awful
engine and that ugly man!”

Harry glanced towards the engine-
driver, whose face was now looking dis-
tinctly less amused, Samuel took the

epportunity to push his guide nearer to

& porter’s barrow on the platform.
“Ow-yow ! howled Wharton, as a

Samuel sent him

plunging over the barrow. “ You silly
asa! You utter idiot !”

The guard’s whistle blew; the engine-
driver said “ Pip, pip !”

The train began to move. Harry lay
thore, and glarad wp werathfully af tha
apparently innocent Samuel.

He was really too angry to speak for
a moment, though he believed his fall
an accident. It was Samuel who broke
the silence,

“Do you not find the platform some-
what oold and hard?” he wmurmured
sympathetically,

Then Harry jumped up.

“I've a jolly good mind to give you a
thick ear !”” he s,apped.

" Dear me! How kind of you! I
never heard of a thick ear before; but
I suppose it is something mice, for T am
quite sure that you have a kind and
generous heart,” said Samuel pleasantly.

“"You clumsy idiot !

“1 Are you really cross with me?
Pup-pup-please don’t be cross—it is eo
very bad for my nerves, you know !”

“Ym sorry,” said Harry shortly.
“But youn reahy are clumsy. Let’s be
going.”

He picked up the big volume again,
and prepared to lead the way.

Buot Samuel would not have that.

“I must ask you to hold my hand,” he
said firmly.  “I might have a fit, you
know,”

“Crumbs! You don’t have fits,
surely 1’ gasped Harry. ‘“‘What on earth
were your people doing to let you come
away from home?”

“They were tired of me" said
Samuel pathetically. “T wuas such a
nuisance to them with my nerves and
my fits, they said. Anyb jl- might have
me, they said. What wonld vou have
done if your people had talked like that?
1t 180°t very nice, 1s it %7 _

That was really too bad of Wib. He
knew how soft and how big Harry’s heart
was, and he was taking advantage of that
knowledge.

It worked out as he hoped.

Harry hated the job, but he meant to
go through with it, for he had promised

the Head, and he pitied the weird
Samuel,
But he made up his mind to give

Samuel a wide berth once he had got him
to Greyfriars.

He screwed up all his resolution, and
clutched Samuel’s hand.

“I had two fits in the train,” said
that innocent youth. “I am afraid one
of them rather frightened an old lady.
She was still lying on the flcor when I
got out, and she moaned a good deal,
Do you think I should have done any-
thing to help her, my dear friend 7"

" Great Scott!” said Harry, aghast.

But the train was only a moving speck
far away in the distance now. And—
though that he did not guess—the old
lady really did not need aid, as she was
a mere figment of the vivid imagination
of Willlam Wibley.

“When_ somebody takes hold of my
hand and is kimijr to me,” went on
Samuel, “I very seldom have a fit. [t

gives me confidence, you know. By
the way, what 18 your name? 1 do not
think yon have told me.”

“ Wharton,” said Harry.

“Snorton? Oh! - But you lhave
another name, have you not? 1 shoulld

prefer to call you Charley or Jerry, or

something like that—it seems more
affectionate, does it not?"”
“ Wharten—not Snorton. And that

will have to do for you. I don’t want
yon to be affectionate, you know, and I
won't be called either Charley or Jerry
at any price !”

“Do net be cross with me, Snorton,
my dear fellow! - It may bring on
another fit.”
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They were outside the station now,
Samuel had said nothing about his
Inggage, and Harry was in such agitation
ﬂf! mind that he never thought of 1t at
all.

Samuel put up his parasol.

““Oh, 1 say, you can't, you know!"”
protested Harry.

“But my physician has ordered 1f, my
dear Snorton. He says my brain is
peciliaily liable to be aftected by the
SUT.

“There ain't any sun worth mention-
ing, and you haven't got a brain, and
if vou ever had it's gone to pot to such
an extent that you couldn’t get it hurt
now in Central Africa, let alone in

England in November!” said IHarry
grufily.

“Now you dre getting cross again,
Snorton ! Oh, pup-pup-pleasc don't get

cross with me !

“0h, my hat! Put that thmg down!”

But Samuel would not put it down.
The small boys of Friardale sniggered
and pointed; but, though Harry's face
was a burning red, Samuel seemed quite
oblivious of their interest. _

“ Are the other little boys at Greyfriars
at all like you, Snorten?” inguired
Samuel, when they had got beyond the
village.

“I'm not a little boy, yon silly
chump ! snapped the skipper of the
Remove, his temper badly ruffled.

“Perhaps not in a physical sense,” re-
plied Samuel. * But intellectually I fear
that you are quite a juvenile, You are
so very easily put out, you know.”

“Hasily put out!” gasped Wharton.
After all he had already borne, that was
really toe thick.

For a minute or so Samuel relapsed
mto silence. Wharton found it a blessed
interval of relief, though rather spoiled
by the new boy’s moist, warmn clutch
upon his hand.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
On the Road from the Station!
H-I BELIEVE I can recall having seen

vou before,” said Samuel, ending
the blesfed interval. “ Were you
ever at Qurangoutangly ?”

“Fh? No. Is there such a place? 1
never heard of 1t.”

“That is strange. Perhaps it was a
brother of yours I saw in the second cage
on the right, going into the place.”

Wharton glared at Samuel ferociously,
Was his leg being pulled.

There was not even the spectre of a
smile upon the serious fuce of Bamuel,
however.

“ Look here = :

“1 am sorry, Snorton! Dut you must
admit that it 18 not my fault that you
should remind me of a monkey."”

““Being so rotten cheeky is your fault,
though, you cheap 1diot !"

* Uheeky? Oh, my dear friend, not al

all! T was merely frank. I was always
taught to be frank. Do you not like
frankness 7"

“You'll jolly soon find that that sort
of frankness doesn’t go down at Grey-
iriars, my boy!”

“But I do not suppose that everyone
at Greylriars will remind me of a
monkey, Snorton. It may even be
possible for me to say truthfully that I
admire some of the faces, But [ cannot
gay that about yours, much as I should

like to.” .

Again the conversation languished.
Wharton was content that it should
languish. :

“ What—oh, what are those queer birds
‘coming down the road?” suddenly
shrilled Samuel, clasping more feverishly
than ever the reluctant hand of his guide.
“Let me see the book, quick! Let me

something without
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have a look, quick! Before they take

their hook, quick{ Oh, do make
haste !”

“Ass! They're not birds—you know
that! They're fellows — Higlhcliffo

fellows 1"

And Wharton tried to wrench his hand
away. Ile would rather have had
Samuel in a fit than be seen thus by Pon
& Co.

Thote sweat youths—iour ol them—
weres advancing towards tho ill-matched
pair. Ponsonby, Gadsbyv, Vavasour, and
Monson minor each had a cigarette
between his lips.  All were dressed in the
height of fashion, and all were regarding
Wharton and his weird companion with
supercilious amusement )

“Let go my hand, you chump ! hissed
Wharton furiously.

“But I dare not! T shall certainly
have a fit if 1 do!” burbled Samuecl.

: “Oh, by ?E’:ﬂﬂ‘.” chortled FPonsonby.
‘What is it %"
“ Greyfriare chap, I fancy,” said

Gadsby. “They do have some weird
objects there.”

“Wharton's
said Monson.

“Oh, absolutely!” chimed
sour, with a vacuous giggle.

Wharton fairly writhed. He despised
the nuts utterly; but that did not make
it rrore pleasant for him to be seen by
them in this unlucky predicament.

“ Ain't it lovely ! chuckled Monson.

“8eo Wharton bholdin® its hand!”
giggled Gadsby.

“What do you fellows say to a game of
kiss-in-the-ring 7" asked Pon, with a
hateful leer. *‘‘Wharton looks ripe for

voung brother—what 7"

i vava-

it 1"
“Ha, ha, ha! Let us form a ring, my
dears!” roared Monson,

Harry’s blood was fairly boiling. He
did not guess that that of his strange
companion was in very much the same
state. William Wibley did not love the
Higheliffe nuts a bit Lﬂttﬂl" than ilarry
Wharton did.

The two passed the four. The four
whipped round at once to stare after
them.

Then something happened.

As if by accident, Samuel let his sun-
shade slip down behind him. It alizhted
at thoe back of Ponsonby's head, the
stout stem resting upon his shoulder.

The stick of an ordinary parasol would
never have stood the tug that Samuel
gave then. But this was a walking-
stick, and ifs junction with the original
stem had been atronfrly made,

“Yaroooh !” howled Pon, as Samuel
pulled.

Samuel tugged harder, and thrust out
one of his eccentrically-trousered legs
behind him.

Pon sprawled in the mud.

“Yooop!” he roared.

Samuel, digging the ferruie of the
parasol hard into Pon, blinked up into
the leafless branches of a tree, and said
mildly :

“Did you hear anything, my dear
Long'un—=Shorton, I mean, of course? I
thought T heard something like theé ery
of a bird!”

He was pressing with all his weight on
the parasol now, and Pon found it im-
possible to rise without pain.

“Dash you! Take that thing out of
my back! I'll slay you, by gad!” he
hooted.

“There 1t 1s again!” said Samuel
“Can you see it, Shorton? Oh, I do so
love to hear the feathered songsters!”

“This isn't exactly a feathered one,
though he's been tarred and feathered in
his time !” said Harry, looking down with
a grin at the discomfited Ponsonby.

uel’'s glance followed his,

“Dear me! 1 appear to have caught
nowing it!” he said.
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“What a very guecr thing, Shorton! Is
it alive? But of course 1t must be, or 1f
would not wriggle so!”

“Ha, ha. ha!” roared Gadsby and
Vavasour and Monson,

The nuts were not at all unwilling to
enjoy a jape against one of their numn-
ber, even when that one was the lordly
Pon, At any time they preferred
cackling to fighting.

Samudl removed his sunshade. Pon
scrambled up, ejecting a mouthful of mud
as he did so.

“Oh, really, S8horton!
sea ! cried Samuel.

“Tt’s had to eat mud now and then!”
rephied Wharton grimly, “Its own words,
you know! Ob, yes; Ponsonby eats mud
all right, Benson!"

“Get out of my
shouted Pon.

“Can't be done! This chap’s nervous
and tvimild, and I've gov to provect i ™
answered Harry,

*Oh, by gad! That chap's nervous an’
timid, 1s {m'?" chortled Gadshy.

“0Oh, come on! Go for them, you
funks!” Pon howled. _ .

But the other three did not feel gquite
like going for the Greyfriars couple,
heavy as the odds were. Wharton they
knew of old; and the fact that Samuci
wag an unknown quantity did not inspire
them with any particular courage.

Samuel still grasped Wharton's hand
affectionately ; but for the moment Harry
had forgotten all about that, and the
Highcliffe nuts no longer found it so
amusing—doubtless owing to the superior
attractiveness of Pon as a humorous turn,

“1 should advise you to cut, Pou-
sonby!” said Harry econtemptuously.
“This fellow may be a bit soft, bat he
seems one too many for you!"

Pon’s teeth gritted. He was seething
with rage. If only the other three could
have been relied upon to back him up, he
:.'ﬂuld have hurled himself upon Whai-
on,

But he knew that he could not rely
upon them.

“Right-ho, Wharton!” The said
viciously, his dark eyes glinting with an
evil light. “My turn will come, an’ 1'll
make you sorry for this!”

Wharton shrugged his shoulders. The
threat left him unmoved. Cecil Pon-
sonby .was, and always would be, Lis
enemy, ready to do him an ill turn when-
ever possible; but he did not waste time
worrying about Pon.

He and Samuel moved away, the new
boy still clutching Harry's hand.

Pon glared savagely after them, then
turned to use lurid language to Gadshy,
Vavasour, and Monson for sniggering.

“They were smoking,” remarke:l
Samuel. “ Did you observe that, Shorton?
I do not like to see anyone smoke. Birds,
you may have noticed, never smoke.”

“T've certainly noliced that; but I
don't see whal it's got to do with the
case,” said Harry.

By this time they were nearing Grey-
friars, and the skipper of the Remove
saw that there was a small crowd of
fellows at the gates. As yet they had
not approached near enough for the
clasped hands to be noted; but Harry
did not feel easy on that score.

“Bedad! It's something quare Whar-
ton's found this time!” said Micky
Desmond, grinning.

*“That the new chap? Oh, my hat!”
guffawed Bolsover major.

“He, he, he!” giggled BRunter.
“ Look, you fellows! I do believe they're
holding hands, like two silly girls! O,
crumbs "

And Bunter rolled off to carry the glad
tidings to the [ellows in the quad.

The natural consequence was that the
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crowd at the gates began to swell at
once,

Wharton saw this, and his face grew
red and troubled, DBut he could not get
his hand free.

‘I say, Benson

But at that moment Samuel, disregard-
ing Wharton entirely, began to warble,

“0Oh, why wasn't I born a bird,
To sing unseen, but heard;
To fly up to the sky ?
The thought doth make me cry!
Boo-hoo !”

“Oh, stop that rot!" snorted Wharton.
“I never heard such wretched tripe in
my life!”

“It" is poetry—beautiful poetry!"” “re-
phied Samuel cestatically. “1 fear,
Shorton, that you really have no brain
at all 1"

And he coutinued his strain, which
seemed to be mwore or less of an im-
promptu. As for the tunc—if it could be
suld to have one—that was doubtless also
impromptu.

“Instead of which I remain
Here with a chap insane;
A chap with the notion absurd
That a boy is better than a bird!
Boo-hoo !”

“Look here, you silly ass!” snapped
Wharton. ! d bE
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the crowd.
“Let go of my hand, do!”
“It—it’'s coming on! 1 can feel it
coming on!” said Samuel faintly,
““What's coming on, chump? You
don’t mean one of your rotten fits, do

you?”’

“Yes, Snorton! I—I—— 1It's those
strange faces! I can’t bear them!
They're as bad as yours—almost !”

*Oh, don’t be an ass!”

“I—T can’t help 1t! 1 feel 1t coming
over me! It’s grasping, clutching,
grippmg—slowly but surely! Oh, dear!”

Wharton gave him a desperate look.

“For goodness’ sake buck up! Hold
out somehow till we peb indoors!” he
gasped.
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“You must hold myv hand, then! I
shall collapse the very instant you leave
go! I shall tumble, and writhe.on the
ground, and froth at the mouth! I—-"

“No, you won't! T’ll hold your silly
hand, you idiot !"” .

Harry Wharton had always had pluck;
but he had never shown more than he
showed then. Even Wibley admired it.
But the worst of it was that no one else
was likely to understand—iot even
Harrv's chums.

“My hat! Why couldn't the Head
have sent someone else—anyone!” he
muttered between his clenched teeth.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

-“He, he, he!”

“Ho, ho, ho!”

The crowd at the gates was quite
hysterical by this time. Caps were flying.
Bome enthusiasts even hugpged one
another,

But the other four members- of the
Famous Five were not altogether pleased,

“Well, I'm dashed if 1 ever thought
Wharton would play the silly goat like
this 1” - growled Johnny Bull.

“Can’t make it out!” said Bob Cherry,
frowning. . “There must be some ex-
planation, I'm sure !”

"It will take a jolly lot of explanation,
old top!” Squiff said. “I wouldn’t be in
Wharton's boots for a giddy pension |

P— A e ey

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
The Triumphal Entry !
HARRY WHARTON'S face was

crimson as he strode in at the
gates with the hand of the
bogus Samuel Benson closely
grasped in his.
l'fIt was one of the worst ordeals of his
ife.

Yet what could he do?

He -had Samuel’'s assurance that letting
go of his hand would at once bring on a
fit. And the new boy seemed so weirdly
eccentric that it was easy to believe him
hable to fits. Harry doubted whether he

was quite sane.

There was but one redeeming feature
to the circumstances. That awful parasol
was furled. After having been used as
a weapon agamst Ponsonby it had
buckled up, and Samuel had not tried
very hard to open it again. But he still
carried 1t in his hand.

“Form up! Form up in double line !”
roared Peter Todd. “The triumphal
entry 18 the next item on the programme,
geutlemen |

Harry cast upon Peter a look of pro-
found sadness. He had always regarded

Toddy as a friend.

But even Bob Cherry and Frank
Nugent, even Johnny Buﬁy and the loyal
Inky, were grinning. Even they fell
ito places in the two lines that stretched
down the quad.

Down the aisle of hilarious juniors the
two walked hand-in-hand,

: It was a moment of trimph for Wib-
ey.

But for Harry Wharton it meant the
most bitter mortification. He had to go
through with it, and to go through with
it without explaining. He had promised
the Head to look after Benson, who was
nervous, and if he had attempted to
stop and make it clear to the rest that
he only held Benson’s hand because Ben-
son would have had a fit if he left go, it
is not likely he would have got a hearing.

“Hurrah! Three cheers!” howled
Dicky Nugent; and the fags roared their
Joy. For it was not only the Remove
who witnessed Wharton’s humiliation,
The Third and Second had crowded out
to see. The Upper Fourth were there—
the great Cecil Reginald Temple, smiling

disdainfully ; Dabney and Fry and Scotts

Price I%d. - Order Now.

and the rest; Angel, with a bland, hate-
ful grin on his face; Kenney with g
smirk., Kven the Fifth had turned out—
Blundell and Bland, Hilton and Tomlin-
son, Coker and Potter and Greene. And
two or three of the Sixth hadSmade their
appearance, 'drawn by the tumult in the
quad.

“What's it all about?” asked Coker.
“Of course, we all know Wharton's a
silly young ass, but I'm hanged if I ex-
pected even Wharton to come down as
low as this! New boy, you say, Potter ?
But what's he holding the new boy’s
hand like that for?"”

“Blessed if I know!” sniffed Potter.
“*May be because he likes it. Queer taste,
I must say! I always thought Wharton
a rather sensible kid til] now.”

“ And such a new boy ! added Greene,
“He ought to be taken out and pole-
axed, and his people cughi to jolly well
be sent to quod for sending him to
any decent school like that!  Still, it
is funny, there’s no deénying that. Why
don't you kiss him, young Wharton?
Ha, ha, ha!l”

Harry deigned no reply. TIf it had
been possible for his face to go a decper
erimson 1t would have gone so now, for
he eaw Mr. Quelch at the window of his
study, and George Wmgate, skipper of
Greviriars, coming down the steps.

“Ha, ha!” laughed Wingate. Then
he saw the look en Wharton’s face, and
his own face changed. ‘ Why, what's the
matter, Wharton?”

Harry did not answer. Ile could not.
He was summoning up all his pluck and
resolution to meet Mr. Quelch, and he
felt that he must break down if he spoke
to anyvone else first, What was a scream-
ing farce to most of Greyfriars was
something like a tragedy to Harry Whar-
torm,

He brushed past Wingate, into whooe
amazed face Samuel Benson emiled in-
anely, and in another half-minute had
reacﬁed the haven of Mr. Quelch’s study.

““Bless my soul, Wharton, what 1s all
this 7”7 asked the Remove-master,

“This i1s a new bow sir,” faltered
Wharton. ““The Head sent me to mect
him. I—J—7

“PBut that does not explain all the
thmult outside, Wharton,” said Mr.
Quelch, looking very curionely at Ben-
son, who stood gazing around the room
in a manner which did not suggest his
possession "of any more wits than he had
use for.
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“He—— I really don’t think he’s
quite sane, sir ! burst out Harry, spurred
by the sense of injury within him. * IHe
behaves like a maniac, anyway. IIe says
he has fits, and they come on if someone
doesn’t hold his band! That’s what all
the cackling was about—hecause 1 was
holding the silly—the fellow’s hand! I
didn’t want to, you may be sure, sir.
But suppose he'd had a fit! And T pro-
mised the Head to look after him, and
see——"’

“Bnorton was very kind to me, al
though some of the things he said were
not really nice,” said Samuel plaintively.

By this time Wib was feeling a little
bit sorry for his vietim. But it would
never do for him to let Mr. Queleh ask
too many questions, so he made a diver-
slon at once,

“Haw do you do, sir?" he eaid cffu-
sively, seizing the master’s right hand
and pump-handling it up and down. 1
trust I see you well, sir! 1 feel that
already I have quite an affection for you,
because you are so like my dear granid-
father, and he was so like an adjutant
bird. I love birds—don’t you, sir? I
wish we were birds, yon and I! How we
would fly, you and I, into the eky! We
wouldn’t take Snorton, sir; T dan’t think
he likes me much. When I fecl like
having a fit T shall run to you at once,

#ir, and hold your hand ! -
“You will do nothing—"
Mr. Quelch checked himself. He was
half afraid that Samuel Benson mi—gtt

have a fit then and there.

Already he had made up his mind that
the Remove Form at Greyfriars was no
fit and proper place for Samuel Benson,
and that if any vepresentations of his
could avail with the Head, Samuel’s stay
in it would be short indeed !

“You may go, Wharton,” he said
kindly. “I am sure the Head did not
realise the difficulty of the tazsk he sot
you, If it is any comfort to you to know
that I honour you for the manner in
which you carried it through, please
accept my assurance of that,”

It would have been a bigger comfort
but for that last derisive round of cheer-
ing which rolled from the quad at that
moment.

Wharton went. Not for anything
would he have returned to the quad. His
pride would have been in the way of
explanations, even had it been likely that
he could get a hearing for them.

He went to Study No. 1, and there
Frank Nugent and Bob Cherry found
him a few minutes later.

“Ha, ha, ba!” roared Bob. “Of all
the——"

“S8hut up!” shouted Harry fiercely.
*And get out of here, unless you want
my fist in your face !”’

“My hat! I say, Harry, old scout,
don’t get your wool off —don’t ! Tt really
was funny, you know, Ha, ha!”

“Will you go?” Wharton
foreamed.

- Frank Nugent took DBob by the shoul-
ders and fairly pushed him' out of the
door. .

“1 ecay, don’t be sueh a chump,
Nugent ! There's nothing really wrong,
i there? It was funny, you know. You
can't deny N

“Oh, get along,
snapped Frank.

Before he could close the door the
gound of voices in the passage came to
his ears and to Harry's. Sqniff and
Tom Brown, Delarey and Peter Todd,
were passing, talking over what had hap-
pened, and chortling. The voice of Tom
Dutton was heard, too. Tom had a
fancy that his deafness had kept him out
of the cream of the joke. But that was
not so, He ingumred

almost

you funny ass!”

|

now what nono |
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Wharton lands with a waliop! (See Chapter 5.)

could tell him—what it was all about,
and why Wharton

Nugent slammed the door to at that.

Harry sat in the armchair, with his
face turned from his chum.

Frank went up to him and put an arm
across his shoulders. Perhaps of all the
Remove Frank Nugent, himeself highly
sensitive, was the best fitted to under-
stand something of what Wharton felt.

FHarry shook eff the arm petulantly, as
i his old passionate days.

He might shake off Frank'’s arm, but
he could not shake off Frank. _

“What was it 7*’ asked Nugent quictly.
“T know there was some reason, though;
and if you don’t care to tell me——"

“If you knew that you ncedn’t have
joined in with the rest to——"

“I didn't know then. Boly didn’t
tumble,  or Johnny, or Inky. Lots of
other chaps, too. Don’t be an old ass,
Harry! The Remove thinks a giddy
heap of you. Are you going to sulk just
because 1t laughed?”’ :

4 T—— Well, it was pretty hard cheese
for a fellow, Franky. 1 saw no way out
of it. You wouldn’t have, either, though
some chaps might.” _

And Harry proceeded to explain,

“TThat rascal was spoofing you!” said
Frank, when he had finished.

“Po you think so

“Jolly sure of 1t 1" _

“Oh, hang it all, that makes it worse
than ever! To be taken in like that by
a bounder that’s half potiy!”

“Not he! If he spoofed you, old
scout, he's as wide awake as any of us!”

“But look at his get-up!”

‘“Tf it was a epoof that's all part of it.”

Wibley would not have felt quite at
ease had he heard Frank then. It 1s
true that Nugent’s suspicions of the new
boy were as yet unconnected with Wil
liam Wibley. But they had rather a
tendency in that direction.

Vernon-Smith looked in.

“See here, Smithy, if you've eome to
chip a fellow——"

““Oh, that affair in the quad? My dear

chap, no one’s thinking any more about
that. It did look funny, but there’s

nothing in it when once the reason’s

| known.,

up

= -

That made us all seem fatheads
for chorthng so.”

“But 1t isn’t known, 1s it?" asked
Harry.

“It 18, dear man! Quelchy sent for
Bull to explain te him, so that he might
put the rest of us wise. Bull’s already
given Skinner a thick ecar for maintain-
ing that it was funny, anyway. He 1s
now spreading the light among the rest
of the Gentiles, always with plenty of
thick ears ready for anyone who won't
sce 1t his way, Some of us rather feel as
though we owed you an apology, Whar-
ton.” : -

“Oh, there's no need of that,” rephed
ITarry, beaming now., 1 don’t even
mind the fellows laughing as long as they
know why I did it. DBut it was real
decent of Quelchy.”

“The Quelch-bird,”” remarked the
Bounder solemnly, ‘‘has his decent
moments. I'va noticed that myself.”

— r— —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Surprising Samuel !

OOK here, you chaps” said
Johnny Buli, entering No, 1,
with the ineffable Samunel be-
hind him, *“I've had this

shoved on to me now—by Quelehy., 1

ain’t going to be greedy, though: 1

can't keep it all to myself. So I've

brought it along here.”

Johnny's breezy manner blew away the
last shreds of sulkiness that had clung
to Harry Wharton.

“Ha, bha, ha!" he laughed. “It is a
bit too much for one fellow to staggor
under. But perhaps three of us——"

“TFour, my esteemed and hionourable
chum,” sail Inky, entering at that
moment. *“‘The wilfulness to the help-
fultiess 18 great, and the meatfulness 13
not feeble, as Poet Shakespeare re-
marks.”

“Five!” said Bob Cherrv behind Lim.
“I'm in-this, of course. Sorry, Harry,

old man!”
“It's all right, Bob. I oughtn't to
have cut up rusty. But I do hope that
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merchant won’t go having his blessed
{its here!”

“T do not think a ft is a likely con-

tingency, my dear Harry!”

arton snorted at that. Sammy
was getting quite too familiar. But he
allowed the new boy to continue, after
a momentary pause, during which
iﬁarﬂuel gave him a surprised and hurt
ook.

“1 am almost sure I shall not have
one,
will be compelled to cane me if 1 do;
and I should be sorry to give him pain.”

“You mean for him to give you pain,
chump!” growled Johnny.

““Oh, no, Bullfinch! I could bear ihat
with philesophy. But T am sure it would
pain him to hurt me,”

“I'm not so jolly sure mysell,” said
Bob. “It wonldn't pain me to hurt
you, I ean tell you that! My opinion
15 that you're a rotten fraud, and never
had a fit in your life!”

“Oh! I—1—— If you talk like
that—— Oh, Snorton, I do believe that
I have one coming on mow! Oh, de
please hold my hand!”

But that jape was out of date.
.“Have i, bang you!” snapped
Harry. “We'll put you out in the
Eassaga and fetch Quelchy to you if you
D!J.‘

“I—1 don't think I [eel quite so bad.
No, 1t's passing, 1 find. 1 am getting
usaed to your faces—even yours, SBnorton,
though it’'s a bit hard to get used to.
i—i!!gu"l“ none of them are pretty, except
118 !

He pointed to Frank Nugent, who
blushed like a girl, and glared at him,

“I don’t know your name yet, but I
am golng to be very friendly with you,
for the sake of your sister,” went on
the ezgregious Samuel. “I should like
to be your sister’'s sweetheart!”

“Hang you!" snapped Frank,

“Quelchy suggests that we might give
this merchant some tea, if we've any-
thing in stock,” said Johnny. “It's a
bit early. We shall miss footer alto-
gether this afternoon if we're to hang
about looking after this specimen. But
he——""

“*We can leave him to it,” said Harry.

“Is 1t safe!” asked Bob doubtfully.

The Famous Five generally had tea
together in No. 1, and at that moment
there were mm the cuphoard the materials
for a more than usually bountiful spread.
¥iven in times which were neither guite

those of peace nor those of war one
tid need a little extra on- oocasion.
“Oh, I think s0,” said Frank., “Look

at his clobber! That jacket fits go
tizhtly that he couldn't get outside very
much with it on.”

“But he micht take it off,” Bob said.

That was possible. Moreover, Samuel’s
waistcoat was as loose as his jacket was
tight; and, after all, the waistcoat is
the garment which counts for most in
these cases.

“We'll risk it,” Harry said. And he
went to the cupboard.

He brought ont therefrom a liberal
one-man share of what was inside.

“There you are,” he said. “The
kettle will boilcin a few minutes. 1
suppose you know how to make tea?”

“Oh, yes, my dear Harry! One takes
the——"'

“Look here, not so much of the * dear
Harry ’ bizney! 1 don’t cotton to it.”

“But is not that rather unkind? And
when we're such friends, too!"

“We aren't anvthing of the sort!”
snapped Harry. “Do you know how to
make tea?"

“Oh, yes. When the Lkettle boils you
simply empty the tea-caddy into it, and
then pour out.”

“Not our tea-caddy, you don’t!”
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howled Bob. “It ain't safe to leave
him, Harry! Franky had better——"

“Ratsl” snorted Nugent. “We must
ration him, that's all. And ’tain’t the
kettlo you put the tea into, you chump;
it’s the teapot!”

“And do you also put the water into
the teapot?” inquired Samuel meekly.

“Oh, no!” replied Johnny Bull, with
laboured sarcasm, * You loave that in
the kettle, and just sit and wait.”

“It does not sound a very good way
of making tea,” said Samuel thought-
Aully.

“I shouldn't wender- if you found a
better if you did a bit of hard thinking,”
Bob said. *“1Ilere's your ration of tea,

anyway—two heaped up speonfuls. I'll
put the eaddy away, Hargy.”

“Think you've c¢nough there, Ben-
son?” mguired Wharton civilly.

“Oh, yes, my dear fellow. And, if

not, 1 know where the rcst is.”

“Forget it!"” said DBob tersely.

But Samuel’s grin as they went out
seemed to signify that he had no inten-
tion of forgetting it.

A few minutes later he saw them ecross
the guad, all in footer garb. For an
hour or 80 he would be left to his
own devices,

He opened the door and leoked out.

passage.

Samuel—being William Wibley—saw
the familiar figure of William George
Bunter.

Willianr George—being DBunter, and
rather obtuse—saw Samuel Benson, the
new boy, and scented a possible loan.

“Hallo!” he said, in his most
gratiating manner.

“How do you do?"” returned Samuel,
holding out his hand. *1 trust that I
sce you well, and that the privations of
the war have not tried 7

in-

ou too hard?

“T've lost flesh,” said Bunter, with a
groan of self-pity. “I used to be almost
stout, but just lock at me now! Worn
to a shadow, almost!”

“You certainly do look in need of
more sustenance,” answered Samuel.

“Well, I must say you ain’t 20 soft as
vou look,” Bunter said, with a beaming
grin, ‘“What say to cutting over to the
tuckshop together 7

“There 1s no need for that,” replied
Samuel.  “Thanks to the liberality of
my dear friend Snorton and his friends
I am amply provided.”

“l don’t mind if I come and have a
snack with you,” said Bunter generously.

“Come to itca, my dear—er—what is
your name! I shall be delighted.”

“My name's Bunter.”

“Come to tea, Cruncher!"

William George needed 1o
bidding. He rolled into No. 1,

But he contemplated the table with
his fat little nose turned up disdainfully.

“There ain’'t mueh here,” he said.

“But there is plenty in the larder,
my dear Muncher, and I have the run
of the larder.”

Bunter rolled over to the cupboard,
and his greedy little eyes glistened be-
hind his big spectacles as he saw what
was there,

“Balmon—sardines—jam—cake! Oh, T
say, this i3 something like!” he said,
with watering mouth.

For one brief moment the heart of
Wibley-Benson smote him. In the
ordinary way William Wibley despised
Bunter's greedy spirit as heartily as did
anyone.

But Wibley had a score to pay off
agamnst the Famous Five, and Benson
was far too irresponsible to be troubled
long or much by the prickings of con-
science.

“May as well have the lot out. eh?”
| said Bunter,

further

A fat, unwieldy form rolled down the |

{

NOW ON
SALE.

“If you think wa can fnish it off, my
dear Crunchor.”

“Oh, really, you needn't have any
doubt about that! Look here, if you
haven't much of an appetite, don't yon
go eatmg stuff yonu don't want. Leave
that to me. I like you, old fellow, I'd
have an ache in the—ahem !—stomach
before I'd let vyou have one, that's a
fact. But that’s me all over. When 1
really take a fancy to a chap there's
nothing—simply nothing—I wouldn’t de

for him. I say, where's the tin-
opener?”’
It appeared as though Bunter had

taken a great fancy to the Famous Five.
In any case, there seemed no likelihood
of their being afflicted with the pangs of
indigestion m connection with these par-
ticular supplies.

“Don’t stand there like a dummy!"
said the Owl impatiently. “You can be
makinz toast while I open thess, War-
bread’s ever so much better toasted, you
know. And the kettle will boil in a
minute. Just see to that.”

_ “Whal do I do with it when it boils!”
mt‘:!ulred Samuel.

Oh, put your silly mouth to the spout
and drink 1t!" snapped Bunter,

He felt no necessity to go on being
polite to Samuel. He estimated that it
would take a dozen like Samuel to turn
him out of No. 1 now that he had made
good his footing there.

Wibloy grinned as he made the tea.
Ho enjoyed the thought of the coup he
had planned.

. But he had some difficulty in bringinz
it off. Bunter made it difficult.

Bunter wanted to clear up every scrap
except the bread. War-hread was nof a
thing he was keen on, he said; he could
get plenty of that, anyway. But the
provision that Samuel proposed to make
for the healthy appetites of the Famous
I'ive was far from ineeting with his
approval,

“Look here, if you can’t finish the lot
off. I can,” he said, *‘*What's the use of
what you're doing, anyway? They won't
thank you for it.”

“You think not, Gunter? I really
consider they should.”
“Well, they won™. I know them

better than you do, Took here, hand
those over, and make e another slice of
tonst! I've a corner empty that wants
flling.”

“I am rather short-sighted, Grunter.
Will you tell me whether those fellows
l::ruamng the—er—do you eall it a quad-
rangle—are Snorton and the rest?”

Bunter was really short-sighted; but
he was not so much so but that he could
have told had he looked.

He did not wait to look, however, for
he had no notion of being in No, L
when Wharton & Co. returned,

Bunter rolled away.

Samuel Benson immediately put away
th: cup and saucer and the plate Bunter
had used. After that he arranged tha
empty tins in alternate order—salmon,

| sardine, salmon, sardine, salmon—on the

mantelshelf.

_ He did not hurry. No one was cross-
ing the quad., The hint to that effect
was only a ruse to get rid of Bunter,

“ Long—short— long — short ~ long,”
murmured Samuel, looking at the tins
on the mantelshelf,

Then he placed in the middle of the
table a plate containing five very small
gardines, and murmured : ~

“ And short—jolly short!"”

When the Famouz Five reappeared,
ﬂa.mue}t_ saﬁ EEI the t&blalwith dl?i_s head
upon his hand, apparently studying in-
tently the volume which he had brought
with him., Wharton had dropped tﬁat
outside the gates, but it hadp £ENn re-
covered.

Samuel looked up,



Every Monday.

“Dear me, thiz is very interesting!”
he said- *Has it ever occurred to you,
my deay Harry Snorton, that without
wings a bird could not fly?”’

“Pakes a lot of thinking out, doesn’t
it, Sammy?’ returned Wharton cheerily.

An hour’s hard footer had driven aw y
the last clouds from Harry's brow. He
did not mind greatly now if fellows did
chaff him about the triumphal entry, as
long as it was done in the right spirit.
The thing was funny. He saw that now.
But he was not minded to put up with
much of the sort of fun Skinner & Co.
made out of it. The good-humoured
gibes of his friends were another matter.

“Had a good tea, Sammy?” inquired
Bob Cherry amiably.

“A very good tea, I thank
Wherry,” said Samuel sedately.

Then Bob’s eyes fell upon the five sar-
dines. ‘

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What’s this?”
ha demanded, not quite so amiably.

“He can’t have—"" began Frank.

*The goodfulness of the tea gorgefully
disposed of by the ludicrous and disgust-
g Benson——"’

Inky was interrupted by Johnny Bull

“Look there!” roared Johnny.

And he pointed to the mantelshelf.

Five pairs of eyes were furned upon
the five ting, That meant the turming
them away from the ineffable Sammy.

And Sammy, with more discretion
than might have been expected from one

you,

so flighty, took advantage of the oppor- |

tunity to make his exit, He tucked the
oinithelogical volume under his arm,
and metaphorically—

“ Folded his tent like the Arabs,
And as silently stole away.”

“My hat! You rotter!” howled Bob,
swinging round with vengeance in his
eyes,

But Bob was too late,

“He can’t have eaten it all,” said
Frank, going to the cupboard, with a
brief flicker of hope in his breast.

“Great Scott! What a twist!” gasped
Harry., “He'll burst ¥’

“Ffﬂpe sol” growled Johnny Bull,

And Johnny seemed to mean it.

“Tive measly sardines!” groaned
Bob. *Oh, my only hat!"

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
More Surprises !
THEY found Hamuel in ‘the Com-

mon-room after tea,
By that time their wrath had
calmed down somewhat., The
Bounder had nobly coma to the rescue,
and the Five had had quite a deecent tea
with him and Tom Redwing. It had not
been all that their own spread would
have been, but it served to help them to
see the humorous side of Samuel’s trick,
Bolsover major was talking to Bamuel.
Bolsover always talked to new boys, and
atways in the same manner—a distinetly
hectoring manner, Sometimes Bolsover
caught a Tartar; but it really did not
seem possible that Samuel should turn
out a Tartar. He loocked so very inno-

cent and helpless,

*“Not going to stay Here long—eh?”

said Bolsover, as the Famous Five, with’

Smithy and Redwing, entered.

““Not very long, my dear associate,”
replied Samuel, m his Ingh, squeaky
TOe,

“Your what?” roared Bolsover.

“ Associate, I said. My dear—er—
pardon me, we have not been introduced,
ard I do not know your name.”

“My name’s Bolsover!” howled the
burly junior, miuch as one might sa

“ My name’s Tiberius,” or “My name's
Attila.”
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But Samuel apparently
deduce irom the bullying tone the fact
that he stood in the presence of a born
tyrant.

“Er—a queer name; but most of the
names here seem queer to me,” he
answered, “No, my deat Washajlmrer,
1 am not staying——"

““None of your rotten cheek!” roared
Bolsover.

““Ha, ha, hal” roared all the others
who heard.

And a few beside the Famous Five
began to suspect that Samuel was not
so completely innocent as he looked.

“Cheek? But my cheek is quite
healthy, T assure you, Boshlover!”
Samuel said. *‘Look at it!”

And he turned his right cheek to
Bolsover, who promptly smacked it.

For a second everyone thought that
Samuel would go for Bolsover., It was
really & near thing. Willam Wibley
was nowhere near Percy Bolsover’s fight-
ing weight, but he would not have stood
that had he stood there in propria
persona.

WEVE WON THE WAR

WEVE WON THE WAR

WE'VE WON THE WAR
WE'VE WOH THE WAR

WE'VE WON THE WAR

BUT DON'T STOP
BUYING BONDS

WE'VE WON THE WAR

WE'VE WON THE WAR
WE'VE WON THE WAR

WEVE WCN THE WAR
WEVE WON THE WAR

But he remembered in time that he
was soft Samuel Benson, and he offered
Bolsover the other cheek.

Bolsover’s hand was raised to smite.
But it dropped—it had dropped before
Harry Wharton said hotly:

““None of that, Bolsover!”

“ All right,” said Bolsover sulkily. “1
don’'t want to knock the abject about;
but I’'m not standing any of its cheek.
You'll fag for me while you're here,
Face | ‘

“T shall be pleased to be of service to
you in any proper manncr, my dear com-
panion,” replied Sammy. *“ But I should
like to point out that my name is not
Face,”

“Right-ho, Features!” said Belsover,
with heavy pleasantry. “T’ll call yon
Uglil_m_ug, if you prefer it."”

“Heo won’t fag for wyou unless he
chooses, Bolsover,” said Harry.

“Well, he does choose. He says =0
himself. T1l have the chump in my
study, and he can fag for me and Nap,

failed to
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toa,” answered the bully of the Remeve.
“¥ou mind your own bizney, Wharton'”

“1 say, professor,” said Piet Delarey,
addressing Benson, * wonldn’t you lke
to make us a speech? D'm sure you're

| boiling over with all sorts of informa-

tiomn.”

** Hear, hear!” cried Squiff, “ A speechi
from Professor Uglymug !”

“T should love 1£!” said Samuel, heant-
ing upeon them. *“You appear to be
seusible little boys, in spite of your re-
zemblance to monkeys.”

“Fla, ha, ha!” roared the cvowd.

“If that wae in the Upper Fourth,”
drawled the lordly (lecil Reginald
Temple, “we’d lynch 1417

“Is the person with the watchchain
anyone in particular, my dear Enorton?”
inguired Samuel.

“*No, not really, Sammy;
thinks he is,” replied Harry.

“Stand on this chair, professoy,”
Tom Brown.

“Thank you, my little lad! I am glad
to see that yvour manners are better than

er Shall T lend you my handker-
chief, or will you wipe your own nose!”

Tom Brown was a very goed-tempered
fellow, but that was almost too much for
him. He would have seized Sammy by
tho collar. But Squiff and Delarey held
him back.

With infinite gravity Samuecl mounied
the chair.

“Look at his bulge” said Bob Cherry.
“That’s where our tea went!”

“1t didn’t, though,” szid Peter Toddd.
“My porpoise helped him. He bragged
to me about it. Samuel catled him 1n,
and they cleared the decks between them.
I'm not saying that Samuel hasn't a
twist. But I do say that my porpoise
can give him yards and a beating!”

“Where ‘18 the fat lout?!” demanded
Bob vengefully.

“0Oh, never mind him just now!
Plenty of time for Bunty later. Sammy's
going to orate.”

“Dear little friends and companions.™
began Samuel Benson, blinking down
upon the assembled members of the
Upper and Lower Fourth, “1 will en-
deavour to make myvself plain——-"

“No need!” snorted Johnny Bull
“You're a long way past that already!”

“To your feéble and immature in-
tellects,” went on Samuel, unheeding
Johnny., “VYou are very voung and
foolish: but is that your fault? ot at
all! Then, why should I blame you? 1
do not blame you. I love you all, from
Snorton, with his monkey face, to Bosh-
lover, who is very like a hippopotamus. ”

Harry Wharton grinned : but it took all
that Smithy, Redwing, and Peter Todd
could do to hold bagk Bolsover.

“My object in coming to this aviary—
er, I sheuld say school, of coursc—more
usual, though perhaps not more strictly
correct—was to develop to its inmates a
theary over which I have pondered long
and deeply. My juvenile friends, 1 am
convinced that the first of all studies is
the study of ornitheology.”

“What’'s that? All about shells and
things, ain’t it? "asked Stott, who was
not exactly a mine of all-round informa-
tion.

“Birds!”? said Skinner. “I would T
were a bird, and all that sort of guff, yon
know—that’s what the ass is driving at!”

“But you are a bird, mv young
friend,” said Samuel. “With your
scracegy neck and your eminently dis-
agreeable features vou remind me irre-
gistibly of a vulture!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Thus far the erowd, with the exceptions
of Bolsover and Skinner, was inclined to
appreciate Samuel’s speech.

‘Darwin says that we are all de-
scended from monkeys,” Samuel “con-
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tinued.
exception rather than the rule. My
friend Snorton is one of the exceptions.
He is a living proof that Darwin was
not entirely wrong. Observe the simian
resemblance——"

“Hasy dees it, Benson!” snapped
Harry. *“Better get on with your
birds!”

“I will do so, my dear Snorton! Far
be 1t from me to cause yvou discomfort
by dwelling upon your inferiority to the
rest of us! I.et me pass on. Our dusky
friend there obviously had his eorigin
from the blackbird tribe.” ‘

He pointed to Inky. Inky took it
smilingly. After all, a blackbird was
ahead nfya crow, and Samuel might have
labelled him crow. _

“There ”"—Samuel pointed to Fisher
Tarleton Fish—is another vulture!”

““Waal, I swow!” gasped Fishy.

““ And there is a. cormorant,” went on
Samuel, pomnting to Bunter.

“(Oh, really ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The prophet errs,” said Peter Todd.
“That exhibit has long been labelled
owl.”

The eyes of Samuel now rested upon
the face of Sidney James Snoop. _

“Here my classification becomes diffi-
cult,” he said, putting his hand to his
chin. “Is that ”"—he took down his
hand to point its forefinger at Snoop—
“a mocking-bird? Is it a humming-
bird? Or is it merely a gaolbird?"

Wibley realised next moment that his
tongue had  betrayed him, and that
Snoop was sure to read into his speech
some reference to his father.

And Wib really bad not meant that.

Like every decent fellow in the Remove, |
Snoop as having

e eounted Josiah _
washed off at the Front the stains of his
conviction for fraud. Though Wibley
had always disliked Snoop, and had not
yet been able to conguer the feeling, he
nad been glad to see *‘Liﬂ' spirit roused by
ms father's example, and had rejoiced at
thnt most unexpected victory won by
Snoop over Angel,
. Angel’s laugh rang out mockingly
now. But very few others laughed.
Snoop’s face was crimson as he
advanced upon the orator.
“What did you say, you—vyou
He spluttered with rage. He could
not find a name hard enough for the new
follow. Yet a moment’s thought might
have shown him that it was very un-
likely that the taunt, coming from a new
fellow, could have meant all that he took
1t to mean. And he certainly had no sns-
picion that the speaker was Wib,
23 | a%lﬁgiﬂﬂ if I have unintentionally

L

satd——

““Apologise be hanged!” roared
A [

Snoop, You hound—vyou cur! GQGet

down off that chair, and I'll lick you till
you can't crawl !

“Go 1t, Snoopey!” chirped Skinner.
“ Whop the insulting bounder!”

“I'll hold your jacket, Snoopey!” said
DBunter eagerly. *“That chap called me
a cormorant! Rake says a cormorant
15 a beastly greedy bird. 1 ain’t going
to be——"

“Bhut up!” howled Bolsover major.
“Yes, give him a licking, Snoop! ~ A
chap with a dial like that is fairly asking
for it!”

“won’t be an ass, Snoop!” said Harry
Wharton, “ Benson didn’t mean any-
thing,  Half the time he doesh't know
what he’s saying.”

But, though there wag still something
of the funk left in Snoop, one score there
was on which he would fight, come what
might. That was his father's honour.

And Benson did not look formidable.
The fellow who had licked Aubrey
Angel could surely lick this speciment.
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“Will
a fist within an inch of Samuel’s nose.

“If you will kindly excuse me, I would
very much rather not,” replied Samuel
meckly.

The fightimg spirit of Snoop was
fanned into flame by that.

“You've got to!” he roared. “Fight,
or take a hiding! Come down and put
up your hands, you funk!”

“Bravo!"” howled Skinhner.

“Buck up, Sammy!” roared Bob
Cherry.

“Yes, show him what you’re made of,
Benson!" urged Peter Todd.

Samuel got down from the chair,

“I regret that I must postpone the
conclusion of my address,” he said
solemnly, “But as my beloved com-
panions appear to wish me to indulge in
fisticuffs, and as the gentleman before
me will not accept my apolozy, I con-
celve it my duty 4

“Stop vour chin-music, and come
along to the %;:.rm " hooted Bolsover.

“The gym! What is that, my dear
Boshlover?" d

“Oh, you ass!
can’t fight here.”

“My dear Washallover, T assure yOou
that you are mistaken—I can !”

“Well, you won't be allowed to,” said
Harry, laughing. “The gym’s the place
for a fight.”

"Oh, I see! The arena, as it were. 1
will come, Snorton.”
and Stott and Fish

Just come along, You

Skinner and
Bunter eurrounded Snoop, who threw
out his chest, and agsumed in advance
all the airs of a victor. His swank did
not commend itself to most of those who
saw. Only the other day Snoop had
been the worm who could not be made
to turn; it was all too soon for him to
be putting on frills,

So on the whole most of those who
came along to the gym were prepared
to see Samuel win without regret. But
they had to confess that Samuel did not
look a winner.

— ey

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Samuel v. Snoop !

ROUGH ring was formed around
the two combatants. Snoop
stood within it, his hands at his

sides, expecting eyery moment
to ses his opponent show signs of funk.
Now that it came to the pinch Snoop
would have taken the glory of a victory
without the trouble of fighting had he
been offered it.

But Samuel showed no desire to cave
m. It was difficult to guess what his
feelings were. He looked around him
interestedly, but without much appear-
ance of understanding.

“HEr—may I ask what is expected of
me ?" he said, looking round at the
many faces.

“Do?” roared Bob Cherry. * Why,
fight him, chump! Hit him, fathead !”

Bob meant when once the gloves were
on, of course. But Bamuel did not seem
to know anything about the gloves.

He walked straight up to Snoop, and
gave that astonished junior two resound-
ing slaps, one on each side of his face.

“My hat! I'l—"7

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

All round the ring the langhter rolled,

For, having smacked Suoop, Samunel
turned round and made tracks. He was
trying to push his way out of the ring
when the big hands of Bolsover grabbed
him and slung him back.

“Dear ma! ° You are very rude and
rough, Boshlover!” he gasped.

“What are you doing, you image of
dough? You can't run awayv like that !”
growled Johnny Bull.

“Buot I can! I was doing 80."

ou fight?"” he snapped, putting |

NOW ON
SALE.

“You can't, I tell you!” _

"1 was told to hit him, and I did so.
Everyone saw me. What else is there
to be done?”

“Well, he might like to hit you, you
know,” ﬂbservedgthe Bounder drily.

“Now, I never thought of that!”
returned Samuel. “ And yet it is mora

than likely. I should wish to act honour-
ably, of course.”

He stepped up to Snoop again, and
tendered his cheek to be smacked.

That, it need hardly be said, was not
quite what the Bounder had meant.

Snoop could not resist the temptation.
He slapped Samuel hard—as hard as he

could—and not once or twice, but
thrice,
“Oh! e hit me much harder than I

did him ! burbled Samuel.

‘ Here, take the gloves!” said Harry,
pushing a pair upon Samuel, while
Skinner came forward with a pair for
Snoop. “I'll second you."”

" Does that mean that vou will do the
fighting ?” inquired Samuel.

“*Not much, it doesn’t! You'll do
that !

“With these?”

Samuel took the gloves.

“Yes, of course.”

“How very funny! I did not imagine
that life at school would be so strange
and so interesting ! Like this, I
suppose ?”’

And Samuel hurled one of the gloves
straight into Snoop’s face.

For such a rank duffer as Samuel
looked it was a good shot, and a hard
one.

Before Wharton could say or do any-
thing to stop him, the eeccentric new
fellow hurled the other. It took Snoop
fairly on the nose, and, though it could
hardly have hurt him much, mwade him
blink.

“Got him  twice!” howled Samuel,
doing a breakdown in sign of joy. I
will take cocoanuts, please—T1 do not like
cigars. They malke me ill.”

(11 YD[]F"'}'DH y

“Oh, you ain’t huart, Snoop!” said
Squiff. “Put the gloves on, man, and

aste him—if you can! But I'm not so
sure of that,”

“I rather fancy myself that Sammy
ain’t quite the innocent he looks,”
remarked Delarcy.

“1I don't believe he's innocent at all ;
it's my notion he's spoofing us left and
right,” said Tom Brown. *“It's jolly
queer—his mug's like mothing earthly,
you'd say; and yet it reminds me of
someone I know well, though I can’t
think who it is.”

“Not a relative, T hope, Tom ?” said
the South Afriean junior drily.

Wharton was helping Samuel on with
the gloves now. Samuel smiled at them
inanely when he had them on.

Do I smack like that?” he inguired,
ht'mging his open glove smartly against

poy

the face of his segond.
“No, you utter idiot!” snapped
Wharton.

It needed all his self-control to keep
him from emacking Samuel in return.
But he refrained from doing that, and
he showed Samuel how to clench his
fist—a demonstration of what appeared
to strike the new boy as a new discovery
i natural philosophy.

“That 1s not at all like a bird,” he
remarked mildly.

“0Oh, you've got birds on the brain !
sald Frank Nugent.

“Not likely I” said Bob. “Nor any-
thing elee. INo brain, you know.”

Samuel scemed disposed to stay and
arguo that peoint. But Snoop was wait-
ing for him, and he was pushed into the
middle of the ring.

“Wade in, Snoopey !” roarsed Bolsover.
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“11 you dan’t give him a jolly good
hiding I'1l give you one }’

“ Now that is positively unkind of you,
joshlover ! bleated Samuel.

Thera did not appear to be much
chance of Snoop's having to take a
hiding for failing to give Samuel one.

Anything like the way Samuel shaped
had never %een seen at Greyfriara before.

He eame on with his arms extended 1n
front, of him, rather as if he were hold-
g an imaginary baby. Snoop, though
his method of shaping up was a trifle
stiff, looked quite the warrior compared
with Hamuel,

But before he got within reach of
“noop Samuel astonished everyone by
letting out an car-splitting yell. At the
camie mnstant he swiped round madly.

He did not hit Snecop; the faect that
he was two yards from him was all
agamnst his doing that. But, swinging
romnd with tha weight of his own blow,
iie somehow managed to bring hig right
het hard against the left ear of Bob
Cherry.

“0h, hang you, you &illy ass!” roarcd
Sui.

Bob was never afraid of being hurt;
bmut the utter unexpectedness of that
punch took him aback

“Dear me! 1 believe I have hit the
wrong person, after all!” said Bamuel,
L‘“hkiﬂg-

“1 should rather think you have, you
fatheaded maniac |” Bob howled,

** Ha, ha, ha !”

The rest seemed to think the aceident—
A 1t was an accident—funny. Somehow,
Bob was not so dead sure that it was an
aceident,

He twisted Samuel round.

“There’'s your man!” he
“Go for hhm!”

“J—I1 think I would prefer te wait
until he comes for me, my dear Berry,”
rald Samuel mildly,

Snoop heard, and he came,

He sailed in, anticipating the eagiest of
vietories. One puunch would surely settle
this combat.

And one punch settled it !

But 1t was not 1n the manuer Snoop
had expected.

For Samuel gave that punch. So
utterly did 1t take everyome by surprise
that of all there not a single one could
be esure that it was not the fluktest of
Aukes—though some had their-suspicions.

For it 1s strange indeed when a fellow
who half a minute before had come on
apparently dandling an imaginary baby
puts in one straight from 5‘15 shoulder
upon the point of the jaw,

And that was what Samuel did.

Snoop dropped  He was counted out
without making any effort to rise. But
for that he could not fairly be blamed,
for he was quie incapable of rising.

“ Bight—nine—out " said Smithy, and
Harry Wharton clapped Samuel on the
back.

“You've won, dufier!” he said.

“ Dear me! .Then—then he has lost 7"

snapped,

gpluttered Samuel, looking down at
SH00p.

“That's the size of it.”

“I—1I must have hit him hard. 1
wonder whether it was painful? I fear

that he is too angry with me to satisfy
my natural curiosity; would you mind
allowing me to hit you and then telling
mea whether it 15 pamnful, Snorton?”

“1 should—a bit,”’ repllied Harry.,

“Thege—er—instrumenta are so veiy
untfamiliar to me,” said Bamuel, looking
down at hig gloves. “ Perhaps my dear
iriend, whom I have had the misfortune
to knock down, would like to start again
with the—er—the naked—er—earls, or
something of that sort, 1 believe they call
them 77

But Bncop had. net the glightest wish to
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naked

what

the
apparently

try the combat anew with
dukes, which was
Samuel meant.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Samuel Dces a Bunk !

HERE was a good deal in the way

I of chipping of Samuel in the

dormitory that night. but nothing

that caused real trouble to
William Wibley, used as he was to the
ways of his Form. Wibley was
thoroughly enjoying his time at Grey-
friars as Samuel Benson, and what might
have been something like purgatory to a
real new boy, raw and sensitive, meant
nothing but fun to the case-hardened
Wib.

That one straight-from-the-shoulder
blow served to keep Skinncer & Co. from
going too far.

It might have been the merest acci-
dent, but Bkinner & Co. were not inclined
to chance another accident of that sort.

Sunday was more or less a quiet day at
Greyfriars at any time. The chipping of
Samuel went on ; but that was nothing to
worry about.

Some of the Remove were looking for-
ward eagerly to Monday, and Sammy,
as nearly everyone called him, showing
his paces on the footer-field. But Sammy
expressed no doubt in his ability to pla
footer if he chose. He never had played,
he said ; but it was ouly a matter of kick-
ing wickets, or goals, or something, he
understood.

He employed a good deal of time on
Sunday in boring successive victims gtiff
with ornithology—or trying to do it. They
usually made their escape in time to pre-
vent his complete success.

What Wib did not know about ornith-
ology would have filled quite a fair-sized
library ; but that did not matter., There
was a good deal of ignorance in the Re-
move on the subject, in addition to Wib’s,
and Wib—or Sammy—had all the prestige
to be obtained from the possession of a
tremendous volume on that branch of
natural history. He was credited with
knowing that volume from cover to
cover; and it was true in so far as he
knew both covers—the outsides of them,

Knowledge of the ponderous tome was
not needed to enable one to air a pre-
tended theory that mankind was really
descended from birds, varied with im-
polite hints that there 4vere exceptions.
such as Wharton, with his pretended
monkey ancestry, and Bolsover, whom
Sammy persisted in linking up with the
hippopotami.

Sammy was assigned to the study which
Bolsover and Dupont, the French junior,
shared. But that study did not see much
of him during Sunday.

As the day drew on Sammy seemed
rather to fade away. He was—though
that was not apparent to the others, of
course—much less Samuel Benson and
much more William Wibley than he had
been earlier in the day. And as William
Wibley in disguise he was not anxious
to attract too much attention to himself.

Wib was getting worried. :

Time was short. Before noon on Mon-
day, at the latest, he must clear out as
Samuel Benson, for there would be
another claimant of that name at Grey-
friars. Indeed, it might not be safe to
walt until after morning classes. The
rﬁal Benson might turn up earlier, and
then |

But, that was not all. Onee out of his
disguise Wibley would be safe from nn-
mediate detection as the false Benson,
But would he be safe from eventual
detection?

It had not occurred to him at the out-

set that the disappearance of the bhogus i
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Benson would inevitably be a matter for
Inquiry.

But he saw it now.

Dr, Locke and Mr. Quelch would want
to know where Samuel had gone. They
would also want to know where he had
come from.

If the double inquiry thus set on foob
led to anything which formed a connect-
ing link with the absence of Wibley at
the time when Samuel was present, the
fat would be in the fire with a vengeance.

And there was yet something else that
was lying heavily on Wib's mind.

It had not troubled him at all at first.
It was troubling him a good deal now.

The words, he had caught here and
there during the conversation of the two
Bensons at Courtficld came back to him
again and again with a new meaning.

Not a very definite meaning, yet one
with nasty possibilities in it.

And 1t seemed to him, too, as if he
could remember more than he was con-
scious of having heard at the time.

That might be mere imagination. But
Wibley did not think it was. Everything
seemned to fit 1n.

Everything seemed to point to the
theory that the real St¢muel Benson was
as false as the bogus one—that he was
coming to Greyiriars with no honest
mtent.

Wibley was shrewd ecnough, though he
lacked the all-round ability of such fel-
lows as the Bounder and Peter Todd.
His was only a grown-up head in one
way—the actor’s way.

He would have given a good deal to
take either Peter or Smithy into his con-
fidence now. But he dared not risk it.

“When I get back I shall have to keep
a watch on that Benson chap,” he mut-
tered to himself, in the course of a soli-
tary walk in the quad after dusk had
begun to gather. ™ Directly I see any-
thing suspish I can call in the Bounder
and one or two more to help. 1 needn’t
say how I came to get on to his dodges at
irst. They can think me a giddy Her-
logk Sholmes if they like—that won't hurt
me!.‘?

“Benson 1™
moment.

Wibley heard without beeding. For the
moment he was entirely Willmm Wibley,
with no thought of the part he must still
sustain,

“And I must clear out after brekker

to-morrow, not leave it till after classes.
That would be too risky.”

yelled someone at that

~ “Benson! Benson! Sammy, you
1diot 1"
Wib gave a start. ““Sammy, you

idiot!” brought him up to the scratch as
“Benson 7 had no power to do. :

“Yes, my dear friend?” he said, in
ﬁzgr.glmy's high-pitched voice. ‘“ What is
|

Frank Nugent’s shim form loomed up
through the dusk.

“There's a visitor for you,” he said.

“My hat!”

Frank started in surprise. The voice
was not the voice of Bamnmy. But he did
not recognise it as Wib's.

“Didn’t you expect him?” he asked.

“No—er—that 1s, not exactly, Where
is he?”

Wib was so far from expecting any
visitor that the thought of meeting one
filled him with dismay. For, of course,
the visitor would }I;e Samuel’s, not
Sammy’s. He would not know Sammy,
and what could Sammy say to him?

Ornithelogical theories would not work
here ! :

“In the room jusi off the hall—right-
hand side. That's where they usually send
visitors, anyway, unless it’s someone who
wants to sce one of the masters first, or
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vwho knows the place well enough to walk
up to some chap’s study.”

Wibley still ﬂe.sitated. If he could
have got rid of Nugent he might have
made an immediate bolt,

“I'll show you, if you like,” said the
good-natured Frank.

It was what Wib might have expected;
but he had to stifle a groan.

“Thank you, my dear Nugent!” he
sald aloud ; then * Blow the chap!”" under
his breath.

Frank led the way, and Wib followed,
with his heart fairly in his mouth.

“* Here you are!”

Wib passed 1n.

“ Hallo, young Sam Benson!” said a
rauther flashily-dressed man with a sharp
nose that went very ill with a bulldog
jaw, but better with the close-set, cun-
ning eyes that looked out from under
bushy eyebrows.

Wibley hardly knew what to say. He
Liad never set eyes upon this man before;
vet the fellow hailed him as if they were
old- friends.

And, not knowing what to say, Wib
said nothang.

The pause was not a marked one, how-
€, er.

“Ha! You don't know me, do you?”
said the stranger. *‘But you will when
I tell you I'm Sim West, gencrally
known as Westy.”

Wib didn’t even then, but he said, with
a3 much conflidence as he conld muster:

“Oh, yes! How d've do, Mr. Westy?"

“T thought I'd look in and see if you
were here yet,” went on Mr. Sim West.
‘“No danger 1n that, is there?”

“Not a bit of it'” returned Wib, won-
dering how there possibly conld be. But
he was beginning to tumble to something
now, and his wits were on the alert.

The stranger’s next speech gave him a
ciue.

“Your brother said you were as smart
a3 he 15,” said Mr. West, in rather a dis-
appointed tone. ‘I hope you are; byt
I'm dashed if you look it!”

“Oh, it pays to look soft sometimes!”
said Wib. ®

= r—
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Mr. West slapped him on the back,

“1 twig!” he said. * Keep down sus-
picion here—all that—ech, what? Dashed
if I believe you could have played the
heavy father as young George did,
though!”

It was on the tip of Wib’s tongue to
say that he could play anything what-
ever befter than anyone else whatever.
That was Wib's simple creed, and Mr,
West's remark wounded his tenderest
feelings. It cost him a real effort to re-
member that to the visitor he was not
Wilham Wibley, the greatest schoolboy
actor of this or any other age, but merely
a shifty and probably dishonest young
scamp named Samuel Benson.

But the check he put upon his tongue
gave his brain time.

Of course! The old gentleman with
the white whiskers in the barn was one
of the gang-—probably a mere youth—
made up as Samuel's father so as to
arrange for his temporary sojourn at
Greyfriars!

Wib recalled now twa or three things
that ought to have put him on the track
of that impersonation.

“George did do 1t a treat!" he said.

“He did that! Well, you're here! So
far, so good! Yon've got your instruc-
tions, and talkin’® things over here
wouldn’t be very safe. Dut you might
meet me near the Cross Keys at Friar-
dale to-morrow at about five o’clock, to
make sure of everything.”

“It's safe enough to talk here,” said
Wib, who wanted to know more. “No-
body’s about.”

“Just you lay in a new stock of ideas
about what's safe and what ain’t safe, my
son!” sald Westy in a voice that had
almost a threatening note in it. 7T don’t
think much of them you've got in hand.
I dare say you'd walk out with me and
talk 1t all over in the road outside—eh?"”

*“Oh, yes, if you like!” said Wib.

“Then you're a dashed voung fool,
and not half as smart as George fancies
Put that in your pipe

Price 1id. Order Now.

and smoke it! And mind—if you bungle
this I've done with you!”

“Oh, I sha'n’t bungle it{” Wib replied
confidently,

“Mind you don’t! Now ring! The
buttons shall be fetched to let me out in
proper fashion. I know what belongs to
a visitor here, if you don't!”

Wibley rang. Trotter came. The
stranger went.
Wib was glad to see him go. He

fancied himself quite a match for Samuel
Benson ; but Mr. Sim West was rather a
ditferent matter. .

“My hat !” muttered Wib. * This ain’t
halfl a go! Sammy must do a bunk before
dawn—that's a sure thing! And Wibley
must be back before Samuel turns up—
that specimen will need an eye on him
from tho start!”

Sammy was not in Form that evening.
He complained of a splitting headache,
was left to himself in common decency,
and retired to rest early.

And when the Remove awoke
morning Sammy’s bed was empty !

Just before classes began Wibley
came in, leaving little time for any to
inquire why he had becn duffer enough
to hurry back from his holiday. But he
did not attract much attention, for by
that time Sammy's absence had aroused
suspicion. And a little later there
appeared another Samuel Benson, not at
all like the first one.

The Remove fairly seethed with ex-
citement. Mr. Quelch was staggered,
No one knew what to make of it all—
except William Wibley. And he kept his
own counsel—for the time being.

But what Samuel Benson the Second
came to Greyfriars for, and what was
done about the mysterious disappearance
of Samuel Benson the First, and how Wib
came out of it at the finish—these things
another story must tell.

(Den’t miss “SAMUEL AND
SAMMY !"—next Monday’s Grand
Complete Story of Harry Wharton

& Co., by FRANK RICHARDS))
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BUNTER'S QUARTER-MILE.

T.

E fellows at Greyiriars, as you know,
have heard quite a lot about Bun-
ter’'s numerous swagger relutions—
a jolly sight too muoch, in fact.

So that when a real live Bunter de Bunter
did condescend to visit the zehool the event
cansed quite a mild sensation.

Wharton, Cherry, and Skinner had the
privilege of meeting the old chap at the
atation, though they certainly never went
there-for that purpose.

Skinner may be said to have served as a
means of introduction. Beéb Cherry wanted
to sce Skinner. Skinner did not want to see
Bob Cherry, He bolted, Bob pursued, and
Skinner biffed rlght inte the Bunter de
Bunter as he got out of the train.

“Ow, ow! You young scoundrel!” velled
the B.- de B, as he sat on the platform
F‘i?bmg} his waistcoat. “Ow! Youn—yon——

Then the old buffer grabbed Skinner wrath-
fully. But just as everyone thought he was
g?ing to lam him a startling change took
plaee.

&

By RICHARD RAKE.

As he spotted the school cap his anger
vanished, and he positively bheamed upon the
trio. sSkinner, who was about to scoot,
stopped as the old gentleman patted him
gently on the back.

“Don't run away, dear boy! Forgive my
hasty words!” he eried, in a funny, piping
voice. “You're from Greyfriars, aren't you?”

skinner, who evidently thought the old
chap was barmy, simply grinned and winked
at Wharton and Cherry.

“Just so. 1. knew you were!” cried the
old chap heartily, though Skinner hadn’t
answered. “Then, of course, vou know my
nephew, William George Bunier. I'm his
unecle from London. Perhaps you've heard
him speak of me, eh?”

“Of course,” answered Skinner solemnly,
seenting fup. “Why, he’s always t{alking
abhout you, sir"

“Is he now!” eried Mr. Jeremish Bunter
happily. “And yet it's years since he last
saw me! DBut perhaps you'll be =0 good as
to direet me to the school. I'm only paying
a brief visit—aquite a flying wvisit, I assure
vou, dear boys!”
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“Certainly, sir,” chimed in Wharton
politely. “We're going back there now. Per-
haps you'd like to walk there with us?”

“ Delighted, I assure you,” said Bunter's
Fnclu, as he followed the three off the plat-
OTMHI.

As they passed throngh the wicket-rate
Harry Wharton gripped Skimner by the arm
and held him back.

“Look here, Skinner, none of your -beastly
ragoing! It's rotten form ragging a visitor.”

“Go and cat eoke!” said Skinner, *1'm
having some fun out of the old josser!”

Wharton knew from experience that it was
useless to argue with Skinner. So he gave
IG ujh.
~ "And now,” said Uncle Jeremiah, when out
In the road, “tell me all about my nephew.

I'm sure you're great iriends of bis. El,
now?"
“Friends!" said Skinner scornfully. “Why,

we're like brothers! We think the world of
Bunter—I don’'t think!"—under his breath.
“He's awlully good to us—considering he's go

I much above us, of course.”

N.Z.
14th, 1918,
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“Above you? Why?" began Uneie Jere-
niiah wemderingly.

“Well, von see, you cannot expect a fellow
who is captain of footer, and the best boxer
in the school, besides being the  finest
athilete, to treat us as equals, Can you
nowi"”

“What?" ecasped Uncle Jercmiah de-
lightedly, “Is William all that? You may
not believe me, but as far as 1 recollect his
only  accomplishment  was  an abnormal
capacity for assimilating jam-tarts, But an
athlete? Why, my dear boys, I am delighted
to hear of such an improvement !

“You don't say?” said Skinner. “ But then,
oue ean nnderstand your being surprised. To
fook at Bunter, now, no one would take him
for an athlete.
deceptive.”

“Quite s0,"” agreed Mr. Bunter. “But tell
me. Is my nephew a runner? Now, 1 waa
the best runner in the school when a boy.
Foothall and boxing are all very well in
their way. but give me running !

“Ah! Now, I'm afraid he isn't that,” said
skinner, wyvidently thinking it a& well not to
lay it on too thick. “You see, sir, he isn't
exactly built for a4 tunner.”

“Then I must talk to William. 1 must peér-
staide him to take up the fascinating sport
if—— Gomd gracious! Who i= this extra-
ordinary wdividual 77 -

A portly form had just cmerged from the
tuckshap ahead of them. Al threc hoys
crintied as they recognised the familinr figurc
uf William George Bunter.

Bunter's face was, as usual, very jammy,
and he wore a satisfled if somewhat vacant
smile. He hlinked at the approachiug four
enriously.,  Skinner chuckled.

“Why, this is your nephew!” he said, in a
surprised voice. “Don't you  recognise hin,
sir?”

“Good gracious !
certammly  a vague
teod Eraeious!”

Bunter stared open-moutlied at his unele,
evidently not recognising him in the least.

“ Pbon't you know me, William? 1'm your
I'mnele Jevewmiah, As 1 was passing through
Friavidale 1 thought T would brak the
wnrney and comeé and see you. But, my
dear boy, how you have grown!”

Bunter’s race siwddenly brightened.  Visions
of o wood Teed and a substantial tip Hoated
in his minnd. He held out w0 jammy Lhand to
his relative.

Skinner thought it just as well to make
himgelf zearce while greetings were heing
oxchanged. Wharton and Cherry also deeided
to leave the members of the Bunter family
together.

=~ Ah, vour chums have gone! I had quite
an intercsting chat with them. 1 must say,
William, how delighted 1 was to hear how
well you are getting on at school.”

Bunter grinped shecpishly. He knew of
certain persons in authority at Greyiriars who
held a different view of his progress at
=clionl.

“1 was especially delighted.” proceeded the
aold e¢hap, “to hear what o fine athlete yon
are, William, as 1 am particulurly interested
m all healthy sports. At the same time I
am disappointed to hear that yYon are not
keen ahount my favonrite sport. which is run-
ning. But T will talk that over with you
Nater, dear boy. And now, shill we procecd
ta the school "

“Oh, but really, nnele, won't ron require
<some refreshments after your lung journey ?”
protested Billy, with a louging eye on the
shap window,

“Certainly not. William. I do not approve
of eating between meals, and cspecially in
ithe case of an athlete like yourself, dear
oy, who should always be in training.”

Billy sniifed,

“But what about tea, nnele? I must order
something for tea. I would never dream of
letting any guest of mine depart without
insisting upon his having refreshiment,” said
Rilly, with a dignified look on his fat,
jammy face.

“My dear boy. how very good of youl!l”
obsgerved Unele Jeremiali, not Enowing that
Bitlly Bunter would unot dream of paying for
the tea. either. “Buot I really must not
stay to tea, as T must cateh the 5.40 train,
and 1 particularly wish to look over your
<¢honl.” .

Bunter snorted disgustedly., Al his Lapos
nf a gorgeous leed vanished. But he bright-
ceped up at the thought of the eertain tip to
come. With a last regretful glance at the
tuckshop window he waddled after his unele.

Bunter had swaggered so much about his
titled relations that we all took the greatest
interest in Uncle Jeremiah on his arrival at
Greyfriars. But Bunter ignored us ¢com-

There is
But——

Is this William?
resembiliaice,

everything—including his

But then, appearances are 4

Cquarter-mile in, say, seventy
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pletely as he conducted his unele with dignity
round the school. It was plain to be seen,
thoueh, that the old chap was delighted with
: nephew, Ior the
fat hounder had improved upon Skinner's
remarks as to his athletie prowess by telling
some wondrous tales of his doings on footer-
field and in the gym.

¢ And now,” said Uncle Jeremiah, when
they had been round the school, *about
vour taking up the running, William. Now.,
tell me your average time for the quarter-

mile?”

“Oh—er—ten minutes!” said Bunter
vaguely.

“What!" exclaimed T nele Jeremiah. “Ten

minues? Why, my dear boy, my own aver-
are was fifty-nine seconds! You really must
do better than that, William. . Now, I have
heen thinking over things, and as a littie en-
couragement 1 have decided to give you five
pounds——"

“Oh, really, unele!" broke in Bunter, his
fat face wreathed in smiles,

“On the day 1 hear youn the

;II'U-

nave done
seconda,”
eveded Unele Jeremiah.,

Bunter's fiace fell disconsolately. Only for
a moment, though. Then his eyes it up
cunningly. Unecle Jeremiabh could not expect
him to do it them and there, and—well.
sports resalts can be wangled on  paper!

But bis wncle’s next words sgquashed that
idea At once,
“Now, whom eould [ appoint as judge?

Ali, here are your chums! I am sure they
woulid only bhe too delighted,” he said, as
Wharton and Cherry approached along the

corridor. The two boys came up as Unele
Jeremiah beckoned to them. And a moment
later both  were  listening  in amagement

whilst Unele Jeremiabh expounded his seliemo
with no little enthusiasm.

“AMy hat!” gasped Bob Cherry, stifling a
desire to yell with laughter. The idea of the
Owl  doing  the guarter-mile in seventy
soeonds was too sereamingly funny for words.

Wharton, with diffieulty, kept a straizht
face,

“Certainly, sir,” he said  solemnly, “if
you'll give us your address.  Only too
pleased !” \
“Thanks, my dear boys! Many thanks!

Here-is my card, And now, Willirmm, I must
be going. or 1 shall miss my train. Good-
hye, boys! Good-hye!”

“What? You aren't going to walk?” pro-

tested Bunter. “Let me ‘phone for a cab
for vou.”
= Certainly not, William. The walk will

do us hoth good., Come!”

with a snort of disgust Bunter followed
his unele,. He was huongry, tired, and in-
wardly seething with indigonation. And that
walk to Friardale Station did not improve
his temper. But he hid his feelings, and

consoled himself with the prospect of a hand- |

some tip and a gorgeous feed to follow.

S0 far Unele Jeremiah had not mentioned
the tip, and it was not until he had cntered
the station and boarded the tram that Billy.
hegan to bave any gerious misgivings., Buat
poor Billy didn't get un opportunity to drop

even a hint, for just then the guard blew |

his whistle.

“Good'hye, William!”’
leaning out of the window. *“Good-bye, dear
boy!  Directly your chum  writes to say
vou've won the prize I'll post a fiver on
to you!” .

“ But—but,” spluttercd Bunter desperately,
just as the train was beginning to move,
“aren’t von going to—to '

“sorry, dear boy!" eried Uncle  Jeremiah,
grasping his nephew's hand in a bearty grasp.
“(Had you reminded me. 1 quite forgot to
gshake hands.  Good-bye, dear boy—geod-
byel”

Next moment DBunter was staring at the
gwiftly vanishing face of his relative, with
feclingg too deep for words, Then, nearly
weeping with rage and disappointment, he
shiook his fist at the departing train.

cried Mr. Bunter,

- 11.
‘e SAY, you fellows! Anyone got any
choe or totfee?”
Bunter ¢ame in just as the Remove
were trooping into Big Hall for ¢all-
aver. His face was red and angry, while he

was puffing and blowing like a grampus.
“Hallo! You've got back then, Bunty,”
gaid Harry Wharton, with an amused smile
on his face. “Yonu're only just in time for
call-over.”
“He's bheen training for the quarter-rmie,”

said Bob Cherry, with a grim |

“Ha, bha, hal®

Che stood listening
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“It's mnothing to Ilaugh at!™ groaned
Billy Bunter, *1've had an awful time!
I've had no tea, and T've run all the way
from the station. And Mrs. Mimble wouldn’t
cive me tick for even a jam-tart! I'm
simply fainting for food! Hasn't anyone got
any grub?” he ended plaintively.

“What about yvour uncle? Didn't he tip
vou?" asked Wharton in surprise.

“No, not a penny, the howling, mingy
rotter!” eried Billy angrily. “And @'m starv-

ing! I haven't had a bite since threo
n'clock !

“Tla, ha, ha! Poor Bunty!” roared Bob
Cherry, " Who's got some tofiee, hefore ho

faints away?"

None of the fellows eonld help laughing
at Bunter’s wretchedly miserable face. For-
tunately, Maunley found a eake of chocolate,
while Bull rooted out some treacle-toffee.
And Bunter only had time to scoff these
when the bell rang for silence.

After prep poor Bunter wandered about
like a lost soul. He tried to tounch every
fellow in the Remove for casgh or tueck. But
the chaps weren't having any, thongh the
expression that hung on his face was enough
Lo muve o heart of stone,

It wasn't often the fellows were at all
anxious to satisfy Bunter’s voraciouns appe-
tite: But that night in the dorm they would
have fed him at any cost could *they have
eot him to sleep. Bunter never can sleep
when  hungry. And he must have been
ravenous if his sichs and groans and mouans
were anything to oo by, We bombarded
him with slippers and pillows. But it was
not nntil the whole dorm threatened to tall
upon him and slay him that he was reduced
to silence.

But Bunter could not sleep.

He lay tossing on hiz bed till long after
the other fellows had dropped off. And just
a3 eleven chimed froam the old tower he
slipped out of bed, felt for his slippers, and
erept cautionsly to the door. Outside in the
corridor all was stlent. Billy, after listéning
for a minute. tiptoed to the head of the
atairs and began to descend. At the bottom
again. "Then he crept
towards the kitehen, an anxious expression
on hiz fat face.

Billy Bunter's anxicty was not 80 much
the fear of being caught, but the fear that
the pantry door would he locked. But when
he réached the pantry his fears vanished.
and he grinned expansively. The pantry
door was wide apen,

Billy Bunter indulged in a fat chuckle,
cntered, and got  busy. And baving had
practically nothing to eat since three o'clock
he made up for lost time. A plate of jam-
tarts melted away like mist before the sun.
A rabbit-pie that would have stumped any
ardinary mortal disappeared just as guickly.
Then Billy passed on to mince-pies.

At the epnd of half an hour Bunter had
cleared the bottom shelf, and was still going
gtrong. He would doubtless have c¢leared
the second shelf, too, had not the sound of
the ball door opening and a Teminine voice
causcd him teo stop when half-way through
his third apple-dumpling. Then, as footsteps
approached the kitchen, he looked about
wildly for a hiding-place.

Luckily for Billy. there was a deep cup-
board at the far end of the pantry. He
stepped inside and pulled the door to. Then
he crouched, with heart beating bencath its
folds of flesh, as he heard the striking of a
mateh and Mrs. Kebble's well-known voice,

“Laws, Alice, T feel that tired 1 could fair
drop asleep standing!”

“That's the worst of whist-drives and them
things. They Gracious, Mrs. Kebble,
we never locked the pantry door! Suppose
Master Bunter had eome down? I'd better
lock it now, hadn't 177 :

Bunter held his breath as he heard a step
approach the pantry. Then he gasped in
alarm as the eupboard door was banged and
locked. Evidently Alice had noticed that
open, too. But hefore he had time to cry
out he heard the pantry door being locked,
and then—silence.

Poor Bunter could never remember clearly
what happened after that., He got tired
after a while of standing crouched, and
began to feel abont in the darkness.

C'rash, erash, erash! Billy nearly jumped
out of his skim. His hands, wandering about
in the darkpness, had swept a sheli of its
contents. After that he went more cau-
tiously. The floor of the enpboard was bare,
save for a eack standing in one corner.
Bunter did not trouble about what the sack
contained. It felt soft to the touch, and
wonuld, so Bunter thought, be better than
lying on the bard, cold floor. Pulling it over,
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d-ttf:n-d it out as weil az he EDHILI

Iu and
lay down upon it.

Poor Bunter will remember th:lt awiul
night as long as he lives. Clad only in his
whin  pyfamas. he tossed about, cold and
sleepless, on his uncomfortable eouch. Buof

he tell asteep at last, and dreamed an awful

dream, in which he was ‘Iuli‘kt‘-ﬂ np, daomed
to  die of starvation. in a  dark, damp
dusigeon.

Hiz awakening was sudden and unpleazant.
For a time he really thought his dream was
truc, for he felt ruvenously hungry, he ached
in every limb, and was shivering with cold.
Then he heard movements in the pantry, and
st up, just as the cuphoard door opened
and a flood of light sheot in.

Bunter blinked through his
recogniserd Mrs. Kehhble. But ]
;.,Ftimpﬁ-.r:‘ of her that bhe got, for, glving i
wild shrick, the cook fturned and fled. Bun-
ter was startled, bhut he saw a desperate
chanve ol escape, and took it

It was gquite early yot, amd the gas was
lit. Billy shot through the Kitehen, and
sendded after the fiying figure of the cook.
At the bottom of the staire stood the hoot-
bov, with his arms full of boots. He stared
in blank amazement at Mrs. Kehble as she
shot past him, screaming.

Then he saw  Bunter coming. and  he
dropped the boots, with a wild yell, and
ahot after the eook through the hall door.
Bunter, with surprising agility congridering
hiz bulk, flew up the stairs and made for
his dormitory.

But his Inek was dead out.  He reached
Mr. Queleh’s door  just as Quelchy emerged
to see what all the noise was about. Bunter
tried to pull up, but too late. And the next
moment the two were rolling over on the
corridor floor.

Then every door in the eorridor flew open,
and seniors and juniors flooded the passage.
First they stared in blank amazement, thon
hirrst into rodars of launghter.

Mr. Quelch and Bunter, gasping for breath,
gnt facing each other on the floor. Dot it
was Bunter the bovs were laughing at. He
wias a picture! Not only was he  covered
from head to foot with flour, hut he looked
a5 if he had been bathing in jam and treaclg,
ton. No wonder the cook and boots had
taken him for a ghost!

“What—what is it? Who is 1t 7"
Duelchy faintly. “Good  sracious,
can it possibly be you? How
gir!™ ,

Billy blinked throuch his goggles as
Quelchy rose to his fect and glowered at him

savagely.

“TlI—I will =ee vou Iater about this,
Bunter!” cricd Quelehy. almost stuttering
with rage, “Get ol to the bath-room now,
and wash that filth off ! You hoys can get
haeck to bed until rising-heil.”

And as poor Bunter rolled past tlie rows
of erinning faces, hiz face the picture of
misery, he I‘thntcred a mental vow never

to raid a pantr} again as long as he lived!

alaszes  and
it was u'l‘ll}' i

gaspiud
Bunter,
dare you,

111.

FTER what had I'mp]:muu! it was
hardly likely that Biliy Bunter
would entertain very Lindly thoughts

e of his Unele Jerzmiah, and  espe-
cially alter the swishing hie got from Quelehy
that morning. So it was certainly with nn
intention of pleasing his nnele that Bunter
took kindly to the guarter-mile business and
decided to rake in that five-pound prize.

After dinner he entered Study No, 1, a
deterinined look on his fat face.

*1 say. vou fellows, I've—="

“Nothing doing, Huntf.. ohserved  Boh
Cherry  chieeriully. “Yon'll have to wait
until that postal-order of yours comes.”

Billy Bunter snortoed.
haven't come to borrow any of wvour
rotfen moncy ! he answered with dignity.
“1 shall have plenty of my own when my

uncle sendsz that five-pound note! And I
jolly well see that none ol you fellows get
any of 11!

“Ta, ha, ha! Are yon really going to
have o try for 177 reared Cherry. " When
doy yom go imto traning?™

“Mraininge? Pooh ! salid  Buanler soorn-
fully. A fellow like me s alwavs fit!  He-
sides, the last time T went into training——""

“Let's see—for a Ashing-mateh, wasn't it ?”
chuckled Merry.
“The last time

cecded  Bunter,

I went into trainming,” pro-
ignoring  Cherry’'s  frivolous

interruption, “I lost two stene, and nearly
jolly well starved! And L'm blegsed il 1 do
It again! So, as I'm rather short of tin

(ust now, 1 want you chaps to be on Little
N

time me.
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Side at two o’elock. and 1'1 tun it off {hen.
You can write to-night, and 'l get the
note the day after to-morrow.”

Bunter's sublime faith in his ability to win
the five poundz made the Famous Five stare
and  wvell  with  Tanehter. But Buntor
nnhnt]v saw nothing te laugh at. He
seowled at the other fellows angrily.

“You l(elows secmn to think T ecan't run!
But I'l jolly well show you this atternoon
that is, if you chaps: intend to keep your
word.  But you promised my uancle you'd
You know you did!”

“Ma, ha, ha!” roared Boh Clierry. “We'll
be there; don't worry, Billy, Won't we, you
chiaps?”

“Rather!” came the
vietion. And as the
then, Bunter made a
hharried exit,

Bunter must have
important personace  when  he  made  his
appeariatce on Little Side that  afternoon.
Word of the proposed run had gone round,
and besides the Famons Five. a merry crowid
of the fellows had gathered in jovous antici-
pation of seeing Hlmtn.r in the role of runner.
Thn ironieal cheer that
to a vell of laushier as the Owl of the
Demove shed his overcogat. For Billy was
clad Tor the oceasion in a secarlet zephyr
and bright blue running shorts, which showaod
np his dainty figure in all its beauty of
putline.

Cherry. wateh in hand, took his place with
Bunter at the starting-point, while Harry |
Wharton, with
see the finish, cut off to wlere the
mile point Tud been marked out.

t \'lm.“ said Boh Cherry, when
ready, “you've simply got to think of
hut the ENEEeIa feeds you'll he
have ont of that five pounds—and you'll

win.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the fellows, who
never cexpected Bunter to last a hundroed
vards, much lcss do  the guarter-mile in
seventy seconds, Bunter, his {fat face sot

determination, stared ahead through

"i'l.-'it-]l -
went o just
somewhat

chorus,
iinner-hell
dignificd ir

felt himsell quite an

quarter-

all was
I,]tl] lIlﬁ

with
his glg-lﬂlﬂp~ a3 he tood the line.

“1T1 eall * One—two—three ! —then * Go!™ "
saildl Bob Cherry. “Are vou.ready? One—
two —three! Go!”

Billy Bunter got awny well, amid fhe
laughter smd cheers of the fellows.

“«Hr:r it, Billy!" wyelled Nugent.“ 0Oh, well
run! Hallo, what's that ass SKinner up to?

Jerusalem !

Nugent broke offi with a.gasp of alarm.
A little way down the meadow  Skinner
had opened a gate. And next moment the
fellows gave a shont as a hig, uzly-looking
bull tratted into the meadow, just as Bunter
was winddling past.

Bunter and the bull spotted each other
just at the same time, Bunter yelperd in
alar, and it was amazing how he put on |
spead. The bull, with an angry  hellow,

lowered its horns and sct off In pursait. '

Bunter gave just one more yYelp on hear-
ing the thudding hoofs behind him. After
that he

necded 8! With head well baek and arms
pumping like pistons, he flew along, his fat
legs twinkling—searcely scoming to toneh the

groumd. He cut such o ludierous ligure that
we  fellows simply couldn't help lauvching,
though we were rather concerned about Bun-
ter's safety.

Nulf-way down the cour=e Bunter was lead-
ine by several vards, Bot the bull was gain-
ing ]‘dp:ldh He was only a couple of yards
hehind Bunter two-thirds of the way down.
Then Bunter put on o last desperate spuart,

At first sight of the bull the fellows at the
finishing-post had bhunked at onece.  All, thint

with the exeception of Wharton, But he
now wisely decided o wateh the finish from
the other side of the bedee, Hardly had he
swarmaed the gate in the corner
when Bunter, with cyves starving out of his
head with fright and the bull snorting at his
heols, eame scudding along.

Instead of making for the
held apen for him, poor- Bunter made a dive
lar the hedge. DBut he was jnst a secand fon
late. Somcthing like a battering-ram strock
him in the rear. Then his wall of terror as
lie erashed through the prickly hedoe was
cut short by a dismal splash.

Tndenbtedly the bull had done
to 1ift Bunter clear of the liedge,
animal certainly hadn't bargoined for Bun-
ter’s weight, Shaking its bend angrity. it
trotted back up the meadow, a sadder and
8 wiser bull!

The fellows rushed up jusl as Boanter was
climbing out of the diteh. When they saw
he was not much hurt everyone fairly shonted
with lauzhier. But DBunter

-
1=,

cate Wharton

its hest
But the

Tor Grey

greeted hinl changed

a crowd of fellows eager to |
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able to |

Cwould he
| tl'l

gaved his breath for running —and he |

of the Held |

ignored  their |

hilarity. Looking as dignificd
pimmg and slimy condition would
watddled up to Harry Wharton.

“What was my time, Wharton?” he gasped
anxiousiy, as soon as he could get his breath.

Bunter never was the fellow to lose sight
of the main chance, But, considering what
had happened, his imperturbation made the
fellows langh more than cver.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wharton.
done it, Billy, Just  sixty-nine
Well done. Billy! I'Il write amd
unele to-night. You deserve it.”

“Ha, ha, ha! Three cheers for Bunter!”
yvelled Todd wildly., * Who savs Bunter ean't
run after Wis?”

Bunter jammed his hge glasscs more firmly
on his nose, and blinked round trinmphantly
at the lauching, cheering erowd. e achod
in every limb, and felt eold and wet amd
decidedly nneomfortahle.  Bat he didn't mind

fiig odrip
allnw, he

i

“You've

aeconds |
tell  your

that now. Vitions of the glorions feeds to
come floated in his mind’s eye. Then, willi
a final triumphant blink round, followed by

the lrnnn'ﬂ cheers of the hemnu. he mads
trinrs—and a much-needed bath.

TIIE END.
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“SAMUEL AND SAMMY ™
By Frank Richards.

This week's story must obviously have its
sequel, We have got a lot of fun ont ol
Wilbley's assumption of the part of Samuel
Benson. But the real Samuel Benson—if
there is a real one, for that may not be the
name of the yvoune scoundrel who is coming

to Greyiriars —is now due, and the false one
ltas had to clear out.

e failed to occur to Wibley when he
pl.mnmi Lis 1mpersonation that, unless he

wus howled out, the disappearance of Sammy
wonld trouble {rrn:;frmrs The fellow might
be an impostor; but to prove that would
not scttle things. Search would certainly
it made for him. Nothing could come of
that =earch, for onee Wih was Wib again
Sammy would have vanishod off the face of
the earth. But  inquiries wonld also be
made, and something might come of these.

And meanwhile the other Samuel Benson
at Greyfriars, waiting his ehance
carry out designs to which Wibley has
ROW i e,

The situation is an interesting and exeiting
one. L oam sure you will sl look Torward to
its clearing-up next weck,

NOW THAT THE WAR IS OVER.

Ope must take it that it 18 over,
the trouble is not, and it may be
or more hefore things have settled down.
By the fime this appears in print  the
armistice will be nearing its ond, and at its
end, no doubt, 2omething in the pature of o
pence treaty will he signed. The armigtice
itsell was neither an armistice—as the word
has alwivs been understood—nor peace. - 1t
wie not an armistice in the ordinary scnse,
becanse i all previons wars an  armistice
meant a truce, and after the truce the
apposing  forees eould =tart agamn. I the
terms of this armistice 15 kept, the Germans
simply eannnt do that: they will have given
up the means of doing it (n the other
hand, what we have as yet 8 fomething
short of peace. Tor to peace treaty has heen
Surned.

But the war is really over. Thatl fact is
coing to make lotg of difficrence everywhere,
17 the end had come a little =ooner it would
possibly have enabled nz 1o have Christmas
Double Numbers., As it iz, we must do
without them this wyear. A disappointionent
to many ol you, 1 know. T my=clH am sorry
it should Be zo0. But it can't bhe helped.

No drastiec immediate change s likely in
either the MiagNer or the ©Gem.’ Tor =
time, no doubt, the war-time price must
continue. Not wyet shall we be able to
inerease  the size. But the papers will he
just as good as ever—better, if possible—and

that is the main thinge.
YOUR EDITOIL.
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