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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Coker Takes the Plunge !

é IO says a dip?"’ asked Bob
Cherry of the Remove.

And four volces —the
volces of Harry' Wharton,
Frank Nugent, Johuny Bull, and Hurree
Singh—replied unanimously;
A ﬂlp & ‘
The conditions were certainly ideal for
a swim—either in the River Sark or in
the sea.

The sun blazed down from the summer
sky, and the "heat was stifling. Even
ericket seemed out of the question.

The Famous Five were standing on the
steps of the School Hguse. From that
point of vantage they could see dozens
of fellows, with towels over their shoul-
ders, trooping out of the gpates. It was
that sort of afternoon when one either
had to be on the water or in the water—
preferably the latter.

Coker of the Fifth emerged into the
bright sunshine, and blinked around.

The great Coker was looking very
pompous and important,

“Look here, you fags——"" he began,
catching sight of the Famous Five.

“Can’t!” murmured Bob Cherry.
“ Ask wvs to look ab something more hand-
some, Coker—a prize cow, f'rinstance "

*“1la, ha, ha!”

“"You cheeky young eubs!” snorted

Coker. “I want vou all to turn out this
afternoon "

“Eh?"

“In a boat—"

“What " _

“And keep pace with me while | do
my big swim."”

“Your—your what " gasped Wharton.

Coker condescended to explain,

“I'm taking up swimming seriously
this season,” he said. “1 don’t mean the
usual kick-and-splash bizney that you fags
mdulge in; but real, long-distance swim-
ming !

i Dh I?l

“ And I've decided to tackle a big swim
this aftermoon,” said Coker, in business-
like tones. “ Starting from Pegg Bay, 1
shall work right round the coast, and
finish up at—"

“Blackpool " suggested Nugent,

“No, ass—Folkestone. It’s a tall order,
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I know, but T think a first-rate swimmer
might manage it.”

“In that case, you'd bhetier leave it
alone,” said 1larry Whhrton.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Coker ignored that suggestion.

“I've asked Potter and Greene to
accompany me in a boat, just for safety’s
sake,” he explained; * but they—they're
otherwise engaged this afternoon. 8o vou
kids will answer the purpose.”

“M'_t' hat]"j F

“What awful cheek !

The Famous Five glared at Horace
Coker as if they would eat him.

It was just like Coker, they reflected,
to expect them to sacrifice their half-
holiday for his benefit,

IMad Coker really heen a fine swimmer,
capable of carrying out the task he con-
templated, Harry Wharton & Co. would
have been only too willing to accompany
him in a boat,

BBut Coker’s ubilities in the swimming
ine were almost nil. He eould keep him-
self aoat for a few yards at a time: and
on the strength of this brilliant feat he
hoped to accomplish something good in
the way of long-distance swimming,

The first impulse of the Famous Five
was to boot the unspeakable Coker down
the steps. :

Bob Cherry, however, whispered some-
thing to the others, and Harry Wharton
turned to Coker with a grin. .

“We'll come along,” he said.

“Good " gaid Coker. *“I knew you
kids would rally reund. If you behave
pru;lmply vou can have a snack in my
study afterwards.”

“Thanks awfully, Coker!”

“Don’t mench! I've always been a
very generous sort of chap, vou know.
Are you ready 7"

“Ready—ay, ready!” murmured Bob

Ehf‘rr}*.

Vernon-Smith of the Remeove was
standing in the gateway, chatting to
Russell and Ogilvy, as Harry Wharton
& Co. emerged.

The Bounder stared,

“What’s the little game?” he asked.
“Taking Coker for a constitutional?™

* Not exactly,” said Nugent. “We're
going to help him swim to Folkestone.”

“My hat!”

The Famous Five passed on, chuckling.

They faithfully imitated Coker's long
stride, and walked in single file behind

him, In this way the ﬁ!:;mesgiun pro-
ceeded to the lLittle fishing-village of
Pegp.

_ There was no activity te speak of on _
the sandy shore. An ancient fisherman
dozed against an overturned boat; and
Coker iuserted his boot into the fellow’s
ribs. .

Ed ll"-'frﬂw II‘, . . .II=|

The fisherman shot up with a start,

“ Btir yourself, my man!” said Coker
loftily. ** Have you got a boat that's in
a seaworthy condition *"

“Yessir! This "ere—-""

“That mouldy eggshell! Why,.it
would collapse iy a puff of wind! See if
yvou can find something a bit more selid.
looking 1™ & pe

The fisherman shuffled away, returning
in a few moments, grunting and strain-
ing, with a four-cared rowing-boat. -

“Which this eraft is the werry last
word, str!” he said.

“Good!” gaid Coker. *“ Tumble in,
you kide! I shall joim you in half a
_]lH'lr’ I -

Harry Wharton, Bob Cherrv, Frank
Nugent, and Hurree Singh e red
into the boat, grinning. -

Johnny Bull pushed her off, and then

&

sprang in himself. :

“Poor eold Coker!”™ chuekled Bob .
Cherry. *“ He's at it again! We'll give
him a jolly good run for his money,
anvway !"” ; 1

“Ha, ha, ha!"” '

A few moments later Coker, In all
the glory of a dazaling pink costame,
stepped into the sea.

Splash ! :

“Coker’s started !” exelaimed Johnuy
Bull. * Hip, hip, hip—"

“Huoarrah I™

Coker had taken the water like
elephant. 2

He started off as if he had abandened
the Felkestone idea, and were ready to
swim the Chaunel instead. : ;

The Famous Five laughed as they
watched the Fifth-Fermer's red face
bobbing up and down amid the waves,

“Go it, Coker!”

* Btrong and steady does it ! :

Coker’s eyes became glued on the boat,
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Mr. Prout was :trangdr and o
\ too big for him. *“H"s the

atliredl. He sported a suii of ollsking, and a
ur-master !’ ejaculated Johnny Bull, *“Ha, ha, ha ! ** (See Chapter 2}

pair of long sea-boois several sizes ‘

It seemed to have a sort of fascination
Tor him.

Most long-distance swimmers ignored
the boat, unless they were hungry, or in
need of help.

Obviously, Coker was not hungry.

Was it possible that he was in need of
help, even at that early stage of the
awim?

It was not only possible, it was pro-
bable ! ;

Coker was splashing and gesticulating
wildly.

*Hi! Bring that boat across, vou kida'
I—I kik-kik-can’t hold out any longer!”

“Ha, ha, hat"

“But we're a ryood many miles frem
Folkestone !” said Harry Wharton, in
surprizge.  *MNot going to chuck up the
sponge already, surely ¥’ :

*“Bring that boat acrosa, T tell you!”

*“No _room for vou in here,” aaid
Nugent.” “You'd upset the whole siddy
box of tricks!"

Coker’s strokes became fecbler.

He was at the mercy of the waves now.
Although he had only swum a few yvards,
he had reached the limit of his powers.

“"Yow! T—I'm off-colounr tu-dl;;!" he
panted, . [—I"ve got cramp, or some-
thing. T'll make the attempt anether
time,™

“Rata! You'rr making it thia after
noon!"” said Bob Cherrs. *Catch!'™
* A length of rone came sailing throngh
the air. Coker viutched at it wildly.

*“Put your head and arms through the
noose ' gaid Wharton.

Coker obeyed. And then the juniors,

instead of towing him to the shore, pulled
vigorously on tﬁeir oars and proceeded
out to sea. The wretched Coker, owing
to circumstances over which bhe had no
control, followed them,

“Pile in ' grinned Bob Cherry.

The four sarsmen quickened their pace.

Hurree Bingh, who was not rowing,
sat in the stern and watehad Coker
shooting through the water in the wake
of the boat.

“There iz even yet a chance, my
Cokerful chum, that vou may strike the
warthy and esteemed harbour of Folke-
stone " ha said.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Gug-gug-gug !
gasped Coker.

" Not this evening !” said Bob Cherry.
" Bome other evening !”

Fully half an hour elapsed before the
juniors began to make a detour for the
shore,

By that time Coker was very wet and
very wrathv. His tongue lolled from his
mouth as he was whisked along. His
skin was chafed by the rope, and he felt
positively Hunnish.

After what seemed an ape to Coker,
the boat ran aground on the shifting
aand. :

‘ cer crawled out of the water, look-
ing bke a boiled fish. '

He turnod fiercely to the Famons Five.

* You—you—"" he spluttered.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" exclaimed Boh
Chierry suddenly. * What's happened to
:;'mu'E {,luﬂs, Coker?"”

7] -1

Lemme out of this!”

“Where did you Ieave your togs, fat-
head?"' asked Harry Wharton.

“Here, of course!” said Coker. ** Why
What silly ass— Oh, my only

They've gone!

aunt!

L

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Slight Breeze !

ié [}:';E !:-.t
“My hat!"”
“Some practical joker's done

this "

“What are you going to do aboutf it
Coker?™

"“Do!” roared Coker, clenching his big
fiats. “If I find the merchant who walked
off with myv togs I—I'll burst him '™

“Ha, ba, ha!"”

“How can I get back io the school in
p bathing costume, I should like t¢
know?"” hooted Coker.

“PBeotter wart till it's dark,” sanl
Johmmy Bull. *'That's the only war.” -

“But it's hoars and hours to dusk, fat
head ¥’

“Look here!” said Wharton. “Ii
vou atay here, Coker, we'll scout round
and sce 1f we can find something for you
to wear.”

Coker grunted, and the Famous Fivy
moved off. -

They felt sorry for the hapless Fifils-
Former. He had deserved to be towe:l
throuzh the water against his will, but
this was another matter. The loss of hia
togs was a serious thing.
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“ Wonder who’s been playing the giddy
geat?'" exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“One of the Highclife bounders, yon
bet,” said Nugent. " This savours of
Ponsonby.”

“Hallo!” said Wharlon, stopping short
siddenly, * What's all this?”

In the botiom of an old, disused boat
lay a suit of clothes.

“ A mports coat,” said Bob Cherry,
*and flannel bags! They look like old
Prout’s.”

“They are Prout’s!” said Nucent,

“DBut where’s Prout himself?”

“ive it up!”

The juniors looked out to sea, but there
was no sign of the master of the Fifth.
Why he should have left his clothes in
bhe bottom of a boat was a2 mystery.

* These will come in handy for Coker,”
said Bob Cherry. * They're not a very

good fit, but he'll look a few shades more | ,itiped.

raspectable than he does at present.”

“Yes, rather!”

" Bring them along 1" said Wharton.

Johnny  Bull and Huwrree Singh
gathered up the clothes in their arms,
and returned to the spot where Coker
stood, fuming.

“What the thump—" began Coker,
jﬂhen he saw what the juniors were carry-
ng.

“WNot exactly a Bond Street fit, old
ehap,” said Johnny Bull: “bot you'll be
able to pet back to Grevfriars in 'em
without being mobbed.”

""But—but they're Proui's'
1Foker.

“ Exactly 1

“ But—Dbut where's Prout?

“Ask me another! He's not in my
vaisteoat-pocket,” said Johnny, * Better
wot inte thesa togs, and be thankful.”

Coker, who waus already dvied by the
tun, gmgerly thrust his long legs into
Mr. Prout’s trousers.

There wasa a shirt and a faney waist
coat among Mr. Prout's apparel, and
these followed, to be finally crowned by
the sports coat.

DBy the time Coker had finished he
looked a picture.

The Famous Five yelled as they took
ktock of him.

“Caker, the cemplete sport!” casped
Sob Cherry. *0Oh, my hai!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Look at the bags'"” sobbed Nugent.
"Talk about the kite balloon section!™

Coler surveved himself ruefully.

“Dud-do I look too awful?” he mnt-
tered. :

“Quite outside the pale ! said Whar-
tan,  * Still, there’s just o chance no one
will sae you. We'll walk back to the
school with you, if you like, and hide you
from view."

“Thavks " said Coker gratefully.

The procession started back to Grey-
riars,

It had not proceeded very far when
four young ladies hovered into view,
They were Marjorie Harzeldene, Clara
Treviyn, Phyllia Howell, and Flap
Derwent, of ClLiff House.

The Famous Five raised their caps.
Uoker made a desperate effort to sneak
past, and in doing so only exposed him-
valf to full view of the girls.

“My word 1" exclaimed Clara Trevlyn,
W astonishment. * Who is this rummy
ald ”BT_',II-I'E'L‘:]‘UW? Where did you diz it
ap it
“Why,” murmured Phyllis Howell,
it—it's Coker!™
~oker Aushed erimson.

“ I —1—I—" he stuttered.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Coker's been unfortunate.” he ox-
plained. *Somebody’s bagged his clothes
while he was bathing, and he’s had to put
+n an odd suit.”
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The ClLiff House girls found it impossi-
ble to conceal their merviment as they
gazed at the baspy and inelegant Coker,

“Oh, dear!"™

*Ian't he pricelesa !’

*“ Ha, ha, ha!? :

With burning cheeks, Coker strode
on down the road. He was making a
mental calculation as to how long it
wounkl take to reach Greyiriars.

The Famous Five caught him up in
n few minutes, and for the rest of the
journey they shielded him from the
public eye as much as pogsibla,

When the party came into the Close,
a queer-looking figure—much funnier
evkn than Coker—approached them.

Y “What on earth——"" began Whar-
OTts

“It's Prout!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“Great jumpimg crackers!"

Mr. Prout was strangely and oddly
He sported a suit of oilskins,
and a pair of Jong sea-boots several
sizes too big for him.

*“ It’s the barbour-mauster!™
Johnny Bull,

** Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Prout bere down upon the party,
and frowned. As his eye dwelt upon
Coker, the frown became davker,

“ (Coker!™?

ejaculated

Mr. Prout’s tone resembled the rumbla !

of thunder.

“Ye-e-os, sir?"

“80 yon, Colker—a boy of my own
Form—a boy whom I liave hitherto re.
garded as sane and trustworthy—have
had the impudence —the amazing
‘eﬂ‘rlt}futvr,v, sit—to appropriate my cloth-
ing I

“You—your kili-kik-clothing, sir
stutlered Coker.

“Yes!” hooted Mr. Prout. ¥ Yon
have put me to grievous personal incon-
venience, Coker, and you will answer
for this to your Housemaster!"

“Oh erumbst!

“ Karlvy this afternoon,” rumbled Mr.
Frout, " 1 was bathing at Pegg. I left
my clotlies on the foreshore, and when 1
came out of the water they had disap-
peared. 1t became necessary for me to
borrow this suit of oilskins from a fisher-
man—otherwise, (Coker, [ should have
been unable to come back to Greylriars
until mightfall! To think that a boy of
your age, (oker, should play a trick
worthy of an infant 1 one of the lower
Forms!"’

“My hat! TI—1 assure you, sir—I
wasn't—I didn"t——""

‘* Bilenee, boy ! It 1s perfectly obvious
what happened. For the purpose of
playing a practical joke on your Form-
master, you changed our clothes’

“What !"” gasped Coker.

“Yon swopped them, as I believe you
call i1, said Mr. Prout angrily. 1
found your own clother, Coker, where
mine had been left. Unfortunately, I
cowld not get into  them, although I
made pamful efforts to do so. 1 split
the trousers——"

“*You—you busted my bags?"”
claimed Colker,

**And I tore your waisicoat practically
in half, It refused to fit me. TUnfor-
tunately, you had the better of the bar-
gain, Caolker. You knew that sou could
get into my clothes without diffienlty;
but I could not possibly get into yours.
Bat for the kindness of one of the fisher-
men I should have been left stranded
on the scashore.”

“ Look here, sir, I——=""

“Bilence! Come with me at once to
Dr. Locke!’

But there was no need for this
measure, for the Head himself, having
heard the commotion from within his
study, rustled upon the scene.

Dr. Locke stopped short in astonish-
ment as he caught sight of Mr, Prout.

“Really, my dear Prout! What

at¥

ex-
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strange wlim has induced you to assumd
the habiliments of a navigatori™

Mr. Prout Rushed angrily.

“It iz no whim of mine, eir! T have
been subjected to an unpardonable out-
rage, Dr. Locke!™

“ Bless my soul!™

“ That—that insolenut scoundrel”—Mr,
Prout levelled a quivering forefinger nt
Coker—** lias had the audacity to change
clothes with me—to rob me of my vest-
ments whilst 1 was bathing !

“ Dear me! Is that so, Coker?”

‘* Nunne, sir! Not at all, sir!"

““What! You dare to fleny it!" roared
Mr. Prout.

The Head interposed.

“ Pray be ailent, Mr. Proat. I will
deal with this matter. What havé you
to savy, Coker?'

““1 went for a swim this afternoom,
sir, and leit my togs on the shore,” said
Coker, “"When 1 came out the toga
had disappeared, and these kids offered
to liid me something to wear. Then they
brought me these, I knew they were Mr.
Prout’s, of course, but as Mr, Prout was
nowhere n sight, I put them on.”

““Is that so, Wharton?"”

“Coker's gquite right, sir,”" said the
captain of the Remove. ** Wea found
Mr. Prout’s suit in the bottom of a
boat——"’

* What!”" howled Mpr. Prout.

‘““In the bottom of a boat,” repeated
Wharton calmly. ** As Coker’s own togs
had vanished, we advised him to put
these on,” - _

*1 can only conclude, Mr. Prout,”
said the Head, * that some practical
joker has been at work, 1 accept Coker's
version of the affair. In my opinion—"

The Head broke off. His eye had
alighted upon Skinnher of the Remove,
who was passing through the Close with
Stott and Bolsover major.

An object of revolverlooking chape
was in Skinner's hand. He had been
exhibiting it to his schoolfellows, but he
thrust it »wiltly out of sight when lie saw
the Head's eye on him. *

Dr. Locke's brow grew atern.

Y Bhinner ™

The cad of the Remove, affecting great
surprise, trotted up.

“What did you have in vour Land
just now, Skinner?"

“Eu? Oh, it—it was nothing, =i,
said Bkinner, ‘¢ Nothing at all, sir!”
“You are Iving to me, Skinner! Yon
wore carrying something  which, from
this distance, looked remarkably like a
revolver, Aas I strongly deprecate the
use of firearms at thig school, Skinner,
you will please deliver up the article at
once ' :

““0Oh ecrumbs!”

“ At once, Skinner!™ :

Skinner saw that there was no help
for it. 1f he defied the Head, Dr. Locke
would have him searched. 5o he zullenly
thrust his hand inte his pocket and pro-
duced=—not a revolver, but a pipel

* Ah! said the Head., “ Might I ack
how that pipe came into your possesgion,
Bkinner?’”

- Mr. Prout, a ridiculous figure in his
badly-fitting oilaking, shuffled for%ard.

“It is mine!” he eried dramatically.
““ Bkinner must have rifled it from my
pocket I’

“ This 1s where the storm bursts!”
murmured Bob Cherry,

“Yes, rather!”

The Head turned
Skinner,

“ 1 have reason to believe, Skinner,”
he said, ** that vou have been tampering
with Mr. Prout’s and with Coker's gar-
ments this afternoon on the seashorel’l

Skinner’s jaw dropped.

“Am 1 correct, Bkinner?’

The cad of the Remove glanced round
wildly. He saw no sympathy in the faces
of the Famous Five,

accusingly  to
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#I—TI—it was ouly a httle joke, sir!"
he blurted out at length,
“Indeed! Then T will endeavour to

teach you that s=uch jokes are not in

good taste. You have caused unwarrant.
able confusion and inconvenience, (*ome
with me!”

Skinner reluctantly obeved.

He followed the Head giakingly into
his atudy, and from that celobrated
apartment there came, in a few moments,
the sound of a steady swishing, mingled
with wild yells of anguish,

The practical joker was P T
piper !

As for Mr, Pront, he wombled oul
an apology to Coker, and the clothes
were straightenod  out agait-—although
Coker’s were found te be very much
the worse for wear and tear.

However, it was -all S8kinner's Fanlt:
and as Bkinner was getting lis
deserts, Coker felt that there waa
necd to worrr,

And the Famous Five, well content

the

Fiey

with the afterncon’s adventure, went
along to Study No. 1 to tea,
THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Chosen Four !
. U NOTICE!
L FTER consultation with  the
Headmasters of 8t. Jim's,
Higheliffe, and Rookwood, 1

have decided personally to pre-
gsent a Bilver Cup to the school which
aucceeds in winning the greatest number
of events in the forthcoming Swimming
Hports.

“This Cup will be presented to the
captain of the suceessful junior team;
and it 18 understood that o similar Cup
wili e awarded to the seniors by Dr
Holmes, of Bt. Jim's.

“There will be numerous events, and
41l boya in all Forms will be allowed to
compete, with one exception. The ex-
ception 18 the Relay Race between the
four schools. For this only the best four
aenior  swimmers and t best  four
junior swimmers will be chosen.

“It 18 hoped that Grovfriars will con-
tinue to give a glowing account of itself
in the world of sport.

“{Signed) II. II. Locke.

“ Headmaster."

Tliat was the notice which greeted the
eyea of sentors and juniors alike next
morning. .

The announcement came as a sarprise
to some. Others had expected something
of the sort.

This would not be the firet time that
Greyfriara, 8t. Jim's, Highcliffe, and
Rockwood would meet together in com-
petition. They had done so hbefore---on
playing-Geld and river--and the tuasles
Imdv been very keen and thrilling.

There was quite a crowd vound the
notice-board.

Wingate of the Sixth was one of the
first to read the announcement, and he
strode away with great satisfaction, re-
marking to Gwynne that it was hieh
time the sentors had a look-in as well.

Then Coker came along, and a grin of
pieasure spread over his rugged face.

“That's good ! he murmured. ¥ Win-
gate will give me a place in the senior
team, of course.”

“"Has lie suddenly gone potty, then ¢
asked Greene, in surprise,

(1] Eh?."l

“Or is the senior team going to be
mede up of non-swimmers?"  gsiked
Pattar.
~“Ha, ha, ha!™

Coker elenched his fists,

“Enough of your cheek, George
Potter I"" he said sternlv. “I can swim
without the aid of water-wings, and that's
more than you can do!" .

“ Bow-wow "

jliHl K

-show decent form—-——
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“Hallo, Lalle, hallo '™ boomed Bob
Cherry’s duleet tones.  “Stand aside,
there, amd make way for the nobility and
gentey 1™

And tha TFamons
way up to the board.

Their faces lit up as they read the
Head's uotice.

“Dest Lit of news for whole terms ™
satd Wharton.  “T must say it's jolly
sporting of the Head to present a Cuys,
The only guestion is &

“What?"” asked the others in unison.

“Whether we can make voom for ths
blessed C'up on the mantelpiece in Study
No. 1¥"

"My hat ! sand Nugent.
rather jumping
sou?"”

“Not at all. Aren’t we going to bag
that Cup?” asked Wharton warmly,

“OF course! But -

“Well, dry up, then !

“I saw, you fellows

The  high-pitched  voice of William
George Bunter broke in upon the juniors’
conversation.

Billy Bunter was looking very shiny,
and sleek, and important,  He had just
had a wash-—a very unusual experience
for him.  But it had not been self-ad-
ministered. Dolsover major had heon
paying off an old score by ducking Bunter
mn a ﬁnil of water, and gringing a scrub-
bing-brush into pfay.

“I say, you fellows, T think we ahall
win, hand: down, don't you!” said
Bunter, blinking at the Famous Tive
thromgh his big plasses.

“You seem protty sure about it, por-
poise,” growled Jni'um:r Bull. " What
makes you say an®"

“Because T shall be in the tean.™

““jhﬂ.t..""

“I shall carry off all the individual
events,” said Bunter calmly, “and T
ahall be the mainstay of Greyfriars in the
Relay Race.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“When it comes to swyimming,” Buuter
went on, *you want a fellow who can

Five pushed their

“*You're
to conclustons, aren’t

"

“Well, you can certainly do that!™
chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha '~

“I take it you're counting me in,
Wharton *”

FE Rats [F"‘

“You're not?"”

“Wot on my life '

Billy Bunter's eves glitteved wiath.
fullv, ;

“ It'a this personal jealousy again,” he
aaid, '
and cricket, and Form-work:
thought vou'd draw the line when it
came to swimming ! .

[ 2] Hl‘tl'-f !!!‘

“Ain't my name going down " hooted
Bunter,

“ No—travel !

Billy Dunter wagged an admonishing
farefinger at ITarry Wharton.

“You'll change your tune before very
loug,” be said darkly. *“* You'll go down
on your hands and knees and implore me
to swim for vou!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The Owl of the Remave fAourished a fat
fist in the faces of the Famous Five, and
turned away. |

“This question of the team,” said
Wharton, as the juniors stepped along to
Study No. 1, “is a jolly knotly one. Of
course, anyhody can go in for the events,
barring the Relay Race ; but it’s the Relay
Race that matters! Now, I've got to
chooge a team of four, and it's not so EaABY
as it sounds.™

After a moment’s reflection, the otliers
were forced to admit that Wharton was
right.

The Remave
Bwimmers. .

There were the Famous Five, every

was vich in  good

“You're jenlous of me at footer, !
but 1:
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inember of which was a guod performer
in the water.  And, quite ontside this
select circle, there werse Vernon-Smith,
Mark Linley, Peter Todd, and Squifl —
all good men and true.

To choost a team of four from such a
galaxy of talent reqguired the judement
of Bolomon.

It was Johnny Bull who sugresied o
way out.

“Youll have to hold a trial swin,
Harrg.r,"_ Le said. “ Put a dozen of the
best swimmers over the distance, and
select the frst four.”

“Good ! said Wharton.

When morning lessons were over, all
roads led to the River Sark.

Therc was great excitement on the part
of the juniors aa to who would COTIPriso
the winning four. '

The course was sixty yards, and, bosides
the Famous Five, the entrants included
Vernon-Smith, Peter Todd, Mark Linley,
Squiff, Dick Penfold, Monty Newland,
and Bulstrode,

Wingate had stepped along to see faip
play; and on his word of command il
swinuners plunged in to their task,

Sixty vards was not a grest distance
~—two lengths of an ordinary SW IRy -
bath—but the swimmers kpew that it
wonld be fatal to dawdle,

It longer races a good start was not so
necessary ;. at wae always possible to pick
up the distance Iater on. But now every
second counted,

The first swimmer to forge ahead of 1iis
fellows was Hurree Jamset Ram Ningh,
whose swift side-stroke took him throusl
the water at a tremendous pace,

. Belund Inky, swimmin strongly and
i line, came Harry %‘E’hartmx, Bab
Cherey, and Mark Linley.

The others were not exactly out of ti »
running, bot they had a good deal of
lee-way to make up.

A rope was suspended across the ris o
at the spot where the race would finisl -
amd on the banks practically the who'a
of the Remove had assembled.

And now a chorus of shouts aroee.

“Come on, Inky "

“ Let's have yon !™

“Pick 1t up, Wharton!"

Thera was a sensational finish.

Huarry Wharton, one of the fine:t
swimmers in the Remove, made a Frear
burst, and reached the rope at the aamse
instant as his dusky chum.

The dead-heat was greeted with a roar
from the crowd.

The straggle for third place was not so
exeiting. Bob Cherry had plenty  ta
s|:n:l~'c'~. and he romped home in brillinnt
stvin.

“One more place!" sang aut Bolsover
tmajor,”  “Put your beef into it,
smithy ! -

For the fourth and last place there
waore four hkely candidates.

Vernon-Smith, Mark Linley, Frark
Nugent, and Peter Todd swept throug!
the water in dashing style, their arms
and legs going like clockwork,

As the rope loomed nearer the swimn:-
mers redoubled their efforts. Kach was
keen on representing Greyiriars in the
Relay Rare, when the sports came off.

Mark Liuley crept a little ahcad, then
Frank Nugent; and then Vernon-Smith
averhauled them both, aud reached the
rope the fraction of a second before
thent. -

“Bravo, Smirhy " :

“Jolly well finashed, o)ld seout !

ITarry Wharton rubbed himself Jow:n.

“That settles the team, anyway,” he
said, *Inky, Bob, Smithy, and myself,
And if we can’t knock the stuffing out of
the cther schools T'll cat my hat 1™

“And I'll eat Coker's pink costume by
way of dessert!”™ said Bob Cherry
emphatically.

“Ha, ha, ha!'”
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THE FOURTH CHAFPTER.
In the Teeth of the Storm !

WYy T'% a gorgecus aftervcon!™

I Harry Wharton,

It really was,
Meadows and {ields baszked am
the summer sunshine,

It was an altermoon suggestive of
pleazant pienics in shady woods, or of
swifltly-gliding eanoes cn the cool river.

''he Remove had a ericket Oixture with
ilie Upper Fourth; but, at Wharton's
sugeestion, the Famous Five were taking
no part in the mateh. It needed no great
exertion to Jick Temple & Co. ; and there
were heaps of fellows in the Remove who
were spolling for a game.

“What's the mery
asked Bob Cherry.

“There'a tea at Chff House al five,”
giid Wharton thoughtfully.

“Yos—but we've got hours to kill, fat-
head ™

**1 propose that we restfully recline in
an estecrned grassy mecadow ! murmured
Hurree Bingh.

“Oh, eome off, Iuky!” growled
Johnny Bull, “ We're not going to slack
itn' our old age! What price a boat-

rip?

“Just the thing ! said Nugent., * Now
that these =illy coast restrictions—the
one-mile  radivs, and all  that—are
removed, we can wunder out 1o sea for
miles "

%0 the Famons Five went along to
Pegg, hired a stoul rowmg-boat, and
put out to sea.

The water was dead calni. There wag
scarcely a vipple anywhere, and not a
breath of wind,

The juniors took it in turn io row; and
within an hour they had left the shore
i long way behind.

Dimly in the distance they discerned
the frowning crag known as the
shioulder; and the fishermen’s cottages
at- Pegg looked liko mere specks.

Bob Cherry rested at length upon his
HLES,-

“My hat! Tlns is about the fariliest
we've ever ventured ! he said.  “f Are
you heading for Boulogne, Harry 7"

“Rats! We'll turn about pow, if you
like 1"

*“Of course, there’s no danger,” said
Nugent. *'In weather like this you could
cockleshell.

anid

programme ¥’

eross  the Channel m a
Everything's so jolly peaceful!™
Hearcely  were the words out of
MNugent's mouth, however, when a

strange and startling thing happened.
“The shy grew Hl!ligﬂﬂhf {lﬂrk.PPe
Although the afterncon was nat far
advanced, a pall of blackness began to
settlc down over the sea: and from the
distance came®the low boom of thunder.

“Full speed ahead!” said Wharton
sharply. “ We're booked for a slorm |”
Boom, boom !

The thunder rolled ominously; and
from time to time a vivid flash of light-
ning lit up the uneanuy blackness of the
Bene.

The storm gathered in fury.

Heavy masses of cloud formed over-
head. The sea, which had been placid as
a lake, began to swell and heave,

“Row like miggers!” muttered Bob
Cherry. “ We're going to have g sea such
a8 no boat will live in!”

The juniors bent to their task, and the
boat leapt through the angry water as if
possezsed of demans,

_The sea, calm and peaceful a short time
stiice, was like & seething canldron.

Huge waves flung themselves in the
Iiaﬂ.th of the boat, threatening to envelop
it

“Keep it up!” panted Wharion, * We
. shall just about get clear in time!”

The perspiration streaming from their
THE MacXET LIBRARY.—No. 594,

faces, the Famous Five worked as they
had never worked before,

Suddenly Frank Nugent pansed.

“Ihd you hear that?” he asked,

~The juntors strained their cars to
listen.
At first they could hear nothing but

the dirge of the approaching storm.

After a time, however, another sound
catne to their ears—a sound which was
nnmistakable

Sonrewhere over the dark
hovered an aeroplane!

“Clan you see 1t 7" panted Wharton.

“Yea ! said Johnny Bull, “The
fellow’s 1o difficulties!  ¥e’s coming
down—away over there !”

Al Johnny mdicated the spot with
Liis finger.

Whether the storm had affected ibe
machine—whether the engine had given
out—the juniors could not tell,

But the pilot was descending—that was
certaln.,

Was he poing to hia death?

watera

Would the waves Hing him to destruc- |

tion in their tempestuous play?

The same thought passed through the
mind of each of the juniors.

“Clan we help him?” asked Nugent
anxiously.

* Afrawd not,” said Wharton, *“It's as
rmuch as we can do to help ourselves, If
we go back into that heavy sea we shall
cupeize, for a cert ! It would be madness
lo atempt 1817

‘ _-?m] the others felt that Wharton was
right.

The Famous Five were fearless of any
danger. They would cheerfully have
gone back into a sea ten times more
boisterous if there were the least cliance
of saving & helpless man.,

But they saw that there was no chance
whatever

Their boat was [illing noew, and Hurree
Sutgh was busily engaged in baling her
out with his eap.

But the shore was no great distance
off now; and Harry Wharton felt confi-
dent that, unless very cruel luck over-
took them, the party would emerge un-
seathed from their adventure,

Jagged streaks of lightning flashed
across the lowering sky,

The heavy thur]ﬁer continued, and the
sea was like a tornado.

But the juniors were nearly home!

A few more minutes of hard and tirve-
less endeavour, and their craft was caught
up on the crest of a glant wave and
thrown bodily on to the beach,

The jumiors lay sitll, utterly spent,

Bome time had elapsed gEfﬂl‘ﬂ they
were able to struggle to their feet.

“Jove! That was hot, while it
lasted ! gasped Bob Cherry. “I'm
sonked to the skin!™

Y Same here!”

“We were only just in time ! =zaid
Wharton gravely. ' 1 believe poor old
Inky was on the point of collapse.”

ITurres Singh nodded.

“I could not have balefull
the esteemed water ‘much
confessed,

“Wonder what's become of that air-
man fellow ?” said Johony Bull, gouging
the sea-water from his eyes,

“ Let's come along and make inquiries,™
siid Wharton.

The jumors battled their way along the

pot rid of

onger ! he

| shore,

“An ancient fisherman sat smoking out-
it-..]]._de his hut. Harmry Wharton spoke to
im.

“When we were out in a boat some
time back,” bhe said, *'we saw a 'plane
come down. It was about a couple of
miles out at sea.” Do you know what’s
happened to the pilot 1

“Rescued " said the fisherman shortly.

“Whantt

“'E was took off the wreckage of ‘is
machine soon arter 1t "appened.”

“My hat!”

The Famous Five went on their way
greatly relieved.

They were glad indeed to learn that
the airman had escaped a watery grave.

1 suppose- the lifeboat went out for
him,” said Bob Cherry,

“Bomething of the sort,” said Whar-

ton. " Anyway, he’s safe and sound, and
that's all that matters, Come onl”
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Hero !

ILLY DBUNTER rolled inlo the

B mnlor Common-room that eveningy
wearing a fat smile.

e was looking more pompous

and unportant than vsual. Indeed, Peter

. Todd suggested that if a pin were stuck
10 him he would prnhahl?’ burst.

“1 suv, you fellows

“ Buzz off, porpoise !

The Famous Five wore relating the
events of the afternoon to some of their
schoolfellows. They had no wish for Billy
Bunter’s society.

“Oh, really, you know !” said Bunter,
bimking round at the junigra, " That's °
not the way to talk to a fellow who's jusk
um'en_;::l himself with honour and glory 1"

I.I.E ?1' i

s 'l""‘;'h-at?!!
The juniors stared blankly at Bunter,
“What are you babbling about,

barrel?” asked Wharton sharply.

“You're talking about that aviator
who made a forced landing in the sea,
ain’y you "

“Vos '

“ Well, he was rescued.”

“Weo know that, fathead !™

“But you don't know who rescucd
him—-—"" ' '
“ What ?"

“It was me !"" said Bunter dramatically,
puffing out hia chest with pride.  * But
for any prompt and gallant action that
fellow would have been food for fishes 7

“Ha, ha, ha "

“It’s nothing to cackle at,”" said
Bunter. * Picture the poor fellow out in
that dark and stormy sea, waiting——"

“He'd have to wut a jolly long time
if he were waiting for you !” grinned Bob
Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter blinked in pained sur-
prise, ' -

“You fellows don't seem to believe
me—" he began.

“Quite r1ﬁht; we don't ! said Nugent,.

“Oh, really, Nugent! You wait till I
get all my medals and things from the
Life-Baving Society "

B“ﬂﬂe&ing'ﬂ believing ! growled Johnny
ull.

“Look here!” said Bunter wrathfully,
“You're a suspicious set of beasts! 1
always make a point of sticking to the
truth——"

L1 Dh 1'?

“And yet yvou won't take my word!
It’s a rotten shame!”

“0Oh, tell va the thrilling story!” said
Bob Cherry. "1 can see vyou won't be
happi’ until you've got it off vour chest.”

Billy Bunter pansed,

“It was like this,” he gaid. *“I ha
pened to be taking a brisk stroll along t]}:;
shore this aftern &

“The Anew obesity eure!” murmured
Skinner. ;

“Ha, bha, hal” _ : :

* Dry up, Skinner, you rotter! T hap-
Eened to be taking a shore along the

each—I]—I mean—*"

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

" Bhurrup, you cackling asses! T was
strolling along, when all of a sudden the

3
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pllot of that wreeked aeroplane? ** he asked. * Rescued! ”’ said the fisherman shortly.

{See Chapter 4.)

h L S 5 Bk A
| 3 Rk
- = #
R - T } ;
- 1 : 1.I Illll; "'Il:'pll'- |
: | o ;
| AR ﬂ
\'1 # '
'.II'I.
A\
4 !
i L R |
l.:II: 1I|I.
| ﬁ:
\ [ ¥
| i
. J i
i
EF[ [
’-:
3 r—--.,.
M_::.d_:-:-—:-—.._.. T g 2 e Tl w‘tg:t}—\ — & T
L ; el condh,, (. Js
I An ancient fisherman sat smoking outside his hut. Harry Wharion spoke to him. *“Do you know what's happened to thc

skv seemed fo he split in two, and there
was an awful storm. The thunder
ﬂaflhad ;"tha lightning rolled and rattled,
and— :

“0Oh, help!™
“And the zoaring billows lifted their
heada—"

“Did vou notice if they had washed
their necks?" inguired Bob Cherry,

*“Ha, ha, ha!" .

“When all of a sudden,” said Bunter,
“1 hoard the throbbing of —"

‘“A Ford car?"” suggested Squuil,

““No, you azgs! An aeroplane! Tt was
in mid-air, locked in the fury of the
atorm, when suddenly the boiler broke

**Ha, ha, ha!™

“You mean the tyro
chuckled Bolsover major.

“Rats! The hﬂifﬂl‘ brole, and the
'plane came crashing dowy to destrue-
tion !

liDh I‘!!‘

‘“D'W
Bkinner,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

_ Billy Bunter spun round upon the
juniors.

“Was 1 going to stand idly by." he
maid, “and see a follow-creature perish
miserably in that awful chasm of — "

“Your imagination " sugzested
"N ugent.

“Dry up! Was I going o sit by with
folded arms while hegwaf sucked :r:nder,
mever to rise again?”

‘“ls that a conundrum?" asked Bob

"herry.
“Ha, ha, ha!"

went

orrible, ‘'Orace!™ proaned

Hat 1"

“What did you do next, Bunty?"
asked DBolsover major,

*Ilooked round for the lifeboant,'” said
Bunter. “It was not there! I looked
round for askiff, or a craft of some kind,
in which I could rush to the rescue of the
drowning man! But there was nothing.
Bo I plunged in in my clothes——"

“They geemn pretty dry,” said Peter
Todd.

*Ahem! I—I've changed 'em sinee,

{ you knew. I plunged in, and by means

of apme wonderfui strokea—-"

“How many runs did you make?”
asked Bob Cherry,

“Look here, Cherry, if you don't dry
up vou sha'n't hear the finish of the
yarn 1"

*Oh, all nght!” said Bob meekly.
“I'll be as good as gold!”

“Striking out strongly,” said DBunter,
“I made my way to the drowning man.
Picture me, yon fellows, ploughing mv
way through a sea in which not even a
Dreadnought could live!"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Picture me, flinging aside all selfish
thoughts, speeding to the rescue of that
unfortunate airrman! Time and again I
told myself that it couldn't be done.
Time and again I came within an ace of
throwing up the sponge. Then, telling
myself that a Bunter never retreats, I
forged ahead, and reached the unhappy
fellow i

“The sight of your face must have just
about finished him!" said Bquiff.

Bunter ignored that remark.

“Tho airman was clinging to the
wreckage of his machine,” he said. * His

face was ghastly. *Can you swim? I
aaid. He shook his head. “In that casze
I must tow you to the shore, old man,’ [
said. ‘ Grab hold of my neck!” ™

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“He grabbed hold,” continued Bunter;
“and, under circumstances of great diffi-
culty and danger, 1 succeeded in bringing
kim in to safety.”

“Buck up, and get to the part where
you woke up!” said Skinner.

“Ha, ha, hal”

. " Look . here, Skinner, you’re only
jealous!” said Bunter indignantly, “ You
wait till T receive all the medals and cups
and things from the Life-Raviug
Society I §

“Rats!"

“After this plucky rescue on.my part,
Wharton," said Bunter, “I don’t -sce
how you can leave me out of the swim.
ming team,"

“If you think I am going to include
you in the team on the strength of a
E‘alr;r.-' tale lhke that,” =said Wharton,
“you're very much offside. Why, you -
fat duffer, I've never heard such piffle in
my life--not even from youi”

“Oh, really, vou know 1"

' Bump him!® said Johnny Bull, in
disgust, :

Many hands wers laid upon the Owl
of the :]El-emm'e, and he descended to the
floor with a crash which shook every bone
in his body.

“Yarcoacooh " '

“ Give him another!” said Bob Cherry.

Bump! ' '
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“Yow.ow-0w ! Brasts! Rottors!
Lemme alone !
“0One more for luck, and for the

prestige of Btudy No. 71" sang out Peter
Todd.

Once again Billy  Bunter descended
upon the boards with a crazsh and a yell,

He looked n veiy complete wreck as he
etaggered to his feet- anything but a con-
querimg hero,

“Now, cut off 1'* za’d Wharton. *““And
if you spin any more cock-and-bull yarns
of that sort we'll scalp sou!"

“Qw! Tt's true. You've got no right
to doubt my word. You'll be sorry for it
before long, too, you heasts!"

And Billy Bunter, after shakin
fist at the grinning ﬁﬂmﬂ?itﬁﬂ, o
of the Common-room,

a fat
oub

— ——

THE BIXTH CHAPTER.
The False and the True !

1 LESS my soul 17 :
Mr. Quelch utterad the ex-

clamation in tones of great sur-
prise doring morning  lessons
next day.

The Remove were translating Greek
passages, and whilst they were so
engared Mr. Quelch waa glancing  lei-
surely at the local paper.

The *Friardale Gazetto ' was not a

very interesting publication, as a rule, }

but something in this particular issue
scemed to hold Mr, Quelch spellbound.

“ Bless my soul!” he said again.

The headlines seemed to dance before
the eycs of the astonished Form-master:

“AIRMAN'S ADVENTURE AT SEA!!

THRILLING RESCUE BY GREY-
FRIARS JUNIOR!™

That was staggering enough, but when
the paper went on to reveal the identty
of the Greyfriars junior Mr. Quelch felt
as if the room were goitig round,

This is what he read:

~_“*Lieutenant Kenneth Browne, of the
Royal Air Force, had an exciting exper:-
enve yesterday afternoon,

“He waa returning from France by air |

when his engine gave cut, and he was
vbliged to descend when still a couple of
miles off the Kent coast.

“A terrible storm was raging at the
time. Lieutenant Browne's aeroplane
began to sink immediately she atrur-ﬁ the
water, and the young airman feund him-
gelf in a position of extreme peril,

“From this position he was eventually
extricated by the bravery and prompt:-
tude of W, (. Bunter, a Greyfrars
junior,

“ Bunter, although onlv Gfteen, made
a wonderful fight against wind and
wave, and succeeded in swimming out to
Lieutenant Browne., He endeavoured to
assist the unfortunate airman, but the
seq was 30 rough that both rescuer and
rescued would have lost their lives had

not the lifcboat been launched gt this |

juncture.

“The gallant action of Bunter will, we
feel sure, meet with suitable recognition,

and we have little doubt that he will
receive the usual awards given for a
rescue ol this kind.

“We understand that Bunters who is &
member of -the Remove Form, enjoys a
great popularnity at Greyfriare.  Such
popularity will certainly be enhanced by
his latest deed of bravery.”

“Dear me!” gasped Mr, Quelch.

He was thunderstruck.

He glanced towards the {at, oily
Bunter—with whom he had already had
considerable - trouble that mornin
and wondered if this could possibly be
the gallant hero referred to.
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Bunter a life-zaver! Bunter a haro in
a thous=and!

It certainly took some swallowing.

After a lony pause My, Quelch spoke,

“Bunter!"

The Owl of the Remove rose in his
place,

“*¥Yorgir:'

“TI have just read

an exlraordinary

L report in the local paper, Bunter, to the

effect that you, in crrcumstances of great
personal peril, saved the life of an air-
man.”’

For a2 moment Dilly Bunter started.

The fat junior seemed almost as sur-
prised gs Mr. Quelch, But he pulled
himscelf together, and blinked at the
Form-maater,

"YE-'EEiI'-'?”

“Do 1 understand that this report is
correct, Buntert”

“Every word of it, sir
prampulyv.,

“You gwant out to the rescue of an atr-
man who had descended into the sea?”

“1 dud, sie™

“Amnd you saved his life at the risk of
your own?t"’

“Yessir. That's me, sir!”

There was a buzz from the Remove—a
buzz which slowly swelled into a roar.

“{rammon "

“ Spoofer !”

“Dou't tcll whoppers!”

“Bilence, boys!” said Mr. Quelch
sharply. *©On this occasion we must
crexiit Bunter with speaking the {ruth.

sad Bunter

[ar
L

This paper contains full details of his
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great gallantry., He has acted in a
manner befitting a hero!” o

"“Oh!” o -

“My hat!” .

“It is here, in black and white,” said
Mr, Quelch. * Bunter haa evidently boen
hiding his hght under a bushel. He pos-
sessod virfues the existence of which we
did not even suspect.  He has certainly
behaved very pluckily en this oecasion,”

“Ureat Beott!”

Billy Bunter, his chest fairly heaving
with pride, turned a triumphant face to
his schoolfellovwe.

“1 told you so, vou chaps® he said,
“It was me who rescued that fellow.
You'll have to include me in the swim-
ming team now, Wharton !’

““Noneenee!” eaid the captain of the
BEemove irritably.

Mr. {uelch looked up quickly.

* Do I understand, Wharton, that you
are omitting Bunter from the swmming
team?"

“That's so, sir.”

“On what groungs?”

“He can’t swnn, sir.”

41 ""\I.'hﬂtrill .

“This s & fairy tale, sir. It may be in
the paper, but I still believe it's a fairy

o

“You are rnidieulous, Wharton!"
snapped Mr. Quelch. ‘" Po you suppose
that the editor of the * Friardale Gasette ’
—a very upright and honourabe man—
would concoct a story of this sorti”

“He's heen given a false report, sir!™

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“You are an ungenerous lad, Whar-
ton!” said Mr, Queich. * You should be
proud and pleased to give Bunter a place
in the swimming team after his wonder-
ful exhibifion!”

“Thank you, sir!” said Billy Bunte:,

4 “I knew you'd speak up for me, sir!”

At that moment the door of the Foirm-
room was thrown open, and the Head
entered, accompanied by a young, cheery-
looking man in the uniform of the Royal
Air Force,

“Ab, Mr, Quelch!" said the Head.
“ Lieutenant Browne has called here for
tha purpose of congratulating Bunter, of
your Form. Under circumatances of great
courage and fortitude, Bunter saved his
lifs yesterday.”

Mr. Quelch amiled, ‘ _

“I have just been speaking to Bunter
on the subject,” he szaid. * Stand
forward, Bunter, and allow Mr. Browne
to speak to you!” .

Billy Bunter’'s complexion turned a
sickly yellow. He showed no desire to
come to close guarters with the airman.
For reasons of his own, he preferred to
take & back seat. ) _

“Come forwnrd, Bunter!” sad the
Head kindly. * Do not allow feelings of
modesty to restrain youl” T

“Owl I-—I i .

Bolsover major, who was sitting next
to Bunter, gave him a sudden shove.

The fat junior tottered out in fromt of
the clasa. , ]

Fieutenant Browne regarded him curi-
ously. : _

“Pm afraid a bLttle mistake bas
arigen ! he =atd. C

The Head started.

“Tear me! Do you suggest——"

“This is not the boy whao saved my
life!” said the airman. _

“ Bless my soul ! '

Billy Bunter caught the Heutenant by

- *“Don’t you recognise mei” he ex-
claimed wildly. “ Don’t you recollect the
fellow who dragged you from those fear-
ful flames—I—] mean—" 3

“Ha, ha, hal” -

“J've never seen you before in my
life I"* said Lieutenant Browne.

-
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I Billy Bunter eaught the lisutenant by the arm. ““Don’t you recognise me? ** he exclaimed. “Don’t you recollect the

fellow who dragged you from those fearful flames 9 ™

“Ha, ha, ha I’* (See Chapter 8.)

*Oh crumbsa! Pip-pip-please, sir,” said
Bunter, turning to the Head, “his
memory's suffered, sir! The awful shock
he passed through vesterday—the horrors
of the hurning building——"

“What!” gasped the Head.

" I—TI mean, the awful shipwreck,” said
Buriter, “has turned his brain, He no
longer recognises his brave rescuer, Look
at his blank, bulging eyes, sir! Tt's
clearly a caze of lost memory !

“Why, you young duffer,” exclaimed
the Heutenant, “my memory’s perfectly
sound! There, sir ""—the speaker pointed
dramatically to a junior in the back row—
*““thera 1s the bey who saved my life
vesterday ! '

There was a breathlese murmur from
the Removites,

All eyes followed the direction of the
airman's finger.

It pointed straight 2t Vernon-Smith of
the Remove!

“0Oh, my hat!” nmatiered the Bounder.

“ Vernon-Smith,"exclaimed the Head,
“stand forward at once!”

The Bounder stepped to the fore,

“That iz the boy!" =aild Lieutenant
Browne, in lones of certainty. "I should
know him anywhere, T don’t know
whether his name’s Bmith, Jones, or
Robinson ; but he certainly saved my life !
Thank you very much, my lad! Thig ia
the first opporturuty I have had of thank-
1y you personally.”

And the hand of the young lieutenant
met that of the Bounder in a tight grip.

The Remove looked on in amazement.

“Smithy!"”

“Smithy’s the hero!”

Tha Head turped to the Remorvite,

*Is it correet, Smith, that you saved
this officer’s Iife®”

“¥es, sir!” said the Bounder quietly.

“Then how is it that Bunter has been
credited with the action”

Vernon-Sunth grinned.

“1 told the reporter fellow that my
tlﬂ.l’ﬂﬁ] was W. G, Bunter,” he explained.

TL's I.!” 5

Taght dawned uwpon the Head—and
upon everybody,

I't was perfectly obvious now that Billy
Bunter had been ilaking credit for the
action of another,

The Head compressed his lips.

“1 will leave you to deal with Bunter,
Mr. Quelch!” ha said.

And he left the Form-rvoom with the
young licntenant.

When they had
picked up a cane,
and very pliant,

"~ Billy Bunter looked on in alarm.
“That—that’s not for me, sir, is it?”
“Your surmmse, Dunter, is correct'”

satd Mr. Quelch drily. “ You will hold

out your hand!"™ :

“Ow! T—]— It was only a joke,
sir I stammered Billy Bunter wildly.

*"Hold out your hand !”

“Oh dear! Ain’t you got a sense of
humonr, siri?"

gone, Mr. Quelch
It was & stout cane,

Mr, Quelch snorted.

The next moment ite wrenched DBilly

Bunter's fat hand forward, and the cane
came Into play.
Swish, swish, swigh!

“Yow-ow-ow !"?

“Now the other!"” said Mr. Quelh
grimly, :

 Oh crumbs ! Smithy, you rotter, why
did you warnt to own up?”

“Ha, La, ha!”

Thrice again the cane rose and fell;
and when, a few moments later, Billy
Bunter rolled back to his place, he seemed
to be trying te fold hinseif up like a pen-
knife,

He was reflecting that the reward of
herces is not always very pleasant, especi-
ally when tho heroes themselves havo
been foolish enough to stake a falso
claim !

L

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Gathering of the Clans !

ETTER for vou, Wharton !”?

Bauiff of the Remove broaght

the note along to Study No. 1.

. ‘where the Famous Five were

discussing the prospecis of Greyfriars in
ths’ Bwimming Sports.

“Gowd!" said Harry.
Rylcombe postmark.
Merry.”

- “Trot out the joyful tidings!” said
Boh Cherry,

. Let’s hear what our Merryful chumn
has to expoundfully utter!” said Hurree
Singh,

Tue Macwer Lierany.—No 594.

“It's got tho
That means Tom
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Harry Wharton smiled, and read the ]

Letter aloud to his clivms.
It ran as follows:

“WMy dear Wharton,—Cur merry old |

Head has given us permission—the junior
poetion of us, at any rate—io come over
to Greyfriars the evening Lefore the
sports, _

““This is giving you raiher short nolice,
nnd I expect vou will be at your wits’
end where to accommodute ns.  If the
vorst comes to the worst, we can camp
put on the roof!

“Here's to a jolly good lime on the
FRI T

“Yours ever,
“Tom Merry.”

“P.8. —Porhaps, if space is hinited, we
pould dir in the garden. (No pun in-
tended), —MoxTY LOWTHER,"

“P PR —What price the woodshed,
you follows?—Jack Bragr.”

“pP.1.3—I rerard Lowther as a
foolish ass, and Blake as an asinine fool.
It would be most disastrous to a fellow’s
¢loblber to sleep in the woodshed, Any
ehance of bagging the Sixth Form
studies, dear boys!'—ARTHUR AUGUSTUS
P'Arcy.”

The Famous Five chuckled. .

“It's a bit of a poser!” gaid Nugent.
“ 1 expect about a doven of ‘em will be
goming over. There are two vacant beds
it the Bemove dormitory.™

“And a few can be squeezed into the
ganny,”’ said Whaiton.

“0h, we'll fix ‘em up somehow,”” said
Bob Cherry, “even if Gussy has to sleep
in the Head's study !

**Ha, ha, ha!"

“They mean to be fit on the day of the
gports,’” snid Wharton, “That's wh
they're c¢oming overnight. We shall
linve to fight like Trojans for that giddy
t'up, alter all. I thmxfght, at first, that
we stood a topping chance, But the
fainta are hot stuff, and those Higheliffe
fcllows have heen simply living in the
water for the last week!"

“Then  there's Rookwood,"”  said
Johnny Bull. “Jimmy Silver & Co. are
a curious crowd. They're not up to our
weight as a ru'e, but they've got a little
habit of springing surprises.”

“T think we ought to winfully romp
home,” obsprved Hurreo Bingh.
“ Vernon-Smith will be a great feather in
our esteemed cap, and a bird in the hand
is the best policy, as your English
proverb has it."”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

When the Bt. Jim's juniors arrived, the
Famous Five went down to the station
to meet them.

Tem Merry, Manners, and Towther—
the Terrible Three—were there, of
course, and so were Jack Blake & Co., of
the Fourth, to say nothing of Heginald
Talbot,

As if this were not enough talent to go
on with, there were Tiggins and Kerr
and Wynn. the formidable New IHouse
trio, and Dick Redfern.

These twelve {ellows from the rival
school were likely to give a good account
of themselves,

*TTalle, hallo, hallo!" sang out Dob
Cherry, izt a cheery grecting. ' Come to
the slaurhter—what?"’

“Rats "

“T woegard wvour statement az bein'
uttahly widie, Chewwy " said® Arthur
Augnstus IV Arcy.  “ There will certainly
ho a slaughtah, bot 1 wegwet to have 1o
inform vou that you will be the vietima 1"

And now it was the turn of the Grey-
f-iars juniors to say, with one accord:

113 Rﬂtﬂ !‘l‘?

“Has the arcommoadation auestion
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Lecn seftled 7" asked Tom Merry, as the
juniors walked np to the achool together,

Harry Wharton nodded.

“ Mr., Oueleh has fixed everything up,”
he suad, " You and Talbot are coming
imtn the Remove dormitory -

“Good ! ‘

“Blake, Ilerries, and Digbhy are dig-
zing in with Temple & Co.—"

“(Jh, help!” groaned Jack Blake,

“Flggins, Kerr, Wwnn, and Redfern
will Le wuder the eve of the great
Cokrr - !

“Myv only aunt!” gasped Figgins

“ And Manners and Lowlher can share
a ward in the sanny.”

“I'm =0 glad they took into conszidera- |
tion my frail and flower-like constitu-
tion.” murmured Monty Lowther,

“Ha, ha, ha!” s

Arthar Augustus IVArey jammed his
celebrated monoecle into his eye, and
turned to Harry Wharton.

“Where do 1 comme in, pway?"”

“You don't!"™ grinned Bob Cherry.
“You stay out, and scout round for a
h%ely-looking haystack !™

“ITa la, Ta t"

*“Weally, Chewwy., IT—I twust I have
not been ovahlooked in this important
maittah of accommodation, 1 do not
mind woughin' it in one of the mastali's
bed-wcoms——"'

“Oh, my hat!"

" Although I should pwefer somethin’
weally nice!”

“Well, youn've got it." saudl Harrz
Wharton, laughing, “You're going to
occupy the couch 1in Mauly's atudy. It's
an awfully swell study, and a jolly comfy
couch.”

“Yes, rather ! chimed in Bob Cherry.

“ Vou'll sleep like a top until Gosling
brings in your shaving-waler in the
morning !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The Removites were very good to their
guests.

Offers of entertainment came from

every pide. Vernon-Smith inaisted on
taking two or three of the Bt Jim's fel-
lows along to his study, where an ample
repast had been }ljrepared; and Peter
Todd held a similar spread in Study
No. 7. In Study No. 1 Harry Wharton
& Co. acted as hosts to the Terrible
Three.

There was a good deal of chattering
going on in the dormitories that even-
ing ; but the prefects who saw lights out
let it proceed unchecked. Was not this
the eve of one of the greatest days in the
history of Greyfrinra? '

Most of the 8t. Jim's fellows made
themselves awiftly at home,

Up in the sanny Manners and Monty
Lowther were going strong with cake and
roffae. which Mra. Kebble had brought
in. In the Fourth Form dormitory,
Blake and Herries and Digby had made
themselves thoroughly comfortable,

Tom Merry and Talbot were, of course,
among old friends; and they enjoyed
themselves immensely.

As for Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, he
laid his aristooratic head upon the downy
couch of Lord Mauleverer, and felt at
peace with the werld.

Bleeping in Mauly's study was a privi-
lege which fell to the lot of few,

“This is gweat!” murmured Arthur
Augustus drowsily.
Hinte bed-woom, bai Jove!”

There was only one place in which all
was not well. That place was the Fifth
Form dormitory.

Horace Coker had viewed the arriral
of Figgins, Kerr, Wynn, and Redfern
with frowning suspicion.

Coker disliked juniors. They did not
seem to understand his high position and

“ Bettah than a ]

his superior wisdom, They played silly
japes, too, and kicked over the traces.

When Figging & Co, eame in, Coker
gat on the edge of his bed and delivered
a birief sermon.

“Now, look here, you kids," he said.
“T want vou to behave yourselves in this

dormitory. Yeu ought to think it a
great henour to be allowed to sleep
here "

With one accord Figgins & Co. made &
sweeping bow,

““ Baloams to thee, Comrade Croaker!™
murmmred Redfern.. =

“Ha ha, hin!”

“Dry up!' saul Coker, turning
crimson. *“I don’t want any of wour
cheek, Tumble inte bed, and Jook
sharp!™ o

“AM serene, Bmoker!” said Figgins
meckly,

Coker glared.

“You—=+you-—"" he stuttered.

“Oh, give it a rest, Coker!"” sald

Blundell irritably. "“Thesze kids haveu't
done anything to you.”

“T don't trust ‘em,” said Coker.
“They don't understand discipline.™

“(Yheese it, Joker ! said Redfern.

The 8t. Jim's juniors undreassd, and
turned in.

Futty Wynn, as he got into bed,
dragzed a large packet of toffce in after
him. Fatty was never happy unless he
had something to chew.

Whilst the hum of voices was andible
in the dormitory Faity's chewing went
unnoticed. But when the hum had died
away, aud stillness brocded over the
dormitory, the champing of Fatty's jaws
had & most disquieting coffect.

“Shut that row!"” growled Coker at
length.

Plop, plop! :

Wild horses wouldn't have prevented
Fatty Wynn from sampling that toffes.

“ Do you hear?” roared Coker. * Dry
up "

FFattg Wynn's jaws put in overtime.

“ Look here,” roared Coker, “if you
don't toke that sweect factory out of your
mouth, young Wynn, 1'll come over and
lam you with a slipper!”

Fatty Wynn continued to make a noise
like a suction-pump. i !

Cloker could stand it no longer.

Hea sprang out of hed, seized a slipper,
and strode towards Fatty Wynn's bed.

In the rays of the moonlight three
keen pairs of eves watched him. They
belonged to Figgins, Kerr, and Redfern.

“If you advance another step,
Choker,” raid Figgins sharply, “we’ll
scalp you!"” _

Throwing caution to the winds, Coker
strode on. .

Immediately three sturdy figures
slipped out of bed The next moment
Coker falt himself caught up as if by a
hhage wave and whirled to the floor,
where he alighted with a bang and a
crash which shook the dormitory.

“Yaroooooh !”

“ Better hop back into bed ™ said
Kerr. * You'ra safer there vou know !™

“You—yon cheeky young cubs! I'll
jolly well—-"

. % Do you want another bumping "

Coker realised that he was no match
for three vigorous and determined

JUniors, ;

Therse was nothing for it but to get
back to bed, and to poetpone slumber

“until such a time as Fatty Wyon chose~

to finish his toffee. .

As a matter of fact, the Falstaff of St.
Jim’'s finished it earlier than was ex-

ed. The effort of chewing exhausted

m at last; and he sank into a pleasant
doze, during which he drcamt that St.
Jim'a won every eingle event In the
Swimming Sports.

And then he woke up!



Every Monday.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Blow for Greyiriars !
PORTS Day dawncd--oune of sum-
mer's beat. =
At an early hour Frank Cour-
tenay & Co. had come over by
brake from Higheliffe,

Then the 1lighcliffe seniors, led by
good-natured Langley, had put in an
appearance, to be followed after a shord
interval by the seniors of 3t Jim’s,

Very fit and ruddy the latter looked in
their neat suromer flannels. Kildare,
iheir captain, was a fellow who shone in
every hranch of sport; and his valiant
henchmen—Ruehden and  Darrel and
Baker—loocked ready for anything,

And then, amid all the bustle and
animation in the Close, the Roclkwood
fellows— senior and junior—turned up.

Jimmy Silver & Co. shook hands
warmly with the Famons Five,

“We've come a long, long way,” said
Jimmy Silver, “and we don’t mean to
go empty away. We've left a space for
the Silver Cup in our portmantean.”™

“Dry up, you merry pot-hunter 1" said
Bob Cherry. * You're not going to get
any change ont of uel”

“The Bilver Cup will reposefully rest
on our esteemed mantelpiece!” purred
Hurree Singh.

“*We ghall gee!"

“I say " The voice of Fatty Wynn
made itself heard amd the uproar.
“*What about a feed at the tuckshop,
you fellows? They are holding the
senior = firet, and we sha'n’t be
called upon for hours and hours ™

*“That's a jolly good suggestion, you
fellows " gaid Billy Bunter, rolling up.
“I vote we all go aleng to the tuckshop,
and I'll stand treat!”

“ What !"

There was a yell from the juniors,
The idea of Billy Bunter standing treat
was dectdedly novel.

“You can all help yourselves!" said
BHilly Bunter, waving a liberal hand.
“ Greyfriars fellows, Highcliffe louts, 3t.
Jim'e bounders—anybody and every-
body ! It's my treat!™

Arthur Augustus D'Arey jammed his
monocle into his ere, and surveyed the
[at junior with a new intorest.

“Weally, Buntah! You have almost
wobbed me of bweath, bai Jove !

“Rats! Roll up. you fellows, and
order what you want !

“Look here, vau fat duffer,” said
Harry Wharton, * Who's going to foot
the hall?™

1

e 1 T

“Who's going to pay for all the
grub?”

“QOh, really, Wharton! Didn’t I say
I was standing treat? I've.entered for
a big competition in the *‘Weekly

Welsher,” and as soon as my prize—a
hundred quid in hard cash—turns up, I'il
make thinga good !™

““Meanwhile,” said Johuny Bull, “we
can pay for ourselves—what ?"

“And DBunter inte the bargain!”
grinned Nugent. “ It's not good enough,

Billy,”

' Look here, Nogent—->"

Qi BI‘-I‘-I‘ 11-:-

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy beamed upon
the merry crowd, i

“Tf it’'s a gquestion of fweatin',” he
raid, ‘I should like to have the oxtweme

leasuah an' privilege of footin® the hilk
?had a fat wemittance befoah comin’
away from Btf. Jim’s, 30 pway pwaoceed
to ordah what you like, deah hoys !”

“That’s the stuff to give 'em !" said
Fatty Wynn approvingly. “ What should
we do without our Gussy 7"

A general move was made to the tuck-
nhnr and Mrs. Mimble had the busiest
half-hour of her life, dispensing drinks
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aird tarts to the jostling, zood-natured
crowd.

After which an adjournment wa= mada
to the banks of the river.

There was a record crowd.

The Greyfriars masters, in holiday
garb, had turned out to act ns judges
and timekecepers. Dir. Holmes had coma
over from St. Jim's, driven i Lord
Eastwood’s car; and the pirls of CLfE
House had turned out in full force.

The scnior events proved interesting,
but rather one-sided,

Higheliffe, apart from the hefty Lang-
ley, had fow star swimnmers, HRookweod,
with the exception of Bulkeley, their
skipper, wera strangely lacking in talent,

1e whole thing, therefore, resolved
itself into a contest between the giants
of Greviriars and the stalwarts of St.
Jim’a.

The first racc—a clear course of fifty
vards—went to Kildare of 3t Jim’s,
Gwynne of Greyfiriars was a good second.

The second race, over a longer distance,
also went to 5t. Jim's. Rushden bagged
the honours this time,
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The third event—swimming in clothes
—also yielded & point for the SBaints, and
the faces of the Greyfriara fellows fell.

“Looks as if 8t. Jim'a are going to
have & walk-over,” remarked Peter
Todd. * They're putting up a wonderful
show !”'

“Poor old Wingate looks as if ho's
swallowed his tooth-stoppings!™ said
Bob Cherey,  “8tll, M the seniors do
badly, it’s np to us fo prove that Grey-
friars has still got a kick left.”

“Yea, rather!"

The Friars bucked up. They won the
next two events; a,nc{} then Higheliffe
scored a stray point.

Then came the biggest race of all—the
relay—to the winnera of which six points
were rewarded.

The Relay Race woull probably seitle
the issue.- Wingate realised this, and he
chatted earnestly with his colleagues as
they lined up on the divingz-raft.

Byang!

The pisto]l went, and four swimmers—
one from each school—took the plunge.

Fach rompetitor had to swim to a rope
thirty yerds down the river, then turn

T note o
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hack and finish at the diving.raft. When
the first man got home, the second
started ; and so on.

Greyiriars established a fine lead; and
Faulkner, their last man, had a clear six
vards' etart,

But the 8t. Jim's fellows were wise in
their old ape, as Monty Lowther ox-
pressed 1.

Kildure had reserved himself  untif
last, and his superior turn of speed
caused him to gain rapidly on Faulkner.

Eager crics went up from the crowd
on the bank,

“Go it, Greylriars [

“Spart, Kildare !
man !

By-the time Faulkner touched the rope,
and prepared to make the rcturn journey,
Kildare was up with him,

Faulkner was very game. He covered
the Gnal thirty yards with rare dash.

But the 5, Jim’s fellow was the better
swimmer, and he won a well-judged race
by barely a yard.

“Huwwah ! exclaimed Arthur Augus-
tus IY Arey. * Bwavo, Kildare! We'va
won, deah bﬂ}'ﬁlu

There were a few more events, and
cach school had its share of the honours,

But St. Jim’s had scored heavily in the
earlier stages; and they had carried ofl
the Senior Cup.

Wingate was the first to congratulata
hildare. ]

““Thia is a nasty pill for us,” he said,
“We didn't know you were such hot
stufl. You deserved to win.” .

“ Hear, hear!’ said Langley, shaking
himself like a drenched terrier,

And Bulkeley, of Rookwood, thumped
Kildere on the back and congratulated
him upon his able leadership. :

“Here endeth the first half!” said

ob Cherry. “But if these 8t. Jim's
ﬁl]uws think they're going to caper off
with a couple of cups, they’ll find
they've woke up the wrong passengers!”

“Weally, Chewwy " protested Arthur
Aungustus 12’ Arcy. " You speak as if weo
were gweady.”’

“Oh, no!” said Bob.
hike a lot 1"

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“But you're not going to get it—not
this evenig, at any rate, Hallo! Time
wo were on the mave!”

** Entrants for the first junior event,
Ime up!"” shouted Mr, Quelch,

And a dozen sturdy, athletic youngstera
ranged themselvea in line on the diving-
raft.

Put old

it on,

“You merely

THE NINTH CHAPTER.,
Lancashire Pluek !

T 0 it, Greyfriars!”
“Ratg! 8t Jim's for ever ™
“What price Highclifie !

* Rally round, Rockwood [2

Bang ! _

The [irat junior race was in Progress,

It was a scramble, That was the only
word for it.

Encr};y atd dush seemed to be the key-

the competitors, who were all
mixed up in a glorious melee,

The first swimmer to sort himself cut
from the rest was Hurree Singh.

Inky had closed his eyes, and was
lashing out with that swift side-stroke of
his—blind and deaf to everything but the
prospect of victory.

But Inky's lead waas short-lived.

There wero others who swam just as
powerfully—just as keenly.

Tom Merry came on with a swift,
sweeping  breast-stroke; and Frank
Courtenay and the Caterpillar, with
visions of a cilver cup adorning their
study at Higheliffe, were speeding along
side by side, ; o

TeE MagNET LiBRARY,—No. 594,
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It was anvbody's race.

I'irat one junior, then another, tock
thie lead: and not until very near the
fBnish did a certain competitor shoot
ahicad of all the rest and reach the rope
hirzt,

That competitor was Jimmy Slver, of
Bockwood.

“ Bravg!"

“Well played, Silver!”

“That's firat blood to us,"” said Tommy
Dodd, helping his schoolfellow out of the
water. ‘I rather think our long journey
to Greyfriars won’t be in vain,.”

It was Highcliffe's turn next. Frank
(‘ourtenay won a magnifcent race by
irches from Harry Wharton.

Tha third event fell to the IFrmars. Bab
Clherry outpaced everybody, and won by
a comfortable margin,

“ Onee upon a time,"” murmered Monty
Loowther,
called Bt Jim’a. :
with any other school. college, or kin-
dergarten m the country. But now,
alack 1"

And Monty started singing the well-
kuown refrawmn:

“Where is now the merry party
I remember long ago?”

“Oh, don't worry,” said Tom Merry,
lnughing. '* We shall come into our own
all right. These odd events don’t matter
a great deal. It's the Relay Race that
counts,’’ _

But Harry Wharton & Co. were think-
ing of the Relay Race, as well. They
were staking evervthing on it, aa a
matter of fact. _

Ilarry Wharton had instructed his men
not to tire themselves i the earlier
eventa. It was essential that he, Bob
Cherry, Inky, and Veranon-8mith should
be at the top of their form when the big*
race came plong.

Then came a tragedy. It seemod to
sound a death-koell to the hopes of the
Crreyiriars supporters.

There was a picking:up-plates contest,
Plates were scattered in the bed of the
river, and the competitors dived for
shem.  Unfortunately, Bob Cherry dived
and didi’t come up aguin !

A hush fell upon the spectutors,

Dr. Locke came forward in great agita-
Eion.

“DBless my soul!” he murmured. 1
liopa nothing terrible has happened.
{‘herry is 8 long time under the water.
Is it possible— — 7

In & flash Harry Wharton dived to
his chum’s aid.

When he bobbed up to the surface le
supporfed the uuconscious form of Baob
{‘herry.

There was a groan from the Greyfciars
fellows,

“Bob's crocked [

And so it proved.

Bob Cherry, in spite of Wharton's
warning, had been overdoing 1. In his
effort to win one of the previous races.
he had strained himself considerably - and
the under-water contest had discovered
his weak spot,

Bob scon came ronnd when he was
brought to the bank: but it was obvious
that he could take no further part in
the sporis.

“Rough luck, kil!" said Wingate.
“Afraid youw'll have to find another man
to take Cherry's place in the Relay Race,
Whartan.*" '

Harry bit his lip.

The abzence of Bob (herry seemed to
n!‘-:tkﬂ that Silver Cup wvanish into thin
air, 30 far as the Friars were concerned,

Mark Linley was chosen to fill the
vacant place.

_Although not quite up to the weight of
his chum, there waz no doubt that the

THE MaGgxET Lisgary.— No. 594,

“there used to be n school !
It could hold its own '

Lancashire lad would Al it well.  Aark
Linley doved an uplill fight.

When the Relay Race started, Gres-
friars were several places behind the
other schools.

Unless they won this race they would

be hopelessly out of the running.

The first four swimmers — ope from
| each school ~- lined up, and the pistol
cracked,

The Highelife man: took the lead.

Frank Courtenay & (o, were doingr
exceptionally well. Whatever the short-
cuominus of their semors, there was noth-
ing tho matter with- Frank Courtenay,
tha Caterpillar, Flip Derwent, and the
other Highchffe juniors,
formed a plan of campaign beforehand—-
a deep, dark plan for bagging the Cup;
and 1t locked very much as i they would
gticeeed,

The Highcliffe lead held good for three
parts of the race: and when therr last
man--the Caterpilar—dived off the raft,
hla had ten wyards start of evervbody
else.

Splash !

The Friara third man was home; and
Mark Linley—the last hope of hiz side—
struck the water. He fairly flew i the
wake of the agile Caterpillar,

But there was no shouting—no hoarse-
voiced encouragemrent from the Grev.
friavs spectators.

It seemed to them that the race was
as good as over.

- How could anybody hope to catch the
Caterpillar, who was cleaving the water
hike a knife? It was impossible!

. But the word impossible had no place
i1 Mark Linley’s dictionary.

Mark went'ahead with a turn of speed
whh]mh could only be described as remark-
able.

Fast though the Caterpillar was, Mark
Linley was ?a.-ster,

Yard by vard, stroke by stroke, the
Lancashire lad gained on his man.

The others were out of it. It was Grey- '.

friars versus Higheliffe—with the odds
heavily on Higheliffe,

Harry Wharton's eves eparkled as he !

watched Mark Linley speeding thro
the water. TR B edEh

Was there hope for Greyfriars yet?

Mark Linley seoened to think so.

With swift, desperate strokes he drew
close to the Caterpillar, drew level with
him—shot ahead !

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Bolsaver
major, who was not uwsually given to
emotion,  “Linley's a first-class, gilt-
edred brick 1

“And so say all of us!" chortled Pot
Todd. *He's won—won hands dﬂwnEf'?r

The Caternillar, astonished at beinx
overhauled, made desperate efforts to

retrieve his position, but he could not |-

make up the lost ground.

Mark Linlev's arm shat out, and he
grasped the rope before the Hivheliffe
junior could get on terms again.

The rpectators were silent no louger.
They cheered Mark Linley to the echn,

Evervbody joined in the cheer,

Mark Linley had won the finest race

of the day. The Cliff House girls felt |

that they eould have hurged him.

now. A
was beginning to shine at last.
But by the fime the last race of all

catne round-—a iong-distance swim of half |

a mile—the Friars had fallen behind
again. Bo much so $hat their anly hope
of winning the Cup was to secure hoth
first and second places.

“A jolly tall order! said Wharton
eloomily.

And the rest of the Removitos agroed. .

If the first man home proved to he a
Friar, and the second man home was
also a Friar, then th# famous old school

They had !
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woild have scared an achievement which
would live for ever in the aunals of school
and sport,

But the odds were heavy, and the

{ weneral 1mupression waa that it couldn’t

be done.

“Boys for the half mile!”
Quelch.

They Lned up on the raft, neavly a
score of them. Hepresentatives from
each of the four schools were in that las:
rally,

This was to be a contest between strong
swimmeri—a test of endurance and stav-
ing power.

Any duffer could walk half a mile,
most duffers conld run half & mile. Bus
to swim half a mile was another matter.
The course was thirty times the lenzth
of the average swimming-bath.

And the competitors were not all as
fresh as daisies, either. Harry Wharton,
Hurree Singh, Vernon-Smith, and Mark
Linley were there; but » tired, jadeid
Inak had come over their fnces. Tha
alternoon’s programme had been heavy
and strenuvous. Physical endurance was
near to breaking-point.

But the representatives of the other
schools were 1n little hetter case.

Frank Courtenay and the Caterpillar
had been working like Trojansa: Tom
Merry & Co. were spent; and although
the light of battle still shone in the eyves
of the Rookwooders, they were weary.

Crack*

“Now we're off ! exclaimed Wingate,
who was as excited as anybody. * Buck
up, Groyiciarst”

And Wingate's cry found an answering
echo from two hndred throats.

The events which had gone befare had
been sternly contested; but this was the
real tug-of . war!

calted Mr,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Fought For and Won !

HE swimmers took the plunge, and

l the wisest of them made no

attempt to rush matters.

It was the long, steady stroke
which would count im a race of this
description. To rush things at the out-
sat would be to court early disaster,

The crowd on the bank moved forward
in a solid mass, watching with all eyes
the progress of their champions.

For the first hundred wvards the
awimmers kept in clusters. Then two of
them went ahead—went ahead with a
strong, swinging stroke, and with deter-
mination written on their faces.

The Greviriars fellows groaned. For
the two swimmers who had taken the
lead were Redfern and Talbot., both ‘of
St Jim's! '

Both wereedangerous men. Both had
proved their sterling worth many a time
and oft, and they would take some catch-
inu,

When half the course bhad been com.
pleted, it seemed that Greviriars wera
nowhers,

Ouly two of their swimmers—Wharton
and Vernon-Smith—were =till in the run-
ning, The others, worn out by previous

_ : I{-xnninn. had dropped back.
Grarfriars was in a better position |
As Peter Todd remarked. the sun |

Thirty vards from home there were
only six fellows in the swim.

Redforn and Talbot stil led, the
latter setting the pace for the former.
Then came Wharton, and behind the
captein of the Remave came Jimmv
Silver, Frank Courtenay, and ¥ernon-
Smith. swimming strongly and in line.

Arthur Auguostus D' Arcy, on the bank,
cotld not contain his deﬁgiﬂ.

“Keop it up, deah boys!™ he shouted.
“Good old Talbot! Good wld Weddy!
Thatss perfectly wippin®, bai Jove !

3t. Jim's were sure winners now, un-
less 3 miracle or a misfortune happened,

t
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And shortly afterwards & misfortunel it is, I was left out

did happen.

Redfern was smitten with eramp. He
sliot out his legs with inereased force,
hoping to stave off the attack.

ut he was helpless. The cramp con-
quered him, and 1t was as much as he
counld do ta strupgele to the bank,

“Rough luck, Ileddyt™

Sverybody was sorry that this should
have come to pass—even the Greyiriara
fellows who benefited by Reddy's retire-
ment from the race.

But the hopea of 8t. Jim's were by no
mieans dashed, for Talbet still led by a
crood margin.

Yet even Talbot, hard as nalls though
he was, was *whacked.” Ile knew it.
e felt his stroke lozing force. He ecould
scaircely make any headway.

And behind him, coming alang with
magnificent dash, were Harry Wharton,
Vernon-8mith, and Jimmy Silver.

Talbot could feel, rather than sce,
that the others werve gaining upon him.
I1e knew that he must make a last
Jesperate burst, or be doomed.

He tried to raily his failing enerpies,
tried to force himself over the interven-
my distance,

But his bolt was shot.

Nearer and nearer camn his three pur-
sierg, closer amd ever closer, till their
inboured breathing sounded elose beside
hiim, and he knew that victory hal slipped
from his grasp.

The Greyfriars fellows were all agog
with excitement now. ‘Two names were
ot their lips,

“Whartun

“Bmithy 1"

“Btick it ont !’

“Only a few more yards!”

Wharton and Vernon-8mith came on
vamely, but Jimmy Silver stuck to themn
like a himpet.

The Rookwood junior refused to be
eliaken off.
spurted he spurted, too.

It really looked as if the raice would
restilt in & dead-heat between all three.

Harry Wharton telegraphed a messare
to Vernon-Bmith with his eyes.

“Now or never, Smithy 1

And then tha two juniors made onn
Fist attemapt to shake off the persisient
attentions of Jimmy Silver.

And they succeeded |

The Rookwood junior threw out his
armm and grabbed the rope: but the two
Friars had reached 1t together a second
prreviously,

The cheering which followed was deaf-
ening. It reverberated -along the river
bank.

Greyfriars had won the Cun!

It had been narrowly won—it had not
heent won without a dour and desperate
etrunggla—but that only served to make

Jils winmng the maore meritorions,

Harry Wharton collapsed when he
came out of the water,

He had ecovered the last part of the
rourse by sheer will-power. The Hesh
was beaten, but the spirit had con-
uhered,

Whartan soon ceme reund. s chums
aiw to that. And then a general move
vwag made in the direction af Greyfriars.

The Bwimming =ports were over, and
the best man had won,

L] L] - - -

Iater on that evening the Head's
Silver Cup ghttered and sparkled on the
mauntelpiece in Brudy No. 1.

Fellows of all Forms flocked in to look
at 1t, and to congratulate the winners.

Even Coker of the Fifth waxed en-
thusastic,

“ Of eourse, if Wingate had been sen-
sible, and included me in the senior
team,"” said Coker, *‘ there would be two
cupa at Greyiriars instead of one. As

. ] - Merry,
When the Greyiriars fellows ' een FEI. topping time.

Huek in losing Reddy when the rare was
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and the Senior Cup
However, per-
better next

went to ancther school.
haps Wingate will know
timae,”?

“* Poor aold Coker!” =aid Bob Cherry.
“* When will he realise that he's neither
use nor ornament?’

‘““* Ha, ha, ha!™

The juniors from ihe rvival schiocls
stayed to tea—not in Study Ne. 1, of
course,

That [amous apartment, although 1t
had contained & good many Ernw%la in
ites time, was not eqgual to accommodating
the junior element of four schools,

Tez was held w the Rug-—and o very

jolly spread it was.

The Clif House girls were present, and
they insisted on dispensing the good
thinos,

There were two places of honour at
the head of the table. Harry Wharion

ocenpied one, and Vernon-Smith  the
other.

[t was curious to reflect that once
upon a fime these two had been at

dargers drawn. No one would have
suspreted it now, to see them luughing
and chatting together.

They could not be called bosom pals,
exactly; but a better understanding had
sprung up between them, and.in Lght-
ing side by side for their achool the
bond had been strengthened.

“Well,"” drawled the Caterpillar, © 1t's
been a toppin’ time, begad! We're takin’
no silver cups back to Highchffe, We
came hepe with nothin®, an’ with nothnd
we return. But we'll have another dash
at winnin' the merry Cup next year, an’
we'll try Lo show these beggars that
Highelifie isn't a back number. There's
life in the old dog wet!”

After this exhausting speech, the
Caterpillar called for water: and Bob
Cherry passed him the currant wine.

“1 agree with De (Courcy,” said Tom
rising to his feet, * that at's
We liad rough

—

practically ours; but I'm not going to
whine. Bad luck’s bound to crop up m |
all branches of sport. I should bLike to
congratulate you, Wharton, on behalf |
of ;he Bt. Jim's fellows, for turning a
losing game into a winning one.”

“ YVaas, wathali! exclaimed Arthur
Augustis D'Arey, springing to Ins feet.
“ 1t would be incowweet to sav that we
were takin’ nothin' back to ®=t. Jim's,
We are fakii’ with us pleasant wecollee-
tione of a weally wippin’ Sports Day !

‘* Hear, hear!"’

There were other specches—short but
expressive,

Jimmy Silver made oue; Frank Cour-
tenavy made one; Land the Caterpillar,
under the influence of the currant wine,
made another. 'L

But it was Phyllis Howell, of Ciiff ¢
House, who -made the happiest little
sprech of all,

Phrllis had been beart and sonl with
Greviriars, and she rejoiced to know that
her heroea had come through with fiying
colours,

And when she called for tiree cheers
for the Famouz Five—the Lead and
front of the Greyfriars sportsmen—the
old rafters rang again and agoin; and
the faces of Hurry Wharton & Co. were
radiant,

The revelry and rejoicing were nearing
their climax when a fat face, adorned by

a “pair of spectucles, looked into the
Rag. .
“1 say, you fellows——"

Johnny Bull canght up the remains of
a lnalf. ‘

“ Travel!” he said curtly,

“ Oh, really, Bull!”" said Billy Bunter,
" After leaving me cut of the swimming
team, the least yon fellows can do is

to offer me a snack !"
““ All zerene!" said Bob Cherry, ‘* The

- Three-halfpence. 13

otly question is, where will you have
it¥*?

“ Here, apid  Buuier,
nrormptly, _

Bob Cherry snatched a jam-puff, and
hurled it with unerring mm at the [at
figure in the doorway.

The missile canght Billy Bunter fu'l
in the face; and Johanny Bull’s loaf,
following on, vomplated the.onslanght.

Billy Bunier sat down with a bump
nid & roar,

“* Yaroooooh |

““ Ha, ha, hal" .

“ Hepoes not  allowed!” sand  ITarry
Whartou. * You'd better buzz off
ard sea 1f you can rescue any move air-
mien, Bunter |

“Yah! DBeastsl]”

Billy Bunter shook his fist at the merry
throng, and rolled disconsolately away.
He was finding life anything but a pie-
nie just then. _

The feast, like all good things, came
to an end at last.

And then, under the early summer
sturs, they partcd—Friars and Baints,
Higheliffiuns and Rookwooders—-rivals in
many a hard-fought fight, but comrades
and chums as well, united in the bonds
of truse smrtsmunsi]ip. '

They went their several ways; but for
a long time afterwards they would enter-
tain, one and all, the happiest recollec-
tions of the Greyiriars Swimming Sports,

of course!”

THE FXD,
(Don't miss “BESSIE versus
BILLY 1" — next Monday’s grand

complete story of Harry Wharton &
Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)
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Back Numbers Wanted.

Miss M, Duffin, care of J, N. Beaiicy, Leake
Btrect, Hull, York—td. each offered Iﬂ:l:
“wehool and Sport,” “Rivala and Chume,
~Boy Without a Name "; 3d. each for “Bob
Cherry's Barring Out,” and “Bob Cherry i -

scarch of His Father™: 2d. each for any
number before 1917, Write first. )
A Hurrison, 7, West Street, South Shields—

“flems ™ 335, 804, 377, 42L Double prica
offered. Write first. _

Philip McTaggart, 72, Govanhill Street,
Glusgow—No, 1 of “ Magnet,” ditto ﬂemf 1a,
each offecred. “Boy Without a Name,” Bd.
offered. Write flrat.

Michasl ¥. TRyrne, 251, Clonliffe Road,
Drumeondra, Dublin—“Gems® 350400, 14d.
offered. Also “Rivals and Chums. 4d.
affered. j

Walter J. Ewen, Mulroy, Carrigart, ro.
Donegal, Irelapd, any numbers of the Com-
panion Papers from 1-100, Write frst, -

Harold Hind, 61, Station Road, Sutton-in.
Ashfizld, Notte—"Gems” with 8t Jim'a
Gallery, 19-23: also 28, Must be clean. 2d.

F. Turton, ¢1, Farrar Road, Abbeydale,
Shefileld—" Gems,” * By Luck and PIIJEI-T..,:' 2d.;
“ A Stolen Holiday,” and “The Toff," 3d.;
« Magnets,” +Carried Away,” “ Mysterious Mr.
Mohbhs,” 24.: " S8portsmen A" and “Dob
Cherry's Barring Out,” 3d.; “Harry Wharton’'s
Christmas Pantomime,” 2d.

Miss . M. Higgins, 37, Balisbury Street,
Blandford, Dorset—"A Yery Gallant Genlle-
man." i

L. Brown, 36, Mottram Street, Barnsler,
Yorkshire—* Grundy the Deteetive,” and
“Figging' Fig Pudding.” 3d. offercd. Write
Orat.

A. Bhanks, Byres Loan Farm, DBalgonie,
Markinch, Fife—"Gems,” any six nunbers be-
tweem 300 and 400 alsoe ¥ Tom Merry's Minor,”
“Tom Merry in the- Hockies,” and “Figgins’
Folly.” 2d. each and postage. Write first.

J. W. Davis, 20, Sykelield Avenue, Leicester
—any “ Magnets " and “ Gewmg ¥ from 1-570, ad
14. each. Write first, with parliculara,

G. M. Henry, Stanley House, Stockton-ou-
Tees—& Cardew of the Fourth,” Write first.

P. Molyneux, ¢fo Mesers. Baerlein & Sons,
12, Blackfriars Street, Manchester—“A Very
Gallant Gentleman.®
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. offered for lot.
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A Tip:

SYNOPSIS.

Johnny Gogzs comes to Rylcombe Grammar
School from Franklingham with his chums
Irickeit, Blount, and Waters,

Loggs is a Eii-'u-jii:sm expert, a elever im-
rersunntﬂr. and the organizer of mawny bril-
iant japes, He leads an expedition of
Grammarians to 8t. Jim's, and accomplishes
onc of the most dafing night raids ever per-
petrated.

01 their retnen the juniors hold a court of
inquiry ugainst Larking, Snipe, and Curpenter,
on the charge of treachery against their Form,

(Now read on.)

Paying the Price?

4 AR and fegther them,” suggested
“Wootton major.
Y No tar—no feathers " gaid Rags.

; “Treacle's as good as tar, and it's
pniy ripping up a pillow or two,” said Wootton
mingr eagerly. “We can take their piflows.”

" You dashcd wgli try it4” roared Larkiog.

“Thanka' I rather think we will,” &aid
Gotdon Gay coolly. “Who will feteh tho
needed toxuries?”

Tricks and Wagtail darted off for the pil-
lows. Carboy and Nicky O'Donnell had tins
of treacle, and wept to fotdh them.

“That's somcthing,” aaid Monk. “IDnt it's
not encugh, They ought to be made to
smart, oggles and I smarted, 1 can tell
Fouir

“We can attend to that while those chaps
are gone,” Gay said. “Is Adams’ desk open,
Jack?"

Jack Wootton tried the desk, and brought
out a hundle of cames,

“We'ra not going to stand that!" fAashed
Larking. * We'l show Gght!"

NOW VHON SAiﬁ! 1
FOUR GRAND NEW VOLUMES

q! the

BOYS' FRIEND LIBRARY.

No. 462. THE BACKING UP OF ST. ESMOND’S.
Topping School Yarn by S. 5. GORDON.

INe, 463. THE BOYS OF RAVENSWOOD.
Splendid Tale of Schoolboy Fun and Adventure.
By S. CLARKE HOOK.

No. 464. RED DENNIS AND THE LOST WILL.

Two Stories of a Boxing Highwayman and 3 Famous Detective,
By ANDREW SOUTAR and MAXWELL SCOTT.

No. 465. THE SCHOOL IN THE BACKWOODS.
A Grand 5tory of Frank Richards & Co.
By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

PRICE FOURPENCE PER VOLUME'!
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“Rather!” chimed in Carpeuter.  “And it
will be a fight with odds of ten to one in
your favour—jolly ereditable to fellows who
pride Bhemaelves on their fair play, az yon
rounders do !

Snipe sald nothing, hot looked greener than
ever. Hg was very sensitive to physical paino,
It he kated lighting: and to him the ques-
tion was—vwhich alternative would be the less
painful? not which would gall his pride least.
On the whole, he thought that the caning,
gmtt_aptfd without a s{lru;.-gle, might =uit him

eat.

“There won't be any fight'" said Gordon
Gay grimly. “‘Befze them, you fellows!”

(tay was right, There was no fight.

Carpenter got in a right on Carboy, and a
left. on Harry Wootton., Larking not only
punched hard, but nlso lashed out with his
feet., Larking had gome te the dogs com-
pletely of late, as far as any noticn of the
decent thing was concerned, it seemed.

Snipc made no resistance at ajl. It was no
ure to fight first, and be fAogged afterwards,
he considered.

It was not a fight, simply because no one
hit back, Those who were burt could afford
Eo wait to get even.

Inside twenty seconds all three were down
on dorms, each with two or three fellows
si%ing upna him.

he trial might have Heen cnnducted more
or bess jeatingly ; het there was real indigna-
tion in the Fourth against the treachery of
those three,

“Larking Orst!” said Gordon Gary.

There was a fresh struggle when Larking
was forced Tace downwa acroas a desk.
But it was a very bhrief one; there were too
imany willing handa to deal with him to
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rE,uH: him any chanee of steuzoling success-
ully.

“ Whe's executioner?” azked Mogk.

“1I'm on!" said Canhoy.

“Twelve!” Gordon Gay sald.
to be enough.”

“If it disn't enough to make him squirm,
I'm willing to take n dozen of the very hist
myseif ! rapped out Carboy.

Larking did squirm. It was all that thnee
who were holding him could do to keep Liwm
down.

But he did not.cry out. He had to bite }is
Hp o prevent himeelf, but he did prevent it.

When he was allowed to get up his face
was distorted with rage to an extent that
made him look positively muorderous.

He strode towards the door.

“Here, that won't de!” cried Gordon Gar.
“We haven't fnigshed with you yet ™

“1 really thiok he has bad enough, Gay,*
Baid (oges, in a low tone. :

“That be hanged for a tale! 'I'm net going
to let the sweep off hecause he glares! The
Foyrth is just aguut fed up with Larking!”

“Hear, hear!"” roared a score of voiceh,

Larking had no chance of getting owt. for
there were too many between him and the
door. He sat down, and covered his face
with his hands.

(eoggs el porey for him., But it ia donbt-
ful whether anyone elac in the room—with
the posaibic exceplion of Carpenter—adid.

And Carpenter had himsel! to think about.
He did not strogple. As folly as Enrking
be realised the humiliation of ‘being laid down
and caned thus, bt he did not seer how
struggling would lessen it. -

No one scemed really keen on operating
vpon Carpenter. No one felt that he was
really as bad as Larking or Snipe. But
Harry Wootton did not refuse the job when
it was offered to him.

Carpenter did oot get it as badly as Lark-
ing had. PBot he kad to set his teeth brard
to stand what he got without erving out.

He stood aside when they had finished with
him, 2 look of nuﬂti: resignation on his face.
Perhaps he felt that his pubishment was
iu]li justified,

“Look here, T can'{ stand twelve strokes—I
can't, really!” burbled Sopipe, as he was
dragged to the form. “Let me off. wyou
fellows! It wasn't really me—it was all
Larking's fault ™ .

“You cur!" saarled Larkinz.

“Who's the operator?” asked Gar.

A dozen voices apoke up eagerly. Jack
katt-nn and Frank Monk were particularly

BETL.

Buat it was the still. small voice of Gogzs
to which Gay harkened. :

“I should quite appreciate this little treat,
Joxful,” said Goggs. :

“Do you think veu can make him feel
enough?” inquired Gay.

" Do you think 1 can make you feel enough,
Hnipe?” asked Goges blandly.

“Here, don't! Don't!” wailed Saipe. [
rather take it from anyome but Goggs' Let
Mont Blanc do it '™

“Oui, oni! Let me do cef!” eried the littie
French ijunior eagerly. “Muoi, I vat yon call
warm him up Foodd 1

“¥Yon cant whack half hard enough for
this rotter, kid!”

“Do it yourself, Gav! Let Monk' :Aﬂhndf
but that glass-eyed heast ™ Snipe wailed,

“As you dou't fancy it, it's just what yoa

"That oucht

will get!" said Gordon Gay. *“Lay oa,
Gogzlea!™
on Btrest, ‘8.0 4
{axoept Bonth A and
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.Treacle and Feathers !

No. 594,
HERE was nothing eruel in the najure
of Johnny Goges, hut he was grimly

I determined 1o give Snipe worse than

- the muzcular Carboy badd given Lark-
img. And a quarter of that wonld be enoush
to mako Snipe yolll

LBarking was o bid eer. But Snipe was a

retter throuzh and througi, withoui a re- |
could |

a5 (aogirg

than  most

Larking bhad at

as  far
Fartlior

feature,
Lie =aw

ecming
st
chiaracter.

And Snipe was g coward.
loaat eoitravce,

slowly and gravelv, while Snipe writhed
amid spluttered, Goges took off his jacket amd
rolled up his shirt-sloeves,

S sl

“Yow-nw! T can't stand ¢!

“You are not reqgnirced ta standd.

inta

In fart,

wowleyd Snipa. o

it would not be at all satisfactory to e |

to have you in an ereet position,” replied

Gogee, "Will yvou fellows Kindly hald  hiog

FUIHL and—if I mav suegest it, with alf Trs

sible delicacy—see that er Lz nether g

mcnts are ot ailowed® to grow alaek.”
mwrshl, swish, swiash!

“OUweyow-yow-ow ! hawled the victim, tcars
sireaming down his pifoply face.

“Four!” counted Gordon Gay.

“Oh, I can’t stamd any more!
gan't 1" blubbercd Snipe,

“ L think you can. 1 really think you under-
estimate vour own capacity for chdurance,”
said Goges quietly. “ln any cuse, you have
to stand more, so——-"

Swish, swish, swieh?

“Yaroouvoh! I'll he even with yom for
this' You'd better look out for yourself,
yon ngly boupder!” hooted Snipe.

“Beven " said Gordon Uov.

No one felt any pity for Snipe.
Carpeptir was grinning, and
taken his face out of his bands and was
watehing, with a sneer of contempt playing
ahout hiz mouth.

The [cllows who had gpone to fetch feathers
and treacle bad returncd before this. They
had shut the door on coming in, of coursc.
But, though the windows had also been ghut.
“nipe's outeries were so lond that it secmed
nopossible that they should net bs heard
antside hefure longe.

swish, swish, swish, swizh, swizh!

“That dos=s it 1" said Goges,

The fellow holding Snipe lcb him go. e
jumped up in maniacal fury, and fairly threw
himgelf at Gogps,

Carboy  and  Monk grabbed | him

I can't, T

in time. Snipe bad got his tecth in Goggs’
carm, and bit like a mad doe.

Blood spurted. The erpel
teeth showed bhlack under it,

dorgs wont pale.
was lifted he said conlly:

“Thon't, my dear follow! Perhians I overdid
it‘.”

He meant that, for lLie knew what forec
bt had pot into those twelve strokes,
it waa not repentance for that foree he felt,

H:JRI']{S af the

Even |
Larking had |

andd |

wrenched him back. But they were not quite | PHE brogress of all the MigNET and * Gem

Bat when Carlwy's fist |

Cthe conse of o good deal of
Brother; and 1he joint antics of

Bt | lhrough the medimin of the

It was rather that with a creature of Snipe's |

type it was hopeless to cxpect anything but
sheer savagery when onee he was roused to
tury.

Snipe was He

incapable of more now.

i ery limb, and te % 2
trembled in every lim ind tears and per ' yarns in the MAGNET Library.

sparation chased  ench other down his
peasant face,
“You make me zick, Snipe—fairly sick !
exclaimed Carpenter.
“Wherc's the treacle® domanded Monk.
“We'll deal with this foul ead frst'”
- It was quite easy to held Spipe now. A
child eould have done it. The passage of
his mad fit of rage bad left him wesk and
gitivering.

napt-

danbed liberally over his eountenance, some
uf it finding its way down his weck, both at
hark and front.

Bags ripped open a pillow.

“Here ¥ou are, Snipe!” he eried, thrusting

a Handful of the feathers upon the stieky |

face.

The Waottons and Lane and Mont Blane
hastened to add contributions.
“stood  alood.

“Feeling queer, Goggles?” asked Gay anxi-
onsaly.

“L think I shall probably bhave hydreplio-
hia.” replicd Goggs.

“(ive the rotter a dese of feathers!® _

“I wogld mot touch him again at this
moment for a mood deal,” Goggs nnawered,
rolling down his shirt-sleeve over the bitten
irm. :

“Let’s put him out!" said Prank Monk.

Wantinued on page 18.)

But Gopps
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THE MACNET. THE CEM.
Every Monday. Every Wed.

The Editor’s Chat.

The Companion Parers are:
THE BOYS' FRIEND.
Every Monday,

YOUR EDITOR 1S ALWAYS GLAD TO HEAR FROM HIS READERS,

THE PENNY POPULAR.

Every Friday.

CHUCKLES.
Every Friday.

et -

-

For Next Monday :
“ BESSIE VERSUS BILLY !
By Frank Richards.

Billv Dunter = plinmng sister, Bessic, vhiv: 4
prowminend part in nexts Monday s grand long,
atizing story of senool jife, e Clit Howse
2V esiwes 0 Ureyitiars at a time when the
Bemove are engaged in oo ericket-mateh with
toeombined team of juniors from St. Jir's,
Highelitle, Rookwond, and Courtfield County
Couneil School.  Bes:ie HBunter is indirectly
anxicly to her fat

“ BESSIE VERSUS BILLY !
2O amisingly recornded by Frank Eivhaml-, wil]
prove a source of unboulded delight to ali
who love a rellicking =tory of school life,

—_——

A ROVEL SUGGESTION.,

I have reccived 1he following interesting
letter from the youthful and hard-working
President of the South London  Maospr
League, which is one of the most powerful
s ourishing organisations of it- kind in the
COunt-ry :

“Dear Editor,—Afler several ¥ears close
connection with the Companion Papers, 1 am
strongly of Lhe opinion that a special publi-
cation should be launched, with the object of
bringing your readers more closely in touch
with each other, and cafering for their
requirements,

“This paper—the cditorship of which T am
quite prepared lo undertake—would contyin a
Special Correspondence Exchange, for which
thefe Is no space in the Companion Fapers at
present. A fascinatiog Competition would also
appear in each i=sne; likewise brief reports of

Leagues in 1he Britizh Isles.

“ Would it be at all possible for you to pET-
suarde Mr. Frank Kichards to contribnte a
complete story to cach issue? IT he saw his
way to do this, there would be no doubt as
to the popularity of the journal in question.

“The publication of such a journal would
curely meet with a ronsing receplion  from
¥our readers.  Think what it woulid mean!
All Lheir personal wants could be supplied
paper.
cerlld enter our Correspondence Exchange, ami
Lhars form [riendships all over the world, They
coubd take part in regular and profitable cani-
petitions; and they would have the pleasure
of reqding splendid complete stories by famous
Frank Richards, quite apart from his long

“Would you be kind enough 1o bring this
suggestion for a new paper to the notice of nlj
your readers, and let me know their views
thereon ¢

“The paper—which might he higoer amd
Letter than fhe old ‘' Grevfriars Hergld -
would be published fortnightly, at a nominal
chargea,

“A great deal of work would he involved, of

He hardly moved even when the treacle wae - 20UTse; but I have at my disposal a keen and

enthusiastic =taff of readers,
* Bay but the word, and we will start on this
great new venture right away !
" Bincerely ¥ours,
“H. b, 5.
“President of Sonth London MAGNET League,™

Well, Mr. President, you have hit upon a
very sound scheme, and one which has iy
witrmeat commendation.

It has heen impossible, owing Lo the limited

Space at our disposal, 1o inbroduee o real, live

Correspundence Exchunge or a Competition
into the Companion Papers. Your little
journal would therefore supply a universal
want.

I have no doulit that Mr, Frank Richards
wold readily consent to become a contributor
to your paper: but 1 will not approach him
on  thls subject until I know my readers’
Views. -

Will all readers of the Companion Tapers

They

who are inlerested in this scheme kindly com-
mwunicate with me, when 1 will pass their
letters and soggestions on Lo the prestdend |
whose splendid work in the pazt is a sufeient
suarantes that he will make & very capable
wipd comipetent cditor,

Sm——

“BERSONAL RECOLLECTIONS.”
By the Editor of the Companion Papers.

These rceollections, in the form of a serial,
will avtually commence in this Wednerdny s
ilsmu ol our companion paper, Lthe * Gem ®
dbrary,

It is bardly “the thing © to praize the work
of one's own pen; =0 1 will leave it to my
chums to jwlge whether or no the serial in
gueslion i: an atéractive one,

Read the fitst incstalment in this week's
““Gem,” and then write and tell me frankly
what you think of it 1 .

H. A H (YOUR EDITOR.)

R EE S R T ey

——e = —

NOTICES. .

_Correspondence, ete., Wanted.

Mizs Duora Dutton, 24, Trafalgar Square,
Port Elizabeth, South Africa—with teaders
anywhere, 17-16.

Ralph J. Broadbent, Junior, 43, Newsham
Drive, Newsham Park, Liverpool—with readers,
11-14, in foreign countries and Colonies. Would
also like to kear from stamp collectors any-
where,

A. B Feltham, 2 Merveng ¥illaz, Lower
Farnhbam Road, Aldershot—with readers in the
United States on the subject of the cinema.

Mizs  Ada  Dutton, 24, Tratulgar Square,
North End, Port Eligabeth, South Alrica—with
readers anywhere. ;

Misz  Muary Matthews, 53, Green Sireet,
North End, Port Elizabeth, South Africa—with
readers anywhere,

Jack E. Dolbizon, P.O. Box 166, Eazt Londnn,

South Africa—with readers, about nineteen,
anywhere,
Leonand  Jacohson, P.O. Box a0, High

sStrect, Oodtshoorn, C, P, South Africu—with
readders anywhere.,

Mizs May Mackay, 20, Uitenhage Street, Port
Elizabeth, Soulh  Africa—with readers any-
where intercsted in postrards, stamps, 18 up-
waris,

P. Calban, 16, Siliwood Strect, Brighton—
with Colonial and foreign readers for exchange
of stamps,

Wi, John Thomas, 17, Upper 8t. Albans,
neir Trehorbert, South Wales, wants members
for correspondence club; magazine ; stamped
addressed envelope fur particulars,

H. Makin, 12, Whithy Street, the Brook,
Liverpool—wilth American readers,

N. Kemsley, 20, TUitenhage St rect,
Elizabeth, South Africa—with
where, :

C. Noss, 107, Darlows Buildings, Parliament
Street, Port FElizabeth, South Africa—with
readers anywhere, 17-1%.

William H, Harris, 2, 'rosa Row, Dinnington

FPort
readers any-

Colliery, Dudley 8.0., Northumberland—with |

readers anywhere, _

Mizz C. Wilson, Fernley, 6, St Mary's Roadd,
Bournemouth—with girl readers interested in
the cinema with view to exchange of portrails
of film artiste,

Buaymond Simpson, 131, Queen &treet, Bdin-

burgh—with Colonial readers, to exchange
stampa.
Jame: BMecBain, 2, Lorne Square, Leith,

Scotland—with a reader, 15-18, interested in
foreign stampe.

H. Swindells, 10, Vernon Street, Ruxten
Road, Macclesdicld, is willing to put readers
in touch with correspondents interested in
stamps, amateur theatricals, printing, eclubs,
[l '

Miss Nina Duthie, 68, Upper Pier Street,
South End, Pert Elizabeth, South Africa—
with readers anywhere,
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Thi door was opened, and the treacled and
feathered Bnipe was thrust nnresistingly into
the corridor.

“"Now then, Larking ! said Gay shardy.

Larking looked st him, amil thers was a
dangerous gleam in his eyes.

-“¥You thjpk T am going to put up with
that?" he asked furiowsly.

“I don't think; T know sou are! You'ye
rode tol"
“a&h, have 1?7 We'll see abont-—-—"

But even as he spoke Larkin was scized
from hehind apd dragged fo the tonr. He
Bad no chance; they were guite determinedd
Iy should go theouweh with it

He gnashed  Bis teeth amd  vented wild
worda while treacle waz hestowed upon him
with profusc gencrosity. DBut a handiol of
Teathers thrust intoe his mouth stopped his

pretty  talk. After that ho could  only
splitier. |
“"Shove it dewn hiz neek! Noo ouze hali-

doing 16! z2aid Morgan.
“ Woarst o it iz that we por neatly as sticky
e he does,” remarked Bags.
“Whut's the ndde?" said Lane, © it's in &

good cause. It will be some time before
these rotters play any more of their foual
tricks on as, 1 fapee.”™
roges, =till standing aboel, doubfad that,
He felt tolerably aure that both Larking
amd Snipe would be ant for revenge at onee,
“That's abanl enownel,” sabl Gay,  “There's

stitl Carpenter to take his little Jdese, Kk
that specimen outl”

Larkin was hustled towards the door.
wriggling and Kicking. : ;

No onge was really very Keen on o puiting
Carpenter throush it Doing that  scemed
very like an anti-climax ; for all f=lt that

Carpenter was less black than the other two
But he would have had his shiare hai 1for
what happencd ot that memind.

The door was pulled open, and Carboy

shoved I:II"I-.lIIf., ml'L 1i||.|1:]| i ]'u-fh foot behind

Liim. ;

“fropd gracious! What on earill arc vou
doing?” roared the voice of AMr. Adams.

Carboy recoified in alarm. Wootton minor
made & wild eifort to get the door closed.
Iut Monk dragped him back, To try that
‘sort of thing now would only be adding fuel
to the fire of the Form-master's wrath.

And Mr. Adams wis wrathy—wrathier than
any of thoem had ever secn hine hefope,

It was little wonder that he should b oso.

Carboy had propelled Larking right into
Qiim, and the smart fancy waisteoat which
“k{]r :\.dumi wore was ruined for good and
H]

Larking holted W, mui no ope fricel o
stop him.  He was Onisfed with, snyway;
amd those who had exconted rongh justice
upon him bad to face the reckoning for what
they bad dons.

Mr, Aadms stond in the doorway, aml
clarcd at the asgembbed  mmembers of bz
Form., FExcept for Larking, =soipe, amd Ciurker,
oracticady all the Fourth were thero,

For quite a minute fthe master reniaincd
incapable of further speech.

Then a torrent of words broke fortl.

“You absurd, disgustine bweys? Have v
all gone stark, stariny, raving mad? On no
other hypothesis can T aeceonnt for such con-

duct a8 this! But yon shall pay for it--
you shall pay dearly! Look at my waisteont®
look at—— If you dare te grin, Woollan
miner, I will—-"

1 wasie't grinning, =ir? T fvlf s=arev,” re-
plied Hoarey Woollon, in guite an injured
YOHee e,

CEArry Y The timie for Wt has Lardiy
coms yet! Hab von glall all ¥ 3 sorey hefore

'THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

I have finished with you! 1 promize won
that!"
Tliey
Snipe,
Adame,
QOTTY.

This was a real row—a firstwelugs row.
They were qll in it, and some of Lhose who
Baed not shared the raiding venture, and had

wers aleesudy  teeling zsorry—unt for
not for Larking, not even for Mr
1t was for themselves that they felt

koown little or nething antit to-day of what

Gogoes really was, felt that it was hiardly falr.
But no one really regrettod what had hoeen
e to Smipe aml Larkine.

Thore who koew {roees cherisied a hope
that even mow he might find o way oot

But Gogegs himself had no such hope. He
recognised that the situation woas for once
minte heyond  bim. He might diverl the
atteption of Mr. Mdoams for & Tow minntes,
but a alngle elapee af the rained waizsteoat
woulit b enough te remind the master of
what he had suffercd—and of what his Form
were: to he made to selifer!

Gfay’s eyes chanced to meet Carpenter’s,
and on the impilze of the moment the Grom-
nearian leader apoke,

“Uhaarpenter wasnt in this.

sir,” he said

“T was as much in it as anybodr ! snapped
Carpenter,

Mr. Adams looked womderingly ot them
Bk, Then b umederstooed s ool the flicker

ol oo amle ahiowed wpon biis Loee.

CLosee!™ he sadd,  cCarpenter was one of
the victims, That being so, I ahall not in
vlade him in the penalties the rest of you
v thenrread, thonaede it can iserlly e deniead
thaf he was as much in it as anvienls
0 don't want to he left mt of the ponish
mi-nt,” said Carpenter dogeedly.

"It is for me to say what shall be done ne
Lo Lhat,” replied Mr. Adiane.

But it tarned out that it waa not Lor him
tio say,

For af the moment he spoke an nnexpectod
and uawonted visitor walked into the Form
Feaddil.

It was l.’lr Monk, who seldom showed Inm-
gl im the junior diomsins.

Wrath H..it.. wpon his brow, aml his cyes
aleamed with angor.

“Maore miscotiduct ! he t!mnrh,rm]. “A very
agripins matter has just come to My ears
Uoming “hither to investivhte it, T dind such
a cendition of alfairs a3 1 eoald searcely have
heticved possihle,  Yeou surely cannot have
hoeen assaunlting yvonr Forme-master ¥

It ia not quite s0 had as that, Tr. Maonk.”
sanl Mr. Adams, a trifle nermu.uh. *The
plight in which. you sec ma ia the result of
an accident. A junior whn had boen-or--
amothered in this stuff "—he waved a hand

towarils the feathers which strewed the floor

and the cmpty  treacle-ting - eollidel  vio-
lently with me, that was all”
“Amd enoaeh, too! roared thic Hepd.

met ancther boy., in & most shocking and
deplorable =tate. But asz regards this matter.
1 prefer to Ieave yvyou Lo deal with it, BMr

Adama. What I have to deal with s of even
oreater  oravity. tnoges—Monk- you  wore
ﬁmi-:rv e this morning  for hemge aatoat

improper honrs Inst night.”

"Yea, i, murmurcd Gozes oand 3onk
togcther.
“You bl me foo z2upposc that yon were

adome e yonur cFriapadae '

“We did not aay sa, sl replicd Copos
respectiully,
“That s true. Aml 1 shantd nof cxpeet

that you wonld say =, T have no Tove of
talec-lwarers, amd, thoneh the eonventiona of
choolloy hononr may be carrvied too e, 1 do
ot quarrel with those eonventions.  But it

s ecome to my ecara ihif quite a number of -
juniors broke bounds last pight, and were ook
Ter some hours. 1 believe that they  ald
helong to this Form,; and most of the Form
secm to be prosent.  The bhoyva who were con-
cerned will step to the right ; those who wero
ol witl move to the left.”

There was no hesitation. Quite a amall
crowd moved over to the right almost as one
man. (ay and Monk, Gogpes and Blount and
Trickett and Walters, tiue bhrothers Woollon,
Lane, Carboy, Blane, Murgun Donaldson, and
0’ Donnell all passcd over.

Carpentur stood for a seccond between the
sheep and the gunt:-, and Lhen crosscd ovef
ta Lhe right.

“Ah! 1 must take time for consideration
a5 to the punishment to be mtted ot to
you,"” said the Bead, frowning sternly. “{ay,
you will bring mo a list of the names of those
who were concerned a full list, mind vou!
No one is to cscape because he happeas nob
to be here at the moment.”

Apd with that the Head swished oof,
gown rustling.

It was Mr. Adams’ turn again now. But
the: Form-master did not seem Inclined fo
prick up the broken thread of his wrath.

v he sndd, Ywhat was being done here
ist hefore T came was utterly and altogether
wrong., If I make an exease for it, I do most
ineetely trust thal none of you will he so
foolish us to regard it as o precedent, or Faney

hia

that -1 have any zymoathy with such be-
levinur.™ .
“We sha'n't be likely to do thiat, sic”

replisd Grordon Gay.

A l Lo fake it that this abominabloe
prowead U —Mre Adams touched his walsteoat
to indicate that he meant the treacling and
feathering— was not mere bullying, but-——-
I hardly know how to indicate what E mean
lll slch a manner nq-——-"

“It was not bullying,

alr, really,” Gay sald

boldly.  “ You might call it pumshmeut-mt&d
hy the whola Form, Isp't that so, yon
[ellowa?s

A murmur of assent came from hoth the
sheep and the goits.

“You will take two hundred lines each!”
saird the master. " The penalty is a light
one ; but you will have added to it the Head's
:I!IE‘I!JIHLE. which will- probably he obtherwise.
1 will xmt go into the events of last night,
though what ‘the Héad saya. has thrown a
new light wpon them for me. Don’t let any-
thing of this sort occur again!™

Mr. Adams wenf, amid a murmur of thanks.

“I really think that it is our duty to pre-
sent Adoins with a new ‘ﬁutatm&t " paid
Gimrerg,

*“Adams docsn't want a new waistcoat—he'a
gobt dotzs of them.” Frank Monk remarked.
"And the question is .not so much what
Adams wants, as what Snipe is going to get.
For he gave us away to the Head—that's a
dead sare thing !

“Why don't you clmek them?™ asked
Woulton minor.  * Youn've done a good few

ﬂh:uiy thinga yoursclf, Carpenter, bat yon
nrent e s aurt -Df aweep that those two
HTe:

I_,:1t tH‘I‘I.tLT :-hrugged hia shoulders.

e ¢ -:iunr think T shall chuck them,” he
siti. “1'm used to them, and T ean’t stand
you chapa at any- pricc; But 1 don't mind
owning that I’ m sorry that 1 had anything
to do with ﬂrrcwmg up that dashed window !”

(There will be another spleadid long instal
ment of this grand achool story m next
Monday's issue of the MAGNEI. Order your
copy En advaneey
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Part 1 Just Out.
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Maps and Pictures
of ALL The World

Every British hn:,;r should buy Harmsworth's NEW ATLAS.

It is the

only Atlas compiled, drawn, and edited since the outbreak of the Creat
" The completed work will

Hmswonm s

War, and is-published in fortnightly parts.

contain over 400 maps, over 4,000
photographic views of places all

over the world, and many charts
and plans. Secure Part | TO-DAY




