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TOM HITS OUT!

(The hasty aclion which brought so much trouble upon Tem Redwing.)
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TELL YOUR CHUMS ABOUT THIS INTERESTING FOOTER FEATURE!

d

who are specialists in what are

commonly called *‘sob™ stories

The term is sufficiently expressive.
It mcans that these men are twned out
on a sktory over which readers can
“onjoy ¥ o good cry. Strictly speaking,
a “zoh™ man ought to be turned on
to deal with the Chelsea Footlhall Club,
beeanse  they represent ome of  the
tragedies of football—a casc indeed for
tears.

Just think of them for a minule. The
club was csiablished in what can be
described as a blaze of glory., For them
theee was no long period of probation
in minor football circles; none of the
“gtarted wunder a lamp-post ¥ business.
At one moment there was no Chelsca
Football Club: the next there was a
powerful orgenisation, admitted to the
Second Division of the League without
any fuss, In fact, they found the word
»Welecome ” written on that mat in
great lelters.

IH the newspaper world there are men

Chelsea's Proper Place!

There was every reason why they
should be weleemed., They bhad a second
te none ground; even to this da;.f
Stamford Bridge, whers they play, 13
almest & second to none place in some
respects. 'There was a great public
waiting for them in West London. The
Underground Railway people were so
pleased about it that they built a special
station just outside the ground, with the
result that even to-day Chelsea's pitch af
Stamford Bridge is more accessible than
any other in London.

And now for the tragedy over which
vou can spill tears if you feel 2o inclined.
After getting inlo the First Division,
after appearing in a Cup Final, Chelsea
fell from the top class fo the Second in
1924 and there they remain. However,
wipe away those tears and let us talk
of the hopes of Chelsea. They won't
always stay in tho Second Division.
‘Fheir proper place, by right of ground,
by right of patronage. is in the top class.
One day they will be there again by
right J conquest. That day may be
sooner than some people expect. It may
coue at the end of the
prezent scason ; 1 very
nearly came at the end
of last season,

. Sgmpetimes they cali
{helsea tha * Pension-
ers.”’ That isn't
bocause the men arce
old, but a’lot of pen-
SiOIErs—YyOU CAll So8
thom at Chelsea’s
matches with thelr red
roats  almost  hidden
by medals—have their
ahode near the Chelsea
ground. At other
times they aall
“helsea Lhe “Blues, '
wnd sometimes they
rive theilr supporters
a bad attack of the

A
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“blues.” Let us run the rule over the
lads i bluee,

A Wonderiul Personality!

As the tima when the Chelsea team
rivalled the bheavens for “stars™ has
pone, wo must first deal with the
acknowledged stars which remain. And
ohe of them is “Andy ¥ Wilton. ¥You
know most things about him, of course.
Ile played for Scotland timo after time,
that was when he was at Middlesbrough.
Chelsea paid five thousand pounds .
hirn, an
instead of centre-forward. When any-
Lbody mentions brains in fooiball it is
the same as saying Andy Wilson.

Thera 13 ne teartng up and down the
field for this Tellow. FHe is the right
man in the rizht place; kidding his
opponents that he's going one way, and
then going the other, nos runninf,' fast,
just swervinf,‘, killing the ball, and
passing it with uncanny accuraey. Andy
ras a War relic in the shape of & useless
left arm, but he is the billiards’
champion of the club, the best bowls
rrﬂjf;‘f in that part of Londen, and ean
wld his ewn at goll. A wonderful
personality, one of the greatest in the
game.

The other forwards are nobt 3o
brilliant, but, they get there. In the
centre is James Thompson, a big, broad
lad who last played with Luton—and
a goalgetter if given half a chance. He
didn't cost Chelsea a penny piece in
transfer fee.

You should also see Chelsea's
marionettes on the oxireme wings:
Jacky Crawford, who came from Hull,

and George Pearson. Crawiord is one of
the smallest players in football, but also
ona of the cleverest. Talk shout
dribbling round the edge of half-a-
crown, Crawford ean dribble round the
edge of a sixpence.

n the other wing, Pearson is a funny
Iittle fellow with very short legs, but
they can mova at a great speed. And
to see him trapping the ball is worth
going a long way. He doesn’t do it
in the ordinary way, he sort of jumps
an top of it and catches it between his
legs as it rises.

&mith, Millington, Farguson, Pearson, Wilson, Thain, Thompsom, Townraow, Wilding,

gaory placed him ab mmside-left |

CHELSEA’S ELEVEN.

& the famous London Club
which made a gallant but
unsuccessful fight for
prometion to the First
Division last season.

' T T R LR pE LR T

o

One, Albert 'Thain, formerly of
Southall, is the inside-right. He reminds
me of Euelid's description of a line—
lengili without breadth. But he isn't as-
frail as he looks.

“Tony ® Wilding used io be the
centre-half. He is now the right-half,
and the tallest fellow in the side—eix
feot and a bik of him there is. That's
why he gpoes up into goal when Chelsea
take a corner [Fir.-k. and then he applies
his head to the ball--and it's in the neh
Wilding is & great footballer.

At centre-half there is Jack Townrow,
who has played for Kngland in ihat
position because he won fame through
stopping Hughis Gallacher, of Now-
castle, ‘This happened when Townrow
was with the ©rient. He works ot his
trade during the week, and works hard
for Chelsea on Saturday afterncons.

An International of the Future!

When we come to the full-backs wo
strike a depurtinent where Chelsea have

] inade one of the really great discoveries

of recent years, That is Tom Law, who
plays on the left. Last scason T sat
near to an English International selector
at & Cholsea match, - The game hadn’t
been going long befora this fellow said
to me: “That chap Law will play for
England.” I was sorry to have to tell
him that Law could never play for
England because he was born_ in
Scotland. Dut I pass on the tip. Law
is good enough for Ecotland. Sandy -::f
hair, and mighty strong of leg. That™s
Law, and when forwards run up against
him they know the strength of the law.

The other right-back iz Georgpe Smith,
another Scot, and a neat player if yoo
like: while a daring goalkeeper in Sa..
Millington keeps guard, Ifind T haven't
mentioned Ferguson, the leit-half. But
he is in the side all right, and don't
vou forget it

The trainer of the Fensioners iz Jack
Whitley, and the mavager is David
Calderheud, both great players in their
day. Now we wait for the day whoen
Chelses will find the wovrd " Welcome ™
wailing for them on their return Lo the
First hvisien,

o

Law, and Croawford.



FROM POVERTY TO
the mast for his

RICHES {
bread and keep.

Wnen Tom Redivimg; the sallorsnan’s son, Teft Greyfriars, hé had to work Befora
But forfume has smiled on him ond now, back ot hix old school again, Tom ia

able to hold his head ar high as ongbody, for he s able to pay Ra fees himself !

ﬁmgni_fhmt New Long Complete School Story of the Chums
of Greyfriars, re.introducing an old favourite in Tom Redwing.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Begs For It!

ILLY BUNTER rolled into the
Remove Form-room at Grey-
friars, and blinked round him
through his hig speciacles,

“ Mot here yot ™ he remarked. |

The Creyfriars Remove were all in
their Form-room ; but Mr., Queleh, the
Form master, had not yet arrived. Ewi-
dently it was to Mr. Quelch that Bunter
was alluding.

“The old scout’s late,” said Bob
Cherry. “X saw the Head tu]kin? to
him in the corridor. JLet's hope he'll
Laep him o bit longer.”

e, longerfulness the beiterfulness,”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“ A little restfulness is grateful and
comforting.™

“You saw him, Cherry?’ asked
Bunter.

“Yes: at the corner of Head's
corridor.”

“What did he lock lLike?”

i Eh?ﬂ'

Bob Cherry stared at Bunter.

William Geor Bunter wasz short-
sighted ; but really even the Owl of the
Bemove should not have neaded to in-
quire what hiz Form master looked like,
But he blinked very seriously at Bob as
he repeated his gquestion.

“What did he look like! I wani to
know. ™

“Hame a3 usual, fathead—like a gar-
goyle,” answered Dob.

‘T mean, did he look good.iempered

“ Does he ever!” asked Skinmner,

“Well, even Quelchy iz good-tempered
sometimes,” said Bunter. “I want to
know particularly if he's in 4 good
temper this afternoon, It's important.™

“What have you been up to? in-
quired Harry Wharton.

“Eh! Nothing! But Bmithy is
m::-mm% back te school this afternoon.
He's been away nearlv half the term,

{Copyright in the United States of America.)

(D

vou know; but he's turning up at last
Now, Bmithy's a pal of mine,”

“1 wonder if he knows!” murmured
Skinner.

. “Ha, ha, ha!"

“Well, my hat!” =zaid Bob, staring at
Bunter. 1 fancy Quelchy iz ratty with
the Bounder for keeping away from
school so long: but I'm blessed if 1 ever
axpected vou to  worry about  if,
Bunter.”

“Eh! I'm not worrving ebout that™
said Bunter. “ What fmeau iz, Smithy
having been away o long, and Smithy
being my pal, T'd like to meet him at
the station. It's Latin prose this after-
noon. ™
_“Ha, ha, ha'”

“It depends on the sort of temper
Quelehy 35 in” went on Bunter, " If
he's in one of his beastly tempers, it
will be N.(n, of course.  Any of vou
fellows happen to have noticed what
gort of a {emper old Quelch is in?®”

Bunter blinked round anxiously at the
Remove fellows,

It was an important matter.

Herbert Vernon-Smith, of the Remave,
had not yet rejoined the school after
his sununer holidays: and all the
Remove koew that Mre, Quelch was
deeply irritated thereby. It was quite

robable that Smithy's recoption, when

g arrived, would mot be very agree-
able. Tt was probable that he would
find Mr. Quelch very cross indeed. DBub
William Geoarge Bunter was not worry-
ing about that., The important matter
was, not whether Smithy would find
himnself in hot water when be returned
to szchool, but whether Billy Dunter
eould dodge Latin prose that afternocon.
That waz a metter of the very first
importonce.

he Removites grioned, but nobody
answered DBunber's gquery. Ep?&renﬂ}'
nobody had observed particularly what
sort of a temper Mr, Queleh was in that
afternoon.

“You see, after my holiday wiih

Smithr in the South Seas, and the
frightful danﬁ,‘orﬁ we went through,
shoulder to szhoulder, and all .that.,i I
think I cught to meet him at the station
and welcome him back, and so on,” said
Bunter. “I think Quelchy ought to seo
that, Do you think he will see it,
Wharton ¥

“ Probably not,” answered the captain
of the Remove, with & laigh.

Bunter wrinkled his fat
anxiously.

“Even old Quelch may be docent for
once,” he said. "T'm going to try it
on, anvhow, if he looks good-tempersd.
The guestion is, iz the old brule in a
good temper, or i5 he in one of his
tantrums

Bunter, cocupied with his own anxious
thonghts, and listening to the musie of
his own voice, did not observe a fool-
ste}g in the passage outside,

aving hiz back to the passage, he
naturally did not ses an angular form
log up in the doorway.

Bc he was quite unconscious of the
fact that Mr. Quelch waz now  just
behind him, and he ratiled on cheerily,

“You never know how tn take old
Quelch ! I've kpown litin to be as gpood-
tempercd as anything—when spme chap
has pulled his leg, you know, by asking
him to explain some difficult passage in
some rotton mouldy old classic. But as

brow

"a rule he bitesz.”

Mr. Quelch hed been shout to enter
his Form-room.

But ke did not enier.

Ha stood transfized in the doorway.
as if Bunter's words lad had the effeet
of rooting him to the floor.

The expression on his face was extra.
ordinary.

Qometimes Mr. Quoelch surmised, or
suspected, that fellowszs in the Remove
did not always allude to him, among
themselves, with the deep awe and
msﬁect that was due to a Forin master.

ow he knew it!
Teg MaicyeET LIBRARY.—No. 1,028..
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He stood rooted, gazing at Bunter's
back. Dunter—naturally having-no eyes
in his back—was still 1 blissful 1gnor-
atce of his danger. .

“I might try that on,” he said
thoughtfully., “1 might ask him to go
through some . passage in’ Virgil with me
—ihat would make him smile. Bub
them, he might do it! (;J'an't. run the
visk, Pulling old Quelchy’s leg is a bit
ddangerous, at the best of times. What
aro you meking faces at mes for,
Cherryt*

Bob did not answer.

He was trying to warn Bunter to shuot
up, but the obiuse Owl of the Remove
did not eatch on. William George
Bunter was not gquick on the uptake,

" The Remove fellows slood petrified.

Soveral of them made signs to Bunter,
which the fat junior did not sce or heed.
He rar on regardless.

“Well, T'll nsk the old blighter, any-
how. Ha can only say ‘Ne,' and no
harm done. If he says * ¥es' I shall
get out of Latin prose for tho afterncon,
and that's semething. It's worth trying
it on. 1 hope the crabby old corker
will be in a good temper, that's all.”

AMr. Quelch woke to life, as it were.
He made a gasping sound, and strode
into the Form-roomn and grasped Billy
Bunter by the shﬁuld-ar.

“(Ohw I gasped Bunter, —

He spun round in alerm, and his little
round eyes almost bulged through his
biq spectacles as he beheld Mr, Quelch.

* N%Qw for the thunderstorm!"” mur-
mured Bkinner.

* Bunter [ spluttered Mr, Cuelch.

"ﬂh.dﬂ;!‘! H& sir.”

“How dare youl”

“Jt—it wasn't me, sir " gasped Bunter.

“ How dare you sllude to your Form
master in such terms?’ thundered Mr.
Quelch. s

“I—I didn't, sir. I mean, I--I wasnt!
I—I wasn't speaking at all, sir, I—I
wouldn’t dream of calling you a crabby

er, sir, I—I—I'm much too
rEEEchtful to say what I think about you,
gir."” _ 1

“You disrespectful young rtascal!”
gasped Mr. Quelch, “I shall cane you
severely 1"

“Qh lor" " :

“Bring me the cane from my desk !

[ GW ]:"

Bunter brought the cane, and Mr.
Quelch took a businesslike grip .om it
Bunter had doubted whether Mr. Quelch
would be in o good temper that after-
noon. His doubts were resolved now.
Mz, Quelch wasn't! There was not the
shadow of a doubt that he wasn't!

“Bend over that desk, Bunter.”
“*“ Woaw ™

The Remove Form-room, which had
been very silent, was now full of sound.
Stoantor of old could hurdl_? have put in

& lowder roar than Bunter's as the cane
descended upon him.

“ Yarooooh !

Whack ! Whack! Whack! Whack!
Whack !

* Y ooooooocooooop

“ Now go to your place, Bunier!®

“*Y ow-ow-ow-ow [ _

“&ilence I thundered Mr. Queleh.

Billy Bunter limped to his place.
Latin prose commerced in the Form-
room, and Billy Bunter, with a dismal
fat countenanca, resigned himself to his
fate. Tt was ohly too clear that the
Bounder would not have the pleasure—
or otherwise—of being greeted at the
station by the Owl of the Remove that
safternoon
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Tom Redwing Loses His Temper [

1 ANTHAM ! said Tom Eed-
I wing. .
o I%Iurc! we are again!” said
the Bounder cheerily. ’

The express rolled into Lapiham
Junction. A porler's voice waz calling
along the platlorm:

“Lantham! Change here for Court-
field and Friardale!” )

Tom Redwing jumped out lightly.
His sunburnt face was very bright and
cheery. )

Redwing, once a Greylviars fellow,
was going back to Greyfriavs with his
old cghum+ The treasure ¢quest in_the
Pacific had turned out better than Tom
had ventured to hope, and the sailor-
man's son was now independent and
able to stand his own expenses at
school. It was an odd enough position
for a junior schoelboy; but there it
was, and Tom’s heart was light when
he started for the school.

The Bounder was well pleased slso;
he was'glad to have his chum back, but
ha was not glad to ba returning to
school. ©On one pretext or another,
Smithy had persupded his indulgent
father to allow him to prolong the
holidays, and Redwing, keen as he was
to get to Greviriars, had stayed with
him &3 a matter of course. Four or
five weeks of extra * vac ™ had not, how-
ever, satisfied the Bounder, and he was
not in the least anxious to resume his
place in the Remove Form-room.

Smithy gave Tom a rather sarcastic

glance as they stood on the Lantham .

platform.

“In & hurry to get to schoolf™ he
asked. . _

“Well, T shall be glad,. you know,”
answered Redwing. "It still seems to
me too good to bo true, Smithy.”

“Keen to gut to. irregular verbs with
old Quelch?

Redwing laughed. i

“1 don’t know about that,” he said.
“Rut I want to see all the fellows
again, Wharton and hiz friends have
been back a good time, you know, and
we've really rather overdone it, Smithy.
I'm afraid Mr. Quelch won't- be very
pleased.”

“Not exactly 1" grinned the Bounder,
“I've heard that he's got o rod in pickle
for mel®™

“For us, yon meant”

“No; you'rs a new fellow, and can

en yeu like. Bub I ought to
have jomed up #s soon os we Came
home }mm the veyvage like those good,

dear fellows, Wharton and his crowd.
And 1 didn't choose to. Look here,
Redwing, we're not gotting in till after
class [ :

“I think wec cught to go straight on !
said Tom, with a grave face.

“That does it! JIf we ought to, we
won't !

“Zmithy, old chap——""

“Quelchy will slam me into class the
minute I put my nose inte the school
if he has a chance. T'm not giving him
one. It's our last day of lberty; let's
make the most of it!”

Redwing glanced across the line.

“The Courtficld train iz in,” he said.

“Let it go out agam ! Our things can
be sent on, and we can follow—when
wa like—=" :

“But Mr. Quelch will cxpect—--"'

“ Let him 1"

Hedwing's face grew graver. Smith
was his best chum, but the Dounoder's
lawless nature was very much out of
keeping with his own quiet, steady
character.

“If you're in such a dashed hurry

yvou can go on in that train, and leave
me on my own!" said the Bounder
sulkily. i

“1 shan't do that_,.” said Tom quictly.

“Then come on ¥V

Redwing, as he usua.]l{I did, gave way

to hiz friend against his own better
judgment. ‘
aving arranged for their baggage,

tha two juniors left the station,

“Whet about the pictures?” asked
Smithy. i

“Not on a beauntiful afternoon like
this, old n::ha;;."

“Right! forgot you were an out-
door bird. No good aszkin’ you to drop
into & little place I know at Lantham
for a hundred up?” gsked the Bounder
banteringly

“No ™ said Tom.

“Well, any old thin
as we &ﬂn’t et to Etre:.rl'rinra before
tea-time " said Vernon-Smith., “What
about & walk through the jolly oid
woods, apd pml_:mg up A train again
when we get tired—say, half-way to
Courtfield

“I'd like that!” assented Tom.

“1 thought you would, Anything
perfectly innccent and harmless, with a
little exertion thrown in."

Redwing made no reply to that, Re-
turning to school scemed to have
affected the Bounder's temper & litile—
a temper that never was very reliable,
On that day—to him a most h?p? 1@
Redwing was anxious fo avoid even the
slightest dizagreement with his cham,
Fortunately, he had patience and good
temper enough for two.

The juniors walked cut of Lantham
and entered the long country road that
led to Courtheld. A grin came over
Herbert ' Vernon-8mith's face as he
remembered how once, the previous
term, he had been pursued along that
road by Wingate of the Sixth on »
bicyele, He told Redwing the story as
they sauntered along, but Tom's face
remained serious. He could not see, as
the Bounder zecmed to do, anythi
entertaining in reckless defiance o
authority.

“1 hid in a tree in Lantham Chase,”
went on the Bounder. “ Wingate of the
Bixth rooted about after me & long time
and had to give it up. His face was
worth watching !™

“Was it 7" said Tom quietly.

“I'll show you the place.”

Redwing's face indicated clearly
enough that he would have preferred
to walk on to the school. But the
Bounder was in a wilful and proveking
mood, end he took his chum’s consent
for granted, and turned into the foot.
path through Lantham Chase,

From the footpath Smithy furned off
among the gnarled old trees, and the
turiors walked on a thick carpet of
fallen leaves,

“It was somewhers about here,™ said
thz Bounder, pansing and looking round
him. * Yes, era it is— Halle,
scmebody’s there !

The two juniors entered a shady
glade, where their footsteps made no
sound on the thick fallen leaves. A
boy of about their own age was there,
too busily ocoupied, apparently, to
chserve them. The Bounder gave him
a careless glance, as did Redwing; but
the next moment Tom's loock becams
fixed on him. The fellow was not pre-
possessing to look at; be had a hard,
pallid face, with extremely sharp and
shifty eyes, and thin, hard lips that
made hiz moath look like & gash. But
it was not his looks that attracted Tom's
attention ; it was his occupation—a very

eculiar ocoupation, which hmu%ht- '
Elaza into Redwing'es eyes. The fellow

will do so long



EYERY
SATURDAY.

RICE 5
TWOPENCE,

et | miﬁiﬂ fry it on,” sald Bunter,
in blissiul ignorance of the fact that
Mr. Quelch was standing just at the
backofhim. * ButpullingoldQuelchy’s
leg is a bit dangerous. What are you
making faces at me for, Bob Cherry 2 **
Boh did not answer, he was trying to
warn Bunter to shut up, but the
phiuse Owl of the Remove did not
enteh ont,  (S:2¢ Chapter 1.)

had caught a rabbit, and was [inding
a horrible kind of entertainment 1n tor-
menting it. The frightened eyes and
the wriggling, furry body of the
wrefched  little creature seemed to
amuse him.

The Bounder's lip curled contemptu-
ously as he gaw it. There was evil in
the Bounder, and & good deal of it
but wanton cruelty excited oonly his
soorn ; with all his faulis he was never
capable of anything like that. Red-
wing did not content himself with a
scorniul look et the young rascal, how-
ever. As spon as he saw what the
fellow was doing he made s stride at
him and grasped him by the shoulder.

The hard-faced vouth stared round at

him.
"Hallo! What's thizs game?’ he
ejaculated, " Lot go, confound youl®

“Let that rabbit go!” said Redwing,
ie a low, concentrated voirce.

“Bhan't 17

"Let it go, T tell you !

" Bats 1

Amack !

Bedwing's open hand came across the
hard face with & smwack that ran
through Lhe guiet woods like a pistol-
'hﬁtl-

The gazsh of a mouth opened to emit
s fearful vell.

The voung rascal stagpered back and
fell heavily on the fallen leaves, and

the rabbit, involuntarily released,
scampered away instantly  into  the
undergrowth.

“Well hit!” chuekled the Bounder.

Redwing stood over the fellow on the
ground, hiz fists clenched and hiz eyves
ablaze. |

“Get up, you cur!™ be said between

hia teeth.

“Oh! Oh gad!”

“Get up! I'm going to thrash vou!”
shouted dwing. “"Do you hear, you

dir?g cad? Get up and put vour hands
“Ha, ha, ha!" roasred the Bounder.
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All the way down from London the

Bounder had been sarcastic and irri-
tating, and Redwing had taken it all
az tf he had the temper of an angel;
indeed, it seemed that the sailorman’s
son had no temper at all. The change
in him was startling. His face was
crimson with anger, his eves blazing,
his fists clenched ' furiously. The
Bounder roared with laughter.
1 Hi:edwing gave him an almost savage
oK.

¥ Go it 1’ chuckled the Bounder. “Go
it, old son! @Glad io see you've got
BOME pepper in A'uur disposition after
all. , ha he!

"Get up, you cur!” repeated Red-
INg.

The hard-faced youth sat up in the
thick leaves, his hand to his cheek,
where the skin burned red from the
smack.

“¥You-—you rotber ! he gasped. “I'm
not going to fight you. I'm not going
to serap with any cad that comes
along !

“You are!” said Redwing.

“zet cut, hang you! Let me alone!
Who the deuce are vou, anvhow?®

“That doesn't matter. (et up, or
T'll use my boots on soul” exelained
Redwing fiercely.

IEI ‘L""Dn’t !ii

Redwing suited the action to the
word., At the first drive of his boot
the vroung rascal picked himself up.

"Naow, come on, you worm!™
Tom between his teeth.

“I1=f won't! J—=I—"

But he had no choice in the matter,
for the sailorman’s son was attecking

g0 il

him right and left, and he had to put
up his hands,
Vernon-Smith leaned on the trunk of

the old tree. with his hands in his
pockets, watching the scens with a
grin.

For five minutes the unknown youth—
who, if the juniors had only been eware
of it, was not always to remein un-
known to them—had the time of his
life, He fought savagely, a deal
like a wild-eat, but the sturdy sailor-
man's son knocked him right and left.
He went down in & heap at last, and
lay I_giﬂ.sping and ‘ﬁmaning.

“Have von had enough, you curl?”
asked Redwing contemptuously.

“Ow! Yes! I'll make you pay lor
this! Ow!”

Bedwing turned his back on him
and put on his cap, and walked away
u'iﬁl the Hmmdier. i"."Ernn-mE-mithﬂ wbn’.t.
still grinning, hugely entertaine
the episode. A thoroughly thrashed
voung rascal lay groaning in the glade
long after the two juniors were gone.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Surprize for Sir Hilton !
and

T UH™
It was an an ry
scornful gruunt, and it pro-

~ceaded from a tall gentleman
in shooting-clothes, wha was stalking
along the country road with & gun
under his arm,
Tom Redwing and the Bounder wers
Tue Madner Lipaagy.—No. 1,028
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‘welking on, intending to stop at Red-
clyffe and take the train from thera.

A: he walked Redwing dabbed at his
face occasionally, He had knecked his
unknown adversary thoroughly ouf,

hardly heeding at the time the damages
ho received, but he found that he was
rather damaged. His noso bled, and
thore were scratches on his sunburnd
checks where the unpleasant youth on
Lantham Chase had used his nails,
Redwing dabbed at his injuries with a
-handkerchief that was considersbly
streaked with crimson after a ftune.
The Bounder, perhaps by way of play-
ing Job's comforter, told him that he
looked & pretty picture for a fellow just
going to school, and Redwing reahsed
it with much discomfort. .

Certainly he did not regret having
thrashed the young raseal in Lantham
Chaso, But he did regret that he had
to appear before the Head and Mr.
Quelch, on his first da.i at Groyfriars,
logking as if he had becn through a
prize-fight. And as the proverb states
that it never rains but it pours, so 1t
whs in this case, for under the golden
October sunshine on_the country road
the juniors came on Bir Ililton Popper,
and his disgusted grunt showed that he
had taken heed of themn,

The tall gentleman in shooting-clothes
was Sir lfﬁhﬁ—-u great man in the
county, lord of hundreds of fertile acres;

which, however, the gossip of the
countryside declared to be heavily
mortgaged. What more nearly con-

corned Bmilhy and Redwing was the
fact that Sir Hilton was a governor of
Greyiriars and one of the most
emphatic, i not the most important,
members of the governing body of the
ald school.

Sir Hilton was not popular at Grey-
friara, His tall and angular figure was
soldom seon there unless he had some
complaint to make. Fellows would
cross footpaths on his land, and they
would row to his island in the river—
or Sir Hilton fapcied that they did,
which came to the zame thing, D,
Locke sighed whenever the testy old
baronet wag announced. Dr. Locke
would rather havo been headmaster of
Greyfriars than Emperor of the Dast

and West: but he realised that the .

headmastevship had its drawbacks, with
e testy, touchy, unpleasant member of
the goverming body ]win% at Popper
Clourt, only & couple of miles away.

Sir Hilton was s managing gentle
man. He mana his estate with an
iron hand—and hcavy mﬂrtq:ages. He
‘dealt with poachers so severely that any
poacher in the county would have
walked ton miles to do him a bad turn.
He governcd his servants like a little
Tsar, with the result that he was con-
stantly changing most of them, and
those who remained for a lengthy time
remained to cheat him. He took his
duties as a governor of Greyfriars very
geriously, as he took everything in
connection with himself. He attended
every mecting of the body, and always
made his voice heard, He kept an eye
on the school personally ; he kept an eye
on Greyiriars fellows when he met them
on their walkis abroad. Now he Lad
mot Smithy and Hedwing, and, instoad
of acknowledging their respectiul salute
and passing o, &3 a less managing and
fussy gentleman would have done, he
haltad and glaved at-them, and grunted
emphatically : :

* Fighting, what?” he ejaculated.

“ Ves, sir,” said Redwing.

“Huh!”

Bir Hilton snorted.

The bavonct was in & bad temper thai
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aftermoon, anywey. Fossibly s mort-

.gnﬁes wera weighing on his lofty mind,
&an

the difficulty he found in meeting
certain intcrest due to a gentleman in
Lantham who held the mortgages on his
estate, Ilaving nothing particular fo
do, 8ir Hilton had gone out with a
gun under his arm to kill something.
Killing zome inoffensive bird or beast
was his great resource en dull days.
But on this particalar afternoon bird
and beast scemeéed to be unusually wary.
With what amounted to reckless im-
pudence, they disliked the idea of being
killed even te velieve the tedium of so
smportant a person as Sir Hilton
Popper. Altogether, the univerze was
not being run to the entire satisfaction
of Rir Hilton, so he was naturaily gross.

Rodwing came along in time to get the

benehbt of it

“ Disgraceful " goorted Sir Hilton.
“You are Qreviriars ¥s, and you
walk about in public looking like prize-
fighters! Disgraceful! By gad, whet
is my old school coming to? What?"

“I give that one wup, Bir,” answered
Vernon-Smith, just as if tho baronet
had asked him & conundrum. The
Bounder, &t least, wos not o fellow to
be scared by the black looks of a c¢roas
sud meddlesome old gentleman,

“What? What?” hooted Sir Hilton.
“You are impertinent, boy! You are,
I think, tho boy named Smith®

“0Oh, no, sir.”

“Then what 13 your namel?
member your face.™

“Vernon-Bmith,”

“Huph! Huh! You are inzolent!
And you "—Sir Hilten glared af the
gailorman’s son—"you are called Red-
leaf, or Redmond, or somecthing.”

“Or somecthing,”  assente
guictly.

“What iz your mname! I believe I
have =zeen you before.”

“1 believe you, sir.”

“Vour name? T am a governor of
Greyfriars, and 1 demand your nawo!”

¢ Redwing, sir.™

“I romember now. You heve been
fighting, to get yourself into this state
disgraceful to yourzelf and to your
school.” :

“1 don't think it disgraceful, sir,”
zaid Tom, “It depends on what a fellow
fizhts about, whether fighting is dis-
graceful or not.” :

“ Don't bandy words with me. T shall
make it & point o report both of you
to your Form master, al Greyfriars,

“Awfully kind of you to take the
trouble, sir!” said Vernon-Smith.
“NMay we pass you & vole of thanks,
gir 1™ '

air Hilton almeost purgled with rage.

“This is not -a half-holidey at your
school I he exclaimed. * Have you your
Form master’s leave from classes i

“You can ask him, sir, when you
report us,” suggested the Bounder.

I re-

“I shall ecortainly report you!”
gasped Sir IHilton., *Such insolence I
have never cxperienced before. This is

whet comes of letting outsiders into my
old school—the sons of moneylenders and
common gcafaring moen !

The Bounder's eves flashod.

“That's a lie, sir!” he said, with
deadly coolness,

Sir Hilton almost {ell down, Never in
his autocrdtic carecr had anyone dared
to give him thoe lie. Now a junior
schoolboy had darcd !

Tt was really time for the skies fo fal]!

The skies did not fall—apparcutly
being quite regardless of Sir  Hilton
Popper and his importance.  But Sir
Hilton himself nearly fell, in his dmaze-
ment-and wrath,

“ What—what—what?” he stuttered.

. Bounder.

wing unossily,

Tom-

“¥ou—you—you dare to address such—
such a word to me, a governor of the
school ¥

“ Let my father alone, then,™” said the
C “He's a batter man than you
will ever be, and he’s got too much
brains to waste his time potiing about
the couniry killing wretched little beasts
with a gun.”

“1 am dreaming!"” said Sir Hilton,
addressing' the wuniverse in hiz amaze-
ment. “] am dreaming 1™

“Come on, Smithy I’ said Tom Red-

Sir Hilton i3 &
povernor of the school, you know; you
cen't slang him I

“Tll slang any man that slangs my
fathes,™ sa%::i the Bounder savagely.
“As for Redwing's [ather being a com-
mon seafaring men,” he went on, “ that's
true, and if you were the same, you'd
be more worth vour keep to the country
than you are now. Confound your im-
pudence !

With that, the Bounder walked on
with Roedwing, . leaving Sir Hilton
Popper rooted in the road.

Long after the juniors were out of
sight, the baronet still stood rooted
there, =o overcome with amazement
that it really seemed that he never would
recover from it

A zchoolboy had confounded hiz im-

udones! His—8ir Hilton Popper’s, of
‘opper Court! ¥Yet the stars in their
courses still rolled on as if nothing ouk
of the common had happened. 'There
had beer no g*al'ﬂﬂptiblﬂ shake in the
solid earth under his feet. Yet surely
it was enough to send a chudder
through the Wiﬂlﬂ of Mature when his—
Sir Hilton's—impudenes was confounded
by a schoolboy!

“Good gad!” said Sir Hilton, finding
his voice at last. “Great gad! That
boy shall be expelled, Hogged, thrashed
—mada an example of! Good gad!
Flogged—thrashed—expolled! Good
gad ! A pretlty pass things sre coming
to! Great gadl"

Sir Hilton stalked on, hia gun un-
heeded under his arm, too dmaﬁl:; cis-
turbed and outraged &ven to think of
killing anything. A hard-featured
vouth, who was bathing & bruized face
in a pond by the roadside, looked up at
his heavy footsteps and grinned at the
sight of Sir Hilton’s thunder-clad brow.
Sir Hilton, who was savagely regmtiiﬁf
that ha had not thrashed Yernon-Bmith
with his own lofty hand, caught that mm-
pudent grin, and stopped. He was n
a hoiling state, liable te boil over ab
any moment, and be was really yearn-
ing for a victim upon whese devoted
head he could pour out the vials of his
wralh., He came over to the hard-faced
youth with a long stride,

* You impertinent young rascal!™

The hard-faced youth backed away.lJe
had had enough from Tom Redwing that
afternoon, and did not want any more
from the incensed baronet. _

“ Q-g-g-good-afternoon, Sir Hilton !
he gasped.

“Ba you know my name?"

“Yes, sir; I've scen you at my father's
office, sir.”

“What? What? What Is your name?"

“Bright, sir!” -

“And you think you can make impn-
dont faces at me, sir, becanse you are
the son, sir, of a scheming scoundrel who
holds mortpages on my property, sir?"
hooted the beromet. *“That is & mis
tale, sir, as I shall show you.”

Cuff ! Cuff! Cuff!

“Yow-ow! Leave off! Yaronogh!
Oh, my hat! Yargoop!”
Cuff! Cuff! Cuff!

The hard-faced youth, whose name was
Bright, tos himself awdy and jumped
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dear. His yells woke the echoes of tho
woods as Sir Hilton, feeling a little
better, strode on, leaving him yelling,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Man in the Train !

w F UST in titae!” _
The tweo juniors jumped into

a carrigge al Redelyfie Railway

Slation, where the (rain from
Lantham stopped half-way to Courtficld.
The train was sbout to start when
Vernon-Smith and Redwing reached it,
and they bundled n, and a porter
slammed the door behind them.

“0h, sorry, sir!”  crclaimed  the
Bounder, realising that in his haste he
had trodden on the foob of & passenger
alrendy in-the carriage.

“You clumsy young fool !

Thoe paszenger did not scem pleased.

Perhaps he had a corn on the foot on
which the Bounder had trodden rather
heavily. He seemed bhurt; and he
geemed more angry than hurt,

The Poundar ahrugged his shoulders.

It had been an accident, and he had
apologised for i, and if the passenger
hose to cut up rusty, Smithy was not
the fellow to concern himself about it.
He sat down in a corner seat, giving the
man na [urther attention.

“We were in rather a hurry, sir,” said
Redwing peaceably,

“ That is no excuse ["
BenTer,

He was nursing the foot upon which
the Bounder had inadvertently trodden,
Obviously, there was a comn.

“] am reoally sorry, sir,” said the
EBounder, under the influence of Red-
wing's look at him. "I thowght the
carriage was emply when I jumped in™

“You young fool I

“(h, rats!” said Smithy.

“Cheese it, Smithy, old man!™ urged
Redwing. “We've woke up enough
trouble for one afternoon, surcly!"

“You woke it ap, not 1!" grinned the
Bounder. “It's my turn now.”

“{h, do be quinz:n:1 ald i

snapped the pas-

chap !
The Bounder settled back in his seat,
shrugging his shoulders again, His eyes
rested curiously on the face of the pas.
genger in the train from Lantham.
There waz something very familiar in
the man's features, e was an. elderly
man, well dressed, and might have been
a solicitor, or something of thak sort.
Flis foatures were hacd, as if moulded mn
iron, and his mouth was s narrow slit,
between thin, sour lips. Somewhere or
other the Bounder had seen those hard
features and thai gash of a mouth.

He remembered suddenly. It was the

fack of the fellow whom Redwing had -

thrashed in Lantham Chase, that was in
hiz memoryv. The likencss was so strik-
ing that there could not be any doubt
that this man was a relative of that

unpleassnt vouth—his father, in &l
probability,
“Oh, my hat!” murmured the
Bounder.

He pave Tom o grin.,

“Heen that chivey belove, old bean?
he whispered.

Tom locked puzzied.

1t acems familiar,” he said. * Dut—
I don't know—"
© U TH's that chap's pater, ten to one !™

“Oh!" said Tom,

He was sure of it. now that the
Bounder had mentioned it. It gave him
a feeling of great discomfort. Cer-
tainly, he did not repent having laid
hands on the tormenter of the hapless
rabbit; but it was discomforting to find
himgelf travelling with the father of the
youth he had thrashed. and whose claw-
marks he still bore on his face,

“mhall we tell him about 1t!" mur-
mured the Bounder, chuckling.

“ For goodness’ sake, dry up, Smithy.”

" Wo could handle him if we got his
rag out. ™

“8hut up, old chap!™

The Bounder laughed and relapsed
intop silence. The trgin ran on swiltly
throngh the antumnal countryside, the
sour-faced gentleman burying himself
behind a newspaper in his corner of the
carrigge and taking no further notice of
the juniors,
; ‘; Tourtfield ! vawned the Bounder at
ast.
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Tohnny.,

The train stopped, and the puniors

alighted, the sour-faced gentleman fel
lowing them & moment later from the
carriage. Kvidently he also war travel-
ling only as far as Courtficld.
. On the platiorm he gave them an
inimieal glanee, which Redwing afected
not to notice, but which the Bounder
answered by a sargastic grin.

“Come on, Bmithy!" said Redwing

hastily,

He hurried - his chum along the
platiorm.

i ’l’pl-:in,g the local to Frigrdale, o
walkin' "' asked the Bounder.

“I'd rather walk, if you would.”

" Done, then,”

They left the station, Their feliow-
traveller was leaving also, and outside
he held up an umbrella as 5 sign to a
taxi. 'The juniors were paying him no
special hﬂecll, but his voice, thongh not

eep, was sharp, eloar, and incisive, aud

“they heard him speaking to the taxi-

driver :

“Grevivinrs School.™

The Bounder glanced round alb e
man then.

The  sour-faced entleman  was
evidently bound for Greyiriars, which
was rather ioteresting, os they wore
going to the school themselves,

“Yes, sir,"”

“What 15 the fare:™

“Bix ghillings, sir.”’

“¥ou mean four ¥

T'he taximen gave him a look.

“"Ketp an eye on the clock, sir!” lis
said, with sarcasm, “'EKeep a-watching
of it all the way "

**1 shall observe the tazimeter. and 1
shall observe that yvou take the shortest
ronte!” said the acid gentleman. I
am  well acquainted with the road,
though it 13 a gquarter of & century
since I have. travelled it. Kindly lose
no time!"

He stepped into the taxl

The driver grunted, jammed down Dis
flag, grunted again, and started.

The taxi huzzed away down Courtheld
High Street, the Bounder staring after
I'E‘l- -

“Bo .that old bird iz gom' {o our
school!” he remarked.

“Looks like it,” agrecd Tom, with-
out much interest.

“An Old Doy, perhaps,” said Vernon-
mmith. “Twenty-ive years since he
travelled on this road, must have a
good mumuH if he rememberz it so
jelly well, e can't remember the new
road thgt was made only a few ycars
ago, and I'll bet vou ten to one that
that taxi-chap wen’t take that road!
He will go round the ¢ld road and make
it six bob~—what?"

Tom smiled.

“Not an Old Boy, either,” went on
the Dounder. *““He docosn't look like a
Public school man. I wonder what le
was doing at Greylnaes twenty-lGve
years ago?"

Redwing did not make any sugges.
tipn. His intergst in the sour-facecd
gontleman was of the very slightest.

“Not o master,” said Smithy. *Heo's
got the ecut of some sort of a legal
Notice that”™

"tan't say I Jid"

“Sort of sharp, nosey old bird.” said
ihe Bounder, *Well, come on, and we
may see lim again at the school! I
hope the Head hasn't been gelting into
any trouble while we've been away !™

“YWhat*"” exclaimed Tom,

“That's the sort of johnny who calls
to serve a writ."

" (h, my hat!”

Tom Redwing lavghed, and the

Tue Macyer Ligsirr.—No. 1,028
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Bounder chuckled at his own idea. The
fwo juniors walked cheerily along the
road to Greyfriars, the nmow road acros?
Courtfield eommon, which was the
shorteat way.'

* Hallo, lfaliu, halle!™ 1

A bunch of eyclists, coming out into
tho road from a lane, slacked down, and
jumped off their machines,

“Here. you aro againl” cxclaimed
Harry Wharton. Sy g
“Hera we ave again!” said the

Bounder, with & cheery grin at the
Famous Five of the Remove.

“Glad to sce you back!™ said
Nugent,

“Thanks! Glad to sce you fellows
again!® said the Bounder cordially.

“And bhere's old Reddy, a Greyiriars
man againi”

“The gladiulness to welcome the
esteemed  Redwing  to  Greyfriars s
terrific ' said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh solemuly.

“Picking up trouble on your way
hore, old bean?” asked Johnny Bull,
with & smile at Redwing’s marked face.

“Not my fault, really,” zaid Teom.

“I'm sure of that” _

“Don't you believe him!™ prinned
the Bounder. ° He pitched inlo a chap
he had never seen before, and who
uover spoke a word to hnm.’

“Gammen !’ said Wharton.

Redwing coloured,

“It's trua?” he said. “ But—"

“QOh, ‘my hat!” exclaimed Bob, “Is
bad temper catclung? Ilave you cauglt
it Eﬁm E;ﬂitill;r"?“-

‘“‘Ha, ha, ha!l"

“Why, you ass—'" began Veroon-
Smith.

“J—I really wasn't to blame, you
fellows,” said Redwing uncomfortably.
“The f[ellow I pitched into was a
beast ! y -

"+t Afust have been, if you pitched into
him,” said Bob. * You never pitch mto
anybody."

“VWe expected you
carhier,” seid Wharion,
Quelchy did, too.”

“['m sure ho did,"” ﬂaidI thctﬂﬂum:d?r
coolly. “We timed ourselves to gel in
lftﬂrfclass. At least, 1 did, and Red-
wing. followed my lead.”

“That was rather fatheaded, old
chap,” said the captain of the Remove
gravely. “Quelchy is a hit ratty at
yoar keeping away so Jong, anyhow. 1t
would have been a bit more s¢nsible
to torn up early.” "

:: Th:ﬂfs why I decided not to.

“Well, here you are pgain, anyhow!”
said Bob Cherry cheerily. “ Let’s walk
the jiggers the vest of the way, you
fellows.™

“Right!" ] - ]

‘And the Famous Five, wheeling their
machines, walked 'the remainder of the
way to the school with the two late-
wrﬁ. They chatted mhernljr i}is téllfté

ed. wing was happy to fin
himself with his friends agaﬁ_rl; gnd the
Bounder was pleased at having, as he
regarded it, scored over Mr. Quelch.
It wa3 & cheery party that arrived at
the gates of the zohool

- s

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Not Wanted at Greyiriars|

B. LOCKE, the headmastor of
Greyiriars, ldoked wnecomfort-
able. .
He lelt uncomfortable.
"The situation was embarrassing,
Thetes was a visitor in Dr, ?.wur::hu'n
aftwdy, the  hard-festured, sour-faced
Thax Macuer Liseary.—No. 1,028,

along
fancy

fellows
b |

man who had travelled to Courtficld in
the sanie earviage with Vernon-Smith
and Redwing. = :

The IHead had eoughed with discom-
fort when o card was bronght in to him,
bearing the name of Mr. Esau Bright.

Obviously, he knew that name, and
was nob ieased to sea it on the card.
But he had given directions for the
caller to be shown in.

The sour-faced gentleman—locking
sonrer than ever—sat bolt upright in hia
chair facing the Head of Greyfriars, his
hands resting on the knob of «the
umbrella upright between his knees.

He was not really a pleasant genile
man to leok at; and he was the wvery
last maen in the world at whom Dr.
Locke desired to look,

But there he waal

“ Really, my dear sir—" the Hecad
murmured.

“I have called to discuss the matter of
my soft entering bhis school,” said Mr.
Bright, in his celd, sharp, metallic
voice, :

“That matter, sir, is already settled.”

“1 think not,’ said Mr. Bright.

“Really, my dear sir, this—this call
is—iz guite—quite unnecessary, and—
and, -1 faect, extremely unpleasant for
both sides,” =said Dr. Locke. I have
already informed you that your son—
biemn |—eannot, for wvarious reasons, bo
entered at this school. 1 am serry; bud
my decizion is taken!™ i

Mr. Dright's vice-like jaw sct a littls
more lika an ron vice.

Ho looked as if he possessed about
ten {imes the force of character of the
headmaster of Greyiriars, as doubtless
he did. But there was a quiet firmness
about the old scholastic gentleman,
nevertheless, Certainly he was net fo
he hullied in his own study.

=) The:s are othet schools!” the Head
snggest VAFUELY.

“%edn not desl?re to send my son to
another school., I desire to send him
ta Greyiriars,”™

Each word came sharply from Ay,
Bright’s lips, as if he bt it off as Lo
uttered it T

“Surely, sir, discussion iz uscless,”
said the Head mildly.

“Not at all, Your refusal to take
niy son into this echool isi’_in my
opinion, a reflection upon him and
upon nie. ™

“No reflection 15 intended.”

“Intended or not, 1t is there. You
have never even seen the boy, yet you
puk thiz shight upon him.”

“WNo slight is_intended.”

“I have a right to know, sir, for
what roason you refuse to take in iy
son,” said Mr. Bright steadily. * It is
not, I presume, a question of the fees.
I am prepared to sabisfy vou fully as to
my financial position, if any doubt las
crossed your mind.”

“MNothing of the sort.”

“¥ou can have no personal prejudico
against a lad whom you have nevor
seon, '’

*Cortainly not.”

“I am aware that a headmaster of
a school like Greyfriars imust uso a
cortain diseretion with regard to the
parents of hizs boya. Am I to under-
stand that theve iz anything in my
own character or reputation that does
not” meet with your apgrm'nl‘ T

Dr. Locke coughed with dizcomfovt,
This sort of a discussion was gall and
wormwood to him. DBut Mr. Bright was
g determined geutleman.

“1 am by profession a solicitor,™ zaid
Mr. Bright. “The law defines tho
position of a solicitor as that of a

cntleman, as no doubt you are aware.

am not in legal practice now, as I

made a forlune during my long resi-
dence abroad, which is about 1o be
added to by an unexpected inberitance
which basz fallen to' mé since my return
to this country; My bankers will
answer for my position.”

* Really, sir——"

“I reside at Lantham, and my boa

is open to inspection,” said Mr,
Bright coldly, “1 have notihing to
conceal.™

“I have no right—no desire—io learn
these details, Mr. Bright.” )

“You have a right to know the cir-
cumstdnees of any man whosoe son is to
enter vour school.”

“But your son 13 nobt to enter this
school, Mr, Bright. I have already
communicated to vou mwy decision in
that matter.”

“1 am waiting to hear the rcasons
for that decision., Probably they may
bse removed by a little frank dis-
cussion, ™

** Tmpossible.”

“ Btate them, at all events,” said Mr,
Bright, -

“I should
subject drop.

“I think, sir, that I hava a right to
inow for what rcason you are slighting
a respectable gentleman and his aon,”

“1f vou Insist, sip—"

“X insist,”

“Very well, then, Mr. Bright,” said

:grcaﬂy prefer {o let the

the Head, “I will tell you. When I
beard from you I looked into the
matier, as 13 my custom. 1 learned
that, though you had only recently

returned to England from abroad, you
were already engaged mm business in
Lantham——"

He paused.

“Iz Greyfriars Hchool run on ihe
same lines as that wellknown hboat
club, which will not admit any members
who have been engaged in busincss?™
asked Mr. Bright sardonically,

" No such foolish or snobbish idea
over entered my mind!” cxclaimed the
Head warmly,  “ There are many sons
of business men at Greyfriars, and two
of my best boys are the sons of work.
mg-men, I am referring to the nature
of the busincss you ecarry on  at
Lantham,” .

Mr. Bright's shifty eyes narrowed.

A business in real estate and mort.
gepes,” he said.

* Unless you are much belied, sir, you
carry on the business of a money-
lender,* said the Head.

“Loans, certainly, are & part of my
busipess. Bawks also make loans to
their clients, but vou would not, I
prezume, refuse o banker's son on those
grounda.™

“There is 8 difference, sir,” zaid the
Head,

“Granted. Buet the difference iz not
agreat. And my son, a boy of fifteen,
i3 searcely responsible. I am not seek-
ing o enter Groyfriars School myself,”
saidd Mr, l"in%ht‘ grimly. “My boy,
Edgar, has nolhing to do with businoss

matiers; knows -mthiuq of them."
“No doubt. But—*
“You have not stated all  your

reasons, =ir.”

“No. I should have hesitated, sie,
lo kake in the son of a moncylender,”
satd the Head, “but for the boy's awn
spke I should doubtless have decided
i his favour. Bul—you force me o
speak  plainly, sie—=I cannot take a
boy of bad character, whoso father is
oceupied in a doubtful business, into
fils gchool to azzoctate with the other
boys. This iz not & day school, in
which boys are sitill under continual
home influence. It is a boarding.school,
and they receive their mmfluence from
their surroundings. Oue bad character
may do au lwmensge amount of harm.”
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“We are gebtting fo the point, 1
think,” said : gright icily. *You
have some prejudice against my boy,
whom you have never geen. I have o
right to know what it 15, and have ne
doubt that I can explain it away.”

“It 13 against my will, sir, that 1
speak in a detrimental sense of your
80N in vour presénce. You force me o
do sa.”

“I am not thin-skinned,” said M.
Bright. “Pray proceed.”

HVoary well, sir,” said the Head,
with & ring of sharpness in his voice.
“Your son, Edgar, has appeared before
the mapgistrates at Lantham, chargod
with cruelty to animals, His conduet
in that respect was so bad that, bad
he been older, he would probably have
been szent to prisen. As it was, he was
dismissed with a severe caution. The
matter was recent, and was fully re.
ported in the local paper. Such o boy,
gir, 15 nob fit to enter thiz scheol. You
have forced me to tell you so, sir”

“And that is all?” asked Mr. Bright,

“That is enough, I think.”

“The matter was a trifling one, and
greatly exaggoeratod, owing to the fussy
interference of a hosztile neighbayr.”

“That was mot the opinion of the
magistrate who cautioned your son,”
paid the Head dryly.

* Moreover, I punished my son most
m?erelr after the proceedings to which
you allude, and he promised compleio
smendment, a promise which I am
satisfied he will keop.™

iy

1 trust that rour confidence iz well-
founded, sir; I hope so from the boltom
of my heart, But I cannot take such
4 boy inte thiz school.™

Thera was a long pause.

Dr., Locke shifted uneasily, vearning
for hiz unweleome visitor to go. Mr.
Bnﬂit seemed in no hurry to :ﬁ-. 50,

“My son must go to school,” he re.
marked.

“There are snitable schools, designed
to correct the faults of a vicious charac-
ter,” saild Dr, Locke. “CGreyfriars is
not one of them,"

“In short, you will heay nothing in
my =zpn’s favour?" said DMy, Dright.
“You mnst be aware that there are
other schoolz, on a higher standing than
Greyiviars, to which he would ke
readily admitted,”

“1I acknowledge the cxistence of no
school of a higher standing than Grey-
friars in the kingdom !" sa1d . Locke,
“baut if such is your opinion there is
nothing to prevent von from sending
your son to such a school.™

“It is my parficular desire that he
should enter Gr(-}'friu,rsl chicfly on
aceount of old associations, sir.™

“If you were an old boy of this
=chool, sir, 1 could wvwnderstand that.
But such is not the case.™

“Many years &Eﬁ, gir, before you
were headmasfer hers, my association
with Gireyfriars was close.” =aid Mr.
Bright, “My lifelong friend was a
master in thiz school; Mr, Thorpe, once
master of the Lower Fourth Form heve.
BMr. Thorps was m Grevfriars master,

L
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The fellow had caught a rabbli, and was findiag a
horrible kind of enterfzinment in tormenting it, when
Redwing made a siride at him, The hard-faced youth
stared round at him.
ejaculated. *° Lot that rabblt go ! ** sald Redwing, In.a
low concenfrated volee.

** Hallo, what’s the game ? * he

“Let It go, Itell you I
{Fee Chapler 2.

sir, and his opinion of me was some-

what higher than your own, since he
made a will in my favour, under which
I inherit the fortune he received from
his father., For the sake of my old
friend, now dead, I desire my son o
enter tho school where he was onee a
master.”

*1 am aware of these circumstances,
sir,” said the Head uncomfortably. "I
have also been told, by Mr. Thorpe's
natural heir, that thera was a lator
will cancelling the early one, which
cannot, however, be found.”

“An absurd statement, sir, made Ly
a man who does not desire to restore
the property he wrongfully haolde,™
snid Mr, Bright coldly. *Such a stats-
ment is useless in law.”

STt 15 immaterial to the matter under
discussion, sir,” said Dr, Locke., 1
am sorry, as I have said, but I cannot
change my decision regarding your
son, Is there nny need, sir, to proloug
this interview, which must be as dis-
agrecable to you as to me.”

Mr. Bright rose from his chair.

“Perhaps the Board of Governors
may take a different view when I place
the matter before them,” he said acidly.

The Head stared.

“The governors of Gresfriars, sir,

lcave sueh matters absolutely in my
hands=" he said icily.
. “Possibly an excoption may be made
in_ this instance,” said r. Bright
grimly. “T wish you a very good-after-
nopn, sirl™

TieE MaGser Lisriry.—No. 1,023
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Dy, Locke starcd at the door affer
1t had clesed behind Mr. Esau Bright.
He was almost dumbfounded, and his
cheeks were crimson with anger.

“Upon my word!"” he gasped.

The Head was still ih & state of in-
dignant agitation when Mr. Quelch
came in to see him. Tl}a Bemove master
was looking :a.t-he%nm; he had come
to inform the ead that Herbert
Vernon-Smith had not vet arrived. But
he forgot the Bounder as ho glanced at
the Head's indignant face,

“Mr. Quelch,” said the Head, in a

asping voice, "perhaps you saw that—
that gentleman who has just left me?
A Mr. BEright of Lantham.”

“I s=aw him leave, sir,” =aid Mr.
Queleh in wonder.

“He has had the audacity to threaten
me, Mr. Quelch,™

“Dr, Locke—"2

“The audacity, sir, to tell me that he
will appeal to the governing board
against. my decision not to take his son
into this school,” sald the Head. *“Such
—snch impudence, Mr., Quelch——"

“The governors will not be likely to
take much heed of such impertinence, I
think, =ir,"” said the Remove master,

“Searcelv! But the impertinence!
The insolence! Bless my soull”

And Mr. Quelch had to listen, for at
least ten minutes, o the Head's opinion
of the audacious Mr. Bright before he
cowld pet to the subject of the Bounder.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Talk on the Telephone !

& FEAVHAT'S the jolly old scout!"
Herbert Vernon-Smith made
that remark as he arrived at
the gates of Greylriars with
the Remove fellows. A taxi was rolling
away from the school, and in the tax
gat the sour-faced gentleman, Innl:ing
gourer than ever, hizs gash-like mout
shut like a vice,
. The taxi buzzed away down the road
towards Conrtbield and disappeared.
“Who's the merchant?” azked Bob

Cherry. " Never szeen him before, that
I know of.” p
. “Looks & tough customer,” said

Frank Nugent.

. *1 fancy, from his beautiful features,
that he’s tho pater of the chap Redwing
walloped at Lantham,” said Smithy,
with a lavgh. “Niee lad. We found
Lhim tormenting a rabbit, and Reddy
got his rag out.™

“If that was the whyfulness of the
serap, the esteemed Redwing deserves
a ridiculous smack on ths back,™ said
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

“Hear, hear!” szaid Bob Cherry
heartily.

“The fellow was a brute !™ said Tom.
“I don't think I was wrong to punch
him. But I'm sorry to take 1in a chivyy
like this to the Head, on my first day

here.
“Now for Quelchy,” yawned the
Bounder. * We've put off the evil hour

as long as possible, but there's always
Quelchy at tho finish. Come on, and get
it over, Reddy." :

Harry Wharton & Co. wheeled thar
machines away, and the Bounder and
Redwing walked to the House, exchang-
ing greetings with a good many fellows
it the guad as they went,

“7 say, you fellows—"

Billy Bunter greeted the late-comers
in the doorway of the house,

“ 85 you're back, Smithy.” ]

““Not at all,” answered Yernon-Smith
gravely.

il E‘h ?-‘!j
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“If I'm in the icotball this season I
shall be forward,”

“I mean—""
HUNever mind what rzou mean, roll
away, fattyv., Come on, Redwing!”

And the Bounder twirled the Owl of
the Remove aside and went into the

House with his chum.
Billy Bunter blinked after him wrath-
fully through his big spectacles,

“¥ah! ¥ou're for 1t:” he hooted.
“I can tell you that Quelchy is in a
Jolly bad temper to-day. @ was &
regular demon in the Form-room this
aitiim-;-an. You're for it! I'm jolly
glad !l

Thus followed by Bunter’s kind wishes,
the two late-comers arrived at Mr.
Queleh’s study.

Vernon-Smith tapped at the door and
opened it

“The old bird's flown,” he remarked.

Mr. Quelch was not in the study.

“Better wait here for him, I su
pose,” said Redwing un_ﬂnsﬁgl.]f"l really
wish we'd got in earlier, ithy, He
must have expected ws"

“Blessed are those who don't expeei—
they never get disappointed,” yawned
the Bounder. "I suppose we'd better
wait. But I want my tea—it's past tes-
time. ™

“Never mind tea pow."

“But I do mind.” The Dounder
glanced along the passage and caught
sight of Peter Todd of the Remove.
“ia-lu.lln, Toddy ! Know where Quclchy

is?ll
“Just gone to ithe Head's study,”
answered Peter.

“Go and tell him we want him,”

Peter Tadd chuckled and strolled
away. He was not likely to take that
message to the Remove master in the
Head's study.

“Let's wait, Smithy,” said Redwing.
“T'm afraid Mr. Quelch will be angry,
anyhow ; we've given him cause.”

“Bother ‘him!” answered Vernon-
=mith. }

But he entered the study, shutfing
the door after him, and sat down n
Mr. Queleh’s armchair. _

#Bmithy ¥ murmured Redwing.

“Dear man, I shall jump up like a
jack-in-the-box as soon as I hear Quelch’s
fairy footsteps.”

Bugzrzzzaz |

1t was the telephone bell.

Vernpn-Smith glanced round at the
instrument. .

“That's a eall for Quelchy,” he said.
"1 beiter take it for him, as he's not
hera."

“Lot it alone, for goodness’ sake!™

“ And leave the man at the other end
swearing because he can’t get through TV
asked the Bounder.

“Well, tell him to hang on while you
eall Mr. Quelch, then,” said Redwing,
as the Bounder lifted the receiver from
the hooks,

“Dear old bean, I wouldn't dare to
interrupt Quelchy when he's confabbing
with my respected headmaster. Let 'em
jaw in peace. I dare say I can deal
with thiz johnny., T dare say it's the
vicar. If 1t is, I’ll tell him Quelchy
can’t come to the phone, because he's
been tun in for being deunk and dis-
orderly ' ]

S Bmithy ¥ Redwing,
aghast, et

The Bounder grinned as he put the
veceiver to his ear. He was in a mood
for any reckless trick, and Redwing
watched him with deep uneasiness. But

exclaimed

Smithy started as a deep, growlin
voice came -through. He put his han
over the transmitter and turned his

head towards Redwing.
“Guess who it i3!™ he breathed.
“ Nothing to do with va.”

“That's where you make a jeolly old
error; it's old Popper!™

L1 DEI [1!

“Ringing vp Quelchy to tell him what
bad boys we are!” chortled the Bounder.
“How lucky I'm here to take the call.”

He removed his hand from the trans
mitter and put his mouth to it,

“Hallo! Who's speakin®?”

“Bir Hilton Popper speaking from
Popper Court,” came the deep voice.

i

Ir. Quelch, I presume 1"

*:PDld you say Hﬁ}pparf”

* Popper, sir, opper!  Are you
deaf?‘P

“Flopper 1" asked the Bounder
calmly, “I fear, sir, that I am

acquainted with no one of the name of
Flopper,”

“Popper!” shrieked the baronet, at
Popper Court. “8ir Hilton Popper, a
governor, sir, of Greyfriars School 1™

“Did you say fool 7%

“What—what—"

“If 8o, no doubt you were speaking
of yourself "

“Great gad! Iz that Mr. Quelch?”
hooted the baromet. “What do you
mean, sir¥ What does this tomfoolery

g
H

mean, sir? What—"'

“Keep cool, old bean,” said the
Bourider,

“What 1"

“Lool!” said Vernon-Smith calmly.

“Great gad! Mr. Quelch, are you
mad, sir? Is that Mr, Quelch? Gﬁud
gad | have rung you up, sir, to com-
plain about two impudent young scoun-
drels in your Form at Greyfriars,
boy named Smith and a boy named Red-
wing. Two young ruffians, sir! Do you
hear me

“Bing it over again e”

" \1’hga.ft—1vha.t?’§ e

“You're no end entertaining, old
bean 17

“Good gad! That cannot be Mr,
Quelch speaking,” hooted the baronet.
“Wheo is speaking? Is it seme school-
Loy playing a trick? What is my old
school coming to, by gad?  Call Mr.
GJuelch to the telephons at owce. Do
vou hear 7

“Mr. Quelch can't come at present,
old scout. He's in another study, and
there’s a Locke in the way.”

YA lock! Do you mean he is Jocked
i a stody?

SIt's an old Locke, but it’s Leeping
him in  the study,” answered the
Bounder. .

“Great gad! This is how my old
school is mavaged in these days, 13 it?
A Form master Jocked in a study! Good
gad! Who is speaking i

* Little me,”

“And who are vou ?”

“John James Hezekiah Zachariah
Peter Henry Brown,”

“What—what—what name
say 1 _

“John James Hezekiah
Peter Henry Brown.™

some joke ¥

did you
Zachariah

“Is that
Hilton.

“Just that'!
brain!”

“ Bmithy 1” gasped Redwing.

He could not help langhing, but he
was getting alarmed.

“ A joke-—a trick, on a Form master’s
telephone, while the Form master is
locked in a study! That is the way
Greyfriars is managed in these dayse!
Great gad! I shall call F-ersnnally about
thiz matter. I shall call at Greyiriera
to-morrow.” . .

“Would you mind putting on & mask
when you come, sir 7

*Bht” ;

“Or a fire-screen, or somethin' 1%

“What "

roared Sir

YVon've got 11! What &
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“Your features, you know, sir. Any-
bady seein’ them suddenly might have a
very painful shock—might die of it [Y

There wasz a sort of whirr on the line,
8ir Hilton Popper, of Popper Court, had
evidently rung off emphatically.

The Bounder chuckled and put up the
receiver.’

“How lucky I was here fo teke the
call ! he remarked.

“QOh, Bmithy !

“Think there will be a row "

“1 don’t think, I know.”

“Well, the old bird deesn’t know my
voice on the phone; and if we get out,
instead of waiting here for Quelchy,
who's to know that we ever were in the
study ! asked the Bounder. “I think,
like Bam Weller's pater, that the hest
thing we can cdo is to prove an alibi:
Come on !

The Bounder opened the study door,
and was about to stop into the passage,
when he stopped, just in time to aveid
stepping into Mr. Henry Samuel Quelch.

A REAL VALUE-FOR-
MONEY ANNUAL!

Full of School, Sporting
and Adventure Stories,

Step in and secure this prime
favourite before it is too late!

NOW ON SALE!

It was too late to retreat. The
Buunder stepped back inte the stady.

“Waiting for you, sir,” he said
meekly, “ As wyou -didn't come, sir, I
thougnt of leaving.”

Mr. Quelch did not answer. He came
into the study, closed the door behind
him, and stood looking at the two
juniors with a grim face.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Mr. Quelch Waxes Wroth [
R. QUELCEH . eyed the two for

some momenis without speak-

ing.  Hiz look fully bore out

Bunter's deseriplion. There

was no doubt that the Remove master
was in a4 bad temper. Tom Bedwing
was extremely uncomfortable; but the
Bounder had quite a cherry expression
on his face, not in the least disturbed
by hiz Form master's anger, Indeed, it
was easy coough for Tom fo gness that
Smithy rather enjoyed getting Quelehy’s
Trag ™ out. '

“So you have arvived!” said BMr.
Quelch at last, harshly.

" Yes, sir,” said Smithy,

“From what Mr. Vernon-8mith stated
in his letler, you were expected carly in
the afternoon.”

s that the case, sir?" ]

‘““That is the case, Vernon-&mith.”

“I am sorry we are late, sir,” broka
in Tom Redwing. “We have been to
blame, but I hope you will excuze us.™

Mr. Quelch's stern face rolaxed a
little.

“As g matler of fact, Redwing, I do
not suppoze ‘that vou have been to
blame,” he answered. “I have very
litkle doubt that yon would have arrived
ab the specified time had you travelled
alone.”

Tom coloured painfully. It was true
enough; but he would rather have
received a severs punishment than have
appeared fo be putting the blame on
his chum.

“] was quite as much to blame as

Vernon-Bmithi, sir!” he_ exclaimed hur-
riedly, “We've beth been to blame.”

“T don't see that,” =said the Bounder.
“We've gobt here before lock-up,  We
were rather delayed.”

“In what way were you delayed,
Vernon-Sniih 7

“We walked from Lantham to Red-
clyffe, sic.”

“And why did you not travel all the
way by train, as yon should have done ¥

Tt was such s lovely dayv, sir, and it's
o long train journey from london; and
I wanted to see something of the English
countryside, sir, after being abroad for
z0 long,” said the Bounder demurely.

“"That is very lilfle exense, Vernon-
Smith. You returned from your heliday
abroad ot loast a fortnight ago. Wharton
and his friends, who were with you, re-
ioined the school after a few days.
There waz no reason why you should
rot have done the same.”

“I left that to my {ather's judgment,
eir,” gaid the Bounder, with great moeok-
ness, “I felt that it wonld be improper
for me to sel my judgment up against
my fathor's™

Ar. Queleh breathed hard. The senti-
ment expressed by Vernon-Smith was
unexcepticnable, and all the more
annoying for that reasom.  Assuredly
Mr. Queleh would have been the last
man in the world to encourage any
fellow to set himzelf up against his
parent’'s judgment. ;

“AMy opinign, Vernon-Smith, 15 that
you prevailed upon your father to ask
the Head for a further exiension of your
leave,™ he snoppecd.

“ Indecd, strl™

“I will not dizcuss the matler with
you,” =zaid Mr, (ﬂm[{‘lu “1 will speak
only of what has happened to-day. EY&“
have deliberately stayed out of school
till close npon locl-up without leave.
Judging by Redwing's appearance, yoi
have not been peaceably ocenpied.’

Bedwing flushed again,

“You have been fighting, Bedwing &7

Y e, siv™

“Yoaur appearance  told me  zo.
Instead of arriving here as you should
have done, xou bave been wandering
abont  the countrysule peiting  into
quarrels. If I did not believe that yon
nave acted under Vernon-Smiih's
influence I shonld be very anpry with
you, Redwing.”

rice 6]- each.

“ Vernon-Smith had nothing to do
with my getting into a serap, sir—I—I
mesn & fight—nothing whatever,™

“You have been fighting with one of
the Higheliffe boxs, no donbt ¥

“MNo, sir.”

“With whom, then?" snapped the
Remove master.

“ A stranger, sir,” stammered Tom.

“What! iz name "

“1 don't know his name, sir. I'd
noever secn lum before.” ]

“You have been fOghting with a

stranger whose name you do not know,
and whom vou had never seen before.”
said Mr. Quelch, as if he conld hardly
believe his ears. Do yon mean that
gome person attacked you ™

“h, no, gir " ,

“He did not attack you ™

“No, sir,” muttered Tom.

“Then you attacked him?¥”

“ Yoz, sir. I—"

“I am disappointed in you, Redwing
—1I am deeply disappointed in you,™ said

A BARGAIN THAT
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the Remove master: and indeed there

was much more dissppointment than
anger in his tone to Tom,

"I can explain, sie——" began Yernon-
Sumith,

The Form master made a gesture,

“I desire to hear nothing from yom,
Vernon-2mith. . I have heord suflicieng
impoertinence from you,”

“But, sir—"

“Epnough! Yon lave cvidently nol
changed wyour lawless wayvs, Vemon-
Smith, and I fear that sour reckless
cxample has corrupted a boy who had
a verv gxcollent character when he was
ab this school. I was glad, Redwing,
very pleused indeed. to receoive you into
my Form, but you have tlisn{:pmnmd
e, I shall net punisht either of you on
your first dax here; but I warn you both
to be very careful. You may go!”

“I am szorry, sir——" foltered Red-
wing,

*I have said that yon may go,” inter-
rupted Mr, Queleh icily,
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*Yery well, air.”

The juniors left the study. The
Bounder grinned in the passage, but
Tom Redwing's face was distressed. He

hed never received anything but kined-
ness from Mr. Quelch, and it troublea
him deeply to appear ungrateful and in-
constderate in his Form master's eyes.

“The old scout had his rag out”
%rinned Smithy. *Luck he never

new anything about a telephono
call, what?"” .

“It's rather rotten, Smithy."

“(h, rats!”

Herbert Vernon-Smith strolled along
to the Rag for a talk with the other
follows, feeling quite satisfhed with his
proceedings’ that day, Tom Redwing
went up to Study No. 4 in the Remove.
It was his friendship with the Bounder
that had been the chief ailrachion to
him in his dream of coming back to the
school, and that friendship was asz strong
a3 -ever, but it was ovi t‘:nﬂi}' oing to
make his path as thorny as of old,

— —

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
On the Football Field !

ARRY WHARTON tapped
Vernan-Smith cheerfully on the
arm when the Remove came out

. of class the following morning.

“What about footer ¥ he asked.

The Bounder nodded and smiled,

It was Wednesday, a half-holiday at
Groyfriars, and games practice was the
order' of the day for the Remove that
afternoon.

The previous term there bad been
trouble between the Bounder and the
captain of his Formy. But that had been
washed out, as it were; since then, they
had had a long wvacation in company,
and had sailed in the South Seas in
Bmithy’s father's yacht. They had been
through peril and adventure together
imm}i the islands of the Pacific; and
thﬂu%. they had not, perhaps, pulled
together remarkably well, nt least the
had been on {riendly terms, and bo
had been snxzious to forget the old
trouble. In the Summer ferm  the
Bounder had been practically *‘chucked
out * of Remova cricket; but now that
he was back again at Greyiriars, the
eaptain of the Remove obviously wanied
1o make it clezr that that did not apply
1o the football,

Vernon-2mith was more than ready to
let bygones be bygones, so far as the
captain of hiz Form was concerned.
The Bounder had not changed in the
least. He had returned to Greyfriars
with the intention of being a thorn in
the side of authority, as he had always
been—of ragging his Form master, and
winning the admirdtion of thoughtless
fellows as &8 “rebel,” a fellow who did
not care a straw for masters or prefecis,
or even for the majestic Head himself,

But the Bounder had realised long
ggo that if he was to be a rebel against
authority, it was only prudent to make
friends instead of foes in hiz own Ferm.
For that teason he had rezalved to keep
in with Harry Wharton & Co. this term,
Moreover, he had felt deeply his exclu-
gion from the Form games, and he
wanted to play football for the Remove.
He was o fiest-class winger, and it was
one way of keeping himszelf in the lime-
light that ha Iﬂveﬁ'.

gl‘u do him justice, however, he had
better motives also. Standing shoulder
to shoulder with the Famous Five in the
perils of the Pacific had made a differ-
ence to him. 2o far as his sardonic
nature would allow him, he wanted to

friendly with the chums of the
nove,
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. Btott, with a sneer.

2o he was glad, for all reasons, when
the captain cﬁ the Form made the frst
overtura, and hiz snswer was cordial
and sincere,

“I've been looking forward te it,” he
said. “Is it games practice this after-
noon

“Yes. Youre coming slong?®”

* ¥You bet I” ]

It was Wharton's duty, as captain of
the Form, to round the fellows up for

ames practice on compulsory days, and
in point of fact, the Bounder hed no
choice about “coming along® It was
on this subject that there had been sore
trouble the previous term, But Whar-
ton was extremely anxious not to exer-
¢ize authority in the Bounder's direction,
and Smuthy could appreciaté that,

“The fact is, I'm jolly keen,” he said.
“We had some trouble last term, and I
don’t pretend that I wasn't to blame. I
was! But if you want me for footer
this term, rely on me tﬂ_glaﬁ up.”

“That's the style !” said Harry, “Of
course wa want you. We should not
like té lose our best winger. It's the
match with 5t Jim's next week, and you
can't muss that.” A

“Whatho!” said Vernon-Smith
heartily. “Catch me missing it if 1 can
help it 1
- “Good man!”

And the captain of the Remove left
him, feeling, and looking, pleased. In
rd::-timll, and in other things, matiers
were likely to giza much better that term
if the old trouble with the Bounder was
at an end, :

Skinper of the Remove met the
Bounder on his way to the changing-
room that afterncon.

“Turning up for practice?” he asked.

¥ Tan't it compulsory to-day ¥

“That didn’t worry you last term,”
snecred Skinner. “Bo q@u’x'e‘knuckln&
under after all, and you're going to toa
the line this term, and bow down before
his Magnificence 1 ;

The DBounder looked at him and
laughed. When he had chosen to
quarrel with the captain of the Remaove,
it had been easy for the mischief-maker
of the Form to egg him on. When he
did not choose, he was impervious to
Skinner's machinations, {e laughed
alpud at the baro idea of a fellow like
Skinner thinking of influencing him to
such an exztent. _

“Cut it out, old bean,” he zaid good-
humouredly.  “If you want to pull
somebody’s leg, puflll somebady else’s.
I'm Eﬂud friends with Wharton this
term.

“How long will that last?” snecred
Skinnor,

“As long as I chocse, anylow; not as
long as vou choose!” retorted the
Bounder, and he walked into the chang-
ing-room, and left Skinner biting his
lip.

“ Bmithy's g—:ringl to be a

to

igm:ld boy this
term,” 8Skinner told his pals,

Snoop and
“That zeafaring
cad, Redwing, has got him under his
thumb. He will be turping pi next,”

“0Oh, my hat!” said Stott, and Snoap
chuckled at the idea of the Bounder of
Greyfriars turning "o

Hauﬂlﬂhy'ﬁ down on him,"” remarked
Snoop. “He was as grim as a gorgon
to both of them in class thiz marning.
Yo noticed that.” i

“Yes.”  Bkinner had noticed that
with satisfaction. “It's pretty sickening
that seafaring 2ad coming back here. It
seems that he's got money of his own
now. I wonder where he found it, and
whose it was?”

At which Snoop and Stott chortled.

The three slackers furned up for games
practice with the rest of the Remove.

They had nourished a hope of the
Bounder setting himself up against the
captain of the Form, and they were pre-
pared to back him up if it gave them &
chance of slacking. But it was evident
now that there was nothing doing in
that line.

Of all the Remova, Billy Bunter was
the only fellow who obtained exemption,
Bunter explained that he was suffering
severcly from the effects of the licking
he had had in the Form-room fthe pre-
vious day. As Bunter wes useless to
himself and everybody else on the foot-
ball field, he was Jet off,

“You can loaf about, you {at

slacker !” was the gracious manner in
which the captain of the Remove let
him off.
_ "Oh, really, Wharton! Of course, I'm
olly Leen on footer,” said Bunter,
“But, sfter all, T never get & chance
in & game. You ecan't deny that you
are going to leave me out of the 3t
Jim's match next week.”

“Ha, ha, ha !"” roared Wharton.

“Blessed if I seo anything to cackle
at! It’s not a laughing matter, leaving
out the best man in the Remove from
sheer IIjea!uus:.r of his form,” said Bunter
warmly,

“Vou fat chump!”

“Beast ™

“Perhaps vou'd belter come along,
after all,” said Harry. “ You may have
developed wonderful powers st Hoceer,
and if so, T'd like to see them.”

“Another time,” said Bunter hastily.
“I'm 1ill—I mean, suffermgﬂ_aul:l’n}rmg
sgverely from that awful licking!
say, you get off, Wharton—you'll he
late, and the captain of the [orm
oughin't to he late for games practice
—it's setting & bad cxample to the
Form." :

Wharton chuckled.

TN stand you a feed after the prae-
tice,” added Bunter., “I'mn expecting
a postal order——""

“(h, my hat!”

Wharten departed at once; he did
not want to hoar any more about the
postal order that Buntor wasz expecting.

- And William George Bunter had the

pleasure, such as it was, of loafing about
with his hands in his pockets;, while the
other follows were petting healthy
axercige: only taking care to keep out
of sight of Sixth-form prefects, who
might have inquired why he was not
on Little Side.

Harry Wharton arrived cheerily on
the junior ground, Tom. Redwing
pame along with the Bounder, his sun-
burnt face very bright.

Redwing had not fatled to observe,

that morning in  class, that Mr
Ql.telc:hr now included him in  the
down™ he had on the Bounder. It

troubled him a little; but he had been
quiet and altentive, and he hoped that
tha Form mester's ircitation would pass,
Certainly he had not come to Grey-
friars to join in the Bounder’s rebelli-
gusness, and in his wild escapades—
indeed, he nourished a hope of influ-
encing Smithy into e more reputable
line of conduct, He had been a little
worried, foo, by the knowledge that
dir Hilton f’ﬂpper was coming up to
the school with a complaint, But the
baronct had not émi:. in an appearance.
that morning, and Redwing hoped that
his unrcasonable wrath had coeled, and
that he would not come. Now that he
was on the footer field with the rest
of the Remove, Tom dismissed all
troubles and worrles from his .mind.
He had realised his old dream; his
strange inheritance from his uncle—
““ Black Peter "—had made himn & Groy-
friars man again, and almost all the
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Remove were glad to see him in their
ranks once rmore.  He bhad too much
causa for satisfaction to allow small
troubloz to linger in hizs mind.

‘Bob Cherry clapped him on the back,
as he came on the field, leoking very
fit and cheery in football shirt and

ta.

“Hallo, hallo, halla! Here you are
again, old bean!

“Here I am again!™ said Redwing,
smiling. , ]

“The pleasvrefulness of beholding
your ridiculous countenance smong us
again iz really terrific,” sard Hurree
Jamset Bam Singh,.

“My own plensurefulness is egually
F:riﬂe, old chap,” said Tom, with a
augh.

huck out the old pill,” said Bob.
®This is a bit of a
change from the South
Seas, Reddy! Ten't it
ripping to feel a real %
north wind again?”

“Topping ! said Tom.

“They can keep their
summeoer isles of an r’
Iring in dark purple
spheres of sea, a3 the
jolly old poet puts it"
zaid Bob. “Cive me a
climate with a bite in
it! Hallo, hallo, halle,
voun fellows ready

And Bol's foot smote

the “pill” and the
juniors  planged  Into
football. Harry Whar-
ton & Co. would not
willingly have missed
their trip to the Pacific,
under the golden sun

and among the glowing

ours al the South.
But they were glad to
ba back, all the same,
in the old island which.
gz Baol, declared, was
worth all the t-nni:mntet‘:'
itles of the Pacifie
rolled into one.

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
fal-

lows 1
No cne heeded
oing on, on Little
side, and nobody,

Not Wanted !
‘1
Bunter.
naturally, had eyes or

B8AY, you
Foothall practice was
ears for the fat junior

who arrived  breath-
Iy, in & state of great
excitermnent.

Nobody, indeed, could have expected

E‘t:‘ftp dunter there. Lii%:r: stih e, c-r;
we days, was & spob that the Ow

of the Remove liked to avoid when he

fg:!gﬁptﬂ‘“ i.'.ht;sﬂjucc%ﬁiun ].’:lendmu]d;h os
amn o 2 Form t hi

off. Yet here he was!? .

“I say, you fellows!” he bawled.

Na reply.

“0ld Popper's come ! bawled Bunter,

Tom Redwing caught the neme, and
glanced round.

“0ld Popper’s come, and he’s on the
war-path!” shouted Bunter, *Simply
FAEINE | You should have =een his
chivey! He's after Smithy! I heard
him tell Mr. Quelch! 1 say, Smithy,
you're for it.”

Aeshut up, you fat ass?™ called back
the Bounder.

“Oh, really, Smithy—*

¥Go and eat coke!”

Smithy an

“T ‘say, Bmithy, they're sending &
prefect to fetch vyou ! yelled Dunter.
*“¥ou're to be taken to the Head! Red-
wing, too! He, he, he!”

Bunter, apparently, found something
entertaining in the circumstance thak
Redwing were to be taken
before the Head. )

"Huallo, hallo, halio! !_mre comes YYin-
gate!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

Wingate of the Bixth was sbtriding
down from the direction of the House.
He headed straight for the junior foot-
ball ground, and it could be seen that
the expression on his face was very
HEUI0LA.

“Wharton
of Greyfriars.

“Yez, Wingate?"

called out the capiain

The practice stopped now. No one
N
jl-
o
=5
T
b
] ; e
[ T
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hard heeded Dilly Bunter; but the cap-
tatn of the school, of course, had to be
heeded.

“Bend Vernon-Smith
off. Thev are wanted.”

“Right-ho!”

The two juniors named came off the
ground.

“No trauble, I hope? asked Harry.

“Looks like it,” answered Wingate
grufly, “Bir Hilton Popper has called
to see the Head, and it seems that
f]hesa two fellows insulted him yester-

ay." -

“(h, old Popper!* grunted Johnny
Bull. “He's always “grousing about
something or other”

“The grousefulness of the ridiculous
Popper is generally terrific,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“You two fellows get changed; I'm

and Reoedwing

io take you to the Head,” said Wio-
gate, without heeding the other juniors

#Yg the old bean waxy? athed ths
Bounder coolly.

Wingate looked at him,

“That's not the way to speak of &
overnor of  Greyiriars, Vernon.
2mith,”™ he rapped out. " Get along s

“Any old thing!" vewned . the
Bounder. “Come on, Reddy; and don™
look as if you were goin' to be hanged.
You're not, you know."

Wingate marched the two juniors. off
the field, leaving the rost of the foot-
baliers in a state of curiosity snd
exeitament.

“8mithy’s landed in trouble alreads,™
remarked Peter Todd. *“What a chap
he i1z for hunting trouble !

Hu,rryl Wharton frowned.
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7 &y ' Whewh-what? " stut-
.+ lered Sir Hilton Popper.
¢ * You—you—you dare to
glve me the le—ms, &
governor of the school [ **
it *“Let my father alone,
= then,'* sald Vernon-Smith.

**He's 8 Dbefter man
than you wIill ever be,
and he’s got too much
bralns to waste his time
kiling awretched - liitle
beasts with a gun!™
(See Chapter 3.)

HWell, yon know old Popper,” he
sald.. " Last term he was complaining
about ug—-= _

“YWhich shows what an unreazonable
old gent he is!" grinned Bob., “Where
could you find nicer chaps than ust”

“Haga, ha, ha!"

“ Bmithy’s Jost no time in getting his
rag out,” said SBguiff. “He must have
gmt .E‘im' coming back to school yester-

ay,

“Do you know anything asbout if,
Bunter?™ asked Wharton.

“Yes, rather,” answered Bunter
promptly.

As a matter of fact. all Bunter knew
wag that Bir Hilten Popper had
arrived, had demanded to see the Head,
and had spoken to Mr. Queloh, men-
tioning the names of two members of

ﬁum‘murﬂ on page 16.}
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his Form as offenders. DBut Bunter was
not the fellow to admit that he did
not know sll about everything. What
he did not know he was always pre-
pared to invent,

“Well, what's the trouble, then?”
asked Frank Nugent.

“0Old Popper’s in a terrific bate,”
said Bunter impressively. “Roaring
like a lion——->"

“Fathead ! said Boh,

¥ Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Well, what was he roering about?
asked Harry impatiently. "™ What has
Smrithy done, or what is he supposed
to have donei” :

. “From what T gather,” said Bunter
importantly, '"Smithy met him on the
way here vesterday, and insulted him.

Old Popper gave him a lick with his
stick, and Bmithy hit him jn the
eye——"

“What?” rosred tlie juniors.

“Right in the eye—the right eye,”
said Bunter impressively. “The one
where he keeps his monocle, you know:

The eve is quite black.”
. “Bmithy hit s governor of the school
in the eve!” said Bob Cherry dazedly.

“B:Ia:-:.ked hiz  eya!" said Bunter
checrily, “I noticed that his nose was
:wgiio}r}r, too. Bmithy must have hit him
wice,

“You frabjous fibhér—"

"Didn’t he knock out any of his
tecth ¥ nsked Hazeldene sarcastically.

“Ha, hn, ha "

“Yes, he did,” liooted Bunter; “at
least, I noticed that old Popper had two
front teeth missing, and he had them all
nghll last term.”

‘You fearful fabricator!” said Peter
Todd. “You don’t know anything about
it at all.”

“0h, really, Toddy!”

“The fat idiot iz making it all up,”
swid Bob, * Kiek him off the ficld "

“Hear, hear !

" Yaroooooooh I

Billy Bunter was ready to continue hia
thrilling story indefinitely, and in a few
minutes would prebably have reduced
Bir Hilton Popper to n mere crippled
wreek, But two or three football hoots,
applied to his fat person, interrupted
him, and Bunter departed, yelling.

Games practice was resumed on Little
Side, though & good many of the fellows
were thinking more about the two delin-
quents taken before the Head than abont
Boceer. It was not a light matter to be
specially fetched by a prefect into the
headinaster's presence. Harry Wharton
& Co. hoped te see the two juniors
return to Little Side—but they did not

reburn;  and practice finished

| games
without them,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Belore the Beak !

R. LOCKE was locking sombre

and serious, when Vernon-Smith

vand Redwmg, having changed
hurriedly out of their footer nig,

weore taken to his study by Wingate, and
left there, The Head wa: not alone;

Mr, Quelch was in the study, with Sir
Hilton Popper. Mr., (uelch looked
grim; and Sir Hilton, who never looked
good-temapered at the best of times,
looked particularly disagreeabls mnow.
Hiz eyes glinted under his knitted,
shaggy, grey brows at the sight of the
two culgrits, Sir Hilton certainly showed
none of the signe of damage that Bunter
had deseribed to the footballers; but he
locked angry, and as if, like the ancient
prophet, he considered that he did very
well to ba angry,

“Y have sent for you, Vernon-Smith
and Redwing, to answer a very serious
charge made against you by Sir Hilton
Fopper, who, as you know, iz & member
of governing board of this school,”
sald the Head. .

“Indeed, sir!” snid the Bounder, with
the utmost celmness. “ ¥ hope, sir, that
Sir Hilton has nothing to complain of
coticerning us,”

“What—what 7" broke. in the baronck
u impudent young rascal—-"'
" Detter language, please, sir!”
Smithy.

“ What—what "’

"M RBilence, Vernon-Smith 1™
Head sternly. _

“Uertainly, =ir,” said the Bounder
meckly., “If you order me to submit to
abuse from thiz man, I shall ebey you,
of course,”

The Head coughed, and Mr. Quelch
had quite a queer expression on his face,
Bir Hilton seemed on the verge of
apoplexy.

“Thiz man!™ he repeated. “Is the
young scoundrel speaking of o governor
of the school as ¢ this man ' ¥ Great gad 1™

“Bir Hilton Popper,” =zaid the Hend,
with dignity, 1 roust re?uesh you to

£
AL

said

agid the

m?ﬂé"’,mm your oxpressions,™
i1

“No boy is called upon to listen fo
such epithels in silence !” said the Head.

You are putting a very severe strain
vpon Vernon-8mith's respect and obedi-
anoe, ™ .

gir Hilton seemed to be choking.

But the Head's guiet dignity %ad &N
effeet upon him. oubtless, he realized
that ha could not storm in the head-
master’s study at Greyfrvizrs as he did
amongst his  fawning dependents st
Popper Court. '

“8ir Hilton tells me.” resumed the
Head, while the indignant baronet
spluttered into silence, “that he met vou
two boys on your way to the school
yosterday.”

“That is correct, =ir,” said Vernon-
Smith,

YHe noied that one of you hore the
signs of fighting, and stopped te speak to
you,

“Yes, sir.”

" And stated that he would report vou
to your Form master, as was guite con-
sistent with his right and duty as =
governor of the school.”

“Ar. Quelch iz not blind, sir,” zaid

Emlthi,;.
i at??

“He was quite able to see that Red.
wing had been fighting, as soon as he
sa.\:”lnm, without Bir Hilton pointing it
out.

Mr, Quelch almost smiled. He was in-
censed with the DBounder: but he was

reatly annoyed by Sir Hilton's inter-
crence, 85 indeed waz the Head., That
over-dutiful and over-zealous governor
was not popular with the Head and the
Staff - any move than he was with the
Greviviars follows.

The Head coughed uncomfortably.

“That is not a proper remark for you
to make, Vernon-Bmith. But apart
from the question of Redwing having
heen quarrelling and fighting, a matter
which is in Mr. Qucleh’s provinee to deal
with, it seems that when 8ir Hilton

spoke to you, vou insulted him mosk
grussly, and Eqdwingi_lphettﬂd you.”

“ Redwing did.nothing but answer Sis
Hilton's guestions, sir. He would have
stopped me from speaking as [ did, if
ho could have.”

“That is true!™ said Tom Redwidg

uwickly. " But at the same time, Dr.
E.ocke, I sapproved of every word.
Vernon-Smith spoke, and should hava
eatd the same m:.'salf’ had not Sir Hilton

& governor of Greviriars ™

. “You hear this, sir?” cloked the

baronct. “You hear this?"
*1 hear it,” said the Head guistly.
“You admit, then, vcrn{-n-ﬂmiﬂl, thaé

you gave Sir Hilton the lic.”

" Yes, sir.”

“Called me a liar, by gad !” spluttered
the baronet. *‘Things are coming to a
pretty pass when a junior schoalboy gives
the lie to & governor of the schoo)l. The
boy must be expelled, and the other
young rascal soundly flogged.”

“May I defend myself, sir? asked the
Bounder meekly.

“1 am propared to hear anvthing you
have to say, Vernon-Smith.”

“I gave Sir Hilton the le, sir, becauss
he told a lie,” said the Bounder coolly.
“What else was I to do, sir? I am
willing to learn.”

“ Yernon-BSmith Y

“Bir Hilton spoke of my father, and
Redwing's father, disrespectfully,” said
the Bounder,

f‘Diarqﬁzmrtfully i repeated Sir
Hilton, in & dazed tone, * Good gad ™

“He called my father a moneylender,™
said Smithy, “That was a Le. 1 told
him it was a lie. I will tell him the
same again, if he dares to insult my
father in my presence,”

The Bounder's eyes flashed, and his
volce rang out.

“Bless my zoul!” said the Head.

He was guite at a lozs.

“*Burely,” said Mr. Quelch, in a ve
qutet bub penetrating voice—*" surely, Sir
Hilton, you did not so far forger vourself
as to speak in such terms of a lad's
father in the lad's prezence ¥

“I—1 certainly made some reference
to the sons of moneylenders and sca-
faring men being sent to my old schiool 17
stuttered the baronet., "1 regard it as
devogatory to Greyiriars, sir ™

Dir. Locke compreszed his lips.

“This altors the case completely,” he
satd. © *1 shonld heve a very ponr
opinion of a bov who would hsten
patiently to insaulting references to his
father. Vernon-8mith should not have
spoken as he did, but in view of the
provocation——"

* Provocation, zir!” gasped Sir Hilton,
“Great gad !™

“YVernon-Smith and Redwing,
may leave my study

" Thank you, sir!”

“Kindly wait in my study,” said Me,
Quelch, -

“ Very well, sir.”

The two junilors doparied. Sir Hilton
Popper seemed scarcely able to beliove
his eyes az the door closed behind them.

“Am I to understand, Dr. Locke, that
thezs boyz are not to be punished?” he
cxclaimed in a gasping vowec.

“You are to understand, sir, that vou
have made it impossible for me to punish
them,"” said the Head. .

“T demand that Vernon-8mith be ex-
pelled from Greviviars, and the hoy
Redwing flogged ! gurgled Sir Hilton,

“I can concede neither demand,”
said the Head. * You compel me, sir,
to pass over an act of disrespect to &
governor of the school. By EPE"&]-EH‘J!‘
of the boys’ parents as you did, you
placed yourself in the wrong, and me

[ you
caid the Head.
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in & very pasinful and awkward posi-
tion. I eould scarcely tell M:. Vernon-
Bmith that I am expelling his son for
repelling an insult directed at him.”

"An insult, sir! The fellow is a
moneylender, or something of the sort—
4 fnancier or stockbroker, at Jeast,”

“TIf he were actually a moneylender
it would meke no difference. His son
would not be bound to hear him spoken
of disrespectiully,” =aid the Head.
“The less said about the matter, in my
opinion, the better.”

“You will not a:c;:uei that boy®"

“said the Head

“Lertainly not?
tartly. -

Bir Hilton rose te his feet
almost trembling with rage.

“More will be heard of this, sir. I
have never approved of such persons
being admitted to my old =chool. . I
have always strongly disapproved of it.
This boy Smith, the son of some shady
financior; the boy wing, a common
ssilorman’s son; and, by gad, I have
heard that thers iz a boy here whose
father iz the village cobbler at [riar-
dale "

“A very honcst and worthy
sir,” said Dr. Locke,

“Honest! Worthy! Bo is my valet,
pir !" hooted Sir Hilten. 3o 13 my
butler | So is .my gamekeoper! That
i8 not enough, sir, for my old zehool™

“If honesty and worth were not pood
enough for Greyfriars, sir, I should be
very sorry to be the headmaster of this
gchool, We had better not pursue this
discussion,” said the Head coldly.

“More will be heard of it, sir. I
shall take the fArst opporinmty of
bringing up the whole maiter before
the Board of Governors at the next
meeting.”

“¥ou will do as you think best, =zir."”

“Thia school, sir, is going to the
dogs ! hooted ihe baronet, *If I have
any influen~e with the governors, sir,
a change will be made—a drastic
change! Such boys as Smith and Red-
wing will bo sent away, sir!  SBuch
boys as cobbler’s sons, =iz, will net be
sllowed to remain here! I shall urge
the matter upon the governing board

pas

most emphatically !

Dr. Locks touched the bell,
Trotter appeared at the deoor, )

“Good-alterngon, Sie hilon ! saul
the Head,

Sir IMilton gazed at him.  ITe was
dismissed, He wa2 to bhe shown oui.
Like a man in & dream he staiked out
of the Head’s study,

HBless my aoul!™ sand the ITead,
when tho stormy gentieman was gone.
“Bless my sonl! I trust—I sinecrely
trust—that Sir Hilton will not  call
again very soon. I am most disturhed,

r. Quelch, I will leave it to yon io
deal with ihose two hoys as vou think
proper. S0 far as I am concefned the
matter is at an end.”

And Mr. Queleh proceeded te his awn
pludy to deal with Tom Redwing and
the Bounder as ho thought proper,

He was

man,_

aud

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Paying the Plper !

ERBERT VERNON -SXMITH
hummed a tune as he waited in
the Remove master’s study.

, Tom Redwing’s faco was grave.
The rebel of the Remove was enjoring
the whole affair, but he had the enjoy-
ment all te himself. But the Dounder
absumed & serioud expression as Mr,
Quelch came in, . .

“Dr. Locke has left this matier in
my hamds,” said the Remove master
quietly,. I will pass no opinion,

Vernon-Smith, upon your reply te Sir
Hilton Popper, But the whole dis
agreeable incident has been ecaused by
vour own headstrong wilfulness and dis-
obedience.”

“Indesd. sir!" said Vernon-Smith.

“Had you proceeded direct to the
school yesterday, as you were in duty
bound to do, you wonld bever have
met Sir Hilton, and the incident could
not have occurred,” said Mr, Quelch
sternly. *“Had not Redwing become
engaged in some disgraceful affair of
fisticuffs, Sir Hilton would have taken
no notiee of youw.”

He paused.

" Another , matter woas mentioned by
Sir Hilton when he ecalled,” went on
My, Queleh. "It seems that he
attempted to telephone to me yesterday
when 1 was not here to take 'the call,
He was, however, answered on the
telephone by someone whom he sup-
poses to have been a mhm!bc-i p!aﬁri:l;g
& trick, This seems to have happen
at the time that you two
awaiting me in this study,

“Did  it, eir?” murmured the
Bounder,

“Whoever answered Sir Hilton gave
him the impression that [ was locked
in & study, apparently having made
some absurd pun on tho headmaster’s
name,” said Mr. Quelch. * Everything
that was zaid to Sir Hilton on the tele-
%htma was disrespeciful end jeering.

ne of jou fwo boys must have taken
his ecall.”

ND answer,

“*SBuch a trick, Vernon-Smith, is more
in keeping with your character than
Redwing's, I think.™

Silence.

“If T must econclade (hat youn were
both equally guilty, I must deal oun
ithe same punishment to both,” zaid
Mr. Quelch, taking up his cane,

“Tt was I, sir,” zaid the Dounder at
once. " Redwing had nothing whatever
to do with it.”’

“I was here,” sald Tom stubborniy.
"Weo were here together—+

Are., Quelch  silenced  him
Eosiure,

“I have no doubt that you wete the
guilty party in this instance, Vernon-
Smith, You will not pretend, I sup-
poie, that you jeercd at Bir Hilton on
the telephono becauvse of some remark
made by him?  Any remark he may
have made on the telephone must have
been addrezsed to me”

“Tt's a f[air caich, sir," said tho
Bounder coolly, “I'm npot asking yon
to let mo off for that, sic.”

" ertainly it would he useless to ash.
Band over that chair!™

With iron stoicism the Bounder re-
eeived “six.”™ It was a severo six. But
not a sound came from his hips, th::mﬁh
his hard faco was a litile pale, and he
was breathing hard when the castiga-
tion was over,

“You may go, Vernon-Smith,”

The Bounder left the stud

"iuniurs WEere

with a

guietly

enough. Even his hardy and reckless
spirit was a little subdued by the
canin

Recﬁring,wns waiting for his turn.
But Mr. Quelch laid the cane down an
the table.

“1 shall not cane you, Redwing,™
said the Remove master. "I am con-
vinced that you had nn’rhing io do with
?crnnmﬂmil{fs reckless  impertinenco
on the telepheone. I will enly tell you
tha,t”y-:m have disappointed and grieved
md.

“I'm very sorry, sir,” said Redwing,
fAuching F’ﬁaiﬂfully.

“1 wish I could believe .that,” said
Mr, Queleh coldly, “You have
very much to blame, Redwing.

beern

Varnon-Smith has always been a reck-
less and headstrong boy, and I know
what to expect from him. But I had
every right to expeet something better
from you.”

Bedwing’s face was erimsen with dis-
comiort,. Between his loyalty to his
chum, and hia desire to stand well with
a Form master who had always been
kindness itself to him, he was in a
difficult” position, and there seemed no
help for it

“8ir Hilten's resentment may cause
more trouble than you ean be aware
of,” weént on Mr, Queleh, *and it is
quite certain that the incident would
never have occurred had he not found
¥ou appesring in publio in & disgrace-
ful state—a state which ho very pro
perly regarded as reflecting  diseredit
upon the school to which he ouce

bélonged, and of which he is a
governor, It seems that you have
dicted {o

ﬁm‘q‘{n _quarrelsome and
ighting. On your own confession’ you
attacked a stranger who had given you
no offence. I am surprised and shocked.
You have caused the whole of this un.
pleasant and distressing episode, Red-
wing, apparently because you could not
take a walk abroad without becomin
engaged in a disgraceful disturbance, %
am ashamed of you.™

Ile made a gesture towards the door,

“You may go. I trust to see an im-
provement in you, Redwing; but, at
the same time, I tell you plainly that
if you are resolved to imitate the reck-
less insubordinalion of Vernon-Smith, I
shall have to consult with the Head
whether you can bo allowed to remain
at Greyiriars,”

:‘Ellh sir 1" pasped Tom.

‘T had hoped,” snid Mr. Quelch
sternly, ‘““that  yonr influence would
help to draw Vernon-8Bmith info better
ways., At ope time your influence over
him was undoubtedly good, Now it
appeara that you are the worse of the
two. IE was you, not he, who cntered
into a disgraceful conflict with a por-
feot stranger on the Lantham road
vesterday, I warn you, Redwing, to
take heed in time. You may go!”

With a troubled face, Toin Redwing
left his Form master’s study.

Yernon-Bimith was waiting for him at
the corner of the pas:ape.

" Licked 1 he asked. -

Eid Hﬂlfl

“Only a jaw?™

" Yes?

" Lucky bargee!” said the Donnder,
with an expressive wriggle.

Something like bitterncss ecame into
Redwing's face for a moment.

“I'd rather have had your licking,
Smithy, than have been talked to as Mr.
Qualeh telked to me,” he said.

“More fool you!” answered the
Bounder, with a shrug of the shoulders;
and he walked away to the changing-
room, where the Remove fellows were
now coming in after the games practice.

“ Halle, %Ellﬂ, halla1” called out-Bob
Cherry. "Did the beak bite, Smithy

“My dear man, the beak waz the
nicest old bird wyou ever heard of,"
answeraed the Bounder.

“YWhat did he wank you for, then?™
asked Skinner.

Y Meraly a Fleusa:ﬂ. little chat™

“Gammon 1™

“Not in trooble? asked Wharton.

“MNot with the Head! Quite a nico
old szeout. Quelchy seemed annoyed
hecause I slanged old Popper on his .
phone 3-:-$tcrdn{+ He wanted to give
me I:fl'.lli. i,}l let ﬁ;in,:i g:ld thﬂi Boundor
neghgently., nd it pays to give &
Fortn mustor: Kis Eand.” .
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“Ha, ho, ha ™ ‘

#T shan't be sacked before the 8t
Jim's mateh next week,” added the
Boiunder. “I'll make a point of that,
honour bright.”

And the Bounder strolled ont of the
changing-room, leaving the fellows
laughing.

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.
Humbls Ple for Sir Hilton !
T3 R. BRIGHT—"
Y
“ —desjres to see you, sir.”

5 & Huh 1er.

a butler of Popper Court did nok
allow' his ]!?iump, well-fed . face to ex-
press any of his thoughts in the presence

his master, But his eyes were
stealthily on Bir Hilton Popper. Tt
was Sir Hilton's fond- belief that his
little difficulties in the matter of
mortgages were quite unknown te gny-
one at Popper Court excepting himself.
He woitld have been surprised. to learn
how much the butler knew, and how
much the head footman knew, and how
much the second footman knew, and
how much the cook and the housemaids
surmised, and how much the game-
keepers guessed. He would have been
astonished to learn that James confided
to his friends at the Peal of Bells that
the old blazer was head over ears in
debt. that Thomas hinted mysteriously
at the post office’ t,]:%t & crash might
come any day up at the Court.

That batlers and footmen, and house-
meida and parlonrmaids and between-
meids conld think, or did think,

rabably pever oecurred to Sir Hilton

opper. That they should have the
audaciiv to think about his loerdly self
and his lofiv affairs in a derogatory
manner certainly never possthly could
have ocourred to him. Theze worthy—
or © unworthy—creatures had  heen
designed by Nature to minister unto
him, and all their thoughts were—or
ghould have been—confined 1o their task
af ministering unto"him or of keeping
themselves in a state of preparedness to
minister unto him.

But hetween what Sir Hilion thought
and what was actually the case, there
was a great gulf fixed. )

The butler knew all about Mr. Bright,
of Lantham, and knew why the thunder-
cloud oversprend Bir Hilton's brow at
the mention of the name. Ha had a
shrewd idea that although Sir Hilton
wauld gladly have given orders for Mr.
Bright to be thrust with indignity from

hiz doors, he dared not refuse h:{i{m AN

admittence to his lofty - presence, -
even wondered whether this visit of Mr.

Bright, of Lantham, meant that it was
the “finish.” If it meant the finish, the 500

butler had & deadly determination that

hiz wages, rather in arrear, should be |
%md right up to date before the “final.” §

gneering grin, DMaster Edgar, in spite
if his father's statements to the head-
master of Greyfriars, knew a good deal
of his parent’s business affairs, taking,
indeed, a keen interest in them, finding
such things to his peculiar taste, The
great building of Popper Courk, the

reat hall with its armour, and trophies,
g’l!d antlers, the imposing butler and the
massive footman, had a daunting effect
on Master Edgar: but he found sup-
port in the knowledge that his father
could sell up the -.Ehnia show ™ if he
liked. .

The imperious tyrant of the Court
was, in hiz eves, liitle better than an
insolvent debtor; s man who had had a
magnificent fortufie and had lacked the
cammon sense to take ecare of it; =a
man who was idiot enough to give up i

heasants and partridges great traets
Ea'm] which might have produoc
enough to pay his debts had he had as
much business. ability as the village
gracer. The lofitness of SBir Hilton, in
the ' pirenmstances, did not impress
%"u:!nﬁh:ei' Edgar so much as it entertained
v,

The. baronet did not heed the un-
plersant youth; probably he had for-

otten having euffed him a few days

fore. Master Edgar had not for-
otten; he never forgot incidents of
that_kind.

Sir Hilton fixed his eves, glinting, on
Mr. Bright.

The . Lantham gentleman's manner
was respectiul and civil, but only too
well Sir Hilton knew that the iron hand
was hidden in the glove of velvet.

Ho knew that he was practically at
the man’s mercey. that he had te be eivil
tor him. Bnt if was nof casy to restrain
hiz arrogance toward: a rmasn  he
despized. His look we: invoeluntarily
contermptuons and dizdaisful. and he
did not ask Ale. Brighs to Le seated.
He grected him with a single snappoed
monosylable,

TiWell

"Pray exeose  this  mtrusion.
Hilton,™ zaid Mr, Bright smonthls.

“Phat 15 the word, &ir,” zaid the
baronet. “This iz an intruszion, What
do vou want 7"

“IWo doubt my call may save vou the
trouble of eallivg at iy office in
Lantham to-morrow, Sir Hilten.”

=Sir

HE DOESN'T CARE
IF IT SNOWS !

S8 e R LR

T

.....

ut in ease 1t"was not the finish yet, the :
plump gentleman still pressrved his air |

of deferential respect; it was not time
for him to administer & kick until his
master was actually down.
P".ﬁ.l:imtt[ hlm!l" said Sir Hilion
opper, alter & long, long pause,
The butter glided awagy.

A- few minates later the thin, lard- |

faced gentlemoan from Lantham was
shown into Sir Hilton’s library.
was not alone. " The unpleasant youth
whomn Redwing had thrashed in
Lanthant Chase, and whom Sir Hilton

himsel had cuffed on the ILenthem |

road; followed him ih.

perions and grave, but on the hard face

of Master Edgar Bright lurked s slight
TaE Micuer Lisrary.—No. 1,008,

Mr. Bright was

He |

This hsppy “enap * shows M. Parmentier, ﬁf
52, Colomberie, 5. Helier, Jersey, rending
his *' Mavost."

“It was not my intention to call st
vour office to-morrow, Mr. Bright.”

“You. are AWAre ‘f;'hnl:. a certain pay-
III.IE:]'It—*"

“You are aware that I have told you
that it is not convenient to me to make
Ehatepajmant you speak of at so early a

£ .JJ‘

Mr. Bright very nearly smiled, and

hiz hopeful son winked ab a carved
figure on the great chimney. 8ir
Hilton really seemed to believe that if
o matter was not to his convenience
there was an end of it.
- “ My solicitor will speak to you if you
are desirous of discussing the matter,
sir,” added Sir Iilton, es a clincher.
“To me, such a discussion is altogether
too distasteful.”

“Ldgar, you will take & séat at the
window yonder,” said Mr, Dright,

Edgar made & grimace; he did not
want to be sent out of hearing. DBut he
obeved at once. The cold, unemotional
moneylender of Lantham was not a man
to ba disobeyed or disregarded.

Dlaster Ldgar being oub of hearing,
Mr. Bright—without being asked—drew
a chair nearer to the baronet and sat
down. Bir Hilton's eyes glinted, and he
opened his lips to speak, but closed
them again. Esau Dright was not a
man to zit down in his presence, in Bir
Hilton's opinion, any more - than hia
butler or his footman. DMr. Dright,
who was able to follow without the
slightest difficulty the arrogant thoughts
in the dull, obiuse brain of the man
before him, smiled. He had held
greater men than Sir Hilton Popper
under lis thumb.

“ Now, Sir Hilton, it is far irom being
my desire to canze yon any incon-
venienee,” he said.” “1 am prepared to
arrange an extension of time on the
most liberal terms.”

“It 1= with my selicitor that you must
dizeuss  this  matter, =siv,” said  Sir
IEilton.

gl | Rrefer fo disenss it with von.”

“What? Whatt"

“And speaking as o [riend, T advisa
vou, Sir Hilten, to diseuss it in an
amicable manner,” said Mr, Bright
calmly, “I repeat, that I am prepared
to act renerously. But as one servico
deserves another, I must ask you to
render me a slight service in refurn.”

Sir Hilton gazed at him.

My solicitor—" he repeated feelily.

“ Iz vour solicitor, sir, placed in funds
to meet the sum due to me over vour
signature ¥

" At present, ne. DBut—"

“Then I decline to see your solicitor.
I am not in business, as the Americana

] say. for my health, Unlesz we come to an

amicable urmnﬁenwnt here and now, the
morigages will be foreclosed, and I
shall net wait, sir, one single instant
beyond the exact time specified by the
letter of the contract.”

Sir Hilton gasped.

Having contributed that gasp to the
discussion, he remained silent, Willingly
he would have ordered Esau Dright to
be hanged, drawn, and gquartered. But
a good many centuries had passed since
the time when a great landowner could
treat an Importunate eroditor in that
drastic manner. In the degenerate daya
upon whichh he had fallen, the lord of
Popper Court could ondy toe the line like
w common mortal,

“It 15 in vour power, sir,” rosumed
AMr. Bright, *to render me a sorvice—
g small matfer to you, costing you
nothing, but a rather important matter
to me. In return for this service, I will
gee vour solicitor and grant an extension
of three months without additional
interest.”
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“Explain yourself,” pasped Sir Hilton,

Thire was no arrogance in his manner
now, The cold, deadly calmness of Esan
Bright had brought a scnze of reality to
him throvgh the mists of pride and sell-
esteemn. He was in the power of this
isicle of 2 man through bis own obtuse
folly, and Mr. Bright was likely to show
him. as wmugch merey ss the baromet
showed to a wretched furry denizen of
his woods when ho was out with his gun.
A trrant is naturally a craven at the
hattom of hiz heart, and Sir Hilton, with
the overwhelming realisation that he
had met hiz master, was subdued,

can explain myselfl m 8 few

words,” said Mr. Bright. “You are a
member cof the governing hboard of
Grevfriars School, Sir Hilton.™

The bargnet stared at him,

“What has Greyiriars Scheol to do
with you?” he ejaculated.

—y ama

on Mr, Bright calmly, “in enlering my
son at any great public school 1n the
land. For reasons of my ewn I have
chosen Greyiriars. The Head's refusal
has greatly disappointed me. 1 hepe
that vou may be able to overcome his
decision—for my sake, sir, and my son's
selie—~and your ewn.”

Sir Hilton winced under the ihreat
perceptible in the last words,

“T can do nothing,” he said, aiter a

pause.  “Dhr. Locke must bave had some
reason—"" ]
“A mere prejudice, founded pactly

upon my profession and partly upon a
trifling indiscreticn of my son's, If my
boy 15 strongly recommended by &
povernor of the school, Dr. Lecke is
practically bound fo withdraw his
refusal. You will have the kindness to

recommend Edgar and to undertake to
answer for him in every way—"

“ A great deal, as it happens, I desire
to enter my son there” Alr. Bright
made & gesture towards the discontenied
youth watching them from the distant
window.

Sir Hilton's lip curled.

“There should be no great difficulty
about that, cir. All sorfs of rank out-
siders are now admitted to my old school
—sonz of monevlenders, seafaring men,
and cobblers. Your son may very well
pass with the rest.”

“Dr. Locke has refused him ad-
mittance to the school”

“T should hardly have supgnﬁed 50,
said Sir Hilton satirically. ** But if such
ig the ease, tha matter iz cloged, for the
headmaster is allowed unlimited dis-
cretion in such matters”

-H A strong  representation frem =&
member of the governing board might
cause him- to olter hiz views, sic.™

“Oh! exclaimed Sir Hilton.

“71 should have no difliculiy,” went

“Qh!

“] know nothing of the boy”
muttered Sir Hilton.

“T must ask you fo accept my
aseurance, as his father, that he is
suitable in cvery way to enter Grey-
friars,” said Mr. Briﬁht'mldl}f.

“But the Head—

“ It would be impessible for the Head

to refuze him, answered for by a
governor of the school.”
fir Hilton Popper was silent, his

fentures twitching., If there waz any-
thing the old fyrant had close at heart,
it was the weil-being, of hiz old school.
Hiz pride in Greyiriars wag arrogant,
unreasonable. snobbish, but so far as his
limited intelligence went. he acted for
the good of the school. He would have
ruined Greyfriars had he heen able to
govern it unchecked ; but he would have
vained it with the best intentions.
KEnowingly to give it ‘a push on the
downward path was a thing of which
Sir Hilton was incapable—i he conld
have helped it. He had meant and

believed every word he had said to Dr
Locke, dull and snobbish as his beliefs
wore,  And now .

He really belicved that his old echool
waz degraded by the admission of the
rons of financiers and seafering men and
cobblers, as he had put it to the Head.
Now he was askod—rather ordered—to
press upon an unwilling headmaster the
admission of the son of & money-
lender—the doubtfully reputable son of
a man of shady antecedents. All his
principles rose up in arms against the
suggestion, And yet he kpew all the
fimo that he was going to do it simply
because ho dared not refucze. ;

The silence in the dusky old libra
of Popper Covrt was long and painfu
broken only by the crackling of the wo
fira on the hearth.

Mr. Bright locked at his watch,

This was more impudence, in

Sorry, sir I ** exclaimed Vernon-Smiih, realising
that in his haste he had trodden on the fool of 2 passenger
already In the earriage. ** You clumsy young feol ! ** The
passenger did not seem pleased.
on which the Bounder had trodden rather

he had a corn
heavily.

Perhaps

(Hee Chapler 4.)

Iilton's opinion. It was for him to end
an interview, not a person of this
deseription. Nobody’'s time but his own
was of any value. But this new samplo
of impudence he had to swallow with the
rost,

For a moment thers flosted before his
mind the enticing thought of ordering
his servants to fling Mr. Bright and his
hopeful son out of doors, It was only
for a moment. Humiliating as this
interview was, it was not so humihating
gz the presence of thoe bailiffis in Popper

Court, which would inevitably have
followed, .
Having Jooked at his watch ex-

ressively, Mr. Bright locked at the
gﬂ.mmrt. still more expressively.

“May I take it that your answer is
favourable, Sir Hilion 7 he inguired.

Sir Hilton cleared his throat.

“* After all, why should not your son
take his place with the.tag-rag and bob-
tail now at my old school ¥ he muttered,
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as il with some miserable atteropt at
seli-justification.

“# Ygur words arg secarcely courteous,
sir,” said Mr. Bright calmly. “I will,
hbwever, pass over that, May I under-
stand that you will meet my wishes?

“I will spesak te Dr. Locke,” said the
baronet, with an offort.

*Very good.” )

“More, I cannot promise.™

Mr. Bright's eyes narrowed.

“Very good” he repeated.  “The
matter of the sum now due on the
mortgages may remain in  abeyance
until you have seen Dr. Locke”

“And the renewal—m="

“Will take effect when my =on i3 at
EFE}'EJI‘:EH.I‘E ; oot before, wnd mot other-

wize,

Sir Hilton breathed hard.

Mr. Dright rose from his chairn

“I have the honour to bid you good-
afternoon, Sir Hilton. Come, Edgar.”

Siv Hilten, left alone in the library,
sat for & lﬂng time with a stunned
expression on hiz face. Hiz lofty will
had been disregarded, hiz lordly pride
had been humbled, under his own roof ;
ond, worse than that, he had received
prders from a mere knave that he dared
not disobey. It was & -most discom.-
forting state of affairs for the auwtocrat
of many broad acrez. He stirred at last
snd stroda forth, and found what
comfort he could in storming at his
keepers—a mere crumb of comfort, but
all ke had in the distressing cir-
Cumstances. ’

SEEN THIS

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Six for Somebeody !
BILL? BUNTER rolled into the

Bag in & state of pgreat excite.
rnent.

: “1 say, you fellows; he's come
again.”

“ He—who—which?™ yawned Hob
Cherry.

““{Nd Poppear®

“Alv only hat! Is old Popper goin'
to live at Grevlriars¥' said the Bounder.

“Old Popper popped in again?’' asked
Bob.

“The popfulnezz of the estecmed
Popper is torrifie,” remarked Huorree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“What have you been doing now,
Smithy ™ g'rinne..t; Bunter.

* MNothing, fathead.”

“¥You, then, Redwing ¥

“ Nothing, 2:51" said Redwing.

*Well, somebody's for it!" szaid
Bunter. " Somehody's always for it
when old Popper rolls in ¥

“Nhere i he?" asked Harry
Wharton.

“I saw Trotter teking him to the
Head's sfudv. The heak isn’t there,
Eiaou%h-. he's in Masters' room, jawing.
0ld Popper will have to wait! I fancy
he doesn't like waiting! He, he, he!

I sav, Wharton, very likely you're the
fellow he's after!™

“ And why, as2?” asked the captain of
the Remove.

“¥ou came over his footpath yester-
dav. I heard vou tell Squiff.”

“I1t isn't his footpath, fathead!
a .pub]ic footpath I

*He thinks it's his, and he's kicked
up a shindy about it before!” grinned
Bunter. “It's six for vou. Wharton !
Queleby will lay ik on exira hard,
because he hates old Popper coming
here complaining! He, he, he!”

*“ Perhaps sou've going to be the

Ii's

happy vietim, Bunter!™ suggested
Peter Todd.

Bunter stopped cackhling 2all of a
sudden.
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“Me!” he ejaculated. “Oh, really,
Toddy 1

Six for any other fellow had a certain
element of the comie, in Bunter's view.
Six for Bunter himself was & very
different proposition, The matter
became serious ab once. :

Feter Todd bestowed a wink on the
other fellows unzeen by the Owl of the
Remove.

“You're tha man, old fat bean ! he
said decidedly.

“Look here, Toddy, you beast,"” ex-
claimed Bunter uvneasily, “how could
old Popper be after me? I've done
nothing 1™

“ Nobody ever does anvthing when old
Popper complaing! It's well known
that we're all as inngeent as lambs !
remarked Bob Cherry.

“Ha; ha, ha [*

“ ¥ou remember what vou said about
old Popper when he was here a few

ays ago,” went on Peler sgeriously.
“¥You said he had a black eye and a
tooth missing, and all sorts of things!”

“I heard vou, Bunter'!” said Bob,
gravely entering into the it}ke.

“*We all heard him!"¥ econcurred
MNugent.

“But—but T said that to vou fellows
on the football ground!™ exelaimed
Bunter, in alarm. *“0ld Popper never
heard me. He couldn’t have; he was
with the Head !

“*Buppose he's been told—suppose a
little bird told him?*¥ =aid Peter.
“Looks to me as if something's come
to his cars, anyhow. He's here again,
and nobody has done anything this time
except you [

Mot much doubt abkeut i, in my

inion ! remarked Vernon - Smith.
“ Bunter's for i¢ 1™

“You see, you made guf that the old
fellow had been knocked about in a
ﬁfht—black &ge and missing tooth and
all that!* said Bquiff. “He was bound
to be frightfully offended if he heard
of it 17

"Sure thing ¥ satd Johnny Bull,

William George Bunter looked deeply
alarmed. Every face round him was
seripus now, as if the Remove fellaws
were meourning over Buanter’s obvious
and sad fate.

“But he couldn’t have heard of what
T zaid!"” muttered the Owl of the

Remove feebly. “ Besides, T never satd

1tl !I‘J
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"What!"

"You fellows were all there, and you
can witness that I never said anything
of the kind, you know!"” said Bunter
cagerly.

“Oh, my hat !

“If—if I have to go {o the Head, yon
come with me, Wharton! The Head's
bound to take your word, as captain
of the Form [V

“{ireat pip "

“Poor old Bunter " said Peter Tadd
sorrowlully, “As vou said yoursell,
Quelchy is sure to lay it on extra havd,
because he doesn't like old Fopper
coming here complaining I

MOw 1 gasped Bunter.

"Put some exercise-books in your
bags when you go to the beak ! sog-
gested Hazeldene,

“Oh dear! I—I say, you fellows, do
inu really think that old Popper has

eard about what T said

“Well, look at it for yourself!” =aid
Peter argumentatively. * Nobodv's done
anything but you, yvet here's old Popper
on the warpath again! Deesn't it
speak for iteelf 7'

“And if we'ro called az witnesses,™
sald Bob Cherry sorrowfully, “what can
woe say? We'ra bound to tell the truth!
Let’s see, vou fellows, what was it
exactly tjm‘t: Bunter said about old
Popper? Let's have it exact; we shall
have to repeat it word for word !

“I—I never gaid anything!" gasped
Burter. “I never srid he had a black
noze and an eve missing—I mean, a
black eye and a swollen tooth—I mean,
a gwollen noze! I never said mnything
—in fact, T waszn't thore at the (imel
I ehall tell the Head so0! He onght to

take a fallow's word—a fellow Hke me,
I mean 1™

“Ha, ha, hpg ™

“All very well for you to eackle!™
reared Bunter., I never said anythin
akont old Pﬂ%pal' ! And, besides, I sai
it all in confidence-—strict confidence!
If somebody's repeated what I said, he's
made it all up 1"

“Ha, ha, ha ' ghrieked the juniors.

“ Beasts " hooted Bunter.
 The fat junier rolled out of the Rag
i a state of great alarm.

“Dear old Bunter!” chuckled DBob
Cherry. “8ix for romebody doesu'e
seem half so funny to him now!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Is old Popper really after anybody

this tima2. I wonder?"” wawned the
Bounder.
“Not likely! Just a jaw with the

Head; he's always butting in to jaw,”
said Peter. * Bunter's so %ucked af {he
idea of semebody getting six that he
jumps to conclusions !™ :

“Ha, ha, ha!*

All the fellows in the Rag were
chut!lr]ing; but William (Gecrge Bunter
was feeling in anything but & hilarious
mood as he rolled away, He woas deeply
alermed, Really, it was unlikely that
Sir Hilton Popper had heard anything
of Bunter’s fatucus remarks on Little
Bide a few days ago. But it wae quite
certain that, if he had heard of them,
he would be greatly incenzed thereby.
Bunter quaked at the possibility.
Already he seemed to feel the Form
moster’s cane whacking on his tight
trousers.

Bunter rolled away to the corrider
outside DMasters’ Common-room, hy
which the Head would pass when ho
went to his study to see his caller. If
S8 Hilton was g-uing to complain of
him, it seemed to Bunter rather ao
masterly move to get 1n his defence
first. Possibly he had heard of the
couplet which combines the wisdom of
two great poots:
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“TFhrice-armed is he that hath his
quarrel just;
But fonr thnes he that gets his blow
it fusk 1M

Bunter was only in time. Word had
heen taken to the Head that bis dis-
tinguished visitor was waiting io the
study, and he came out of Maaters’
room, having cut short his talk with
the staff--perhaps to the regret of the
staff, and perhaps not.

Dr. Locke was frowning.

He had hoped not to zee Sir Hilton
again for a considerable time, at least,
and that hope was proving ill-founded.
Possibly this  visit meant that the
itasoible old gentleman was already
gtirring up trouble for lam with the
governing body. For the governing
body the Hnady]mﬂ, of course, a greak
respect ; bat, likeo all headmasters, the
less he saw and heard of them the
Letter he was pleased,

Ha was not in the mood to be very
Ea.tient with a grubby junior of the
Lower Fourth who butted unezpectedly
into his way.

“ Please, sir——" squeaked Bunter.

The Head gestured him aside.

Bunter did not heed the gesture. The
matter was too important for thak.

“8ir Hilton PFPopper, sir——"
gasped.

“What do you mean? snapped the
Head.

“ He—he—he——"

“ What ¥

“ Ha-~he—he's come zir!” stuttered
Bunter. "I never did anything of the
gort, sir [

The INead gazed at him.

“IDvo you mean that you proesume that

"Hir Hilton Popper has called here to

he

lay some complaint against you,
Benler "

“Yoa, zir! I never did it !

“You never did what ?"

“I—I mean, I never said it !”

“ What 7

"It was all a mistake, sir!" pgasped
Bunter. “1 never mentioned Sir Ihilton
in speaking to the other fellows. Wheo-
ever repeated my words made up the
whole thing from beginning to end.”

“ Bless my soul!” said the Tlead.
"I mever said he had a black eye,
E”i"_”

" A—z—a black eye!™
Ny Drui} nose—I mean, a tooth missing,
Bir——

*Upon my word ! zaid Dr. Locke.

“The [ellows who heard me will say
the same, sir.  They all heard every
word I said, sir, and if you ask them
they'll tell you that I never even opened
my mouth.’ )

‘Goodness gracious '™ zaid the Head.

“I—I timugﬁlt. I'd cxplain that it was
all a mistake, sir, before—before vou
gaw old Popper——"*

“ Whom ¥ thundered the Head.

“I—I mean Sir Hiltou Popper, zir!™
iasped Bunter. *“You—you can tell
im, sir, that it's a mistake. I wasn't
speaking to him at all, and all that I
said was in strict confidence, sir, and I
never uttered & syllable, sir—not a
single syllable,”

Dr. Locke breathed hard and deep.

“Is it possible, Bunter, that you ars
to stupid, so utterly obtuse, as to sup-

oze that Sir Hilton Popper hasz called

ere on account of sorme foolish remarks
you may have made to the other juniars
and which could not possibly have
reached-his ears?”

Bunter jurmaped.

“©Oh dear! Those beasts were pulling
my lJog—=->"

“sBir Hilton Popper's visit can have

nothing whatever to do with you or

your foolish remarks, Bunter.”

—
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“Oh, thank you, sir! M-m-may I go
now i” gasped Bunter. .

“ One moment,” said the Head grimly.
“On your own confession, you ‘have
made disrespectful remarks concerning &
governar of the school. I am bound ta
take notice of it, since you have brought

the matter to my attention.”

“0h dear ! groaned Bunter.

“You will go to your Form master
now——"

“{.H] 1

“And request him, from me, fo cane
you for impertinence—-"

“ Waw 1"

“T shall speak to Mr. Quelch later,
and if I find that you have not carried
my message you will be flogged.”

“¥ow "

The Head rustled ow, leaving Billy
Bunter rooted to the Aoor. It was a
ltmp and crushed Dunter that dragged
himself unwillingly inte Mr. Queleh’s
study a little later to deliver the Head's
message, The Razr was at a consider-
able distance from the Remove master’s
study; but the feilows in the Eag heard
sounds of woe from afar, On such
occasions Bunter’s voice was wont' to
carry to & great distance,

“That sounds like Bunter ' remarked
Peter Todd. *If it's six, I wonder hew
funny he thinks it iz now, But what
on carth has Bunter been doing 1"

A few minutes later the Owl of the
Remove limped into the Hag, He
looked as if he found life not worth
ll?ilg—-ﬂ.ﬁ indeed he did net, just then.

“ Hallp, hallo, hello! Bagging trouble,
old fat bean?”’ asked Bob Cherry.

“ Yow-ow-ow-0w | Tk groaned
Bunter.

“What on earth for?” asked Harry
Wharton, " 'What on earth have you
done since you were Dere ten minutes
agoi”

“Yow-ow! You beast, Toddy!™
groaned Bunter., “0ld Popper isn't
:][:Tre after me at all! Ow-ow-ow! The

ead satd so, when I explained to him,
Ow-ow-ow! He's a beast! He seemed
to think that I'd been saying somethin
about old Popper, just becanse 1 said %

hadn't! Ow! He sent me to Quelchy
—ow!—I got six! Wow! Xow-ow-ow-
ow ¥

“0b, my hat!” gasped Peter. “You
told the Head——"

“1 thought I'd explain before he zaw
old Popper———"

“Ha, ha, ha!" shrieked Peter,

"Yow-ow! I've got six—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

“ Beasts |

“It wes six for somebody, after sll!”
chortled the Bounder., * Bunter was the
somebody ! Ha, he, ha'™

Toe Macxer Lisrary.—Xo. 1,028
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“Ha; ha, hal”

- The Rag was in a roar, Bunter tonld
sto. absolitély nothing of & hilatious
naturé in the episode. Dut he was the
only: fellow .who couldn’t, Peter Todd
tald. him, with-tears in his eyes, that he
hed brought down the louse; but that
was o ‘comfort to Bunter. The whole
Rag roared; what time William George
Buonter groaned dismally, and wished
that the*"zix for somebody ¥ had beon
six far gpomiebody else.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,

Good News for Mr. Bright !
H P_Rﬁ.‘&' be seated, Sir Hilton.”

The Head's manner was
coldly eourteous. 2
Qir Hilton's menace, for it

was nothing less, of calling him fo
aocount’ hefgm ‘the: Board of Governors,
rankled in the Head's mind. He was
not pleased to sea his visitor, and he
mul:F scarcely affeet to be; and his old-
world conrtesy was put to a severe strain
in-dealing with the iraseible gentleman.

But the baronct was in a rather
changed mood now.

Hiz manner was hesitating; quito a
new thing in Sir Hilton Popper. He
could not help remembering that the
viewz he had expressed in his last inter-
view with .Dr. Locke were greatly at
variance with what he was now aboud
to say to the Head.

He coughed uncomfortably. _

The Head waited in some surprise.
He had expected Sic Hilton to begin in
his usual dictatorial manner. DBut there
was nothing dictatorial about the master
of Popper Court now.

" Er—1 have called in reference to—to
B certain matter——" Bir Hilton was
-almost mumbling.

“No further complaints of my boys,
I frust?" asked the Head, with a faing
touch of sarcasm.

“No, no! Nething of the kind, sir”

said Sir Hilton hastily.
“1 am [g].ad of that.”
“The fa

again,

et iz—" Bir Hilton paused

 gir Hilion Popper speaking,*’ came the deep voice

over the wires, “*a governor, sir, of Greyiriars
Behool.” *f Did-you. say fool? * asked Vernon-
Smfth, calmiy—
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The Head waited, more and more sur-
prised.

" The fact is, I fear that T expressed
myseli somewhat hastily, perhaps some-
what inconsiderately, when last I hnﬁ
the pleasure of seeing you Dr, Locke!
gulped Sir Hilton.

The headmester of Greyfriars thawed
very much, IF Sir Hiiton was there to
apologise for his bad  manvers, that
altered the case.

“T am  glad to hear yon say so, sir,”
said Dr. Locke very cordially, 1 admit
that I was—well, a little offended, How-
ever, I was sure—hem '—that on think-
ing calmly over the matter, you would
realise—hem ——"

“Quite so—quite so. The views I
expressed were, perhaps, somewhat old-
fashioned, out-of-date in these days of
democracy- and Socializm s
Bolshevism,” said Sir Hilton bitterly,
“In these days the rankest outsider may
talkk sheer impudence te a pgentleman

under his own roof without being
thrown from the door. Huh! How-
ever, let us come to the tJ;:u:u:[rnt. I am
here to speak on behalf of a—a—a

gentleman who desires to place his son
in this school.” _

“YVery good,” said the Head., “The
matter may, of course, be taken for
granted; any boy recommended by =
governor of the school is admitted to it
as a matier of course.”

“I am glad to bear vou say so, Dr.
Locke,” said Sir Hilton, relieved, I
understand that you felt some slight
prejudice on the subject of the boy in
guestion—"

“That can scarcely be the ¢ase, sir,”
gaid the Head in surprise, “as I have
never heard of him till thiz moment,”

“Hem! Hem! The boy's name is
Enp;ht."

“Bright | repeated the Head.

“He 15 the son af a—a—a gentleman
who 15, I beheyc, in a=hem !—wealthy
posibion. A resident of Lantham.”

The Head's face hardened.

“Are you alluding to Mr. Ksau
Bright, the moneylender ¥ he
azked, '

“I—=1 believe Mr. Bright
docs some business  in—in
loans and—and mortgages,
and—and so on,” sald Sir
Hilton. “By actual profes-
sion, however, he is, or was,
a solicitor. A solicitor's som
must be considered—hem !—
respectable. A solicitor 13 a
gentleman—a sort of gentle-
man! Great gad! In these
dayzs every Tom, Dick, and
Havry calls himself a gentle-
man. You have no objection,
you have fold e, fo t{m 5005

of scafaring men and—and
cobblers, ™

“1 have & very serious
objection to a bor of bad
character, the son of & money-
lender,”  said  the Head

severcly.
“Hem! Hem! After all,
the boy is scarcely respon-

-sible for his father's profes-
sion—what, what "

“T1 should be the very last,
I hope, to think of visiting
the sins of the fathers upon
the children,” s=aid the Head
warmly  “There are also, I
Rave been told, moneylenders
who are honourable znd re-
putable men, but Mr. Bright
15 not, I fear, one of that
kind. The boy himself is
objectionable; that is why I

have refused to take him into CGrey-
triars.”

“I have seen the boy—he appears
quite—quite an ordinary lad—"

“From what I have ascertained by
inquiry, Sir Hilton, he appears:to be
far {rom an ordinary lad. An ordinary
lad does not find amuzement in torment-
ing animals,” =aid the Head, “Only a
boy of a peculiar and perverted nature
could indulge himzelf in  eenzeless

eruelty, sir.”

Rit Hilton almost writhed with dis-
comfort,

So far from wishing to sce Master
Fdgar Bright admitted to s old
school, he would have been glad to send
that unpleasant youth to a reformatory,
and his father to prison. But his oivn
wishes counted for nothing:; he was
under the thumb of the meonevlender.
And the man who had hectored all his
life was under the painful necessity of
submitting to bullving in hiz turn.

“And I must say, sir,"” went on the
Head, with warmth, “that, considering
the views vou expressed in this very
ropom only & few days ago, I am vebr
much surprized {o hear yvou recommend-
ing & moneylender’s son as a Greyiriars
boy. You raised objections to Vernon-
Smith as the son of a Gnancier; to Red-
wing, as the son of a brave and honest
seafaring man who risked hiz life a
hundred times for his country in the
War: to Penfold, as the son of a cobbler
who hes been s pattern of honesty and
worth to his whole village during & long
and respected life. And now—"

“I—1 have already statad that I have
had to modify my views—I mean, that
I have modified them,” said Sir Hilton.
“I have no doubt that whatever has
been #aid against thiz man Bright's son
was—wag exaggerzled—some trifling in-
diserotion has been made foo much of.
Appearances may have been against the
lad. Dr. Locke, I desire to urge vou, as
& personal favour fo myvseli, lo accept
thiz boy at Gregfriars”

“If it 15 really your opinion, sir, that
the boy haz been to some cxtent the
vietim of misjudgment, that alicrs the
case, of course,” said the Head.

“Yes, ves. I have no—no doubt——"

“The Governing Board leave such
matters entirely in my hands. But'I
should nof, of course, think of refusing
a boy who is vouched for personally by
a member of the Board.”

“Very good! gasped Bir IHilton.
"DBesides, in ilhree months’ time—1T
mean, if the boy turns out unsatisfac-
tory, a term at Greyiriars will do him
no harm-—you will be at hiberty to dis-
miss him from the schopl. The faults
in his character, if anv, may be cor-
rected by “SE'I.'ENT_'}'—IJI'BISIE!J ¥y a few
ﬂuggings might he to his benefit.. In-
deed, that, I think, is verv probably
the case. Give the boy o trial for one
term; that is all I ask, sir.”

YT certainly do not feel that I can
refuse, when you put it in thet mannper,
Sir Hilton,"” said the Head.

“Thank vou, sir! I—I am obliged,”
said Sir Hilton. “I may take it, then,
that DMr. Bright will receive a favour-
able reply from woui@"”

“Certainly; I shall inform him that
his son, hf"il\f vouched for by a member
of the school, I am prepared to admit
him if he etill desires to send the boy
to Creviriars.”

“Vory good, sir—very good! That is
all,” said Sir Hilton, rising. "I am
very much obliped to you., Dr. Locke.
JI—I take a certain interest in the boy,
and desire 4o zee him given a chance,
No doubt the discipline of Greyiriacs
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will correct any faults you may find in
a b ]

m.
I“ Nao dmﬂ:_!t," azzented the Hoead.

&ir Hilton, after a few mipre words,
tock his leave; and the Head accom-
]mnimi him to his car. The baronet, in
1is present  apologetic mood, had a
ylacating effect =u§on the unsuspicious
old gentleman, and Dr. Locke was now
cordianl as well as courteous. Certainly,
the Head of Greyfriars had not the

- remotest suspicion of Sir Hilton's real
motives, or that the lord of Popper
Court was acting under duress.

After Sir Hilton was gone the Head
wrote o letter to Mr. Bright, ab Lent-
hani—a letter which made a gash of a
pouth ecurve in a triumphant swmile.

“¥ou will be going to Greyfriars,
Edgar,” Mr. Bright teld his son,

Edgar did not scem to be over-
whelmed with pleasure at the news.

4 1'd rather go to Harrow,” he said
sulkily.

“ Possibly 1 asscnted his father. “DBot
you will go to Greyfriavs”

Edpar -watched his worthy parcnt
with hiz shifty cyes

“ Look here, father—"

Al wﬂ“l]?,*

“Why aro von so keen to get me into
Greyfriars *"

“1 have reasons™

“ All this fuzs about Greviriars, when
I conld get into a more toney school
casily enough,” said HEdgar.. "“1f you
want me at a school near home, there’s
Highelife—-I'd rather ge to Higheliffe.
1 know some fellows there that I could
get on with.”

“T have reasoms for sending you to
Croyfriars,” smid Mr. Bright. "My
old friend, Mr. Thorpe, was once a
master at that school.”

“The man whnjaft vou twanty thou-
sand pouands " said Edgar.

" Precisely.”
“But what difference doez  that
make? He's dead long ago.™

Mr. Bright eyed hia son carefully.

“Now that it is certain that you will
enter Greyfriars, Edgar, it i3 time to
icll you.
task for me, which can only be carried
out by someone living inside tho zchool.
Somewhers  at Greyfridars, in some
hidden nook or c¢ranny, there exists a
later will made by Mr. Thorpe—and if
it is found by anyone else, it will ecost

mea twenty thousand pounds, Now do
you understand ?”
Master Edgar whistled, and then

grinned.

“And I'm to find it?"

“1f it i3 to ba found—yes,”

“Twenty thousand pounds!” Master
Fdgar whistled again, “I understand
now, father—roly on me.”

Huad Dr. Locke been able to hear that
talk in the mension at Lantham, cer-
izinly, no recommendation from =a
povernor, or & whole Thoard of

overnors, wonld have secured Idgar

right admission to Greyfriars. For-
tunately for tho precious pair, Dr.
Locke could not hear.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Rough on Redwing !

44 HAT cad!™
“Halla,
Which 7"
“What iz he dning here, T

wonder 7' exclaimed Tom Redwing.
Bob Cherry followed his glance, "Bob
was strolling in the quad after class
with Redwing, when the sailorman’s

hallo, halln |

You will carry out a certain-

son suddenly stopped and [

ihe

e

fixed his eves upon o vouth
who was .sauntering about
with his hands in his pockets
staring at the school
buildings.

“bI{nm'.r Rid ¥ asked

“It's the fellow I had a Iﬂ%w
with in Lantham Chase the
other day,’ replied Tom.

“Oh ' seid Bob, eyeing the
stranger with renewed
intercst, He noted, not wilh
plersure, the hard featurces,
the shifty ¢ves, and the gash-
like mouth of Master Kdgar
Bright, which looked as if
MNature had designed it for
biting hard.

i
St

Bright, glancing round him
cavelessly, spotted Redwing,
and started a little. He

stared  at Tom, and then
came lowards humn.,
“Bo you're here,” he amid.
“I' belong to UGreviriars,”

answercd Tom contemptu-

ously. “But I don't see whiat .

you are dothg here” Great
Bright sneered. baronet.

“T'm here  because T'm
soing to belong to Grey- ]
friars,” he answered. “I'm hanging
about now while my father’s Hﬂklngl to
sotpeé  blinking Form master, making
some Dblinking arrangements about =
rotten entrance exam. I never knew
vou belonged to this school.”

“Von know it now,” said Tom, turmn-

ing away.
“Ves, and.I'm glad of it,” said
Bright maliciouzly. “I'll find  n

opportunity of making you sorry that
yvou laid hands om me, you rotter.

shall be at Greyiriars next week, and
I'll make #t a EIOII!.t- to make you
sorry for yourself.”

Redwing laughed ecornfully.

“You're welcome to fry,” he
answered. ‘““I’ve licked you once, and
Tl lick you again fast enough if you
ssk for it. And if you play agy of
your dirty tricks here, you cur, you'll
wizh you'd never come {o Greyiriars—
vou won't find many of your sort
here."

“Easy does it, old fellow,” murmured

Bob Cherry. *It isn't like you to be
down on & new kid, Reddy.”
“That fellow makes me sick!”

muttered Redwing.

A fush came into Bright's pallid, un-
heslthy cheeks, and a glitter into his
shifty eyes. He gave one sharp glanco
round liimy, and thon, without & hint of
? warning, struck Tom Redwing in the
aco.

As Tom staggered from the un-
expected blow, Bright darted into the

House, and aonttled into Masters’
passage, where his father was in con-
versation  withh Mr. Queleh in the
Remave master’s study.

“Oh, my hat!™ cjaculated Bob.
o E'ﬂdd}'_"” .

Redwing, without heeding Dob, ran
into the Howse. The best-fempered
fcllow in the Remove was white with
rage, His hand dropped on Edgar
Bright's shoulder as Bright reached

Myr. Quelch’s door,

The young rascel geve a howl of
apprehension,

“Let me go! Let me—"

M ¥ou cur!” said Redwing, between
his teeth, and his open hand rang on
Blrlght-’s face with & crack like a pistol-
shot.

“0Oh!” yelled Brifht.

“‘%\“‘q“h
S

‘door and bundled into the study.

.1".

7 |

gad ! Is that Mr. Quelch 7.** hooted the
*“* What do you mean, sir? What does

this tomfoolery mean, sir? Whaty "

Ho tore open the Bemove ma.!it_ﬂ'r

rl
Bright glanced round, and Mr. Quq!nh
startod to his feet in angry astonish
menk,

“What—" he exclaimed,

Ho broke off as he saw Tom Reds
wing's flushed and angry face in the
passage behind Bright.

“Redwing 1" ho thundered.

“I—I'm sorry, sir!" stemupered Tom,
s face erimson. :

“What does this mean, Redwing?
How dare you? Have you lost .your
ann&aa;d l;‘.‘.}’uu have a.ttaﬂkgddthis Euy-w

ursuy m to very study—-
P It's the s;gnd 1Ttiml::,.g howled
Bright. *'He attacked me the .other
day in Lantham. Chase, sir—I never
said & word to him."

“What! What! Is this the boy
you attacked, on your own confession,
in Lantham Chase a few day: ago,
Redwing 7"

“Yes, sir,” ssid Tom, covered with
confusion,

“And you have attacked him aga.ini
now that he has called st the school
with his father? ‘Are you out of your
senses?  Bri ht; pass me that cane
from my table.” )

“Yes, sir,” said Bright. .

The Remove master grasped the cane.

“Mr. Bright, I must gpq.!agjm for
this,” he gasped, *This boy Redwing,
who belongs to my TForm, shall be
g:ms]md in_ your presence. edwing,

nd over that chatr,”

" Yes, sir,” said Tom, in & low voice.

He had placed himself hopelessly in
the wrong, and it was . useless fe
attempt to justify himself—not that the
angry Form master would have listened
to o word Tom bent over the chair,
and the cano rang hard.

Mr. Bright looked on with calm
epproval; hiz son with a Jurking,
‘malicious grin. Mr. Quelch was hr&n];ﬁa
ing hard when he finished, He pointed
to thé door with the cane.

“Go, Redwing! Net a word! You
are a young ruffian, siv, and & disgrace
te your Form! Go!"

Without a word Tom Redwing went,
THE END,

(Youw look out for “A Great Fiftk at
Greyfriars M—-next week's cxtra fpeeial
Guy Fawkes story, dealing with Harry
Wharten £ (7a.)
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BIG BLUFF! Clever as the disguise is that ** Uncle Dove ' adopis, it docan™f decefve Sergeant Cwrtis of the North=
West Mounted Police., Butif the disguise fails,*' Uncle Dave’s ' big bluff doesn’t, and once more Sergeont Curlis
has the thanlkless task of rounding up & moan wanfed on a chorge of theft !

GOLD FOR THE GETTING!

Morgan Makes an Offer !

L2 AITH! Now, if you haven't
" forgotten the mince-pies, Jack!

Put thim on the stove at once,

me bhoy, or shure 'tis having

the hot mince-pies cold we'll ba!”
~ Terry was doing his best to help Jack
in the Wigwam with the preparations
for dinner. It was noon on Chrislmaz
Day, and the place was filled with the
grateiul smséll of cooking from  the
stove. , :
Bome nice bits of beef were frying in
‘s pan to the curling, of little bhie wisgm
of smoke and spluttering fat. The
“murphies ” were boiling merrily, and
the water in a large saucepan bubbled
round two hefty tins of pork and beans.

The pinewood table had been scoured
clean, and a neat array of enamelled
ates, forks, knives, spoons, and mugs
been set out upon it. There wern
boxze: of dates, too, and figs, crystallized
fruits, muscatels and almonds, and
broken pieces of chocolate. A bottle
of limejuice formed the centre
decoration. .
By noon the boys were only just
hn,gili:cnmg from & visit to poor Uncle
Dave in the local gaol. Their brave old
rd had forced a gaiety he had bee=
ar from fecling.  Ile had iried to cheur
them up by talking about the gold-mine,
and afterwards had mentioned that an
old, friend, Mr. Lloyd Dunbar, a
Canadian Government assayer, had
arrived in the city. He had asked 3Mr.
Dunbar to ¢all on the boys and arrange
to make an assay of the gold.

For all Uncle Dave's brave talk, it
had wrung the boys' hearts—that visit
to him, with the unfecling s forming
a silent barriar of stesl between them.

They ate their home-cooked dinner,
but. only folt more mcutely the absence
of Tncle Dave, Afterwards they rested
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awhile, then donned their fur caps,
coats, and snowboots, and staggered
farth into the icy coldness of the Great
Outdoors,

Skookum, who had caten far too
much for any husky dog, remained
aslcep in the suow at the back of the
shack.

Dawson was given over to revelry
arain, but they made no calls, and re-
turned with the purple dusk, ‘both feel-

ing the better for their outing, and
ready to tackle ancther meal.
They lighted the lamp, and were

doing odd johs in the shack, when a
loud barking from Skookum outside
startled them.

“Hallo! A visitor!" exclagimed Jack.
“T wonder if it's that assayer whom
Uncle Diave spoke about?™

He removed the chain and opened the
door, snd saw that three men were
halted a short distance from the ecabin—
Bull Morgan, Lefty Simons, and a
seuat, k-marked Indian.

Barely had he time o glimpse them
than Skookum bounded over the snow,
like a great grey wolf, full at the trio.

“Yow!" bellowed Morgan, in deadiy
fear. *"Call him off '™

“Shookum! Skookum!’
*Lie down, lad!™"

For onece SBkookum turned a deaf car
to his master’s voice, Ewven quicker
than most dogs, he was inclined fo take
a violent dislike to  cerfain buman
beings. Perhaps some faint memory ol
Morgan and Simons stirred in his doggy
rnincf; : but, whatever his reason, he was
determined to disparse these moen, whom
he regarded as cncmies,

Bul Morgan stpod rooted to the spot,
but Lefty Simens bounded backwards,
caught his foot against some pieceg of
cordwood half- buried in the snow, and
rolled head-over-heels. The Indian gave
a guttural grunt, and snatched a keen-
bladed hunting-knife from his belt.

roared Jack,

A Story of a Thrilling
to the Land of the Midnight Sun.
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“For the love of Mike,” bellowed
Jack, “don't you strike that dog!”

“Me killum ! snarled the Redskin,

The astute Skookum, however, saw
the flash of that steel blade, and nimbly
leaped aside to avoid the slashing knife-
thrust. Then he launched his ninety
pounds of muscle full at Bull Morgan,
secured a grip on his fur coat with his
great fangs, and half ripped it from hia
back. .

“Jumpin' mackinaw!” shrieked Mor-
gan. “Take him away! Kill the
brutal Ow! Yow-wow!"

By some means ho dragged a Colt
revolver, fitted with a silencer, from lis
pocket.

P! With &8 fash of flame the
revoelver spat an ounce of lead into the
night, knocking Lefty Simons’ fur cap
clean off his head.

“Why, ¥’ crazy great skale,” haoted
Simons, “take that!”

Morgan's pard had snaiched up a
lump of cordwood out of the snow, and,
instead of striking the husky s he had
intended, he brought it down with a
mighty  thwack across Morgan's
shoulders.

“Ooch " bellowed the srch-villain,

Grunting with satisfaction, Lefty took
another aim, this time at the great dog
which was swinging round: Morgan's

body clinging by his fange. Ha took an
aima at the animal’s head, but before the
blow counld fall, something, which felt
like a picce of brick, caught him a crack
on the side of the jaw. It was Jack's
hardweod fist, and Lefty dived into the
snow for the second time that night.

“Hit him again, me bhoy!" yellod
Terry gleefully, “Is the foight free for
all? Then, 'tis meself that’s—"

“You'll do m;tthm%( of the kind, you
chump!" panted Jack. “DBeat it back
for the shack, and, here, take Skookum
with you!™

By dint of threats Jack made the
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woli-dog release his hold on Morgan
and accompauy Terry back to the
Wigwam.

The Indian stepped stealthily toward
Jack, the hunting-knife in his hand,
and secking a signal from one of the
white men for lim Lo strike.

Sensing the dangor, Jack spun round
in the snow, and ss his eye met the
Red Man's, the fellow -'.-r_m%cd back,
and roplaced the knife in his belt.

“I'Il have the law on you for this,
you .eub!” quavered Morgan, who had
not yat got over his scare. “My best
fur coat, too—that'll cost you a tidy
wad P '

Simons roz¢ shakily to his feet.

“Let's beat him-up, Bull,” he sug-
gested, looking daggers -at Jack., '"II
vou znd the Injun will help, I'Il—"

“Neo, you won't,” Jack said calmly;
“though I don't mind the odds bein
three against two! Just half 4 secon
while I call Skookum out!”

“Neo, no!” yelled Morgan, “1 dare
say I can get this coat mended all right
without mueh trouble. As a matter of
fact, me and Lefty came to make 2
friendly 1i'] call on you. UCan we come
mmdoors for a while®"

Jeck hesitaled, and then nodded io-
ward the shanty. Apart from the
hospitality even an enemy might expeet
at this season of the year, he was curious
to know exactly the object of the three
in coming.

Fivst of all, Skookum was made to
go round the back of the shack, and
then Morgan, Simons, and their Indian

I entered the plece, and vignm‘nslﬁ

icked the snow from their big feet a
over the clean matting.

The cosy warmth and the odour of
food soon put the visitors in cheerful
mood, in spite of their painful welcome.

“(Come, me lads,” cried Bull Morgan
boisterously, “let’a see a hitle o' the
real Christmas spirit!™ .

“Shure, we haven't s botile in ihe
place,” Terry answered. “DBedad, a
strong cap of cofice would do you more
good |7

Bult Morgan gave a
gazed curiously about him.

“SBay, the kids have got some mighty
good eats!"™ he Ejlmﬁ;ﬂd:_ “I dare
say, Lefty, as they'll be inviting us in &
minute or two to stop and have a smack
with 'em,"”

But Jacks patience was almost ex-
hausted. Ha could raise little feeling of

will toward these crooks, one of
whom hed beon instrumental in putting
Unecle Dave in gaol.

“Perbaps, Morgan,” he said, in an
fey tone, “you'll state what's brought
you herp and then leave us to get on
with our grub. I supposc the visit isn't
mevely for the pleasure of heving our
company ¥

Bull Morgan eyed the freshiy-laid
table, and stuffed a handful of muscatels
and almonds into his mouth,

“We've come hera both on pleasure
and busine:s ™ he mumbled. * Business
first, howsomever, Moebbe you've heard,
boy, that me and Lefty are running a
gports club. Waal, we've promoted u
boxin® night, and we noticed that you
hadn't put your name down for 1t.”

“My hat!” gosped Jack. “If nerve
ecounts for anylhing in runnhing & boxing
gela, your giddy show ought to be the
talk of the Yukon! D'vou think aiter
all tha dirty tricks you've plaved on
ug, that we're going to join in your
crocked show "

Bull Morgan swallowed heavily,

“This ain't crooked! he answerad.
“"The hoxin' show iz going fo be rub
on the level™

langh, and

“Dy n couple o fcllows who are on
the square,” added Lelty Simons

Boil boys laughed mirthlessly.

“Yet you licd to the police about
that Bear’s Claw you'd pot,” Jack
returned hotly. “You know jolly well
that you had that nugget, and most
likély you or Simons robbed my uncle
of 1t in *Friseco. Then Simons sguenled
to. the police about our pard.”

Lefty Simons reached for the salted
almaoncds,

“T only did my duty ! he murmured.

“You beastly hypoerite !” eried Jack
angrily. *““It's you who ought to be in
the calaboose—and you know it !™

The lash of his words roused Simons
to his first show of anger, but Bull

Morgan hastily pouréd ol on  the
troubled waters.

“Come, call & ftruce, kid,” he
pleacled. “SBomehow it don’t seem

right for fellers to bear a grudge to-
day. DBut heck! T haven’t yet given
vou bovs & knock-down to our intelli-
gent pard the Injun. i, Spotty-Face !”

The vnpleasant, pock-marked Indian
who had been leaning against the door-
frame, sullen chewing  tobaceo,
shuffled i-:arwafr:f

“His real name's Lone DBear,” said

BHH Morgan, “and he's got the repu-
tation up hyer o' being a pretty unseful
mixer, Ha fights in the light-weight
class, and the trouble’s been to geb ouy-
one o his weight to match against
him.”
. “Phwat price Yap Hemmens?”
inguived Terry. “That fellow might
have won the light-weight champion-
ship o’ the U.8, if he hadn't come up
here gold-grubbing.”

“Hemmens won't ba fit to fight,”
replied Morgan. "So it occeurred to me
that yvou, voung Orehard, might like to
take on the Injun. I'll allow in spite
of all ¥' poldurn cheek, ye'ro a cracker-
jack mixer snd ouvght to take this
Injun lad the distance, which would bhe
ten rounds. There'll fifty dollars to
the winner or & prize o' that value—not
bad, heh, for a couple 0" noviees? Now
jest let me put ¥ name down fo meet
the Injun—unless o' course, yeo're
aheered.” _

“Bearcd 1 hooted Terry. “Jack’s not
scared of him, nor of vou neither! But
tis only wishing me left arm was

e e e ———

INTRODUOCTION.

JACE ORCHARD arrivet in San Franciseo
ondy to fingd that hig uncle— -

DAVE ORCHARD, ig missing, keving appar-
ently abeconded with o bay of gold entruated
to him, Later Jack falls in with—

TERRY O"HARA, 2 cheery Irizh boy, and

CLEM HARDY, an olid progpector. The frio
Soin Jorces G oo pold rusk to the Yukon and
are lueky anonglk to snake & ocod dirike, At
interpale ihe "lhree parinery have |1
with Bull Morgon and Lefty Simons, &
pair of shady comp followers and, on one
oocaston, Juek sees suspended rvonsl the
swieck of Morgan a nngeet of gold—aha
like o bear's claw—that Ihave Orchard s
suppoasd o have stolen. As Jack and his
partiers oro taking the journey o Dadon
—prhEry -‘Tf intead to deposit their pold
fin the bu they e allocked by woolres
il Errir fe badly mauled. The wolces
are J!‘;ifmha : fhﬁimul?f un? HME Jack
gete the shoek of hia lLife, for Sergeant
Curtis and e parly of Mounded Folica
suddenly appecr ¢n the scene and arrest
Clewm: Hardy o Dave Orelard—the. man

who iz wanted Yor thefl. Thers i85 no mwis-

fale—Clewe Hordy 48 Jack's uncle all right
and Jock decides on the apot to go il oul

o clear Biz uncle’s name.  While Terry ix

cotvalescing, Jack buys and farnishes a

shack ihe Wigwwmmn, in fhe ‘cllér of

which ke comer acrogs a secrof fumncl.

(N ew read on)

better so that I could have the pleasuro
of & Aght wid him meself.”

At that moment, Jeck noticed that
Lon¢ Bear, who had cdpged scress the
room, was ruuning & hand through the
pocket of Terry's sccond-best cont.

“Look here, you keep out of this,
Terry,” he said severely. *'This serap
was offered to me.” He turned io
Morgan. “I’ll take the Indian.on,” le
stated. * And now kindly take him out
of here, for he'll find: nothing to lift
from any of our clothes.”

Bull *Morgan turned sharply toward
Lone Bear. _

“Behave yourself, Spotty-Face,” he
grunted.  “Remember you ain't now
in the wigwams o your tribe, but in
the company o' honest white men”
He turned egein to Jack: “1'll send
ye along full particulars ahout the date
and place o' the boxing meeting in the
course o' & few days. Meantime, got
ve'self in training, for I puess yc'll find
the young Injun a hard nut to crach.
Now what gbout asking us to a bite o'
grub afore we got™
But the boys had seen quite enough
Morgan & Co.

“ Nothing deing,” said Jack shortly,
“Besides, we maey be hm‘inﬁ & call
from the Government assayer.

“D've mesn Mister Lloyd Dunbar?®™
queried Morgan. " Say, he's a fellow
worth the knowing. Someone pointed
him out to 'me yosterday from the dis
tance—a shﬂrtisﬁ man with giglamps.
I don’t know the gon’leman, gut' I'd
like to. Lefty, we'll walt and see if
he rolls along.”

“8ure thing,” agreed Simons, “(Gosh,
that fried stcak looks good!”

He grabbed a cloth and took hold of
tho par in which the steak was warm-
ing. Unluckily, in hiz clumsiness, he
upset some of the hot fat over one of
his feet so that some of It penetrated
between his thick greéy sock and snow-

“Doch! Yow-wowl”

Yelping lustily, he let the pan end
steak drop ta the matting, a Emap
ing his foot with both hands, did »
wild war-dance round the shack.

“Ho, he, ho!" roared Morgan.
“Hure that's funny, that s :

He laughed 0 much that out of sheer
weakness he dropped back en to what
looked like an inviting seéat behind
him, Actuelly it was the big tin bath
with i1ts wooden cover r:entiljv idden by
gay cretonne, And as Bull Morgan
sank back upon it, the wood splintered
under his weight and, with & great
splash, he sat m eighteen inches of
wy water,

" Whooh |
Help ine out!”

The sydden change In his tone made
Jack. and Terry roar with mirth. Even

of

Jumpin'  Mackinawl

the ock-marked Indien permitted
himself a grave smile, and Lefty
‘Bimons cheered up wonderfully when
he saw what had happened to Bull

fury of Morgan was terrible as
he cama oub of the bath, and snatching
up & chair, he was about to make &
clean sweep of the carefully-laid table,
whaen the door was slowly opened.
Startled, all locked aecross the shack
and saw framcd in the doorway the
figure of & man.

—

The Man Who Came Back !

HE stranger wore a heary blue
woollen ecoat and  trousers

tucked i1nto his snow-boots, and

a cap with flaps loosely hanging

over his care. His face was clean-

shaven and the mouth curiovsly drawn
Tre Macwer Lierany.—No. 1,028,
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up on one side, and he was wearing a
peir of horo-rimmed spectacles which
weirdly magnified hiz eyes.

“A mew parlour game, my friend?”
he inquired of Morgan. His voice was
low and hoarse as though he were
suffering from some throat trouble,

Blowly Bull Morgan lowered the
"‘ehair.

“Jest & li'l quiet fun, stranger!” he

runted,  Then, twisting- his' coarse

satures into a grin, he said: " Guess
vouw're the Canadian Government
assayer, Mister Lloyd Dunbar, heh?”

The visitor ignoted him.

“I've come on behalf of Dave
‘Ozchard: to see his nephew, Jack, and
young Terry O'Hara,” he said, address-
3 E.%e- chums. “I presume you &re the
b%g'l ,,-.infi these mon—they are guests
of yours?’ :

“Hardly, sor,” answered Terry,
*“but we mnvited them to go.”

“¥ou don't exactly desire théir pres-
gence, then?” murmured the other.

“Er—not exactly I agreed Jack.

The visitor stood slightly outside the
door and to one side, as though to.allew
Morgan and his cronies to pasa out.

*3sy, look hyer, Mister Dunbar”
bﬁm.ﬂnrjga.n, “we ain't going home

© We're taking grub with these
fidu.,. and sure we'd like o have 2 talk
with ¥ye." ;

“That's sa,” agreed Simons. "I guess
wa're staying.”

“] guess you're not,” snswered the
newcomer guiikly.

- Both his hands, which were encased
jn fur mitts, rose to the lavel of his

. and Morgan gave & sudden

lemation ‘of slarm. For he found
himself looking into a grim, unwaver-
ing cylindér of iron which protruded

from above those heavy furs!

“Gea! Don't shoot!” he heglgei
*We've no objection to going, have
we, Lofty?”

“N.n-none ! etuttered Simons,
Meither, it seemed, had Lone Bear,
Bo, in single file, the three shuffied out
of the cabin while the stranger drew
_ﬂhmk' : to let them pass into the Yukon
t..

_Very sheepishly Morgan, Simons, and
tis Indian staggered through the snow
1o wson, occasionally looking back
and muttering among themselves.
U Noew, come rTight orl

: _ in, sirl” :
Jack. “It's a great relief to get rid
of those fellows.™ .

. 'For & minute or two the visitor re-
mained motionless inside the cabin,
watching the receding figures of
Morgan- and his friends. ' Then he
kicked the enow from his feet and
enterad the cabin, and Terry shut the
door after him, - :
9 It's a treat to have you here, sic!”
exclaimed Jack, *We heard about you
from Uncle Dave when we visited lum
in—in’ Dawson this morning.”

- Terry began to laugh,

“Ha, ha, ha!"” he uu::.]',ru-::I:I\\=.~~|:!£l “E}mre
*twas funny the way vou put the breeze
up “ould _ﬂar AT and}. Bimons wid that
gun of vours ™

““A better joke even than that, my

r.” came tho-answer. And, to the
agtonighment of Jack and Terry, their
guest laid his “gun® dotvn. on the
table. It was but a nine-inch length of
iron piping. ;

Both boys grinned with appreeiation,

“That's a good one, s=or!” eried
Terry. “Bhure -you bluffed the spal-
peens foine! Now won't you take off
your coat mnd hat, Mister Dunbar, and
got your legs well under the table "

“Thank you, my boy!"™

The visiter looked towards the door
and the window covered with the heavy
blind, then took off his fur muiks, te-

ether with his heavy blus cap and

orn-rimmed epectacles, and turned
towards the oil-lemp again,

“Jack! Terry!"” he said, in a voice

which had lost its hoarseness. “ Don'k
you know me?”
" Both bors stared hard at the sound of
that famijliar voice, and in spite of the
cleap-shaven face, recognised none
other than Unele Dave himself,

“Uncle!™ ecried Jack, starting for-

ward in wild excitement. “'You're
free?"

“'Tis our ould pard himself beck
again!” whooped Terry. “Hiven be
praised 17

“Hush, boys—hush!"” adjured Unele

Dave. “As you may imagine, because
of my disguise, my goolers didn't give
me permistion to attend here.”
The joy faded out of the chums’
facas.
“Vou—sou mean, uncle”
Jack, “that vou've escaped?”
Dave Orchard nodded.
“That's the long and short of it,” he

muttcered

suid. “A warder failed to close Em-
perly the -door of my cell, and I
managed to get it open again. Luck

was with me, and I got to & wood-
shed in the prison yard, where I lay
low for a few minutes until the const
was clear. Then 1 climbed & wall to
freedom."

“Bubt vour clothes?" cried Terry.

“I broke into & store in Dawson for
these, and the gig-lamps, too,"” replied
TUncle Dave., “ Exchange iz no robbery,
they say, and, anyhow, I can one day
square the matter with the store-
keeper. It wasn’t a bad rig-out as it
happened, for it scemed to make Dull
Morgan mistake me for the Government
assaver.”

“We're jolly pleased to see you
again, Uncle Dave,” said Jack, still
bewildered by what had ocourred.
“But isn't it awfully risky for you to
be here? When Sergeant Curtis and a
posse get on your track, they'll come
to this cabin first ss sure as eggs.”

“No doubt of it, my bar,"” answered
Uncle Dave gravely. “Though I knew
the risk I simply eouldn't leave Daw-
son  without seeing you and Terry
again. Good heavens, there's Skookum
barking! Burely Curtis can’t have gob
on my trail so carly #V

Hasztily Uncle Dave put on his cap
and the horn-rimmed spectacles, while
Jack partly drew aside the heavy blind
and looked out into the night.

The aurora borealis, or the Northern
Taghts, were beginning to shimmer in
the sky, and in the Hickering light cast
upon the snow Jack could ses the forms
of two or thres men plodding towards
the Wigwam. He turned sharply back
to the room and faced the fugitive.

* Mounties, by the cut of their jib!™
he exclaimed.

“Then, boys, T must beat it} cried
their old pard in a2 hoarse tone,
“Pr’aps I can - pull the bluff on
Curtis like I did on Ball Morgan,
though it's not so likely.”

“Wait | panted Jack, %rippi&'g ‘his
arm. “If you go out of that door
vou’ll be bagged for a cert. You've got
to hide right here. Terry, give me a
Hand to shift this table.”

Unheeding of Uncle Dave’s profest
that there was no place of concealment
in the shack, the two boys shifted the
table and dragged up the matting.

“A  trapdoor!” exclaimed Uancle
Dave, amazed, _

Jack pulled it open and pointed
down the few rough wooden steps which
led below, .

“*There's a tunnel -which leads from
this shack to the root cellar, uncle,” he
whispered.,  “Get down into it, and
stay there until we give you tﬁa tip
to come out. If Sergeant Curtis and
his men call here you can trust Terry
and me to get rid of them.”

From outside tha Wigwam roza the
savage snarls of Skookum, mingled
with ‘the bull voice of Bergeant Curtis
loudly demanding the presence of the
shack’s occupants,

The row speeded- Unele Dave's
descent into the mecret tunnel, and
gquickly Jack and Terry replaced the
trapdoor, dragged the matting back
over it, and put the festive table back
in the centre of the room.

“Hallo, there!” roared the voice of
Betgeant Curtis from some short dis-
tance from the shaek., “Call off this
husky of gaum, my lads, or he'll be

etting & bullet from a carbine through

is brain!"

“Begorra!”™ multered Terry.
in a bad temper he is!”

Opening the door of the cabin, Jack

red ouf into the white ¥Yukon night,
ergeant Curtis, of the Hoyal Canadian
Mounted Police, had halted about
thirty wvards from the Wigwam, his
carbine levelled at the wulpine head of
Skookum, who stood with bristling fur
and bared teeth before him. Two other
armed Mountics were positioned at
gither side of the eabin, and others
wore at.the back of the building.

The famouz man-trackers of the
northiand had lost little time in getling
on the scent, and the Wigwam was
surrounded !

“*Tia

e S—

The Gei-Away !

s ENEOORKUM 1" cried Jack., " Pack
S up that snarling and lie down '™
The husky hesitated, then
reluctantly turned hiz back on
Sergeant Curtis, of the Roval Canadian
Mounted Police, and returned to the
shallow trench he had dug himself in
the snow, ;

“Now, my lad,” said the sergeant,
without preamble, “*where's that uncle
of Fours?” .

“My uncle exclaimed  Jack.
“Surely no one ought to know belter
where my uncle is than you!”

The Mounty gritted his tfecth.

“Don’t try to bluf me, boy!” he
snapped.  “You know well enough
vour uncle escaped from Dawson Gaol
this evening. Now it happens I mek
some visitors of yours—those skates,

ke

Bull Morgan and Lefty SBimons and an
Indian pard of theirs. They mentioned
when questioned them that they

hadn’t seen your uncle, but that Lloyd
Dunbar, the Government assayer, was
up at your shanty. Well, Mr. Dunbar
is spending the evening with [riands in
Maount Street, for I saw him just before
I came wolong here. 8o I've a mighty
good notion that the man Bull Moergan
saw was your uncle in disguise."
“Bedad, *'tis betfer than BSexton
Blake ye are, eergeant!” cried Terry
admiringly. “But 'tis no visitors at
all ot a.ﬁ we've got in the cabin ™
Hergeant Curtis and his men
sxamined the place and the root cellar.
“Huh!” grunted the sergeant. I
admire you bows for net wanting to
give your old pard away. As a polica
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As Bull M

he sat in eighteon lnches of icy water. ** Whooh !

officer, though, it's my duty to warn
TOu that if youw've sheltered this fugi-
tive from justice, you yourselves will he
lizhle to answer to the law for it
Then, facin Jack, he demanded
bluntly : ** Which way did your uncle
go when he left this cabin i

“Tinding that out, sergeant,” ha
answered quietly, *will be your own
partienlar job to-night.”

Shrugging his shoulders,
Curtis summoned his men,

“Ha must have hit the frail,* he

rowled, “Some of wou make [or

ear Ureek camp, and others for Silver
Landing. He couldn't have made for
anywhere much farther distant withaoub
provisions or dops.™

He himself took leave of the boys
without showing further raneour, and
accompanied the second party. .

The Northern Lights were prowing
brighter in the =ky, scintillating in
long shafts of blue and green flame to
an apex in the night sky. They
flickored fantactically wupon the snowy
landseape amd the reveding Hgures of
the police.

“My hat, I'mt almost frozen ™ Jack
exclaimed. ' Now, come on, Terry, let's
iret back into the warm.”

They waited the bezk part of a
quarter of an hour, and looked out
again  to wake  sure  thab  all the
Mounties were ot of sipnt.  Satisfied,
they throast the table 1o one side, drew
Iack the matting, amd openc:d the trap-
door Leneath,

“Unele  Dave! Unele
brenthed Jack exetbedly,

My boys,” came the voiee aof the
fagitive fram the dark tuonel lbelow,
"1’z safe for me to come up ¥’

AN zerene,™ answered Jack,
vonsi's clear now, wnele!”

He and hizs chhum helped Uncle Dave
through the hole in the floor and put
the room in order again.  Then, while
they dished wp a meal, they told of the

Bergeant

Dave t*?

“Tle

o
Fte= D

call made by SBergeant Curtiz and how
ha and his men had set out again on
tha frozen trail to make inveshigations
at Bear Creek Camp and Silver Land-

inﬁ-

Expeocting to find me frozen stiff on
the way,” chuckled Uncle Dave. “I'm

sorry for Curtis, boys, but nccessity
krows no law., In ganl T shouldn't
have had a Jdog’s chance of proving my
innocence; if I can only keep my
liberty I may once day catch out Morgan
and Simons and get proof of their hand
in the theft of Simpson’s gold.”

“The sergeant’s a white sman,’”” said
Jack, “but, by Jingo, he won't casily
bhe thrown off the trail.”

Hiz uncle shook his head.

*The Mountics never are, Jack,” he
said. “Curtis would go plumb te the
North Pole to get me if he'd gof
evidence I was there. I've known ono
of the breed io frek & couple of thou-
gand miles with o dog team and toke
an Indizn murderer single-handed oud
of the camp of his tribe, Now, after
a hite with yon I'll light out for a
geitlement of Indians whe've got no
love for the police. There I'll stay in
their tepees until the worst of the hue
and cry has died down.”

During their meal Jack again had a
Jook outside, but no one was in sight.
Skookum, however, setzed the chance of
leaping into the cabin, and no one had
the heart to turn him out apain.

]

At last, the meal cuded, TUacle Dave -

put zome tinned provizions, together
with some heavy woollen zocks and
other arficles, inte a knapsack and took
furewell of his yvoung hosta. Jack ww:l
Terry put on their for caps and coats
and went outside the shael with him,
leaving Bkookum still enjoying a doggy
tdream before the warm stova,
(lozing the cabin door, they stood
for a fleebing moment or bwo laking
furcwell of their old pard in the silent
Yukon night, aflmne with the glory

organ sank back on what looked lik; an inviting seat the wood splintered under his welght and, with a great splash,

Jumpin® Mackinaw ! "' he gasped. ** Help me out 1 ™ {See page 26).

of tho aurora borealis. Then Uncla
Diave turned his back upon the cabin's
warmth and plodded out wpon the ice-
trail to the nerthward.

Both boys felt a Jum i their
throats at this parting with their old
pard, whom they had grown to love
and respect, and who mow was &
hunted fugitive from justice.

For ence they werc even heedless of
the glory of the Northern Liphts which

set the heaven: aflame. Ifromn the
snowline to high overhead the stars
were . abliterat by serpenting banda
of shimmering light, rvanging from
delicate pink to orange, palest vellow,
and apple-green. And through them

guivered a myriad Rashing blue light-
shafts, like the glisteming spears of &
f:rea.t phantom army. The play of tha
ights on the trodden snow seemed un-
worldly as a fairy phentasy, and Uneln
Dave, a recoding shade of an unreal
dream,

Then, as zitently the chums: watched
their pard leaving them, a slalwart
figure emerged from bebind a pile of
snpow-covered cardwood, and a voice
cut the corio " silence of the wonder-
night like the crack of doom,

*Halt, Dave Ovchard ! Another step
aned I fire!™

Clear-cut in the clectrie plow of the
Northern Lights was Bergeant Clurtis
af the Royal Canadian Mounied Police,
his carbine unslung and the wmuzzle
aligned on Unele Dave’s bhody.

“Hiwven help us!™  galpeldd Terry.
“The 5pnI|;neen’s got to w Emfl'n-:u‘q.l of us,
me blioy !’

He started forward with  clenened
fistz, as though to teckle the police
ofltcer, but Juck, kbowing the game
was up, begged lam not to inlerfere.

“Steady, ‘Lerry,” e tmplored, *We
can't do any good, The sergeant
pulled a good Blulf on ne™ le added
batlerly.

T Manwer Tabrany.~- No.o 1,028,
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{Continued from Trerious pofe.)

An expriossion of keen satisfaction
“was upon the tanned countenance of
Sergeant Curtis as_hp moved forward
towards the escaped prisoner,

“Tt pocurred to me thera was somoe
other hiding-place around here,”” he
remarked pleasantly, “so I made it my
‘business to come back and lie in wait
awhile. CGlad you weren’t too long in
showing up, Orchard, for o cold wind's

inning ko spring up with those
lights."

Unele Dave held his hands just above
hiz shoulders and calmly faced his
capior.

a real good dinner, which I dudn't get
in gaal, so I mustn't grouse !

His cyves grow wide.pyed and staring,
They appeared to be fixed on something
near the log eabin, which was some dis-
tance behind the officer’s back.

“WNo! MNo!" he shricked suddenly.
;’I{m’;j that! Don't sct that husky at
m !

The sergeant glanced reund in a flath
to mect the danger, but saw only the
twa boys standing silently together, and
no dog. And at the precise momeel of
hiz glance backward, Uncle Dave's fists
dropped lieavily on the barrel of the cap-
bine, knocking it downward teward the
EIMOW,

“Arrab!” eried Terry., " Good for yom,
Uncle Dave !

Quick as'a flash, Uncle Dave got ina
loft. hook to the serpeant's chin, and the
police officer went Lﬁ}t'l'-"-;n like a pole-axed
sLeor.

A Iucky- blow ! he panted, and uun-
hitched  the cartridge-belt  from  the
sorgeant’s body and picked up the car-
bine.

“Tabke care of him, boys," he adjured,

-

boys watched

In poignant silence the
) fp attend to

hitn go, then turned
Scergeant (Turtis.

“T'II soon bring him round,” muttered
Juck., “I'll stuff some icicles down his
neck.”

“ Bhuve, don't be in such a hurry, mo
bhov ! vémarked Terry. “Give our
ould pard o chance to lac:g it 2 moile or
two. ™ ; ]

So they dragged the uneonscious police
officer into the wigwam, and after &
judicious interval, slipped icicles down
vs hack.

These had a remarkable coffect in
bringing him round, but a further appli-
cation failed te cool his temper.

“You grinping yeung jackarapes ! he
Lellowed. It won't surprisc me if you
find yoursolves in a calaboosg for thia
night's work, Harbouring an escaped

-prisoner 15 a serious offence, and, by

heek, vou’ll hear more of it 1"

But, ecareless of conseguencez, the
chums rejoiced openly in Uncle Dave's
shick getaway.

(Fhere will be another thrilling long
fnstalment of this great adventure serurl

“ A bit unfortunate that Skookum, tho
husky, wasn't left ontside the shack, it

in the opposte
seems,” he remarked. “.8till, I've had

Daws=oi.

then plodded  swiftly tllirt_mgh the snow
direciion

in newt week's MAgNET. Yow can only
make sure of reeding i, chuwms, by
drdering your copy well in adifinee )

from festive

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

the Scaman Class {(from which
gelectinna gre made for the Wireless Telegraphy
and Signaliing Branches). Age 15 to 161 yeals

MEN alio are required for

SEAMEN {Special Service)
STONRERS

GOOD PAY ~ =~ = = = = ALL FOUND
‘EXCELLENT CHANCES FOR PROMOTION
e 3 Biaff Ofcer, BN, and B.M.:
A e Hieieiam 121, Viglotik  Sirest Rethrol :
iﬂ. Crown Terrace, Doweebill, Glsgew; 30, Capfiing -Place,
R T e o A
S Pl GQueen's Fark, Southampion. ‘i

ore
FREE! 220 FREE!!
1080 Different Stamps (50 Unused), Set of 20 Different Drltizh

I Celonials, and Set 100 Albeu, Headings, Send posteard only, I

‘requesting Approvals. | Yo
LISBTRN & TOWNSEND, LONDON ROAD, LIVERFOOL.
S0O-Shot FEA EPIST
Auntomatic Repeating Action. ™ Heavy == '
Model, Black Finish, Complets with Gobd
Supply of Ammunition, As Tllug- 2;6
trathd. FPart postese, 3d.
25 Shet, henvy: msdel, ‘as above, 2/3.
17 Shet, lipht model,- 1/6.

6 Shot, heavy model, 1/3. Postage on
eacli, 3d, extra, - Foreipnzand Colonial, 9d. cxtra,

Boys are wanted for

Age IR o 25
Age I8 lo 2o

- [ . - - L ” -
[}

1

A.Herbests (Dapt. &)x27, Adys Rd., Pockham, Londen, 8.EAB, |

Complote e=—
Courde ey

HEIGHT INCREASED 5/-.

S5 inches; oo waarte ¢ Chr . In ONE MONTH.
Whihout appllgnces—drugi—or dietifiyg, i
THE FADI "OLY BYETEM W FAILS.

Complets Conrde BF0.povt free] or Mrther parties. slamy 4F ek
P, A, CLIVE, Harrock Hoote, COLWYH BAY. Nerth Wales. GRdik

MAGIC TRIGKS, e ronmace.” Iovisible. mpiate Bins

Pricedd. each, 4forlf-.—=T.

CUT THIS OUT

T MAGHNET " PEM COUPON,  WALUE zd,

cfond 5oof Thess coupohs wilh «nle 209 [and 24, stawp) dircet to tho
FLEET PON CO., 119, Fleet Street, E.C.4. Ly aclurn syou will
raccive & handsowme lever self-fAlling FLEET FOUNTAIN PEN with
solid gold wanalkly 010, 6. Fleet Trica

il [hoe, edinm, . ar hreoaedl Gl

or with.5 coupens only 28, Do Lusxe Model 24- exiTa,

: ¥
OX.

1 'ﬂﬂé‘, STAMPS FOR &%

.I{nrrim:_m'.ﬂﬂ?.{'l:ntﬂniril eHd., Londoo, N1, |

L

CHRISTMAS CARD
AGENTS WANTED

to sell Private Cards. U
BEST SPARE TIME
Highest Commission.

FIRTH

to-date Desipms. Free Book.

GENCY E 'OFFERED.
Valuable FPrizes. . Apply

CRAHAM & 0., Dept, r.1_52,-nunammuﬂ.
HEIGHT COLUNTS

B r——

in ‘P-'illﬂimi puccess, - Height lodregsed — bfalth —and
1 physique lmproved,- H’mr&uﬂ&l- =" Hpmd~for
particulara, and our £100 guara o — GIRVAN

BYSETEM (A.M.P.}, 17, Btroud Cresn Rd., London, N.4.

€»/-.DEPOSIT
26

gecures thiz superb Cabinet il
Gramophone ora Table Grand [§
r Giant Hemn Instrument. @

l

- o
Wothing Mors 1o Pay for One Mont Carci
wpald. 10 Days’ E‘Hﬁ. Neo. {ﬂ? madeillr:l;gff

cash to'record buyers. Write to-day Tor fr
i Hlustrated catalogueand FACTORY PRICES

Mead ey x )
HAVE YOU 'A RED NOSE ?

Send a stamp to pay postage, and you will learn how to rid yourself
I -amch = terribie -offliction frée of charge. - Enclose stamp.-
Address in confidence ;. T, J. TEMPLE, Specinlist, “"Falace Houss,"
IR, 128, Shafteshury Avenue, LONDON, W.l. '

tAbroad 1 E.-h. {oeluding Mr%ﬂ;
- Tarbados, Old India, Xigerin, ® Nedr
gouwcls Wales, Gold Coaal, ewe.—W. A, WHITE, Engine Lane, LYE, Stourbridgo.

£2 Dﬂ " WORTH CHEAP  PHOTO MATERIAL. — Samplcs
catulogue free; 12 by i0°Ehldfeement, any photo, ad.—
HACKETT'S "WORKS, July Road, I:l"l’EHFﬂ'ﬂ'L

Opportunities

OYS WANTD g 57

CANADA, and NEW ZEALAND.

The SALYATION ARMY grants generdus assist-

ance towands traindng, outft, cte, to be repaid, when
setbled goverseas, The: Avmy cxercises- elicient commen-
seuse alber-cire” . Conducted parbies, “Work goaranised.
Apply ¢ The Manager, 3, Upper Thames Sireet, Linton,
E.C.4: 12, Pémbroke Place, Liverpool 3 203, Hoge Streat,
- - Glasgow ; or 57a, Upper Arthur Strest, Belfast,

» A -
FusSsieSruintelr Selsdrie el
All applications for Advertisement Space fn this
publication should be -addressed. 1o the Adver-

tisenant Manager,” UNION JACK SERIES, The
Fleetwany House, Farringdon 5t., London, E.C.4.

| oo S o S S o I N o SR SR S S B
25=10=27




14

SAVE A LAUGH FOR “'FIGHTING FOR THE GUP!"-NEXT WEEK'S '‘SHOCKER' BY DICKY NUGENT!

15

QOCTOR ALF. EBIRCHEMALL,
B.8e. {which stands for * Boy
L] ENH&.&

Segut ' or elss

Seamp '} appeared suddenly in |

the Fourth Form " passidge. And  the
menner of his appearanse was not only
E%ﬂmﬂmﬁw:vﬁm#mﬂﬁ.

ng of stalking down the pagai
with his majestick .%%E.w and mﬁ____,w.n ﬂﬁ&%@m
the Head careered wildly into it, punting
8 football as he came,

Study doors were opened up and down
the passidge, and the Fourth-Formers
blinked in amazement at the eggstra
ordinary spectacle. Their first impreshun
wag that the Head wag cemented; for
only & madman would bshave so strangély.

"o it, sir ! ” chuekled Jack Jolly,

"On the ball!” shouted Merry and
Eright.

And the Fourth Form passidge rang
with larfter as the Head sprinted along
ik, with the ball at his toes.

It was plain to everybody that Doctor
Birchemall was no footballer. FProbably
he had done no __..u.l.h.v.u;qu sinee his .m...ﬁ.._n.u_,..
hood days. He kept missing hia kick,
end prezzently he lost his balance com-
pletely, and sat down with a violent bump
on the ling,

Crash !

* ¥arooooo 1 "

“Ha, ho, ha'r™ :

Jack Jolly and his ehums rushed to the
gpot, end heaved the dazed and bawildered
Head to his feet.

“"Ow! Wow! Thank you, my boys !"
gasped Doctor Birchemall “I am
seveerly shaken—woop ! 'This football is
& more paneful pastime than I imagined.
However, I must pereyvere. Where has
the beastly ball got to 3 "

** Here it ia, sir | ™ said Eright.

And hs placed it in position for the

Head to rescom his dribbling.
“Cheered on by the HE.MH juriiors,
Doctor Birchemall pursued the frisky

football- the whole length of the passidge ;
then he disappeared into another eorridore.

But Jack Jolly & Co., eager not to miss
any of the fun, rushed off pell-mell in
the Head's wake. They followed hard
at his heals as he dribbled the ball in the
direction of Masteras' Corridore.

Now, juniors were not sloud in Masters’
Cerridore ; but they swarmed into it
noisily now. All rules and reggulations
were forgotten in that moment of epp-
mternent.

* Keep it up, agir 1

* On the bali ! »

The Head, puffing and panting from his
eggzertions, let fily a terrifick drive. More
by luck than judgment, his boot met the
leather fairly end squarely, and it wirzed
down the corridore like 'a cannon-ball
fired from a masheen-gun.

It was very unforchunit that Mr.
Lickham should open the door of his
ptudy at that very moment, to see what
all the rumpus was about.

The master of the Fourth poked his
head out, and the football, wizzing on
its way, caught him a terrfick smack,
full in the face !

" Yaroooo ! ” yelled Mr. Lickham, stag-
geting back aa if he had been shot.

“Ha, ha, ha!" yollad Jack Jolly &
Co. “Goal!"

** Ho, ho, ho ! * roared Doctor Birchem-
all. * Lickham, you silly chump! What
did m‘aﬁ want to get in the way for 7 7
" Yow! I didn't want to get in the
weay ! gasped Mr. Lickham, caressing
hiz nasal organ. * I did not dream that
you were mdulging in this sort of horse-
play, sir! I meerly looked out to see
what all the ecommotion was about—.""

* And “tho footbell caught you in the
clock—what § * __w_uﬂn_.um% the Head.
* Berves you right for being nogey 1

“Ow-ew-ow ! T think you might have
the grace to apologise, Doctor Birchemall”

* Borry and all that ! " said the Head

IBE MacxET L1BRARY.—XNo. 1,028,

| Room  all

casuslly, as he
stooped to gother
up tha H.mﬂﬂrumm.

* Come along to
Masters’ Room,
Lickham. I have
called a very apecial
meeting,”

The Head and
Mr. Lickham moved
off together, and the
Juniors,disappointed
that the entertain-
ment was over so
soon, went back to
their own quariers.

In the Masters'
the &t.
Ham's musters were
assombled, awaiting
the arrvival of the
Head, and wondaor-
ing why they had
been summoned.
There waa Mr,
Justiss, the master
of the Fifth; Mr,
Chaz. Tyzer and Mr.
Swishingham, Herr
Guggenheimer, the
German master;
Monsure Froggay,
the French master ;
and all the rag-tee

and bobtail who ST
made wp the 8t.  Pprinciple.
Sam’'s gkollastie

gtoff.

They rose respectively to their feet aa
the Head came in with Mr. Lickhem,

* Squatty-voo, jentlemen ! " aaid Dactor
Birchemall, beaming at the assembly. * 1
have called you together on this suspicicus
cceasion, bekawse I have =ome jolly
mmporiant news to tell you"

* Get it off your chest, sir! "™ said Mr.
Justiss.

¥ We, wo, Doctaire!” szaid Monszure
Froggay. “ We are all agog with ze
eggsitement. On ze ball ! ¥

*Well, jentlemen,” said the Head, * to
cut the cackle and come to the hosses,
the Guvverners of St Sam's, like the
sporty bowys they are, have decided to
award & gold np—mm“a_..... the best football tearn
in ihe school. Every Form will eompeta
for the cup, on the knock-out principle.
And if the winning team would rather
have cash in loo of the cup they will be
awarded the hansom sum of fifty quids.”

“My hat!" ojackulated Mr. Justiss,

"“Very noble and jennerus of the
Guvverners, end all that,” growled Mr.
Lickham, whe was still dabbing at his
damaged fizz, “but what has ell this
got 10 do with us, Dioctor Birchemall 7

“ Why,” eggsclaimed the Head, his
eyes gleaming with eggsitement, "I am
gomg to propose thet we form o masters’
eleven and take part in the tornyment !

Dr. Birchemall's boot met the leather fairly and the Head, lsrfing.
squarely, ‘and it whizxed down the n_n._.lnh.ﬂ_“____ n_n_._ be ﬁﬁﬂm_.ﬁm_hﬂ?.

There's a gold cup or, alternatively, fifty quid, going to the best footer

leam at St. Sam's—the compstition being based on the knock-out

But the principal knock-cut is Dr. Birchemall, the- Hiad, who's

going to his team. Read how'he ‘wangles the first round!

“ Tray-bong ! ™ cried Monsure Fro
clapping his handa, i
_ ""Deot vos der siuff to gif dem, ain't
it 1 " chuckled Herr Guggenheimer,

And the other masters nodded theie
m_ﬁwudd_w__.

*“m_.ﬁ.. sea, jontlemen,” said the Head,
" this gives us a glorious chance of getting
something for mothing. We don't want
the gold cup, We're not beastly pot-
hunters. And what's the use of m gold
cup, anyway, eggeept to be stuck up on
@ mantlepeace and stared at ¥ But the

alternative award of fifty quids, jentlernen-

—ah I—that is & horse of another culler,
We will go all out to win that magnifisent
sum, and when we have won it—for I feel
gure wo can beat all comers—wa will
whack it out as follows. Twenty-five
quids to your humble servant——"

». i E&mﬁ.wm m_,.annm_m% Mr. Lickham,
SOrco indignant. * Why should wyou
collar half Em._wmam_m s " ¥

“ Bekawso, my denr Lickham,” said
the Head, urbanely, “I ghall have all
the %Muwnwurﬂwuﬁ to do. m“:., HW_.# iall to
my lo c0 you and gkipper wyou,
and lead you to victo Borme nmu__.ﬁ.ﬁ
jentlomon have never kicked a football
in your lives, and your nollidge of the
game 13 50 seanty that you can't tell a
goal-post irom a penalty-kick! You ars
roar material at prezzent, and
mine ig, the task of licking you
into shape. In these serkum-
stancez 1t i3 only fair that I
should take half the prophets.”

* Just so ; that iz Jjust justice,”
sid Mr. Justiss.

Doctor Birchernall ran his eye
sver the assembled masters. He
seemed to be taking their
MezTUre.

“I fancy I can build up a
first-rate masters’ eleven,” he
said. ° ¥ou shall hold the fort,
Lickham ¢ and you, Guggy, will
make an ideal back, bekawse
of your huge statcher.™

“And I wil be ze vicket-
Leeper ! “eried Monsure Froggay,
“Ass!  They don’t have
wicket-keepers in football,” said
“¥You can

¥ou are no good in that pesition you will
be left outside !

"*Ha, ha, ha ! "

“ Ag for me,” said Dector Birchemall,
uffing out his chest with pride, “ I shall

d the attack! You'll sec me barging
and charging sand dancing and prancing
all over the field! I'll show you how
to pile vp the merry goals! As you are
possibly aware, jentlemen, I come of a
fine footballing fambly. My hali-brother's
eecond cousin's great-uncle is distantly
related to one of the linesmen at last year's
Cup Final.”

“ Indeed "' mermered Mr. Justiss.
. " ¥es. Bo you see, I've got fcotball
in my bones and blud,” seid the Head.
* Without wishing to blow my own trum-
pet, I may say that I'm the finest foot-
baller that ever footballed ! *

“But—but you are toe old, sip——"
ventured Mr, Swishingham.

i Wﬁn&ﬂ: A M....nﬂ is not too old at
ninety. 1en this tornyment gets going,
you'll gee me fricking E:ﬂ.ﬂm ﬂwmm .mnﬂ.ﬁm.m
like & two-year-old. Well, jentlemen,
we've got to make up our minds to win
this Cup—or rather, the fifty quids offered
in_ lpo thereoi—and . I Ewﬁ%mﬁ.uﬂmﬁ you
sll to turn out to pracktiss every day
after lessons. Any  -master who cuts
pracktiss will reseeve a liberal application
of my birchrod ! :

The masters shivvered in their
sents, i

“The draw for the first round |
will be held this evening in Big |
Hall,”" said the Head. *' Chin-
chin, overybody ! "

3o saying, Doctor Birchemall '
tock his departurs and Lis foot- [
ball. Ha leit the masters' room

made up his mind in advance that the fifty quid is

Eloven !

L
%

]

1
C
8

t

B

the Firat
will be
evening in Big Hall,
at eight sharp, and
Me, the undersined,
will soopervise ‘it.
(Sined)
- ALF

ing and

ourg ! "
leigh of the Sixth.

ompets, end Me,
he undeorsined,

will be getting up &
Hﬁdmﬁmﬁ
partissipate.

Eleven to

“The Draw for
Round
held this

BIRCHEMALL,
Headmaster.”

That snnounse-

ment, in the Head’s

kollerly handwrit-
immacuy-
ate grammer,

aused guite al

pnization &t 5t

Sam'e.

Thero was a b

crowd surging roun

he notiss - board,

anl everybody

eemned to be talking

at onoe.

" That Gold Cup's

zaid Bur-

“Thore im't a

footer team at Bt
mam's to touch the
Bixth."

“Barring the

Fifth ' ™

“ And the Fourth t
“And the Shell 1™

“ And tho Remove 11

" And the Third | ™

“ And the Second ! |

“And the Firgt!'

Midget minor, the Babe of

Then followed a

naﬁm_mﬁamﬂm ‘hatween

£

ey the Head getting u
aggaclaimed Jack Jolly.
we know why he was punting that footer
round the passidgea this aftornoon.
old buffer's
fever 1™

' aquedked

t. Sam’s.
vely exchango of
the rival- Forms,
a Mastera®
Y Now

littla

The

got an m_&mnw of foothall

“0Of corse, the masters won't have an

earthly,"” said. Merry.
the luck to be drawn sgainst them in the
firat round. .

pay off some old acores.
nrmuﬁum. old Lickham into the mud ! »

It will gi

es, rather !
“And bowling the

skittle 1 chuckled Bright.
grate fun ! ¥

But the Fourth did

ir¢hemall

in & buzz,

11.
NOTISS TO ALL
EKONSERNED !

¢ HE Guvverners of this
school,” in & sudden
burst of jennerosity,
have decided to award
g Gold Cup—or the sum of fifty

to the best footbhall team at
Bt. Sam's. Every Form will

quids, at the winners’ option— —catoch Mre. Lickham a terrlfick
face, as that worthy looked out

t

“Hope we have
ve 13 a chance to
I ghould enjoy
Hesd over like a
“Tt will be

not have the luck

to be drawn apainst the masters. Neither
did any other Form, for that matter.
You son, the draw was not conductad with
that serupulus fairness
have eg
Daoctor

which you would

ctad from a Headmaster.
wags an artiul old

samack;, full in the
ta soe what all the

rumpus was ebout |

e e .

scamp, and he intended that his team
should dodge thé first round, if he counld
po=sibly wangle it.

At eight o'clock, the 8t. SBam's fellows
t locked into Big Hall. They were all agog
with oggsitement ; and when the Head
nmﬂwﬂ.u. in, nm&mnmrmﬂ mw__ beaver zwi#
gontamming & number o cllets,
the fellows cheered wildly, il

“* Bilence | " thundered Doctor Birche-
mall with a frown. " You can reserve
yvour -cheering, my boya, until the proud
day when your Headmaster, as the kaptin
of the winning team, will reseave the
ﬂ:m. at the handa of the Guvverners!"

' The Head's & giddy optimist ! " mut-
tered Jack Jolly, sotto vocey.

** His preshus eleven won't have a dog's
chance ! ¥ wisperad Frank Fearless. “If
it was & Marbles Tornyment, the Head
would win it hands down."

* Bilence !  thundersd Doctor Bircha-
mall again. And he taolk up hia position
on the platform, where the masters stood
ranged in & row, * The draw for the first
round of the Football Tornyment will now
procesd, I have here s hat, containin
o number of peaces of paper. On mw&m
w‘mnnm of mm.w_.._m,.. ig written the name of &

orTn. ou will notisg, jentlemen, that
I have nothing up my sleeve. There ia'no
trickery or slight-of-hand business there.
I will now call upon two masters to draw
Ew—wnﬁmqm out of the hat in turn."

r. Justisa and Mr. Lickham came for-
ward, And the school locked on breth-
leasly, as each of them dived his hand into
the and drew outa hat, paper and unfolded it,

“ Bixth Form ! " announced My, Justisa,

** First Form!" announced Mr. Lickham

The Head grinned.

“Bixth Form versus First Form!"
he eggselaimed. ** The Giants versua the
Babegt What a giddy scream ! ™ .

“Ha, ha, ha 1 "

“ 1% will be a eskewalk for the Sixth !
said Jack Jolly, And that was the general
opinion. What hopes had. the puny
midgets of the First ageinet the strapping
gianta of the Sixth ? .

The draw continued, amid ‘grate egg-
sitement : and it worked out as followsa s,
Sixth Form v. First Form.
Second Form v, Third Form.

Shell v. Remove.
Fourth Form v. Fifth Form,

* What about the Masters 7 ™' everybody
was asking.

“ Ah,” gaid Doctor Birchemall, with &
rogish gmile, “ Wea have béen fortunata
ennff to draw a bye. Thereiore, we pass
auntomatieslly into the second round.”
At this there was a loud mermer. of
mdignation,

“ There's eome tricke here,'". said
Burleigh of the Bixth. "I don't beleave
the masters' team went into the hat 1"

* There you are wrong, Burleigh,” said
the Head, And he ugﬂﬁﬁw drew out &
peace of paper, which had been artiully
tucked away inside the lining of the hat,
“ Thers has been no trickery or desest,
Everything has been fair and square and
above-board.” .

Eut Burleigh, knowing what a wily
old rogue the Head was, insisted on
eggsamming the peace of paper; and he
wag foreed to admit that ha was sattisfied,
- " The first round for the Cup will be

Inyed off on Saturday,” announced the
w?vm. s and mey the best teams win,
The school will now dismiss."

And as the 5t. Sam’s fellows streamed
out of Big Hall, they eagerly discussed the
fourthcoming footer tornyment; and
there was much speckulation as to which
tearn would eventuslly carry off the
Guvverners’ Gold Cup—or the fifty quids
i loo theraof ?

THE END.
(¥ou simply must not wmiss “Fighting for
the Cupl” next week's screamingly funay.
tale of St. Sam’s. It's GREAT, Chums /)
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