BONFIRE NIGHT AT GREYFRIARS!

Read the amazing school story of Harry Wharton & Co.—inside.

Ho. $,020. Vol. XXXIL Week Ending Movemher 5th, 1927.

HOW
EYERY
BATURDAY.'

. . . AND BUNTER THOUGHT THE CUPBOARD CONTAINED GRUB!

Are incident in this weeli’s topical tale of Greyfriars that will send you inte explosions of mivth!
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TELL YOUR PALS ABOUT THIS NEW SPORTING FEATURE, BOYS!

o e

le say that the age of
They may be
Bug if I

were asked for evidence to the
contrary—to prove that in s football
sense, 2t any rate, the sge of miricles
13 not past, I should just whisper the

0TS of peop
- miracles 158 past.

right I don't know.

words Huddersfield Town. ‘They have
indeed performmed miracles—they &re
the wonder-tedm of post-War football

In theory this Huddersfield Town
football team hadn't really a chance of
doing much. First of all, they ztarted
in a town which was “mad?” on the
Morthern Union Hu%’!}y,gmﬂﬂ- They
have never had really big gates; not
mare than haif, on the average, for
instance, compared with such clubs as
Newcastle UJmted, Aston Villa, Evértoun,
and Tottenham Hotspur. And as monay
talks in football, we should have said,
in the ordinary way, that no club could
gain the real horours of football on an
average abttendance of something loss
than twenty thousand at their home
games.

Hats off to Huddersiield !

Yet look- what Huddersficid Town
has done, In the first seazon after the
War they gaeined promotion to the
First Division. along with Tottenham
Hotspur. In that seasen they also pot
te the Cup Final, only to be beaten—
during extra time, by Aston Villa, Two
years later they improved. on this per-
formance—they actually won the Cup,
beating Freston North End in the final
tio.

. But that is by no means the end of
tha story: in fact, it is only the begin-
ning, really, of the tale of
miracles, This moderately sup-
ported club then went on to
win the championship of the
Firat Dhvision three times in
suceession. Now, what do you
think of that? The feat had
never previously heen done by
any club in the whole of the
fifty years of Football League
history. Other teams had wou
twice in succession; Hudders-
field did it three times, in a
wricd of such fine equality

tween the teams in thie sec-
tion that asll the oxperta s=aid
the feat would never bhe
achomplished. Last seazon
Huddersfield did not win the
championship, but they did the
next best thing: they finished
in the second position. T take
off my hat to the players—and
my coat az well

"It may be said that now they
are going back; that the team
is not 8o good as it was during
the championship - winning
vears. That iz probably troe.
King Canute did not attempt
a greater feat in frying to
push back the fide than any
set of football club directors
attempt 1n trying to keep their
club always on top. It is just

that the task
Wﬁible. Footbail would get very dull
rom the point of view of the other
twenty-one clubes in any League if a

a5  well should he im-

particular  side was always on top,
wouldrr't 1t?
Huddersfield Town may not be the

force 'they were; but t}wi:’i are not dull
vet, by -anﬁ means, and they will makea
some of their opponents sit up before
the end of the campaign, unless 1 am
very mech mistaken.

A Man of Valour!

For the paing back of Huddersfield
thare iz the usual explanation: certain
layers. have grown old., One of them
13 Clem Btephenson, the inside-left, who
did more than any man to “make ™ the
championship side. Nowadays Clem
only plays in an occasional game. In
the early days of this season I ashed
Alec Jackson, the outside-right, of Hud-
dersfield Town: what was the matier
with the team.  They had then lost
three matches rumiing. Jackson gave
me this reply: ™ “The maiter with the
team iz this: we want another Clem
Stephensgon.™ (M course, you know that
Clem, alone of modern footballers, has
thres tim:s been on the winning 2ide in
a Cup Finai. There izsn't room for any
more medals on his wateh-chain,

Stephenson, though, has been merely
tha outstanding star among a wonderful
collectior.. Without much money Hud-
dersfield Town club boasts the record
number of real [ooitball porsonalibies:
the sort they have u right to boast
about. T have mentioned Alec Jackson,

He cost a lot when he came from Aber-

THE HEROES OF HUDDERSFIELD!

Aesading from laft to right {(back row) photo shows : Barkas, T. Wilaon, Tayior (the
treginer), Carr, Qoodall, Turner, Jackson, Wadewarth. 8
Meads. Brown. Stephenson, W.
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This Week:

HUDDERSFIELD TOWN

The Famous Yorkshire Team

which has won the Champion-

ship of the First Division three
times in succession.

deen to Huddersfield, but he 1z high up
among the best outside-rights that Scot-
land has produced. And, of course, ha
has played for Scotland. Alec doesn't
drive his motor-cars any faster than he
dashes down the wing.

Another forward is Bob Kelly—an
FEnglich  International. He went to
Hudderzfield via Burnley amd Sunder-
land. ~'The game's preatest swerver,”
is one way to deseribg him. "Then there
is outside-left Billy. Smith, another man
with many English International caps
i his wardrobe, He 1t was who seored
the Cup-winning goal in 1922, Billy is
perhaps not =0 captivatingly artistic as
Jackson on the other wing, but in his
own way he is equally effective,

Still, we muat go on talking about the
Internationals 1 this addersficld
Town team: the side is just full of
them. George Brown, centre-forward,
or inside-right—it’s all the same to him
—is a fellow who was picked up young
and developed at Huddersfield, and he
helped England to beat Seotland at
Glasgow last spring. There is no half
and half about .the way George hits
themt when the gosl is 1 sight. Deut
15 another promising young forward
who, when appearing at centre, enaliles
Brown to move over to an inside wing
EHCrA B

A Barrier of Strength !

The half-backs are just  workers,
evory one of them. When Clem
Stephenson isn't in the side Tom

Wilson, the centre-hall, tukes on the job
of skipper. Foan hasn't played for
(Continued on page 26.)

Front tasle, Kelly,

H. 3mith.

ToN



ALW.AYS REMEMBER THE FIFTH OF NOVEMBER!
" special guy is made in honour of the occasion.

They réemember it of Gregfrlovz, oll vight, and an exirs
But that guy doesn't share the fafe of the oviginal Guy Farkes,

owing fo o rolien trick ployed by Edgor Brighf-—a ncie boy of the school wwhe quickly enras the niclmame of the
Toad !
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A Grand Long Complete Story dealing with the thrilling Bonfire Night

Experiences of Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Wonderful Wheeze !

“ LEAZE to remember—"
P
“The Fifth of November,”™
““What about it¥” .
“The gunpowder treason and plot I’
explained Bob Cherry. "I see no reason
why gunpowder treason should cver be
forgot.”™
To which four
unison :

“Fathead "

Bob Cherry grinned cheerily. Harry
Wharton & Co., over tea in No. 1 Stady,
had been discussing the football match
with St Jim's, which was coming along
at an early date. Bob's thoughts, how-
ever, hiad been running uwpon a  still
carlier date—the anniversary of Mr
I'awkes' celebrated attempt to cut short
ihe never-ending flow of Parliamentary
eloguenee. )

“You see, I've got an idea,” snid Bob.

“Gammon !’

“ A really ripping idea——"

“Whose 15 it?” N

“Bline, ass! We're going fo celebrate
the Fifth, of course! We're gomng fto
Liave a record bonfire, and all that, We
shall want a g?*. I've been thinking
that ont. You fellowz can rely on mo
{o supply a really original guy.”

“Well, that's all right,” remarked
Johney Bull, “I admit that you're
suited for the part,”

= Ha, ha, ha!”

“You silly ass!” roared Bob,
don’t mean anything of the sort.
going to make an efigy, all ready for
the [ifth of November. We're going
to make it represent somebody we're all

volees  replied in

£ 'I
We're

©tain of the Bemove,

down on, so as to show what we think
of him. See!”

“0h!" said Harry Wharton.

“Don't you think it'= a jolly good
ides®” demanded Bob warmly.

HWell, that depends,” said the c:lE-

“Tf vou're think-

img of Quelchy, cut it out. Quelehy’s too
jolly dangerous to have his leg pulled in
that way.”

“Do you think I'm thinking of guying

my own Form master, ass? Nothing
of the kind '™

“Wot the Head?” asked Frank
mugont,

“Ass! said Bob witheringly, “T'd
jolly well punch any fellow's nose for
guving the Head!™ '

*Well, who, then?" asked Whartou.
"Whao's to he the happy victim.? We're
not going to let you get vourseli flogged,
with your brilliant ideas [

_ “Hir Hilton Popper!” answercd Bob
impressively.

** What?™

“0Oh, my hat!"

“ A governor of the school!™ yelled
Nugent,

“Well, he's & governor of the school,
and an Old Boy, and all that,” admitted
IZob. “But there's lots of reasons. He's
an interfering old ass—"'

“Yes bot—"

“He butted in the day Smithy and
Redwing came back to the school, and
got them into a row.”

“¥es, but—"

“He got us into a row with the Head
ance for pientcking on his island in the
river, which really 1en’t his islapd wt
nll }”

“Yes, but—-""-

“The butfulness i3 ferrilic,” remarvked

By Frank Richards.

Hurree Jamset Ram Sioagh, shoking bia
dusky head.

*“And he's a chap that simply lends
himself to caricature,” went on Bob.
“He's not an ordinary man to look at,
vou eec. With his long legs, and
his big beak of a nose, with an eyveglass
stuck on one side of if, anybody could
meke up an effigy that would be recog-
nised as Sir Hilton Pﬂp?er at the first
glance. We can get an old shooting-suit
secondhand. A couple of broowmsticks
will make the legs—and they will be
guile lifelike, We can make the face out
of & Guy Fawkes mask; it won't want
much alterstion for the purpose.”

The juniors chuckled.

Encouraged by that sign of applause,
Bob Cherry went on cheerily:

“You see, it's not so jolly easy to
make an effigy that will be recognised as
tho chap it's meant fo represent. In
old Popper’s case it's casy: He's o
strikin -Ir:mking man. Evervbody will
anjoy the joke; there's hardly o man at
Greyériars that he hasn’t bothered in one
way or anpther. The masters don't like
him butting in, eny more than the
fellows do. X he should happen to butt
in on bonfire day and see his double
being shoved on the bonfire it will do
him good. It will show him what Grey-
friars thinks of him and his nosey intec-
fering.”

“You frobjous ass!” exclaimed
Johnny Bull. *And what shall wo got
for guying a governor of the school!™

*“(h, never mind that!” said Bob.

“Hix each, if not the mack!™ said
Nugent.

“Dh, rot!”

Bob Cherrv, greatly taken with his
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wondervful idea, had twident]_'f' given no
thought to the possible econscquences,

Dut his comrades were evidently think-
ing "of the consequences, and very
sorionsly.

Guying that ivaseible and unpopular
governor of the school 1111th be & I—?rmh
jest. Dot being called before the Head,
1o answer for the same, was not likely to
be a jestiu%' matter. It was likely to be
most awlolly sertous.

Farry Wharton shook his head,

“It’s o good idea,” he admitted, *but
it won't wash, old chap. Too jelly
risky £7

“ Blow the risk !

“PBut the rizkiness will be absolutely

terrific, my esteomed Iob,” urged
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.
Wi Eﬂﬁh iis

“It izn't likely that old Popper him-
self will att i and see it,"” remacked
Nugeut, “But any ef the mesters or
prefects may gpot on to 1t

“They thil'g: just the same of old
Popper as we do,” said Bob, )

* Yes, but they can’t own up to it. A
egovernor of the school is o governor of
the school " g

“Wash it out, old chap!" said Harry.
“It’s & rili;;ring iden, but it would meon
& row with the Head.”

[T t [H

“ Now, look here, old chap———

“0Of all the funky, fatheaded, frabjous,
footling  foozlers!™  cxclaimed  Bob
Cherry, in great exasperation. * Here, I
take the trouble to think oukt the best
stunt of the term, and all you can do
i to throw cold water on it. Blow the
risk ! Bother the Head! I can jolly
weli tell you that the effigy on the Fifth
i3 going to be Sir Hilton Popper’'s
double, and made so like him that a
cow with a glass eye would recognise
him. There!™

Bob Cherry spoke with heat.

“Put it ta the wvoto,” 51.1%5
Nugent peeifically, *‘“It’s our rule, you
know; it goes by the majority in this
Co.”

“ Hear, hear "

“ Hands up for Bob's terrific wheeze I™
said the. captain of the Remove, look-
ing round.

Bob's hand went up pramptly.

It remained alone in the air. Four
mombers of tha Famons Five were
evidently against the scheme.

“Vote in favour, one; votes against,
four!" said the captain of the Femova.
“1 call upon the honourable member to
withdraw the motion.” ;

Bob Cherry rose fo his feet.

“T withdraw the motion, =0 [ar as this
funky, fatheaded Co. 13 concerned !™ he
declared.
other study, where the fellows aven't
suffering from cold feet,”

* Bob, old chap——"

“Rats !

And Robert Cherry, of the Remove,
departed Arom Study No. L, closing the
deor after him with a bhang.

IFND.“,

“QOh, my hat!” =zaid Harry.
old Bob's got bis rog out!”

* His esteemed back is terrifically up,"”
remarked Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.
“But the barkfulness of the worthy Bob
js mora terrific than tho bitefuln and
hiz ridionlous wratih never lasts [ong-
fully. The serencfulness will scon return
to his infuriated covntenance.™

“Ha, ha, ha?”

And the four members of” the Co..
knowing that Bob's ' wrath would
not lest more than a few minutes
at the most, resumed iheir discussion of
the coming football match at St. Jim's,
which really was o more 1mportant
matter than any number of Guy Fawker
colebrations. .
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“I'll take it along to some.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Bounder Catches On !

o OT ‘em again ™
G- Herbert Vernon-Smith asked

that guestion savcastically.

Tea had been going on iIn

Btudy No. 4 in the Remove. The

Bounder had been ial]ci¥ o good deal;

but his study-mate, Tom Redwing,
answerced only in-monosyllables.

There wos a cloud on Redwing's brow.

VYernon-Smith pushed back his chair

at last and vrose from the table,
frowning,
“Got ‘em again?”  he repeated.

“¥ou're a jolly cheerful sovt of chap in
the study, Redwing 1™

Redwing coloured. .

“I'm sorry, Smithy! Bur—

“You've hardly szaid a word. all
through tes, I dere say you think I've
talked enough for two,” grunted _the
Bounder. :

“Well, T didn't mean to be a  wet
blanket, old chap,” said Redwing. * But
I'm fm1ing a bif worried, and that’s"a
fact.”

R . Mz, Queld]

“1 think you kpow. Mr, Quelch—""

“ Hang Mr, Quielch?”

Redwing was silent agaic. His chum
was irritated, and he did not want to
enter into any dispute. ;

Herbert Vernon-8mith stood leaning
on a corner of the mantelpiece regard-
mg his chum with a lewering brow,

“What's the worry? he .snapped.
“¥ou're  in  Quelchy's black books,
Well, so am I; but I don’t go around
looking like the ehief moorner at a
funeral.”

“You don't care,” answered Redwing.

“Why should you, ¢ither®’

“Well, it's rather. gifferent with me.
Mr, Quelch has always been thoroughly
decent to me. You set up az the rehel
of the Form, up agamst the masters and
prefects., I don’t! I want 6 stand well
with a man who has always been kind-
ness itself to me.  It's rather rolten to
be thought careless apd ungrateful.”

“And it’s all my fault?”

Redwing did not answer that, Tt was
all the Bounder's {ault, or maosily; buod
hiz ¢chum was not the fellow to put the
blama on him.

“1 kept you latc im rejoiming  the
school after the vac,” said the Bounder.
“1 made you hang round on the
journey here, instead pf coming direct
to school like a E'Clr[ld little boy. All my

fault! Why can’t von say so, as you'ra
thinking =01

“Well, it wasa't nll wyour fault,
Smithy,” said Redwing. *“Quelchy was
waxy with me for petting into & fight
on my way heren Ik wnulgn’t. have hap-
pened if weo'd stayed in the frain, as

vou know jolly well we ought to have
done.  Stitl, T'm glad T walloped that
ead Bright in Lanthhm Chase, where
we found him toermenting a rabbit. I'm
elad of that. 8all. all Quelchy knew
was that we played trnant on the way
to school and that I turned up logking
az if I'd been in a prizefight. [ can't
blame him for being down on me.”

“PDo you ever blame anybody for any-
thing? jeered the Bounder. * You're
a it too =oft for a Public Schoal,
Redwing.”

“ Possibly 1™

“Oelchy's down on me, t0o; and I
take it out of him by ragging in class
and pulling his leg whenever 1 can and
giving him all the trouble gusﬁih]e. Why
can't yon do the same and make a2 feud
of it?

“We're not built the same way,
Smithy,” said Redwing, with a famnt
smilo, | “Ragging in class isn't i my
line,. I'm not at Greyfriars to vag.”

“Well, T am ™ grunted the Bounder.
“And you'd have a jollier time if you
followed my lead. But I suppose you're
not still in mowrning because Quelehy
was waxy the day we eame back??

“I've tried to set the matter right,”
said Redwing. “But it doesn't seem
any use. Sir Hilton Popper coniplain
ing of us made the matter worse, And
now the fat’s in the fire.”

“What's happened now?"
Yernon-Smith,

“That cad Bright—the fellow I wal-
loped—turned up at Grevirviars to-day:”
“What-on carth was he doing here®™
It scems that he's coming to the
school, ‘and he was mooching about in
the quad while his father was in
Quélehy’s study, and I came on him.
He knew me at once, of course, and he's.
full of malice. We had a8 few words,

and he struck me—>"

“Oh! Why didn’'t you smash him ("

“Vm afraid 1 lost my temper—"

“Fou're afraid you lost your temper
~=When a chap hit you!” jeered
Bounder, *Oh, how naughty 1"

“Well, T wish I hadn't,” said Red-
wing., ““The miserable worm scuttled
into Quelchy’s study, with me after him.
I got him at Qualchy's door, and, of
course, I never supposcd he would open
the door. But that was his game, He
rushed into. the study; and yeu can
fancy guel-:rhfs feclings when ha saw
me—

The Bounder grinned.

“What did you get?”

[1} Eit !!1‘

“Well, dash it all, you asked for it
if you chased a follow right mto your
Farm master’s study ¥ chockled

grunted

Bounder. “My hat! I wonder Quelchy
didn't explode!™

“J had put myself in the wrong, of
COUTSE. nelehy called me a young
ruffian.

“8n you arel™ chuckled Smithy.

“You thrashed the chap the day you
met him ab Tantham and you chased
himr into Quelchy's study when you hap-
pened to spot him here. Quelchy must
think you're a regular hooligan, always
hunting - for trouble with inoffentive
strangers.”

Redwing wincod. .

“I'm afraid he does think something
of the sort,”” he answered. " It’s prett
rotten for me, when I want to stan
well with him.* i .

“Chuek up standing well with him,
old bean, and join me in ragging him,”™
suggested the Bounder.

wing shook bis head. .

“2n he's coming here, iz he®'" maid
the Bounder, * And his name's Bright,
He won't have a good time at Grey-
friars if he plays his dirty tricks here,
You'd better give him a thrashing his
first day st school.” !

“T sghall let him severely alone,”
answered Rodwing, ““The fellow’z a
beastly sneak. He landed me in that
row with Queclchy, practically leading
me by the nose mlo it. I shell keep
away from him if I ean.”

“Is he coming into the Removei”
asked Vernon-Smith. :

“T Jdon't know—I hope not. I only
know that he's coming to Greyiriars—
at least, he was here, and he suid so. 1
shall try to keep clear of him, whether
he's in my Form or not. And I suppose
that will be ecasy enough; he's not the
fellow to Jook for trouble with any chap
who can handle him. But—"

Redwing broke off, with s clounded
brow.

“But you're in Quelchy’s black books
and it's all my fault,” said the Bounder.

“¥ou'll never be a master’s favenrite
so long as you chum with me, Chuck
me up and siick to Quelchy. Ile will
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come round if you suck
up to him long enough."

“1 don't think I de-
serve that from  you,
“mithy,” said Redwing
guietly. “I hope I'm
not the fellow to- suck
up to anybody, or to
want to be a masier's
favourite—if Mr. Quelch
was the man to make
favourites, which ¥you
know jolly well ho is.
not ! But 1 do wish
vou'd chuck playing the
goat a little and give
me & chanee.”

Thump!

There wns & heavy
knock at the deor and it
flew open, and Bob
Cherry came in.

“"Halle, halls, halla!?

Interrupting you?®" The
asked,

“"Yee—and manvw
thanks for the same!”

answared tha Rounder,
with o prin, “ el
wing i3 giving me a

sermon, and he was just
getting on to seventhly

when rou  butied i
I"}I-:rn'ﬁnfgl:r, for poodness’
sake !

Bob Cherry laughed,
while Redwing flushed
uncomiortably.

“Well, npever mind
rermons now.” said Bob.
“You may az well chuck
it. Redd:rr: Smithy i3
ast  praying for, you
PHOW. I've come to
tell won a  atumnmin
wheeze I've thought o
for the Fifth, Smithy.™

“Honoured!”  said
the Bounder, with a

.

"1 want somebody to
help, you see.”

“Honoured = gain!
E‘lit?} 1|-'i-']|-ﬂ.t ﬂ-h‘ﬁ"l_l kb oL Eﬂ'&p&d Si-r Hﬂmn‘-
a ks i

safﬂrﬁlnh.
‘Then you've come to the right
study!”  said the Bounder Iu-arrfl o
No cold feet in Study No, 4% A
Boly Cherry frowned a little, e was
rather wrathy with his chums for turn.
ing down his great wheeze, and it was
true that they had. turned it down as
too risky. -But he did not like to hear
cold feet  attributed fo his comrades,
"It's not exaetly that” he said
hastily. “The fact i3, they don't think
rmuch of thoe wheeze., No rveason wie
they shouldn’t please themselves: hut
T'm going on with it all the same. The
ided is to guy old Popper on the Fifile”
“ Bravol™
“Oh, you like the idea?” exelaimed
Fob,
“My dear man,

it's greal!  Whe

didn't I think of it myself *” exclaimed |

the Bounder.

“AWell, this iz a bit betier reception
than I got from the other fellaws,™ saii
Bob. . “My idea iz to make an efficy
ihat anybody could recoguise ne Sir
Hilton Popper, and parade him round
on the Fifth, you know, and wind up
vith burning him on the bonfive, I
think it will show evervbody whai we
think of the fussy old duffeer.’

“ Bplendid 1

“Then you'rs on?"” asked Bob.

“¥Yes, rather! ¥oun, too, Reddv?”
The Bounder glanced at his chum with
a rather mocking expression.

Smithy had been injured, I'd jol

F

*“ You ought to be jolly well ashamed of yourself,” shouted Bob Cherry, his eyes blazing.
well have reported you at the policestation.”
3 riding-whip, and made a cut at Bob.

He grasped

Redwing had not spoken, but Smithy
could guess what he would think of
Bob's wonderful wheeze.

It was sheer thoughtlessness on Dob's
part that made him blind te the
gljections te the scheme:; but  the
Bounder was not thoughtless, and he zaw
in that scheme the reckless defiance of
authority that was meat and drink to
him. GCuying a governor of the school.
bringing ridiculs upon that sugust and
venerable body, the Governing Doard
of Greyfriars, was an idea exactly in
accordance with the Bounder's lawless
nature. It was not likely to appear in
the same lizht to a steady and thought
ful fellow like Redwing.

“1 sy, isn't it rather thicl*"” asked
Tom mildly. *&ir Hilton iz a governor
of Greviriars, We can't vespeet the
man much, but we onght to remembor
12 position.*

“Seventhly ! said the Bounder.

“Oh, don't bo an ass, Smithy!" ex-
claimed Tom, rather sharply, “1 don't
think Bob'z thought th: matter over

yery carvefully, that's all. SBuch a gome

iz bowund to come o the masters’ notice.
and that will mean jolly serious trouble.
Whatever they think of old Iopper
themselves, they can't allow the govern.
ing board to be made fun of ™

¥ Well, T don’t mean that, of course.”
sa1d Bob, rather slowly.

“1 know you don't old fellow: but
that is what it will look like. and that
15 what the Head will think.”

[ 1] n
“ Good gad ! ™
i *“Ow !* The Grey-
friars junior gave a yell as the whip cracked across his shoulders., (See Chapter 4.)

“1hey turned it down as fan risky, "

_Bob Cherry had a thoughtful expres-
sionr on his rugged face now, He was
not much given to reflection, bub he waa
}‘Eﬂt‘-ﬂt_lﬂ-% now. DBut the Bounder broke
i quickly.

“Wash all that out, Reddy ! he said.
"lt: yvou feel nervous, you can keep out
of it. I'm in it, head and ears! Why,
it's the stunt of the term! Thoe whole
school will rear!™

“After 4ll, it's only a joke!” said
Bob. )

“And a ripping joke!" said the
Bounder. *“Best thing I've heard of
this term! We're on to this. We'll
make a giddy eoffigy that will look like
old Popper's twin brother! Look here,
therve's time before lock-up,  Let's cut
down to Courffield on our bikes, and

ot the things we want fegm  oid

azarns. We'll do the thing in style !

“Leb's!" zaud Beb, at once, catching
the DBounder’s enthuziasm. "An old
shooting suit and an eyveglass, and a
few obher things™

“Hol). old chap—"" began Redwing.

“{ome on, ﬂ]fj bean!” exclaimed the
Bounder, eatching Bob's arm.  “Give
vour chin a rest, Reddy. If there's any
risk in the stunt, we'll show all the Re-
move tHat there's two fellows in the
Form:, at least, who haven't got cold
fret! Come on, Cherry!”

And the Bounder fairly dragged Bob
from the study. perhaps rcalising that
if he were given timo to think., the
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reat wheeze would bo "“off,” after all.
fledwing' was lelt alone, with deep
trouble in his brow. It was not easy for
him, a3 tha Bounder's chum, to keep
clear of the Bounder’s wild escapades,
though he was determined to do so as
far a3 he could. Now the_thmag:htlfse-;
and unsuspicious Bob was being dragged
into one of the wildest of them; and
"Pom, if he refused to join in, was placed
in the position of = fellow who drew
back frem his friend’s side bceanse
there was danger ahe?d‘f Truly, ft,ll-:lere
was but a thorn th for any fellow
1.-.'I‘:u.'n chummed Eiﬁlﬂ the Dounder of
‘Ureyfriarsl

— —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
An Unlucky Meeting !
SAY, you fellows!”

[ 1
I “Buzz off, Bunter!" snapped
the Bﬁ:mndﬁrf i
William George DBunter ap-
peared in the offing, as Bmithy au}i Bob
Uherry were wheeling out their bikes.

“I'ye heen looking for you, Smithy.”

“Look for somebody clse!™

“0Oh, reelly, 8mithy—" 3

¢ Cut it short, old fat man,” =aid Bob
Cherry good-naturedly. *We've none
too moch time to get to Courtficld and
back before lock-up!™ o

“If you're going to the bunshep——-

“We're not, fatty 1’ )

“If vou are, I'll come!" said Bunter.

“] zaid we'ro not, ass!” said DBob
frowning. :

“I'm not going to ask you to pay the
Lill,” said Bunter loftily. “I'll stand
the racket for all three. I happen to be
in funds.” And Billy Buwwter jingled
something metallic in s troasers
pocket.

As & matter of fact, Bunter was
jingling & penknife, a I'rench penny,
and & bunch of keys. But the sound
was quite wealthy, Certainly, Bunter
could not. have paid for a fecd st the
Courthold bunshop with & penknife, a
ten-centime picee, and & bunch of keys.
But that feed once consumed, Bunter
would have left the trifling matter of
settlement to his companions, according
ty the use and- wont of the Buntor
tribe.

“ But we're not going oubt for o leed,
ass 1" said Bob. “We're going to sce
old Lazarus at the secondhand shop, to

got something for the Wilith. We're—
we rge—"
“Thon't shout!” said the PRounder

tﬂlilii’- “Po you weant it all
Lireyfriars i

Bob stared at him.

“Why not?" ho asked,

“Lots of reasons why not.
the way, Bunter.”

The Bounder pushed the Owl of tho
Remove  aside, and wheeled on his
mchine,

“I say, you fellows!” Bunter rolled
after the two juniors. * Stop a minufe,
Bmithy 1"

‘“ Rats!"

“I say, it's important
Runter, panting after the Bounder.
sav. Smithy, t's really important!™

The Bounder stopped impatiently for
the fat junior to come up.

“Well, what is it?” he snapped.

“T'm expecting & postel-order——"

*What " yelled Vernon-Smith. .

“ A postal-order! It hasn't come by
tho last post, so if you wouldn't minl
lending me five bob tall the morning, Pl
Int you have the postal-order when' it
coniea.”

The DBounder gave Billy Bunter a
glaro of concentrated wrath.
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“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
“You've stopped me, when I'mm in a
hmrry, to tell me about your postal-
order, you frabjous fathead!” howled
thoe Bounder.
“Yes, old
Yarooooogh 1"
Billy Bunter assumed a lorizontal
position with suchh suddenness that ik
took his breath away. The two cyclists
had disappeared by the time the Cwl of
the Remove reswmed the porpeadicular.
Yw!”  gasped Bunter.  “Wow!
Beast! Wow !1? .
“TPut it on,” said the Bounder, ns he
rade away with. Bob Cherry. “We
don’t want to be late back for lock-up.
No gcm:] asking for trouble with
Cuelchy when we've got & wheeze on.”
“No fear!”

chap!  You se¢—--

Bob's d face was thouglitful.
Since the Bounder had entered so
heartily into his scheme of “guying ™

Hir Hilton Popper, Bob had put in
some thinking, which it was rether un-
fprtunate that he bhad not put in carlier,
Bob was thoughtless and a little reck-
less, but he had never dreamed of
being surreptitipns, and he had been
about to tell Bunter of the wheeze when
Smithy had stopped him, Certainly,
teiling Bunter wag a quick way of tcll-
ing all Greyfriars; but DBob had no
abjeetion to all Greyfriars Enowing.

. “Look here, Bmithy, we're not keep-
ing this dark,” he said, as they rode
across the common.

“We jolly well

Bounder emphatically.
“But why 1" persisted Baob.

“0Oh, vou're denge, old chap,™ =aid
Vernon-Bmith, “If it gets out that
we're guying a governor of the school,
the Head will come. down on ns like a
clap of thunder, of course. A licking
won't matter much—we're not soft—but
it will knock the scheme on the head.
We cen't carry i ont 1l (he Head gels
on tao it and forbids it."

“I should jolly well say no!”

“Well, then, we've got to keop it
dark.”

Bolb looked uncasy.

“You really think the Head wonld
be awiully waxy ¥’ he azked.

“Oh gad! Don't you "

“Well, T hadn't thought aboni it
muel,” confessed Bob. It seciwed to
me no end of 8 joke to goy that fossy
old fellow Popper. But I shonldu’t like
to offend the Head.”

* All sevene if he doesn't know.”

“But all Greyfriars will know on
Bonfire night, even if we keep it dark
till then,” said Bob, puzzled.

“That won't matter; it will be done
then, and all the school will he laugh-
mg over ibt. We shall be licked, of
conrse: but it"s worlh a Licking to carry
out a stunt like this™

“Nh1"™ said Bob, rather biankiv.

“You're not afraid of & licking, I

arc™  sad  the

suppose ?*  exclaimed the Bounder
searnfully.

“You know I'm not,” rapped out
EBob. “"But—" i
“Oh, come on! We're washing
breatly.””

The Bounder shot abead, twrning

from the read into a Lridle-path that
was a short cut to Courtficld. Bob
Cherry rode after lim ramdly. He
was heginning to have his doubts about
his wonderful wheeze; and, left to him-
=clf, he would :rn:-ha!-hiy have dvopped
it.  For 8ir Hilton Popper and  his
opinion he did not carve two straws; but
it was e very different matter io offend
De, Locke, whom he greatly respected.
The praspect of a licking would not
have deterred him; but he valued the
good opinion of the Head, for which the
Bounder cared nothing.

But to back out of tho scheme now
seamed impossible. It was obvious that
the Bounder intended to go ahead with
it, and that he would attribute Bob's
ratraat only to fear of the consequences,

“Hallo!” exclaimed the Bounder sud-
denly, “Talk of angels and you hear
the giddy. rustle of their wmgs. *

made 3 gesturs towards a horse-
man riding on the bridle-path a little

distgnce ahesad.
‘Lﬁl:. my hat! Old Popper!” zaid
ob,

The tall, angular figure, the beak of
a nose, the gleaming eyeglass jammed
mto the eye under the shaggy grey
brows, were easily recognised. 1t was
Sir Hilton Popper, of Popper Court,
looking, as he gencrally locked, severa
and grim. 8 WwWas %'uu'ki.ﬁg, indead,
unusuaily grim af the present moment,
pechaps thinking ‘of the mortguges on
his property which were held by Mr,
Bright of Lantham.

The bridle-path  was narrow, with
thick trees on either side, and S8ir Hilton
was yviding down the middle of it. He
soemod to be regarding his horse's earw
with gloommy meditation, and had nob
obzorved the Lwo schoolhovs in front of
him,

Buzzzrzezzz!

The Bounder rang his bel! loudly and
sharply.

“Easy dees it, old -mian ! murmured
Bab, )

Buzzzzz—clang—jingle—buzz !

It was impossible for the cwclists to
pass 3ir Hilton unless he drew to the
sida of the bridle-path, and the Bounder
was_uite within his rights in ringing
his bell as a warning—indecd, it was
necessary to do 0. But i was not
necestary 1o make an incessant, jJarring
din—that was done for motives of sheer
impertinence.  Sir Hilten Popper was,
in his own opimon, too great o man to
be warned ont of the way by common
mortals, and for that reason it delighted
the Bounder to clang his bell at him as
a dig at his lofty pride.

The baronct looked up, and stared
at the cyelisis. They were coming on
at a good speed, the Bounder's bell
clanging madly, in an imperative
manner that inight have annoyed o less
lofty gentleman than Sic Hilton Popper.

Sir Hilton frowned darkly,

He did not draw his horse aside. Ha
kept to the middle of the path, and
came steadily on, as if the cyclists wero
not in existence at all,  Evidently s
idea was that they could dismount and
crowd into the trees il he had passed
them,

Bab Cherry jammed on his brake.

“ Better jump down, Soumthy,”

* Rot [" . :

“You don't want to bang inlo the
horsze," '

“Hang the horse, and the horseman,
ton! This 1s a public path, and we'va
as mueh vight here as that old fool has,™

“1 know; hui—

“Come on!” ]

“What's the good of hunting up
trouble ¥ said . “The man's an
old donkey, but give him his head. We
shan't lose a minute or two.” i

And Bolb Cherry jumped of s
machine, and drew 1t to lhe edge of
the bridle-path, uwnder the thick trees,
to leave a clear path for the oncoming
horseman.

The Bounder did nothing of the sort.

Iiz own naturs was arrogant, and
arregance in_ another roused all  hia
angry determination. He rode straight
on. .

“Smithy I shonted Bob.

The Bounder did not heed. He twas
on the left sida of the path, and quita
within his rights arcording to all rnles
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of the road. It was for Sir Hilton to
draw to kiz own leli.

But the lafty gentleman did not. Ile
gave the Dounder a grim glars frowm
under hiz shaggy nycﬁmwa, and rode
dircetly on down the middle of the
path.  Two obstinate and arogant
natures were in conflictk, and neither
intonded to give way., It was for the
Beunder to gpive way, from respect for
age; bub such consideration: as that dicd
not appeal very much to the reckless
Bounder,

He had put on speed and fawly
whizzed onward, Beb Cherry  stood
holding his machine, staring after him
in dismay,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Boh Means Business !

RASH!
' : " Good Sie
Hilton.

No doubt hie had taken it [or
grantad that the veckless schoolboy
would dismount and get out of the way,

gad!™  pasped
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as Bob. had done. But the Bounder.
hig face grim and his tecth set, held on
his wav, according to the right of the
road. The startled horse threw up its
head, and the equally startled baronet
dragged on the rein.  Between the horse
and the trees was barely o foot of space,
and into that narrow space the Bounder
erashed at preat speed. There was not
yoom for him to pass, and something
had to happen. ;

What happencd Vernon-Smith hardly
knocw.

One of his handles scraped on a trec.
the other tore at the Hank of the horse.
The next moment the  Bounder was
sprawling. and Sir Hilton was frantic-
ally dragzing at the reins of an excited
horse, now praacing and in danger of

trampling on  the junior sprawling
beside his bicycle.
Y {rood heavens!” panted Bob.

He roshed on to the scene.

“ Bk by 1

The Bounder was sprawhng dazedly
and breathlessly,  There was blood on
his face, but 1t was only from the
sceatches of the brambles. Dob barely
cscaped being knocked down by the
curvetting horze as he rushed to the
fallen juminr’s side.

“Good rad!” repeaied Sir Hilton.
“Oh, my hat!” gasped Smithy.
“You're hurt, old man?'" panted DBob.
“Ow! I feel hurt! Oh, crumbs!®
The Bounder sat up dizzily in the
grass. Then, with Bog‘s assistance, ha

rose to s feet,
“No bones broken?” asked Bob

anxiously,

The Bounder grinned faintlv. He
was brutsed, and soeverely shaken, and
dazed by the crath: but there was no
serious Injury.

“WNo: I'm all right, T think."

sir Hilton had his horse in control
again now. Ile =zat in the zaddle and
glared <dawn at the two juniors.

“ You voung rascals!” he thundered.

Db, shut up!™ shouted DBob, hiz eves
blazing. *“Why couldn't vou give a
cunp room io pass, vou road hog?”

“What* What?”

“There might hava been a serious
accident.” execlaimed DBob. *“*Do you
want all the reads in the county for
vourself F''

~®: Packed with splendid School,
Sporting and Adventure Stories
to SUIT EVERY TASTE!

IT'S WORTH YOUR WHILE T0
GIVE THESE A TRIAL!

Price 6 } = Each.

Now on Sale Everywhere!
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with a hobby. Filled with inter-

esting, easy-to-follow Articles,
Photos and Diagrams.
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“Good gad! You wyoung raseal—"
spluttered Sic Hlilton.  * How daured you
poi in my way, hehy How dared you,

I say? I shall report this to vour
‘headmaster.  You hear me®  What?
What*"

“Report, and be hanged to won!™
retorted Dob.,  “IF Smithy had been
injurced I'd jolly well have reportod vou
ab the police-station. You ought o he
jolly well ashamed of vourself.”

“Cood gad!” gasped Sir Hilton.

Ile grasped his riding-whip and made
a eut abt Bolb, The Greyfrinrs junior
gave o vell as the whip cracked across
hiz shiculders.

0w

“There ! panted Sie Filton,  * Let
that be 2 werning fo vou, ¥ou Young
rascal’ il v’

“Why, vou—rou—vou cliceks rotter '™
roaved Dob, his face Quning with rape.
“If you weren't an old man I'd have
vou off that horse and mep up the
ground with vou '™
C Crack! rang the whip again. Db
urE'lpmg back just in tioe to escape the
ash,

Then Sir Hilton rode awar up the
bridle-path. Bob Cherry glared after

him with elonched fists and blazing cyes,
It was sonwe minuies before he calmed

down.
“Fhe jolly old limit, isn't he?®
drawled the Bounder. “1 zhounldn't

wonder if this means a row with the
Head.™

Lol unclenched his fisiz ab lazt, and
laughed rather ruefully,

“My hat! He put me inte quite o
bate,” he said. * Cheeky old adc! Look
here, Bmithy, we're going on with that
guy stunkt, and we're going to lob that
bully know that he's being guved. Ile
can come aleng and see the show if he
likes."

The Dounder whistled.

Ho wns well aware that Bob had
already been thinking of giving up the
great wheeze, DBut the encounter with
Sir Hilron had altered all that. Tiol
was more determined than the Bounder
now,

“We'll Iet him eee what we think of
bim at Grevfriars,” said Bob savagely.
“I'll ring him up on the phona on the
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Fifth. and tell him that we're guying
him. and that he can come and sce the
show 3 he likes. Thar will be somae-
thing for him to put in hiz pipa and
smmoke. confound s cheek 07

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Bounder.
“Good egg! Youre full of ripping
tdeas this term, old bean. We'll do
il

Tl Bownder picked up bz machine,
Theve wore several beneds and twists
about 11, but 12 was shill rdeable, and
he propared Lo mount it.

“Goang on to Courtficld *7' asked Bob.

Y Why not®”

“ You're rather knockoed abont.”™

“Ten nob made of publy,” anewered
the Bounder coolly, though Le wuged as
he pat iz leg over the machane, (ot
your jigger, atd come on !l

Ielh woent back for las bievele amd
spocdiny overtook the Downder,  After
Iz crash Yornon-Smith was in no stale
for ridinge, but he was detevmened  to
ke light of it e sot Lis teeth hard
as he rode. aching in eveey limb,

The juninrs rode inte Conrtheld awd
stopped at the shop of Mre. Larzarus, at
a corner of the High Street.  MMr.
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Lazatus Lept an emporium of second-
hand goods of all sorts, and descrip-
tions, and condilions. From “ready-to-
wesr ' garments—otherwise known  as
" reach-nie-downs "—io secondhand
slothes in every stage of l:li.‘.:irﬂl]'lﬂlr, Mr.
Lazarns' stock was almost inexhiansiible,
IL was easy enough for the Bounder to
wlect the articles that were required
lpr the intended effigy of Sir Hilton
Vopper., Certainly, they were not of
the auality of the clothes that the lord
of Poppee Court was accustomed (o
wear, But the general appearance
was all that mattered. Mr. Lazarus
prabably supposed that the juniors were
shopping for the Remove Dramatic
Society. e rubbed his oily hands with
gatisfaction as he attended to these ex-
vellent enstomers, The Bounder did not
count e cost when he was carrying out
& scheme, and he was in the fortunate
wsition  of heving plenty of money.
igh, certainly, had not iniended to
spend  so  much on the stent; his
hinancial resources were not unlg:mlud,
Hike Smithy's. Dut he had to give the
Bounder lus head, Smithy would have
leken it, anyway.

Mr, Lazarus promised delivery of the
articles the following morning, and the
two juniors left the shop. :

“Fireworks next!” said Smithy.

“Hold on!” =said Bob., *“We're not
sllewed to heve fireworks in  the
stidies,

“PDear mel”
castically. 5

“We're not supposed to get them in
till the fourth, at least,” said Bob,
Dash it all, what’s the good of kick-
ing against the rules for nothing,
Saithy ¥

Vernon-Smith did not take the trouble
te explain that he preferred to kick
apainst the rules, simply bocause they
wira rules.

Ile led the way to a shop where an
cradless vaniety of fireworks were for
sale. ‘

“ Leave your little 1ot till the fourth,
if you like,” he szids “I'm laying 4n
my stock now.”

“Tt's rot!” sald Bob, “Quelchy’s
jolly strict about if. Fellows have had
acoidents with such things—"

“Feory man to his taste,” said the
Bowrder, and he went into the shop,
leaving Bolb Cherry waiting with the
wachines. - s

He came out agein wilh a large
Lundle, which he fxed to the handle-
bars of his bicyele, .

“MNow we'd hetter put it on agan,”
he said, “We shall just do it before
I:m:lai-u?—ii we don't meet old Popper
again.” ]

Bob Chevry grinned and mounted his
machine. The two juniors rode hard
and fast back to Greyiriars, snd were
fortunately m time for lock-up.

As Boh Cherry came up to the
Remove passage four fellows met him
en the Remove staircase. They met him
with smulimg f{aces. By this time the
{'o. had no doubt that the lempest had
passed, so to speak, and that Dol was
in his usual sunny temper again.

“Been out, old chap ¥’ asked Whar-
ton affably.

“Yes," said Dohb, rather shortly.

“Bunter said sou went out on your
bike with Smithy,” remarked Nuogent.

T did. Any law against 17" gsked
Bob.

* Doar old bean! XNot rvatfy, are vou %
arked Frank.

“ No, agg!?

“Let not the frownfuliess of the
exeorable temper dim the sunny bright-
neszs of the smile of friendfulness,” said
Hlurres Jamset Bam Singh.
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gaid the Bounder, =or-

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“The frownfulness is net terrific, old
gecaf,”™ he answered., “It's all right!
You fellows arve rather asses, but, after
all, I darem;.r you were born so, and
can't help it,”

AL serene ! said Wharton amie-
ably. “That was a really ripping stunt
of yours, Bgb!"

“Oh, was iti" =zaid Bob.
“Yes; really a corker!
wouldn't quite do, old chap.™

“It will have to do, then,” caid Bob
grimly, * becauze I'm going on with it,
and it'a coming ofl all right on the
Fifth. Emithy’s on it with me, and you
fellows can keep clear, i you like.™

“Therd'll be a row,” zald Johnny
Bull.

“That’s a cert azsented  PBob.
“There's bound to be a row when old
DPopper hears that he's bheing guyed.”

S Well, old Poppor’s net likely to hear
of it, at sny rate,” said IHarry.

“He's jolly sure to.”

“But why

“Becavsa 'm going lo tell him,”
answered Bob.

“0Oh crumbs 1M

“Bob "

“It might mean the sack, you ass!”
cxclaimed Nuzent, aghast.

“Not Jikely.”

“A flogging, at Teast—"

“Well, I'm not zo afraid of & flogging
as some fellows zseem to be,’” retorted
Bob savcastically, and he tramped on
to his own study, leaving his chums
sharing.

COoly, it

1ar
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THE FIFTH CHAFTER.

Bunter Does It !
ILLLY BUNTER Lilinked inio the
B Rag.
There wes a buzz of voices in

that celebrated apariment, where
the Remove and the Fourth Form were
went to congregate,

The Bounder was relating the
incident on the bridle-paih ‘on the way
to Couwetheld to an interested crowd of
Remove fellows.

The comments of the Remorites on
the high-handed proceedings of &ir
Hilton g’up?e-r were many and various,
amd none of them comphmentary.

Indeed, the governing board of Grey-
friars would have been astounded had
they heard ithe comments which the
Lower Fourth venlured te express upon
2 member of their august body.

Bunter was not particularly
tevested in the Bounder's nagration.

He was thinking of other matfers—
more important matters.

Ha had szeen the Bounder convey a
rather bulky parcel into his study after
rejurning from Courtfield.

Bunter had not the slightest doubt
that Smithy had gone ta Courtfield for
tuck. Bunter's thoughts ran incessantly
on tuck. In the hours of slumber hLe
dreamed of it. 'That a fellow should
tale the trouble to bike into Courtfield,
return with a2 parcel, and dispose the
same in his study cupboard, could only
mean ona thing to William George
Bunter—that a special supply of tuck
had bean laid in for a specizl spread.

Bunter had no expectation of being
invilad to that spread—if any. He was
nob popular in the Bounder's study., He
was not very popular anywhere—and at
meal-times his popularity was at s
lowest ablh.

But there were more ways of enjoying
a spread than by lLeing
periake of it. Bunter kuew other ways,

He was scouting now. The parcel
was in the study cupboard; he knew

irn-

invited fo--
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that. The Bounder was in the Rap—
avidently engaged for some time to
come, Redwing was not to be seen
there—and if the beast was in Study
No, 4 it was ugeless to think of raiding

the spread. But was he? That was
the point that Bunter had npow to
seitle, ;

Having assured bimzcelf that the

Bounder, at lenst, was safe for a time,
Billy Bunter rolled off fe the Remove
passage.

Fortune favoured him.

Tom Redwing was seated in the
window-seat on the Remove landing, so
abvionsly he was not in the study.

Bob Cherry was seated beside him
there, and they were talking. XNeither
of them glanced at Bunter as he passed.

The Owl of the Removée rolled on
with such an air of elaborate careless-
ness and’ indifference that it certainly
wonld have awakened tho suspicion of
the two junmiors had they observed him
ab all,

He stopped at Study Ne. 4

There he glanced back. Neither
Redwing nor Ilob was looking in his
Jirection, and there was no other fellow
in sight.

rolled

Bunter
No. 4,

All was dark there.

But that did not deter Bunter.

hastily into  Study

He

cknew lis way in the dark to every

study cupbeard in the Remove. Hao
uﬂulﬁ- have found his way ito eny of
ihem -blindfolded.

Hoe grinned in the darkness zs he
opened- the cupboard door.

The Bounder was telling the tale in
the _Rag, Redwing was talking to Bob
Cherry on the Remove landing—and
BEilly Bunter was standing with the

spread within his reach! Everything
was just as 1t should be.
Bunter did not venfure to turn on

the light in the study. He did not
want to draw Tom Redwing's attention
in that direction. Redwing's hoot was
not 20 helty as the Bounder's; but
Bunter had a natural dishke of hbeing
{_;i-!*.iiﬂ-d out of a study even by a2 lLight
aot.

Standing before the open -u:*n:rh-:ar:{
in, the dark, his little round eyes
glistening  preedily  belind  his  big

spociacles, Billy Bunter groped over the
interior with fat, grecdy hands.

Nao large parcel met lis fat fingers,
however, and he concluded that Smithy
must have wnpacked the parcel.

But if so, where was the tuck?

A number of loose packets and
articles were under his touch. What
they wera Bunter did not know, but bLe
knew they were net comeslibles. And
it was comestibles he was aflter,

Bunter was puzzled and annered.

Surely the tuck was there—the
Bounder could havdly have placed it
anywhere elsa. Dut if it was there, ha
did not scem to be able 10 diccover it.
He gave an angry grunk,

“ Beast 1™ ]

Then he groped in bhiz pocket for
bhox of matches.

The light of a match would e suffis
clent to reveal the contents of the study
puphoard, and was not likely {o attract
311]:_,]: attention from outside the study.

Bunter found his match-hox and
struck o mateh, and held it in the cup-
hoard while he Blinked round hin,

The flickering light of the maieh re-
vealed the interior of the cuphoard, and
it revealed, also, the unpacked contents
of the percel the Bouwnder had brought

im with him awd =smuggled into e
study. . )
The expression on Dunier's face

chunged,
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e looked utlerly disgusted.

. Bundles of squibs, Roman ecanrles,
crackers—all zorts and conditions of
fireworks lay before him, DBuot not &
voestige of tuck!

“0f all the rolters!” pasped Bunior
in indignant disgust, “ Giving a fellow
all this trouble for nothing!™

It was only too painfully clear that
there was no tuck! It was fireworks
that the Bounder hLad zmugegled in--
and ¢ven Dilly Bunler could not ool
fiveworks, He could cat almost ans-
thing, buot there was a limit even lor
Willtany George Bunier.

“ Beast !"

Bunter glared at the exlensive areay
of firevorks; then all of a swdden he

ave a howl of anguwsh,

The malch had burned down to his

fingors.
“Yarpooph ™
Bunter dreapped  the still Lurning

mateh and jammed bis fat finpers ioko
Liz month and sucked them franticaliy.

“Ow! Wow! Ow!™

And then——

Whal Lappencd Bonfer lLardly knew,
A volcanie couption, a couple of carth-
gquakez, and two or three aivraids
socmed 1o happen in Study No. 4 all
at onee,

Certainly, but Dualoer

any [ellow

forescen slaviiing

have
resull of dropping a lighted watch into
a stack of fireworks: bot anter was
thinking only of hLis scorclied hingers.
The next pament, however, he ceosed
to think of Lis scorched fingers, or of
snvthing olse.

roniglil

SOiee

Bang !

Whizz!  Figz!  Squizez! Dang!
Dang !

DANG!

“Whooop!” roarcd Banier.

He slagzered away [remm ihe cup-
Loavd. "Me  cophoard  scewcd o be

Fall of exploding bombs,

Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! Crack!
Crack! Baug! Witzezerz! Fireworhs,
as 1f embuwed with voliion of their

awn, leaped from the enpboard and
banged and rearcd round the tervvilied

bl

“Ow! Won! Yow! Ilelp! roared
Bunler.
Dang! Dang! Bane!

Sparks Hew in myvriads in the cup-
beard, setting five to the fireworks in
whole bundles,

The explosions
terrific,

Bang! Bang! DBanx! Bang! BANG!

HHelp! Murder! Vire! Yarooooh!™

Bunder stagrered acros:z the study to

wore  aneessant  and

PR.ZE 9
TWIPENGE.

Bob Cherry grasped the stranger by
the eollar, and dragged him into the
study, shaking him as he did so, a
good deal like a terrier shaking a rat.
“Ow! Leggo! Ow! Chuck it!"
gasped the newcomer. ** You silly
fool, let go my ecollar I ** You
spying cad ! '* hissed Bob, shaking
savagely. (See Chapler 7.)

the door, with exploding  fireworks
whigzing and eracking roand him.

There was o shout v the Remove
DRs5R e,

“Hallo, lhalla, halle!"

“What on carth—="

“Yarooooglh! Help!”

Bang! Bang! Bang!

Bunter staggered out of G sludy and
collapsed 1n the Remove passage, gasq-
ing for bLreath, witerly bewildered. 1n
Study No. 4 the whizzing and fizzing and
banging went on merrily. Stithy had
spent several pounds on his supply of
lireworks, and they weve all' going off i
unison,  The study recked with sioke
and the sinell of gunpowder: smnkae
rolled ont into the passage alter Bunter,
sparks flew in dazzling clonds.  Bunler
sprawled on the floor and gusped and
velled for help.

“ b, my hat ! exclaimed Bob Cheree,
“What on carth--is the study on fire "

“IIEﬂ[ﬂ"

Bang, bang, bang!

“The fat idiot has been lelling off
fireworks in my sbudy ! exelaimed [ed-

wi.n{,
* Yargoogh!™
Bang, bang. bang?! Whizzzz!
Trae Macxer Lippapv.—No, 1,026,
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“My hai! Thzre'll be a row about
this!" gasped Bob.

* Whooop! Help!"

There was a rapid fooistep in the
Remove passage” My, QGueleh, the master
of the Remove, came hurrving up, his
brow dark with wrath.

*What is this? What—what—  Who
iz letting off fireworks in the House?
Who—what—what wretched boy— Oh,
bless my soull™

Une of those enfertaining contrivances
known a3 jumiping or repeating crachers
careered out af the study doorway and
dropped at the Remove master’s {eet.
Thrice it had cracked, hopping as 1t
crecked; but there were three more
bengs left in it. Tt banged as it Janded
at My, Quelch’s feet, and the Remove
master jumped clear of the floor. I
banged agam as he came down, and he
jumiped again, Then Mr. Quelch landed
ol it anﬁ it was fairly under his feet
wheon it pave its last expiring bang.

Mr, Quelch staggered against the wall,

The jumping cracker, fortunately, was
the last of the lot, extensive as it had
Ieen. ‘The last bang was followed by
silonce—a silence that could be felt.

————

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Vials of Wrath !

R. QUELCH gasped.
To zay that he was enraged

would be to put it mildly.

He had been startled, and he
was conscious, loo, that he must have
et & rather absurd figure ju‘mpm]:i along
with the jumping crackey, as if he and
ithe eracker had been doing & modern
dance togethier.

The expression on  his face was
terrifying.

He found his voice at last.

“Redwing '™

“Yes, sir?” gasped Tom. ]

“Are you responeible for this out-
rage?”

“(Oh, no, =ir!"

“The fireworks were in your study.”

“1—=I think so, sir—"

"Redwing wasn't in the study, sir,”
suid Bob Cherrv. “He came up along
with me when we heard the row.”

“*Yow-ow-ow 1" came as s contribution
from Bunter.

“Bunter!"” thundered
mastern,

ad ""?nw !”

“{iet up at once !

UT—T ean't, sir! T'm killed.”

“What!" roared AMr. Queleh.

“I—1 mean. T'mw injured. sir! Blown
fo bits!™ gasped Bunter. “T think my
arms are blown off, sir, and—and I've
lost & leg or two—and—and—-"

“ You stupid boy, get up at onee.”

Tob Cherry prasped the fat junior's
eallar and jerked him to his  foet.
Wnier made the diseovery ihen that
nene of lis fat limbs had Leen blown
off Ly the explosion. He was scorched
here and there. but he had had & lucky
vscape; cortainly the result of explodine
fwo or three pounds" worth of Gireworks
at one fell swoop might have boen more
AETIOUS,

“Tid. sour de this, Bunter ™

*No, sir.” answered Bunter promptly.

“You did not explode these freworks
in the House?!”

“Oh, no. zir! They expleded ail by
theinselves,” rasped Bunter, ' Made me
jump, gir! I didn't drop a match emong
them, sir! 1 never had a mateh in m
hand at all, end my fingers weren't
scorched, sir—yon can look at them and
see the marks, sir”

Toe Maoxer LipBary.—No. 1,020

the Remove

“Bless my soul!™ said Mr. Queleh,
“ It scems that this obtuse boy dropped a
mateh among a number of firewoaorks.™

“I—I said I dide't, sir,” gasped
Buanteor,

Bunter never could understand why
people so often drew quite opposite
vonclusions from his -statements.

*“It was an accident, I presume?”
thundered Mr. Quelch, .

*“{h, wyes, sir, guite! Just an acci-
dent, sir!” gasped Bunter. I didn't
blow mys=ell up an purpose, sir! 1
wouldn't.™

“Te whom did the fireworks helong ¥
demanded Ar. Quelch.,  * Were they
yours, Buoter?”

»Not at all, sir., I never kunew ihey
were there. I thought that beast had
brought in tuck—"

LT “rhntl!ll

“I—1 sean, I—I was just looking into
the study cupboard. sir, to—to—to see
whether Mrs. Kebble's cat had gob at

Smithy’s things, sir. That cat comes up

to this paszage sometimes, sir, and—
and——-"

“ Redwing, these explosives were in
vour Study: You are perfeetly well
aware that it is strietly forbidden to
keep such dangerous things in the
studies.”

“Yes, sir,” said Tom,

“They were mine, sic!”’ said the
Bounder's voice,  The uproar in the
Hemove passage had drawn the crowd
there from the Bag, as well as a mob
of other fellows from different directions,
The Remove passage was crowded now.

My, Quelch glanced at the Bounder.

“You brought these fireworks into the
school, Vernon-Bmith{"”

*¥es, sir.” .

“Enowingly disrezarding the striek
riles on the subject?”

“ Yes, siv.” :

The Bounder answered in the affirma-
tive in & matter-of-fact tone. jnst as if

the Bemove  master had asked him if

he had done an exercise. Mr. Queleh’s
eves. gleamed, .

“Yon are aware, . Vernon-Bmith, that
the boys are not allowed to lay iIn
supplies bf fireworks undil the day before
the Fifth of Nevember, and'that they
are not allowed po keep such things in
the studies at all?”

*Yea, sir”

“Very well,” said Mr. Queleh. in a
rrinding voire, *1 shall deal with yoh,
Vernon-Smith, as you deserve. A life
miight have been cansed, even with loes
of life—this stupkd bov, Bunter, might
have been mjured=—"

“Y am injured, siv!' gasped Bunter.
“Frightfully injured.™

“Gilence.

“ 0, really, sirt”

“You will take five hundred lines,
Tauter, for cavsing this explosion 4

“ M erikey t"

“You will come to my study. Vernon-
Smith. There scems no proof that Red-
wing was associated with vou in - this
reckless defiance of an important rule of
the Honse—" _

“I knew that the fireworks were there,
gip " zaid Tom Redwing guietly.

“Then voit will take five hundred
lines, Redwing.”

“Very well, sie”

“ Fallow me, Vernan-Soith.™

U ortainly, sir,” drawled
Bounder.

He followed the Remaove master, as
Mr. Queleh rustled away towards the
itatrs.  He winked at the ¢rowd of

the

¥ fellows as he went, and left sonmie of

ihem prinning. The Bounder was *for
it.” there was no doubt about that; but
he was game.

" “*1 aay, you fellows, he ought to be

=

flegged, you know,” gasped Dunier,
“making a fellow jump like that, you
know."”

“You fat villain!™ growled Beol.
Cherry. *You've landed Smithy in =&
row. What were you doing at his study
cupboard ¥°

“Oh, really, Chorry—" ]

“Let's mop up the passage with him,*
said Bolsover major,

L1 I_I SM‘_H

“Leave him to Swmithy,” saud Peter
Todd, with a grin. * After SBmthy's got
thraugh with Quelchy he will be: ready
te deal with Bunter. You'd beiter
make vour will, Bunter."

* Yargoogh!™

The prospect of meeting Smithy after
the Bounder had got through with his
Form master seemed to have a dismay-
ing effect: on the Owl of the Remove,
He rolled away in search of & biding-
place.

The crowd had dispersed, and Tom
Redwing was tidying Study Neo. 44—
which needed it—wﬁen the Bounder
came back. He tramped into No, #
with a. rather white face. Redwing
glanced at him ﬂn:-r.iuusTﬁ.

“Had it bad?” he asked.

The Bounder nodded without speaks
ing. He stood leaning on the mantel-
piece, breath'ng hard and deep, for
soine fime, while HRedwing went on
clearing away ihe traces of the ‘ex-

losions, It was clear that the Bounder
wed been through it severely. The
exasperated Form master had  bot

spared the red.

“¥You've got five hundred lines?” the
Bounder asked at last, az Tom Red-
wing sat down to the table with 2 ;heaf
of impot paper before him.

* Yes, Bmithy,”

" Rotten injustice !

Redwing made no reply to that.

“¥ou had nothing to do with fhe
fireworks being here; vou groused st
me for bringing them in.”

“Mr. Quelch doesn't know all that.”
answered Tom gquietly, “and I should
net be likely to tefl him.”

“80 you don't blame Lim ? sneered
the Bounder.

“No. It wouldn't make much differ-
enee if I did; T've got the impot to
do,' said Tom, with a faint smtle,

“¥ou'd better change into anofher
study 1 jeered the Bounder. * ¥ou'l
always be getting landed :for my inigui
ties 20 long as you're here with me IY:

Tt lookz like it!” said Tom, sup-
pressing o sigh.

“¥You can change put.”

“Reot ! said Tom cheerfully, “Id
rather share the stody with you,
Bmithy, than stand well with Mr.

Quelel, much as I'd hike te. Don’t let's
row,’”

The Bounder's face soltencd a litile.

“You're a good old ass, Tom! he
satd. YTt would .pay you better n
every way to chuck me !

“ Pathead 1" said Tom, smiling.

“Well, T ean’t help you with the
ltnes; Quelehy woald spot my fist, con-
found him! T take it ot of
Bunter! I want a stump ! said YVernon-
Sith, looking round the study.

“Oh, let Bunier rip!"” said Tom.
“The fat duffer hasn't the sense of a
rabbit! He thought you -had brought
in tuck, of course, when he zaw you
smuggling that bundle into the study.
He's pot five hundreed lines. Let it go
at that.”

“He's got you five hundred lines,
too!"™ growlel the Bounder.

“ Never mingd that.™

“Aund me a licking !

“Well, you asked for 1t; you can’t
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kick against ihe rules withoul payving
tha piper!™

The Bounder had picked up a stump.
Hs threw it down again, willh & grong,

“You're an ass,” he =aud--"a silly
ass! But let the fat idiob go! 1 don't
care 1"

Billy Bunter did no prep that even-
ing. He had ne time for prep.  All
through the evening till bediime the
Owl of the Remove lay quaking. in
hiding, in torrified expectation every
moment of hearing (he footslep of the
avenger. DBut he did pot hear it; and
when ho had te turn up at last for
dormitory, he torned up in fear and
trembling —to discover that the Bounder
had appareolly forgoticn his existence.
And for ouce Williamm George Buntier
wai glad {o find his worthy and im-
porlant self forpoticun.

R Wh—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Spy !

b L
R “ Rob, old ¢chap—""
“Rot !

* But do listen—"

“RDL 1+

What Bob Cherry's reminrks lacked in
variety, they made up ju emphasts

e looked rownd Study No. 1, with a
frowning brow,

Probably be this {tine, tardy reflociion
having helped. Bob realized 1hat fos
chums weore right on the sabject of
“puviag 7 a povernor of (he !i-I:FFI{?M o
Bonfire Tray  DBui Bob had several
roasons for =Licking Lo his point.

TWell, il you've determined lo Linnd
for irouble-—-" sald Jolwoy Bail,
callwer Lartly.

“I'm nol asking yon {o shave #1!7
snapped Pob., “If I land in trouble,
have I asked wou fellows to sland by
me?”

“That makes no difference. becanse
wo shall stand by you, auvhow, old
chap ' said Nugent.

“The stand-byfuloness will be tevrifie |
asgsurad ihe Nabob of DBhampur. "1
the excellent adviee is vejocted, and Ha
osteemed Dob lands Lhimself soupfully.
wa shall all be in the cxcellent soup
together !

Bob Clerry Lrted nel 1o suitle, bt he
could not help ik, T was vob casy in
ridist the nabob of Bhaoipor's retnavk-
able flow of linglish.

*Well, tonk here,™ said Bob, more
placably. "1 don't sayv you fellows are
wrong. Bul il's sellled now, s Lhere's
-an end.”

"The unsetllefulaczs weould Le i{he
proper caper,” sugmested Hurree Singh,

“I'm oot geing to tell Bmithy that ]
funk carevivg out oy own wheeze ™
said Bob shortly,

That was the diflicaliy, and BDol's
friends koew it. IL was his own wheese,
and he had taken the DBounder inio it
To back out now was lo face the =ar-
donic sncer of the Dounder, and Bob
did not like the idea.

“ Besides, the old brute wanizs a
lesson!”  exclaimed Dol indignantiy.
“¥Tou know he cut me across the

ghoulders with his dashed riding-whip
yosterday ! Is a fellow goiug lo slawd
that sort of thing ¥’

“"Bolher the old doukey ! growled
Wharton.

“It was ioo  jolly  {hick ! said
Johnny Buall. It was a dirly Leick, in
fact ! You couldn’t Inl o man old
enouzh o be your gramdialber! The
man's a bullving brulel”

“That's right enough,” said Wharion.
“ But——"
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“I'd have had him off that horse fast
enough if he hadn’t been an old man [
said Beb, with gleaming eves. " INot
ithat he un:lm‘:tangs that; the old donkey
thinks he's too high and mighty for a
fellow to think of touching him! - I'd
have touched him hard but for his age !
Well, am 1 pgoing to gtand it? 1 can
get back on gilim by making him look
a fool te all the school, and that will
touch him on the tenderest spol. as ho
thinks so much of himself! I've told
Smithy that I'm going to do it, and
he's as keen as mu:«aimuf!”

“IHe would be!" grunted Harry.
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“The more he cliccks the Head and
the masrers the better he likes it t”

“That i=n't checking the Head '™ mut-
fered Bob., “1It's only checking that
old donkey FPopper ™ .

“¥You can’t check a governor of the
school wilhout checking the Ilead.”
said Wharton. “ It's bringing authozity
inte contempt, and that's what Smithy's
as keenr as mustard about !

“Well, I dare say it is, if you come
io that,” zaid Bob., “Bul I'm in for
it now! You fellows can keep eloar!™

“Oh, rats! Do vou think we care
about that ! snapped Johuny Bull.

“Well, I soppose you don't,” ad-
miiicd Dol Al the same, T wanl vou
to keep clear. T know that it will mean
a row—no end of & row. DBut I'd le
banked from Greyfriars before I'd dell
Mithy that I funk it ! I suppose I'm
not a fellow to say I'll do a thing and
back oul breause itz risky! I leave
that kind of stuff to Bunter ™

“Yon might bark out because ib's
wrong ¥ sugresied Nugenl,

“Thats all very well, Dut a [ellow
whose conscience wakes np Just when
danger comes along is0’i geod cvongh !
I'm going throngh with 1, and taking
what comes to me!™ 3

“It ean't end witl a epaming. Tt will
be a flogging at least - perbiaps bunking.”

“It's settled now !

“Bob, old man—" urged Frank
MNugent.

"Sj"i”‘l_\.'.:-i Ir:]&ing’ (Ve same I,'i:-l-:,]" saiil
Bob. “He docsn't care, Ile's got all
the stuff from Tacarus pow for making
the efligy. Ile's spenl a lot of money
on 1t. He's working at 1t an the hox-
room now,  Wun Lung's helping him;
vour know fthat Chinee can model in
clay, He's making up a faee that old
Papper would think was hns own.  IF
I backed out, Smithy wouldn't. 1 tell
vou he's ss kecen as mustard on il
Think I'm going to hun to zay that I'm
afraid, or that my jolly old conscience
has got up on itz hind legs, =0 he's o
take the risk alone? No fear!™

The juniors were silent.

They realized that the position was a
difficult one. The Beunder was “on
to the stunt like a dog with his teclh
in a4 bone: no consideralion whatever
would have made him abandon 1. It
really was impossible for Ilob to back
out now and leave Bmithy te cavry on
alone.

The Tenwous Five had galhered

 Study No. 1 that afternoon o talk i

over; four members of the Co, hoping
to induce Bol to “chuck ™ it. But ir
was clear to them now that the stund
was not to be “cliucked.”

“Well, if vou're in if, we're In 11
said Havey Wharton at last. “This Co.
always sticks together.”

“Like glue!™ assented Nugent,

“The glucfulpess will be teerific”

“No, Lhat's rot,” said Bob uncasile.
“I want vou to keep clear. What's the
pood of Hopgings all round—or bunking
all round, if you corme ta that "

“Lols of good—tlic Beak can't Tunk
a crowd of us," said Johuny Bull, " We
can stand hekiings”

“ Bother the lickings," said Wharlon,
“1'm nob a fellow for sucking up to the
masters, I hope; bul I don’t want the
Head and Quelchy to think that wehie
a lot of disrespectivl and impudent
bounders like Smithy. Thal's what
they'tl think,  Still, ib can't be helped,
and so far as Popper himself is con-
cerned, I'm glad Lo give him a guying.
Itedwing's as mmuch against il as we are,
but he's pone into it with Smithy— e
wouldn't leave his pal in the lurch.

THeE Magser Lierary.—No. 1,020,
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Can't be belped! There's s proverb
that says that one fool makes many.”

It will be a lark; anyhow,” urged
Bab. ]

“(h, no end of a lark, when we're
standing in a row before the Head on
the Fifth, with old Pnp]:rer raging like a
tiger,” said Johnny Bull,

1 wish you fellows would keep out of
it-."

“Oh, rot.™ . ,

“ Anyhow, keep it dark {ill the date,™
said Bob. “It would be jolly well
stopped if it was known.”

He broke off suddenly, and st i
quickly. end silently to the study door
and threw it open. A slight sound there
had caught lis ears, and he thought
of ‘Bunter at once, If the Owl of the
Romove was cavesdropping at the key-
hole of Study No. 1, there was not much

spect of Eeeping the wheeze dark till
ithe Fifth of November. :

“You rotter P roared Bob, as a tiin,
hard-faced youth almost tumbled into
the study, with the sudden opening of
the door.

Evidently the hard-faced youth's ecar
had been glued to the keyhole.

Jt was not Bunter. It was a stranger,
and the sight of him in the Remove
guartars astonished the juniors. _

Bob.Cherry grasped him by the cellar
and dragged him in, sesking him as he
did 50, a good deal like a terrier shaking

& ratb,

“Ow!  Legeo! Ow! Chuck it!”
gusped the neweomer, “ You silly fool,
let my <¢oltar.”

Shake, shake, shake!

“Oh! Groogh! Oh!" :

“You spying cad!”  |Jussed Bob,

shaking savagely.

“Who on earth 15 it? asked Harry
Wharton, "“He doesn’t belang  herve.
I've never seen the fellow belore,” -

*“Groogh ¥

“Chuck it, Bob—wvou don't want to
choke the cad, whoever he 1.

Bob Cherry chucked it—and the hard-
fared youth at the same time, The
latter went sprawling along the Aoor.

“Whe are you?' demanded Wharton,

“ {ferrrooooh.” _

“I know the cad, now,” =eid Bob.
“It's a fallow named Bright—the follow
Redwing thrashed for tormenting a
rabbit in Lantham Chase. He's coming to
Greyfriars, and this looks as if he's
coming into the Remove. Nice for-the
Remove ! added Bob, with a snort of
disguat,

gar Bright, the new junior at
Greviriars, picked himself up, and stond
panting and staring at the fve
contemptuous faces with glittering
malicious eyes,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Bright, of the Remove !

RIGHT panted for breath for
several minutes, and then set his
collar and tie straight, with a

shaking hand. Bob Cherry’s
energetio handling had left him as limp
& B TA.

“Thjs is a precious sort of & reception
to give a new chap ' he gasped at last,

“*What do' you: expect, when you're
eaught listening at & doori” said
Wharton contemptuously.

“1 wasn't listening.”

“0Ob, ecan it,” grunted Johnny Buall
*"¥ou nearly fell into the study when
the door was opened.”

“J—1 was trying to make out the
pumber on the cfoon I couldn’t make it
put.*

“And what did wou want with (he

Tag Macyer Lipeary.—Mo. 1,028,

number the door? demanded
Wharion.

“I was looking for Study Ixo. 1%

“ And why I

“It's my study.”

LE] “Thﬂt- !:!

“My study,” said Bright. “Mr.
Queloh has just sent me up here, and
he zays I'm to share Study No. 1 with
two fellows named Wharton and Nugent
--1wo of you chaps, I suppose.”

“h erumbs 1 said Nugent.

“()h, rotten!” said Wharton. ]

Bright favoured them with a sneering
grin,

“You two fellows?™ he asked. " You
don’t seem ta like the idea? Ts this the
sort of welcome Gresyfriars generally
gives to a now fellow? If so, 1 don't
think much of the gchool.”

“"The school won't think much of you
if you go as you've started,” said
Nugent.  “ Greyfriars fellows are not
supposed to listen at keyholes ™

“T've told you I wasn’t listening.”

“¥ou can tell'me 0 till you're black
in the face, and it 'won’t make any
difference,” answered Nugent.

“"Hold on,” ssid Bob. “If he was
really looking for the number’ ci the
door—it's ~possible—barely possible—"
“The number soems to have been
rubbed out,” said Bright. “IL couldn't
tind it. 1 stopped at this' door because
it's the first in the passage, so I supposed
it would be Mo, 1.

“Alost of the Remove numbers have
to be taken for granted,” said Harry,
with a slight smile. ™ If—if that is the
trutly—="*

“I've =mid it's the truth,” answered
Bright sullenly,

¢ ¢u did not hear what was

Gl

‘Then
h&in.g said in the study?
“Not o word.”

The juniors eyed him doubtfully.

They did not like his looks, his hard,
thin face, his shifty eyos, his gash of a
mouth, They remembered now why
Redwing had thrashed him, and they
heartily approved of Redwing's action.
But it was bacely possible that, in thia
case, appearances were against him, and
that he had not been listening at the
kevhole, but scanning the deor for an
obliterated number as he said.

“You see, you made a little mistake,”
zaid Bright. “MNo harm done, if you
come to that—we gll make mistakes.”™

“Well, f I mado B mistake, I'm
sorry,” said Hob Cherry slowly. *I
don’t believe vou, and that's a fact; but
T admit you may be telling the truth,
and if that's so, I'in sorry 1 handled
}'ﬂu-"

“ Anvhow, if he heard, it daesn't
matter so long as he doesn't sneak,”
said Mugent., “If the matter we were
talking of gets out, we shall know who
told about it."

“That's 30, assented Wharton.

“It won't get out from me, &8s I know
nothing whatever about it,” said Bright.
“Iet it drop; bat I'll thenk you not to
be so ready with your hands anpther
timne, you, whatevor your name is.”

“My name's Cherry,” said Bob, " and
if you're not satisfied with me, 1'm
rﬂad;:: to put the gloves on any time you
like™ ;

Bright eyed him.

“You look rather too hefty for e
he remarked. *“I1've no doubt that you
could make rings round me, az yoi're
mches © taller angd nearly twice my
weight. 1t's easy enough tq_bra% when
you're above a fellow’s weight.™

Bob Cherry flushed.

“You outsider,” he said. *“I Enow
I'm over your weight, but if you want
to scrap, T'l give you &ll you want with

my left, and my right tied up. ITow
does that zstrike.you ¥

* Declined with thanks,” said Bright.
“The fact is, I haven't come heve to
scrap. I've come here for my education.
I've looked through the corriculum and
there’s nothing sabout prize-fighting in
it.  I'm not" taking on any extra
subjects.”

Bob Cherry laughed.

“Qoodness kpows I  down't. want to
sevap!™ he said, “T'ltry to believe
thnt you weren't listening at the door,
though I advise yot not to be so jolly
quiet next time you're looking for a
number on a door. You're liable to be
imsunderstood, See you later, you
fellows!*
-And Bob loft the study. ;

‘Bright cyed Johnny Bull and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“You fellows don't belong heva?” he

asked.

“Nol” prunted Jnhnnyi

“The belonglulness 1s
said Hurree Singh.

“Oh, né:,r hat! Do they teach that
kind of English here?” asked Dright,
staring a4t the nahob.

“1 learned my estremed and ex-
cerable  English  from  the wisest
moonshee  m  my own  country,
Bhamipur,”  answered the nebob
guictly. “If it does not pleasa you, the

not great,™

regretfulness is great, but the survive-

fulness of my csteemed self will be
terrific 1

“Well if wyou two follows don't
belong here, nothing’s keeping you!™
said Bright.

“You cheeky cad!” exclaimed Whar-
ton, his eyes flashing. ‘' These fellows
are my friends, and will stay as long
as they choose. f they're enjoying
my company, I'm not the man to
deprive them of the pleasure”

“You fellows ought to go to
and complain about this,” said Johany
Bull.. "“He¢'s no right to stick this
to#d in any decent fellow's study., T'H
get off, you chaps—I shall be mopping
up your study with your new study-
mate if I stay here™

And Johimy Dull departed, in choler;
and the nabob gquietly followed him
fram the study., Both of them had had
enough of- the new denizen of Study
No. 1 in the Romove.

“Yell, this is a go!” said Nugent
dismally. “They might have put him
i along with the Bounder and Red-
wing.,”™

“Ur along
Harry. “1t
Skinner right.
deserve it.”

“dJdolly pelite, aren’t you?"” sneered
the new junior.

" ¥ou won't get much politencss here,
until you moend your own nianners)™
snapped the captain of the Remove,

“I'm quite satished with my own
manners, thanks. If you fellows don't
hke my company——'

“Weo don’etV

“You can go along to your frignds'

uelchy

with Skinner,” said
would have served
We've done nothing to

studies, ﬂﬂd leave m'a' alone,™ Aug-
gested Bright, “I'd like a study: to
myselfY

Wharton looked at him,
“We shan't do that,” he seld. " And

a5 you're a new <hap, and don't seem

to know., how to behave yourself, I
won't jam your head on the door for
vour check, as I feel inclined to. do.
I'll just warn you that i vou set out
to make yourself unpleasant, you'll be
taught manners before you'se beea in
the Remove long, and you won't like
the process, Come on, .Franky—IL want
:inta fresh air after talking to that
ap.™
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% Now, you roiter, you're going to have it ! ** panied Redwing. The stump rose and fell with mighty swipes. Crack, erack,

prack+! “Ow! Oh! Yaroooh ]|

ppon the scene, his face crimson with anger.

Wharton and Nugent left the siudy,
and Bright watched them go, with a
sneering grin on his face,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Second Baronet !

b IFELIKE, what*"
“Yes, rather!”
“Mora natural than lLifs!"
declared Peoter Todd.

"Ha, ha, hat”

“It's Popper's jolly old twin!” said
Bob Cherry,

There was a little crowd of Hemove
men gathered in the Hemove box-
room—ralher an  unusual place of
mesting, DBut it had the advantage of
being somewhnat secluded ; and seclusion
was much to be desired in the present
virgumnstances. The effigy which was
to represent that unpopular member of
tha Greyfriarz Governing Board, SBir
Hilton Popper, was growing undoer
skilful hands, and its progress was
reslly striking.

Little Wun Lung, the Chinee, was
skilled in modelling in clay and wax,
and his services had been called upon.

Under Wun Lung's skilful fingers
the wax faco of the offigy had dovel-
oped not merely a striking likencss to
Sir Hilton Popper—it was really Sir
Hilton's own faco in 2 second edition.

Head the old baronet scen it suddenly
he might have ml}:pm;ed that he was
ataring into & looking-glass,

The tough old face, with its high
cheekbones, the fierce, shaggy grey

“ Redw
onee 1Y (Nee Chapler 10.)

brows, the eveglass jammed on one side
of the beak of & nose, the sguare chin
and the hard, obstinate jaw—all these
details of Sir Hilton's ativactions lent
themselves to caricature.

Dok Cherry gazed at the figure in

great admiration,

Hiz own idcas, taken wup by the
masterful Bounder, had becn devel-
EIEEd and improved wpon; ithy was
o

man for such things.

Bolx had thought of a stulled colfigy
bearing some resemblance, more or loss
remote, to  the original.  But the
Boupder, like a frue artist, was satis-
fied with nothing short of perfeciion.
Everything that was needed, that could
be bought with money, the Bounder
hoad sopplicd—and it was he who had
remembered  little Wun Lung's skill
withh wax, and called him in.  The
rezult was really surprising.

The stulfed figure that slood in 2
cornct of the box-room now was Sir
Hilton Popper to the life. Tts glass
Eﬁ'ﬂs stared at the juntors from under
shaggy brows that scemed SBir Hilton’s
own., They almost expected it fo open
its mouth and cjaculate “Hul ™

“Home dummy!” grinned Peter
Todd.
“Terrific! said the nabob of
Ehanipur.
“Myv hat! There'll be & row!” zaid
Russell.

“0Oh, Smithy likes rows'™ said Bel-
sover major. “He thrives on ‘em,
May as well bo flogged for ome thing
as anothar,”

HHﬂ. ha. ha s

“IDut fancy the models of the Form

Help I** The [rantic yells from the wretched Bright brought Mr. Quelch rustling
ing ! ** he almost shouted.

‘* How dare yon  Release that boy at

being 1n a game like this!” sad
Skinner, with a grin a2t the Famous
Five, *“The Mead will be quite
shocked. I'm rather shocked myself,
come to think of 1t.”

“Oh, rats!” gronted Jobnny Bull,
”ﬁrm(:}; !jl',, Skinner ™ .
“ Bringing contompt on the governing

body ! said Skinner. “Holding wp
authority to contempt and contumely!
Oh dear! What have you fellows douo
with your conscicnees®™

“Shat up? prowled Bob Cherry.

Some of the juntors laughed, but
many of them looked rather curiously
at Harry Wharton & Co. Really, it
was not a wheess in which the Remove
would heve expected to see the Fomows
Five taking part. Tt was quite in keep-
ing with the Bounder's character, cor-
iamnly; he thrived on troGble, as
Dolsover major put it.

A pood many of the Remove were in
the seeret now, and all of them were
enjoying the joke. But they made no
soerel of their belief that there wounld
be a fearful row.

That was a foregone concluzion.

All the Remove, or nearly all, in-
tended to be presont at the celebration
on the TFifth; thongh it was fairly
cerfain that every fellow who  joined
in “guying ” a governor of the school
would fet, at least, lines. DBut it was
worth lines.

As for the ringleaders,. they wonld
be discovered by careful inguiry, and
thore was no doubt that an cxample
would be made of them.

(Continued on sage 16.)
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Bob Cherry and the Dounder were
admittedly the lcaders; but their close
fricnds were certain to shave the dis-
tinciion with them. Wharton, as cap-
tain of the Form, could not fail to he
held responsible. Bedwing, already in
his Form master's black hooks now
associated with Smithy in this dis-
respectful  stunt, was  indubitably
‘booked for trouble when the cras
came, The rest wounld be dealt with
according to their degrees of guill, as
ascertained by mquiry. Evervbody, as
Bkinner observed, would get something
'—it was a lottery in which cvery fellow
was certain to draw & prize.  The
chief prize, in Skinner's opinion, would
‘be expulsion—and at lemst Smithy and
Bolb Cherry would be bunked—probably
Wharton as well.  Skinner discussed
those happy probabilities very cheerily
with his friends

Still, all the Remove agreed that it
was no end of & lark; and  that Sir
Hilton Popper would fairly writhe. Bob
Cherry's intention of letting him know
In fime to see the celcbration guite took
their brezih away. There was ne
doubt that & mere hint of such & stunt
woild bring the baronet hot-foot to the
school. There was still less doubt, if
possible, that he would vage with furv
if he saw his double being paraded and
consigned ta the flames as o guy. Tlon-
fire_ night was certain to be the most
exciting Fifth ever known at Grev-
fr:fxfs. Z

“It's no end of & stunt ! said Peter
Todd. *“But I'm Wlessed if I think it's
worth what you'll have to pay for it,
Smithy. No good advising you to chuck
it, what?""

“No good at all™
Bounder coolly.

*1 say, you fellows—"

It was Billy Bunter's voice on the
landing outside the box-room. Billy
Bunter, needless to say, was not onc of
the fellows who had been admitted to
the secret. A sceret imparted to
Williarn  George Bunter was a° socret
lﬁpnrtcd to all within range of Bunter's
chin.

But evidently the fat junior had
learned that something was “on™ in
the Remove box-room and had come
o investigate.

Smithy promptly turned out the light.

He was only in tine; Bunter was

rd groping at the door on the dark
landing and the deor opened:

“I say, you fellows,” said Buunter,
biinking inte the dark room through
hia big spectacles—"1 say—— [ know
you're there, know. No gmd
keaping mum—I know you're there! Is
it & Peed®!

There was a ehuckle in the darkness.
Bunter could infagine ne reason for &
meehing i the box-room; excepting &
aurreptitions feed.

§ it's & feed, I'm on,- you: know 1"
said Bunter. #{ook here, what' have
Tou puk- m‘l:‘t. the light for? 1 sar——

[ B

William George Bunter suddenly
found himself seized by several pairs

Trae Macxer Liprary.—No. 1,029,
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of hands in the darkness and lifted from
the Hoor.

He-gave a wild yell.

“Ow! Feggo! Wow ™

Bump!

Williamm George gave another wild yell
a3 he smote the landing with a heavy
smite,

“YWhooop I

“Now roll him down the stairs!* said
ihe Bounder,

“Yow.ow-pw ¥
Bunter struggled wildly. He grabbed
the Bounder round tlie neck in the

gioom and with the other hand caught
Hob Cherry's hair. At the same tune
he slipped over the edge of the landing,
and as the fat junior no longer Lad any
visible means of support the ordinary
Iaw of gravitation aszerted itsell and he
rolled down the box-room  stairs.
Smithy and Bob Cherry—quite uninten-
tionally=—went with him,

“0Oh, my hat!" exclaimed Harey
Wharton, as wild howls and gaszps
floated up the shadowy staircase.

YOw! Leggo! Wow.ow !

“You fat idiot! Yooooop

“Oh erurnbs! Whoooop !

Bunter, Smithy, and Bob, in a wild
tangle, rolled down the narrow stairs
to the Remove passage. A shadowy
figure Jurking on the stairs, taken by
surprise by thet sudden descent, was
overwhelmed by the rolling trio and
went spinning down before ithem and
under them, Frantic yells came from
that shadowy figure as he went. The
fall of the falling juniors was broken,
and, to judge by the velling of the
felloww whe had  broken it, he was
broken, too.

“Oh seissore ! gasped Bob Cherry, as
he landed m the lgemu're paszige, where
{here was a light, and picked himself up

l|:l:|l

breathlessly.

“"Yarooh!” roared DBunter. YI'm,
killed! T'wm injured! Wow ™
Smithy clung  breathlessly to the
banistors.

“We—we fell on somebody!™ he
stuttered.

It was not necessary to ask who that
somebody was. Edgar Bright, the new
junior, lay sprawlhng and spluttering on
the flcor. All the wind had been
knocked out of him, and he could do
nothing but splutter and gasp helplessly,

TFolb plared down at him.

m o F 5 ;
“Sp:, ing again! he snapped.
Groogh ™ :
“*You spying cad!"  hissed the
Bounder. :
“Gug-gug-gug !
The  other %ﬂ"ﬂ“'?’i streamed  down

from the box-room. Redwing carefully
locked the door before coming down.
“Anybody hurt®™ grinned Peter
Todd.
“¥aroooh !
column in my leg
“Ha, ha, hat”

I'm huri! - The spinal
is broken! Ow!”

“Beast!] I'm fearfully injuréd—"

“Can't you get up!’  demanded
Peter.

“Tow! Ow! No!™

“Then I'll injure you some more!"

said Deter {!I}eerfu[l].'. “Stand clear,

vau fellows, and give me room to kick
nter 1™

Rilly Bunter found that he could get
up, after all. He got up quite suddenly.
His fearful injuries did not prevent him
from departing down the Remove pas-
enge as 1f he were on the cinder-path.
Possibly his injurics were not o fearful
as he had faneied.

“That's what T call a remarkable re.
covery,” said Peler. “What is this
follow Bright doing heve®™

“Epring ! said Bob savegely,
Bright sat up dizzily.

®*You rolterz! I can go up to the

box-room if I like, T suppose® What
were vou np to there? Perhaps vou'd
like Mr. Quelch to look int”

“Perhaps you'd like a sample of what
you'll get 1f Mr. Quelch doe: logk int"
said Bob Cherry.

And, taking the new junior by the
collar, Bob bronght his head into con-
tact with the Hoor of the Hemowe
passagre,

Edgar Bright was a  hard-headed
youth. But the floor of the Remove
passare was harder,

Srack !

There was a fiendish yell Irern Bright.

“That's a zample of what you'll ges
if vou sneak, von enr!” prowled Reb,
and be dropped- Bright on the floor and
tramped away.

“And the rest of the poods will be
up fo sample,” said Peter. “That's a
tip, my inguoisitive yeung friend 1”7

“*Ha, ha, ha "

And the juniors went to their studies,
leaving Bright sitting on the floor gasp-
ng. with rage sand hateed and all une
charitableness running riot in his bréast,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bad For Bright !

113 L AU-ATU-QOO000W 17
Tom Redwing started.
It was the prolonged and
mournful wail of o cat, and
1t procecded from Btudy No. 1 in the
Remove,

Redwing, coming up the Remove
staircase, stopped ountside Study No, 1.

It was morning brealk, and hardly a
fellow was likely to be in the studies a%
that time. Hedwing was coming up ‘to
Study No. 4 to have another *go ™ at
the hecavy imposition he had to write
aut for Me, Queleh. The howl of &
cat from Study Neo. 1 astonished him.
Mrs, Kebble's cat—rather & privileged
animal in the House—sometimes wap-
dered into the Hemove passage, being
rather encouraged by =ome of tho
juniors, whe fed 18 with a reckless dis-
regard of dicfary rules for cats. No
doubt the plurnp tabby had wandered
into Btudy No. 1—but why it should be
howling there o wildly was a mystory
to Redwing.

But as the animal was evidently in
dire troguble the junior stopped and
opened the study door to seo what was
five matber.

A glance showed him what the matter
was and broveght an angry frown {o his
face.

The cat was tied by the leg fo the le
of the study table with a strong m:m:f
Fdgar Bright, keeping out of the reacn
of scratches, was poking the animal with
the sharp end of a cricket stump.

The cat jumped and sguirmed and
writhed to escape the cruel jabs, but
without success, howling wildly all the
fime,

Redwing was said to be the -
tempered fellow in the Remove, But he
did not look good-tempered now. There
was black rage in his face as he ran into
the study.

“Yeour vile rotter!™ he panted.

Bright spun round in alarm.

Hiz peculiar nature found some kind
of hideous pleasure i the mfiction of
pain. Dut he was well aware of whar
the ather fellows would think of if, and
he had ceuse for alarm.

He jumped back and swung up the
stump as Hedwing van at him.

“Keep off, or——" .

T'nheeding the shomp. Ee:iwlug
ruched ripht at him,  Bright struck at
him desperately, and Hedwing receivesd,
without heeding, a blow across thic head.



EYERY
SATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE

TWOPENCE. 1

The next moment Bright was in his
grasp and the stump was wrenchel
away from him,

“Now, you cur!” panted Tom,

“Let me go!" shrieked Bright.

With an effort of absclute terror, he
tore himself loose, and darted out inte
the Remove passage, Tom wing,

ipping the stump, rushed after him.

ear seemed to lend the young rascal
wings; he fairly flew to the Remove
staircase, and dashed down. Tom Red-
wing, faking the stairs three at a time,
overtook him'on the next landing, and
grasped him again.

"'This time there was no cscape for the
wew junior., He sitruggled and velled
and seratched and even hit, but %.‘-:}m"s
muscular grasp bent him over on the
landing, and held him there 2s in &
vice, ]

" MNow, you rotter, you're going to
have it !” panted Redwing.

The stump rose and fell with mighty
BWipes.

Crack, crack, crack!

Frantic yells came from the wretched
DBright, rin Ir-]g far and wide. The up-
voar would lave been deseribed by
Ilprree Jamset Bam Singh as tecrifie,
Tom did not heed it. He had forgotten
everything but his determination to
flgmsh ‘the young scoundrel. So far, he
wmd kept to his resolution of avoiding

Bright and any trouble with him, Dut
he had quite forgotten that now.
Crack, crack erack!?
“Ow! Oh! Yarococh! Help,

holp 1 yelled Bright.
ack, crack crackl
“Redwing !
It was Alr. Quelch's voice,
Bright's frentie yells had reached the
Remove master's cars, and many others
as well

Mr. Quelek came rusiling up the lower
stairease, hiz face almost orumson with
BNELT.

“Redwing!" he thundered. “How
dare you! Release that boy at onee !

Tom Redwing panted.

He was disinchined to desist, even =t
tha order of a Form master, But he
held his hand.

Bright still lay yelling and howling
on the landing. Mr. Queleh stood look-
ing at Redwing with basilisk eyes. Be-
hind him, on the lower staircase, &
crowd was gathering.

““This iz almost beyond helief I
gasped Mr. Quelch. *“Redwing, I shall
take you to the Head; you will be
flogged ! You seem: to be delermined to
ill-zee this bov—te have hecome a reck-
fesa bully ! How dave you!”

“The cur asked for it!" panted Tom,

“Ow, ow! 1 never zaid a word to

T

him !” wailed Bright, *I was in my
own etudy, and he rushed in &t me,”

“Is that true, Bedwing ™

“Yes, sir. DBu » -

“ For the third time you have attacked
this boy, a stranger te vyou, without
provoeation,” said Mr. Quelch, “The
first time he was nol even a Groyfriars
boy, but a perfcet stranger whom you
met by chance in Lantham Chese. [
cannot understand this, Redwing.
uever supposed that you were a brutsal
and guarvelsome bully. But you will
receive & severe lesson.,  You will be
flogged for this, and if anything of the
kind should occur again, you will be
cxpelled from the schoal,”

Tedwing stood panting for bireath.

In the silence that followed the
Remove master’s angry  words, there
cameg a lond and penetrating sound from
the Remove passage ahove,

“*Mian-igu-ian-oood 1™

It was the wail of the cat tied up in
Study No. 1, Mr. Quelch started as he
heared it.

“YWhat is that?  What—"

“Look in this fellow's study, sir, and
yow'll know why I was thrashing him !
exclainued Redwing passionately.

“What do you mean?” exclaimed Mr.
Quelch, startled,

Without waiting for an answer to his
question, he swept across the landing,
and rustled up the Remove steirgase.

Bright picked himszelf wp, He was
hurt, thera wasz no doubt about that.
But he was more alarmed than hurt,

Mr. Quelch turned back from the deor
of Study Ne. 1 with an expression on his
face that was pesitively terrifying,

“Bright! Redwing ! Come up
heral™

The two juniors ssconded  to the
Remaove passage—Bright with dragging
footsteps. The young raseal was wish-
1tlﬁ fervently now that he had not

led o0 loudly under his punishment.
A crowd of fellows followed them.

_ “Bright, did you fasten:that cat up
in your stud;,r?”

e !

T Answer me [” thundered the Remove
imaster,

“Tt—it was only & lark, sir,” stam-
mered Bright,

“Tho eatb shows signs of injury—of
oruel treatment, It iz in an almost
framtic state, What were you doing?”

“Only—only making it jump, sir,”
gasped Bright.

“You rotter!™ bawled Bob Cherry
from the mob of fellows who had
eroneded up the staivs,

“Silence ! He&wing. it seems that
you found this wretched boy tormenting
an animal here 7V

“I heard it howling as I came up, sic..
I wasz coming. up Ec do my lines before
third lesson, I—1 lost my tempor—

“ You acted quite rightly, Redwing, 1
had no suspicion of this. Bright, you
are & voung rascal—an inigquitous youug
rascal 1

“It+it was only & lack, sir,"
mumbled Bright.
“Rilence 1" eoxclaymed the HRémove

master, in & formidable Woico. “How
darc you attempt to defend your wicked-
nezs! Redwing, vou should have told
me of this at once—you had no right not
to tell me, I I had not heard the cat
erying out, I might never have known,
and you would have been punished.
Now, tell me, On the occasion when
you found this wretched bow in Lantham
Chase, and attacked him, az T heliaved,
without provocation, was he engaged in
anything of this kind i7

Redwing was silent,

1 commnand you to answer me, Red-
wing 1"

“He was tormenting a rabbit that
time, sir,” answere Tom. *“I—I
couldnt stand it.”

“1 hope that no Greyiriars boy would
endure to see such a thing without inter-
ference. You should have told me all
{he circumstances, and I should not have
dreamed of blaming you,™
My, Queleh paused.

1 aquite ungﬂrstemd your motives in
uot telling nie, Redwing; but you ehould
uot have left me in ignorance, uusmg
ne  to lorm—very unjustly—a ba

opinion of you. It was not feir to me.”

"I—-'m sorcy, sir,” stammered Tom.
" Bui—but——"

“ Fortunately, my es are how
apened,” said Mr, Quelch. “*You are
exonerated from all blame, Redwing.
am glad to sea that, with tho other good
qualities I have ﬁ!."i'.’-’i}"& known you to
possess, you have a kindness for animals,
and a desiro to ‘Ermtmt helpless creatures
from cruelty. ith regard to the linea
vou have montioned, they are cancalled.
Bl:{.%hi:i z:l;m”will follow me to the Head.”

“Bilence! On this occasion you will
be flogged. On any recurrence of such
wickedness vou will be expelled from
Greyfriars. Redwing, please release the
cat and take it to the housckeeper’s
room.  Follow me, Bright.”

Mr. Quelch rustled down the stairs,
the wrelched Bright eringing after him,
under the scornful stare of countless
cyes. A few minutes later wild yelling
was heard from the Head's study.
Bright of the Remove was finding the
way of the transgressor hard.

{Continued on mext page.)
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A GREAT FIFTH AT GREYFRIARS !

(Contivued from previgus pie.)

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Secret Qui !

T HY, Tond's done you u good
b’
Ilerbert Vernon-Smith made

that vomark, ralher sarcasti-
cally, altor class that day in the Remove
Forme roomn, ‘The new fellow in the
Romnove was nicknamed 1he *'Toad,” a
distipetion he owed 1o ihe Bounder.
"I'he othier feHows had canghl on Lo it at
onte, The namoe expressed the esinna-
tton in which the Form held -Bright of
the Remove,

“Ilow's thal 77" aszked Redwing.

“You're Bl right with Quelehy vow.”

“Oh! Yes, I noticed he was rather
deeent m elase™

“The giddy storm bas blown over,”
said Stithy, =till sarcastic, * Now, if
you want to icrcp on the right side of ithe
old bird, all you'va got to do is to turn
your back on me.”

“h, raisi”

“It's the only way, as the jolsny says
in the play,” gromed the Bounder.
“Quelehy understands vow that he was
down on you for nothing. amd be's try-
g to make up for it. Thal's what hes
ghastly grin wa= [or.” )

“1 didy't notice any ghastly g

“He calls it a smile, I Lelieve.”

“0h, chuek it, Suathy!” said Tow,
smiling, bat uneage. "1 wish you
wouldn't talk about Mre. Queleh like
that I

“Shocks vou, aud all thatt™ jeerwl
the Bouunder.

“well, I don't like i, and that's the
truth,” said Tom honestly,  “lan’t ol
rathor bad form, old chapt”

“Uortninly il is; and that's why I 4o
it'" answered fhe Bounder wntmoved.
“My way, vou kuow. Flaven't you
heard vet that the fellows named me
the Bounder when T came to Groviviars,
and haven't you noiiced that the name
fits mo=just az the FPord s youmyg

Bright 7"

“0h, vot!™ said Toun _ _
“Quelchy was  jolly gracious  this
afternoon,”  wenb  on  Yemnon-Smith,

“He gave mie the marble cye and you
tho glad grin: I'm still in his Dlack
hooks, but vout are on the right side of
the sncient bird, Do you want to keep
there ™ _ _
“Yes, I do,” sald Redwing. a
“Then, let me give vou a fip. To
morrow afternoon’s a half-holiday. Go
up to Hawkselif amd sec your oll
friends there, and get  leave  from
Quelchy to stay out Lill dorm.” .
“To.morrow's the I¥ifth of November.™
“That's why!"
“Put the colebration—--"
“You're vob too proud to speak lo
your old sailorman friends, I suppos,
now vouw're well off and a Greyiriars
man ?"
“Tathead! Yon
clear of tha  celcbration
Popper stunt,” said Tom.
The DBounder nodded.
“That's what I want,” I said, and
his hard face becamwe serions. ¥ Loox
here, Ton, I'in up againet the maslers
and every other sort of constilnied
aunthority, becausze it's wy Eiddy natuwee,
You're not. I've landed von into rgws
with Quelehy—without really meaning
ta, of course—but now s seb yighl
again, owing to that toad Bright gob
ting himself found ouk, . Keep right
with - Quelehy now  yin've got
chance.  You were against the Popper
Tee Macyer Lisrany.—No. 1,020

¥

wianl me to keep
and  vour

the

e

stunt from the beginning; well, leave it
alone.”

“1 wish yen'd leave it alone, Smiath "

“No jolly fear! azaid the Bounder
vctnphatically.  “It’s the stont of the
tevm, and T'm in it Lo the neck.™

“Then F'm in i, too.”

*“1 want you to keep clear of ik, Look
here, Tom. 1t will mean a fearfol row.
There will be floggings—thore may be
bBunkings, Ig x--il? knock on the head
your ides of keeping in with Quelchy,
if you have anything at all to do with
i, Go up to Hawkschift for the day.”

Tomy Redwing shook his head.

The Bounder was wonusnally serious.
MNof for & moment did he think of back-
ing out of the dangerous game limself;
but 1t was clear that hn wanted
to save his cliwn from the posible
CONSOQUCTIONS

“1 can't do that, Smiths,” said Red-
wing steadilv., %Al the Remove are
in it, and I can’t funlk 6. It's a mug =
gate, but 'm not gpoing (o show il
wltite feather. Lt it drop.”

“Bul you were agaimnst it," argucd
the Bounder.
“I'm still againzt it; but I'm;

danding in with you "
LRE]

“0Oh, vou're an ass!
Smith wrritably.,

“Laot it go at that, then,™
with a smile.

The Bounder's [aen was moody as he
strolled on with his chum, e had
wanted Redwing to join in the excapado,
ane had jeered at his objeciions.  Tut
beiler  thoughls had  prevailed: the
Bounder realised very clearly that le
did “mot really want fo drag his com-
rade intoe his own lawlezs wavs and hiz
own theessant rows and punizhcnts,

“Hallo, there's the Toad!™ said
YVernon-Bmith abruptly. )

Bright of the Remove was going dovn
to the gates. o glaneed al the two
jmmiors with an expression of malicioes
dislike. and there was somwething else
i Liis look, too, that made the Dounder
paze alter him flixedly. It seemed 1o
himn that o hed read a thecat in
Bright's malicious face.

“That cad has zomeilin’
sleeve, ' said the Bounder,
somethin’, Reddy ™™

* Nob worth a follow's notice a replile
like that!” said Tom.

“Reptiles bite!" said {he Bounder.

Bright's peeubar lpok lingered in hiv
mind far seme fime befare he disteissnd
the thought of the fellow. But he would
not have dizmiszed the Toad so casily
from mind bad he known the direction
that Edgar Bright was laking aflter
leaving the school pates. Bright of the
Bemove was heading for Dopper Coart.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo:” called out DBob
Cherry. “You fellows coming to lend a
Land with the bonfiret"

“Yes. rather

The Bounder and Redwing jained a
crowd of the Remove in the Cleister
IMield. the spol where the eclebration
was to take place on tho Fifth. The
bonflire, whiclh was to be a preat affair,
was already in the course of ereetion.

There had been a collection of cash
among {he Removiles, every fellow con-
tribuling according lo iz mcanz. or
acenrding to his meannces, as DPeler
Todd oxprossed it—a remark called
farth Ly the halfpenny which Skinnor
dropped  into Uie hal alongside Lovd
Mauwleverer's pound-nobe.

Fiveworks - galore had been lajd .in,
and weee stacked in the woodshoed,
Frven the Bounder did nof venbure.to
take any up to the sludics,

A pyro was tising in the middle of

sald Vernon-

sald Tom,

14 1 b
“Ie's up to

the Cleister Tield, all snrls and condi-
tions of fuel being carried to the spot.
iMd lumber from the lumber-roome,
fueniture that was in the final state of
dizrepair, old exereices and dog-cared
books, old packing-cases and  boxes—
evervthing, in short, fhat was inflam-
mglilp and porlable.

vhinner  suggesled  bringin M,
Queleh’s “History of Hr&yfria!frs."'nn
inpesing pile of typeseript, but he did
not suggest bringing it honaself, thougl
vidoubtedly 1t would have been very
uscful for the purpose.

It the midst of the pyre was an
anvienb chair, propped up with care,
This was to be the seat of the “poy ™
after 1t had been paraded round 1o
schonl on e evening of the ifth,
Yrom that high pesition 1he seconcd
baronet would domingte ibe henifire, ane
be a conspienous ebject for a  greal
;ijal'_a:m!} before the flames consnmedd
.

Wingaie of (e S8ixth =iralled down {o
the feld, while the Removiles were
busy stacking up the pile for ihe bonfire.

“{zebtling  ready  for  to morroaw—
what ¥ asked the prefect.

“¥es, owe shall ba busy  to-morrow,
of course,” sail Ilarry Whariaon, T4
deacen't look like rain, loekily.™

The Bounder winked at the fellows
rear by, and they grinned.  Wingals:
evidently had some reason for sirolling
along (o look at the scene. To spite of
the care with which the secrcl was Lept,
some hint had leaked oot Heat the }’{;..
move fellow: were planning some vory
insnal sort of & celebration of Lha
Fifif.

But there was nolhing {0 excite Win.
gabte's spspicions—so fee. e oxchanged
a fow cheery words with the juniors, and
strolled back {o the Ilouse

“Tire brakz are beginuing 1o smell a
rat,” remarked 1o Bounder, as fhe
juntors went i to fea.

“Whavion !

As if to conlivm the Downder’s words,
Ale. Queleh came out of lis sludy and
called Lo the captain of the Remoyve,

“lere, &0 sad Tarry,

“I have just reeeived o Aelephons
mpszage fronn Sir Hilton Popper,’” said
Mr. Quelch, with a very keen look at
the Juntors., “He has made o statemend
io mo which is. I think, founded wpon
sore mistake, e tells e that he Las
received  1nforimation that tlere iz a
seleine afoot in my Form lo held Lim,
a governory of ihe schopl, up o ridieule
in  sotae nmaanner o e Tifth of
Novermnber, ™

YO eaenlated Wharton,

“1 cannot beliove thal any hov o my
Torin would be so foolish, so dizrespoec -
fuil, =0 wanling in all sense of the fitnesa
of things, as to lay plans for ridiending
g governor of the school” saud M,
Quelel.

S Ogy, sie DU mormuared Wharlon,

“avpither can T understand how any
auch information can have reached Sie
lion Popper, as he can scareely be iu

eornmunication  willh  anyens in - tln
Rewmove,” said the Form master, 7 Bal
his slatement is very explicit,. e has

the tmpression, ab least, that an cffigy
Las been made resemibling him in ap-
pearance, or. at least, labelled will i«
name. and that this offigy 1s to be nsed
for whal you call, I believe, a guy,™

“Ie qu possible, sie¥” asked  the
Bounder,
“That 1s his belicl, Vernon-Smith,

though how e had been inforined of
sately o thing T cannot nuderstand. Yo
are all aware. of convse, that nothing
of the kind would be allowed--thar any
bor taking part in a scheme o richenla
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g governor of the **Instead of reguesting you, sir, fo guit these

school would he premises,” shou
severely flogged by g0,

if n whole Form
were concerned i
"

Oh, sirl®

" Ag head boy of
tho Form, Wharton,

fcave it to vou to
aseertain whether
such an effigy 13 in
existence,” said My,
Quelch.  “If so, it
mugt be mmmediatcly
destroyed! I need
not sav that if I
find such an object
in the House T shall
tako the matter very
serigusly. I am sure
H3ir Hilton iz misin-
formed; but yeou.
will make & secareh -
at once, Wharton,
and see whether
there-is any founda-
tion for this com-
plaint,”

“Oh, ves sl
gasped Wharton.

“If there iz any-
thing of the kind in
extstence, you will
be ablao fo find- it
Wharton

MI=T think so,
sip.™

g ?ﬁr,\-’ well.  Lose
no time."”
-n: Gh*
gir ™

Mr. Queleh, after
B very keen and
searching look at
the Homovites,
went bick to his
study. DPerhaps the

EXPTESSIONS On SO0
of the faces made

passage. But still
silent.

cortainiy,

bim suspect, after
all, that 3ir Hilton's
latest ﬂ:rmea.in!: WaS

not whoily _lll'-f:luﬂdl:d. The iuniors
saw thal his. lips were very tightly
compreszed as he left them,

In silence the Removites went up to
their own quarters, 1
THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Insulting !

ERBE R'T VERNON-SMITH

%ﬂﬂéd his teeth savegely.

here was dismay in a good

many faces among the juniors

athered in the Remove passage. They

18d como in to tea, but they were not
thinking of tea now.

“The game's up!™ said Bob Fl mmlky.

"How did Popper know " lhissed
ithe Bounder,

“zoodness knows! But he did”

“Bomebody must have given it away
to him.”

“ MNever mind how lie knows; he does
know,” said Peter Todd, “The sconer
that jolly old effigy is got rid of the
Letter.™

“Home rolten sneak has  given it
away,” persisted the Bounder. “We
were going to let old Popper know to-
morraw, in thne to bring i here {0
see the guy put on the bonfire. That's
khocked on the head now he knows,
Quelehy will be up here soom, locking
for it.”

“He thinks that Wharten may be
sbhle to find it,” grinned Bkinner,
Some of the juniors lauvghed,

You hear me, sir ? ' Mr. Quelch’s angry volce
the headmaster, even rang out loudly, audible in every study in the Remove

Mr. Quelch, “ I order you to do

the ** second baronet ** remained
(Hee Chopter 12.)

“Well, he’s putl it up to me,” said the

captain of the Remove. “1f I don't
find it, Smithy, Quelehy jolly soon will.
The box-room is about the first place he
will look in. It's got to go.”

“ And the soonerfulness the guickerful-
ness,” remarked IHurree Jamset Ram
=ingh.

The Bounder’s face was almost pale
with anger, He was F_repa‘r d to take
a flogging for ridieuling 8ir IHilton
Popper on bonfire night, if it came io
that. But the parading of ibe effigy,
the burning of the “second barownet '
on the bonfire, was eovidently “off”
now, The discovery of the cfigy meant
o gingsz, without the celebration—the
reckoning without the feast, as 1t were.
Ceriainly, the moment Mr. Queleh’s
eyes fell upon it he would order it to
be destrayed, ad  ihe  punishments
would follow, without the satizfaction
of having “guyed * Sir Hilton at all,

“We've got to chuck it, Smithy,” said
Bob Cherry. “*No pgood getting Bogged
for. nothing.”

“Wo may be able to hide it,” mut-
tered the Bounder. “Tf we can keep
Quelehy from ﬁnde it—"

“Whoever has told old Popper that
we've got it has told Lim where 1t's Lo
be found,” said Poeter Todd. " Quelchy
will be nosing into that box-room prelty
so0n."”

*Weo can shove it somewhere elso—"

“0Oh, don't play the goat, old man!

Gelling livked aller the cele-
bration is one  {hing, Tnt
getting licked before the cele-
bration, with no cclebration
to comoe off at all, 1 quile
another, Let's chock it

The Bounder compressed
his hipa.
“W¥on follows can. chuck it
you like: 1'm vot going
“Brithy, old man—'
urged Tom Redwing.

“, rats! I tell you Fm
sticking to it,” said the
Bounder savagely.

“It's o mug's game,” samd
Wharton, "The game's up
wow. You can never keep the
thing hidden Lill fo-morrow
nighi, now that Quelchy knows.”

“TI'm going to try.”

“Look here, Smithy, you asj——u-"

“"Leave it to me,” said Vernon-Smillh,
“Youn can all back out, if you like; 'm
not backing out. It will stand in the
aleove in my study, and I can fix up
tho sereen to hitde 1t Quelchy will draw
the box-room, but e won't veot about
the corners of the studies.”

The Bounder strode away to the box-
room stair. Dob Cherry and Redwing
followed hitn at once. The Co. followed
on promptly, and several other fellows.
The Bounder's perverse obstinacy irvi-
tated them; but 1f he was determined
to keep on with the stunt they were not
the fellows to back out, Nine or icn
juniors mounted to the box-room, to
carry the effigy down to the Dounder's
study and hide it thove.

With many hands {o bear il 1he
second bavonet was hrought out of 1he
box-room and carricd down the stair to
the Remove passago,

"I say, wou fellows!” squeaked
Binuter from the dirvection of {the Ramnove
staircaso,

“h, shot up, DBunter!™

“Lave!” squeaked the Owl of
Demove,

“ What 7 :

“Quelehy’'s coming up the stairs™

“0h, my hat!”

Like rabbits bolting iuto their bure-
rows the crowd of Bewnovites dived (nis
their studies.  Bmithy and Redwing
and the Famous Five ware left with the
hghre,

“Hook it} said Bob Cherry., I
woe're caught with ig—"

“Oh crumbs !

There was no time to think of conceal-
ing the effigy now—no time lo get it
to Smithy's study, or to get it back in

THe Macxer LiBRARY.~No. 1,020,
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the box-room. Loeaving it standing Ly
the wall in the Ilcimeve passage, the
juniiors darted into the studies as the
ootsteps of Mr, Quecleh were heard on
the staircase.

When Me. Queleh
Remova landing  the
desertecd, save for the ono tall, angular
figuro iimt gtaood theré Icaning. back
against tho wall.

But cvery study dopr was hall an
tngh ajar, and within the rooms Ihe
jnfiiors  were waiting and  listemng

pathlessle.

“My hat! This is a go!” nmtterod
the Hounder, with a grin on his {ace,
*We've fairly done it now!”

Redwing nodded without speaking.

the
WaS

arrived on
passagc

There was no doulb that the Bounder’s

obstinacy had done it. Thoe juniors had
had timo to break wup ihoe effigy and
conceal the fragmoents ur the box-room,
had they lost no bimce about il. Bui
it was too-late to think of that wow.

Mr. Queleh advaiiced intp the Remove
passage, whichk was dimly ~ highted,

lancing about him. On first Lcaring
rom Hir Hilton Popper on the tele-
hone, Mr. Queloh lind' almost taken 1t
or granted that it was some new bes
in the fussy old gentleman’s bonnet, so
to speak.' But the looks of the Remove
fellows had “put_him wide ” -on that
point. Whether- Bir Hilton was right
or wrong, thore was evidently m?mﬁt-hmg
‘.'u:i:: in the Remove—something that
it belioved & dutiful. Form master to
look inte. And Mr. Quolch had not
been: lang ' in-coming to the conclusion
that the captain of the Remdve was
robably “in it,” whatever it was, in
*hich case Wharton was hardly the
person to nnderfakec the scarch assigned
to Him. Hence Mr. Queleh’s own inva-
sion of the Remove gquarters.

-Mr. Quelch was not cxsactly anpgry;
but he was prepared, as it were, to be
engry at a moment's notice. QGuying a
governot of the school might seom no
end of a lark to’the Lower School boys,
but to Mr. Quelch it was an awfully
serious ‘matter, snd it would place him
personally in a very painful position if
it was his Form that was guilty of euch
a Hagrant mockery of authority. If Mr.
Quelch  discovered. in the Remove
cquarters, an affigy bearing oven a
remote  resemblanee  te Bir Hilton

r, something like & lLurricane
would inevitably follew.

Glancing round him, Me. Quelch dis-
corped the tall figure at the other end
of the pastape, and caught the gleam
of the eyeglass in the second baronel's
eve,

Ho pave a start.

“Bless my soul! he exelaimmed.

He frowned portertously.

“Bir Hilton Popper, may I ingwire
what you -are doing here?” he
demanded.

Thore was na answer fram the tall
figure 1n the passage.

gl‘u the studies the Remaovites gozed at
one anbther, agd faivly gasped,

Mr. Queleh’™s mistake was natural
enough. '

He¢ was there to search for some
dummy bgure {fhat was intended to
resemble Sir Hilton more or less. Tt
had never oven crossed hiz mind that
such a work of srt as this might be
Iu'ﬂdumﬂ—thnt the offigy was so exacily
ike Sir Hilton Popper, down to ihe
slightest detail, that the baronet himself
might have taken it for his twin-brother.
¢ sceond baronet leancd against
the end wall of the Remove passage near
the foot of the box-room stair.

It faced Mr. Quelch, thercfore, as he

ontercd the passage, . with the whole
length of that pessage intervening.
TrE Macxer Lisgany.—No. 1,020,

-given to incessant inlerference,

But even at that distance, and in the
dim hight of a single burner that par-
tially dizpelled the November dusk, no
ane eould have mistaken the identity
of the figure—or, rather, no one would
have failed to mistake itz idertity.

Had Bir lilton Popper himself been
standing where Mr. Quelch stood, he
would undoubtedly have imagined thab
a lall glass al the end of the Remove
paszage was reflecting his full figure.

a0 Mr. Quelely had not the slightest
doubt on the subject. He was only sur-
%1‘_151'!:'1 at onc thing—at finding Bir

tlton there !

That fussy and almost Irrepressible
member of the governing body ‘lﬁﬂ:ﬂ

15
calls upon the headmaster were fre-
quent and painful and freo: he often
talked to the Torm masters and gave
them hiz views, siraining their polite-
ness and. paticnce to the utmost limite.
But it wa: a new thing—a very new
thing—for even Bir Hilton Popper to
penctrate unasked, unannounced, into
the junior quarters in the School House.
It was r{.-aITi.; unheard of for any
governor of the school to do anything
of the kind; so it was no wonder that
tha Remove master was surprised—and
Angry, too.

Yo was still more angry when he re-
ceived no answer from the second
baronet,

Comman politeness demanded that Sir
Hilton should gnswer his question. Sir
Hilten, indecd, was more bumptious
than polite at the best of times. But
ho had his manners, such as they were,
Thoe second barpnet had no manners at
all. - He did not speak.

“Sir Hilton Popper!” repeated Mr.
Quelch, 1n a rising Ec]r.

No reply
Mr. %elch made s few more steps
along the Remove passage, his cyes
fixed upon the tall figure facing him, the
ceyvoglass dgl-eumlpg directly at him as he
advanced. :

“ Bir Hilton Popper, T have ingnired
what you are doing here!™ he said, his
voice trembling with suppressed anger,
‘You are a governor of this school,
sir, but you bave no right—no right
whatever, as you must be fully aware—
to penclrato inlo these precinets without
iy knowledze or permission [

The Remove fellows, in their studies,
gasped.
weird in this onc-sided conversation
carriod on between MMr. Quelch and a
figire of stuffed rags with a wax face.

“Will vou answer me, sir?"” exclaimed
Mr. Quelch.

Silenco—~contemptuons  silence, as it
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There wasz something really

geamed €0 Mr. Quelch. iz scholastie
countenance giew redder and redder,

“1 prezume, sir, that you have not
suddenly become aflicted with deal-
nezs T My, Quelch inquired, with angry
BATCAsMm.

“Deaf and dumb, If Quelchy only
knew it!"” the Bounder whispered to
Tom Redwing, in Study No. 4.

Bedwing made no answer, He.wwas
walting, with something like horror, for
what would happen when Mr. Quelch
discovered that, during his majestic pro-

ress up the Remove passage, he had

en eddressing his . remarks to a
dummy figure. All the Remove were
in & state of high tension now.

Mr. Quelch whisked along the passage,
his gown rustling behind him. He was
angrier and angricr, Lofty pride and
scarce-veiled insolence he had had to
bear from this dizapreeable. governor of
the school before; bup this scornful
sileace, this contemptuous refusal to
answer & word to him, was past all
bearing,

Ho halfed n few feet from Sir Hilton,
expecting some movement, some word
from the tall figure leaning carclessly
against the wall, the eyeglas: gleaming
fairly into Mr. Quelch’a face now.

But there came neither movement nor
word,

In absolute silence, the second baronct
stared straight at Mr. Quelch, and
ukterly ignored him,

tog Remove master drew a deep,
quivering breath.

*3ir Hilton Popper !

Silence !

“Y¥ em accustomed, sir, to disregard
of the common rules of courtesy from
Equ, gir I said Mr. Quelch, in & trem.

ling ‘woice. “But this, sir—this con-
duct surprises me, sir, and T will say,
sir, that it disgusts me and excites my
contempt, sir !

That S.i:lul.lld have drawn the second
il:gl.mnei:, if anything could have drawn

1IE1.

But the second baronet was not to ha
drawn. He only stared at Mr. Quelch
with utter indifference.

“0On the telephone, sir, only a short
time age you made a complaint to me,”
continned Mr. Queleh, “ Although I re-
garded it as an absurd and unreasonable
complaint, T took measures immediately
to 1nguire intp the matter. " I presume
that you are not deaf, and that you can
hear me, sir?"

The second barenet gave no sign of
hearing Mr. Quelch.

The Remove master went on, his voice
rising:

C“You said, sir, that on previous occa-
siong your complaints had not .received
sufficient hced, and that on this occa-
sion you would look into the malter
vourself, nnless T could report to you
prompily that the delinguents had been
munished, T presumed that to mean
that you would come here on Noven-
ber 5th. It appears, however, that it
meant  that jyou would come here
immediately following your telephone
call and enter the precinets of my Form
unknown, unseen, unpermitted! Sir
Hilton ﬁupper, such conduct iz out-
rageons !

Mr. Queleh paused for breath.

" Outrageous iz the word,” he ro-
peated—" absolutely outrageous! It will
not ba allowed, sir! ¥ou may tell we
that. you are a governor of Gresiriars,
sir-——"

The second baronet fold 2fr. Queleh
nothing,. _

“ But, &ir, governns OF ng governor,
you will not be allowed to act in this
manner! I will resign my posiiion at
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Qreyfriar: rather than endure 4! ex-
claimed Mr. Quelch. "8ir Hilton
Papper, I request you to depart immedi-
aEe::r i{fum theze precincts, sir—immedi-
ALa

The second baronet did not stir.

“Will youn answer me, sir?" almost
shouted Mr. Quelch,

The higure did not answer.

Only its steady stare was fized on Mr.
Quu!cﬁ, indifferently, 1gnoring him as 1f
he were not there—which wae enough to
exasperate 8 mors patient gentleman
than Henry Samuel Quelch. .

“¥ou do not choose fo speak, sir!
You prefer to Leep up this insulting

silence ! Wou choase, sir, to treat me
with disdain, with scorn, with con-
tempt? Very well, sir! Very well,

indeed ! Instead of requesting you, sir,
to quit these precincts, I order your to
do g0! You hear me. gir? I order you
to leave this passage ab gnce !

Mr. Quelch's angry voice rang out
loudly now, audible in every etudy in
the Remove passage.

Fill the second baronct was silent.
Ar. Queleh's just wrath had absolutely
na effect upon him,

“You hear me, slr?" roared Mr.
Queleh, quite in a passien now. “ Do
vou wish to tempt me, sir, 10 remove
youL hence with my own hands 37

The juniors almost trembled,

If the Remove master, in his wrath,
procecded to that length, there was no
doubt that he would discover the real
nature of the second baronet.

But Mr, Quelch had too much regard
for his own dignity to proceed to such
& length.

“1 will nob treat you as voun deserve,
sir 1" he exclaimed. "I will not, as
You nrpEarently wish, enter into a dis-
graceful scoffle here! If sou refuse to
ga, sir, I will summon Dr. Locke to the
spot ] No doubt the Head will be abla
to prevail upon you to act, sir, with
commaon  decency—if there be any in
your nature, sir "

And with that Mr. Quelch turned his
hack on the second baronet, whisked
away n‘tcn% the Hemove passage, and
thizappeared down the Remove staircase,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Sudden Disappearance |

6@ H, my hat 1™
“ih, lop® IM
“Great pip 1?

“Did you ever 1" gasped Bob
Cherry. .

“Well, hardly ever!” said DPeter
Tadd, with & breathless chuckle.

"‘I'I'ai Tra, ha "

“And he never safd a word!” gasped
Squiff. “ What manners! SBending pooy
old Quelehy to Coventry |

“1la, ha, ha[”

“The wrathfulness of 1he esioenmsd
Quelchy is terrifie,” suid Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, “and he has gone to fetch
the worthy and ridiculous headmaster.
A stitch in time saves nincpence, my
esteemed clinma®

The Remove passage was crowded
again now that Mr., Queleh was gone
But the junioras knew that he was

gone to feich the Head, from what he
had iold the second baronck, Theye

was evidently no time to lose.

Even the Bounder realised that it was
timng for the sccond Laronct to ceasze {o
exist, and that he conld not die loo
suddenly,

If Mr. Quelch ever (dizcovered that
ha had talked as he had done to a lay
figure, with the juniors listening jn
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their studies to his extraordinary dis-
course—if Mr. Queleh ever discovered
that, what was hkely to hap;?en?

Floggings, probably expulsions, up-
ending wrath from Mr, Quelch for the
rest of the term. Indeed, it was hardly
possible to imagine what would be the
outeoms in that case. His wrath was
certain to be terrific., The famous
wrath of Achilles to Greece, the direful
.aprin]g of woes unnumbered, would be
merely an “also ran ™ in comparison,

Thera was not 2 moment to lose.

Even the Bounder was keen now on
making sn end of the second baronet
before tha Head could interview him
as Mr., Quelch had done,

Tha juniors surrounded ihe cfigy.
upon which no labour and expense had
Leen spared, and which was such &
remarkably suecessful achiovement, 1t
had been & litils too suecessful, in faet,

Many hands make light work.

The zecond baronet was grabbed on
all sides. In a moment le was in a
sepi-detecled state; in a minute he was
wholly detached.

Fragments of him were carried away
by abl the juniors, to be hidden in the
studics, and not o spot was left to mark
the place where le had been sianding.

Tn three minutes ab the most Sir
Hilion the Becond had ceased Lo oxist,
and all the various parts of Lam, re-
duced to the smallest possible compass,
were jammed inlo waste-paper haskeis
ar coil-larkers or enpboards in the Re-
move siodies,

Then the juniors waited anxiawsly.

Swilt as they bhad been, they had nol
een too swilt. Foobsteps and voices
wern heard on the Remove stalrcase,

With doors ajar, tho Remove listenead.

Y Extraordinary, my dear Queleh.”

Tt was the Jlead's voice.

“Only just m Lime!” the TDounder
murmured {o Tledwing,

“Thank gocdness we were In LUme "

—

OISR TS L TR LML AL

breathed Tom, “What on earth wounld
Mr. Quelch have done if he'd found
ont—-=" °

-The Bounder chuckled.

“Fancy his face when ha found out!™

“I'd rather not,” said Fom,

“The sack for hali o dozen fellows,
and floggings all round for the whele
Form! Quelchy would never have for-
given any fellow whe had a hand in it
after he'd made such an nss of himself
with thie whele Form listening,”
chuckled the Bounder,

“Hush 1

The foolsteps and volees were coming
up the Remove passage,

“1 do not wonder, my dear Quelch,
that you are angry,” said the Head in
a soothing tone, * Such conduct on the
part of Sir Ililton Popper is inexplicable
—and, of course, unpardonable ™

““Ha refused to speak one word to me,
sir; he ignored me utterly,” said Mr,
Quelch in a trembling voico, “I spoke
lo him &t some length, sir, and you
will scarcely believe that ho refused to
speak a single word—a single syllable,
shi "

* Extraordinary 7 ) )

“He is here, zir! He—he was hero!
LRless my soul, he has gone!™ said MMy,
Quelch.

“Cortainly he does not appear to he
in the passage, Mr. Queleh,” said the
Head, glancing round over his glasses.

“In one of the studies, perhaps. 1
can hardly believe that he has gone,”
said Mr. Quelch. "His manner, sir,
was most deternfned—determined and
contemptuous.  He was evidently re-
solved Lo disregard my authority 1n my
awn Form ﬂ;hﬂﬂ%ﬂiﬂlf.”

The Bounder looked out of haa sindy,

“Is anylhing the malter, sir?” le
asked meckly.

“Tlave you seen Rir Hilton Popper

Tue Macxer Liskagy.—No. 1,029,
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here, Verncn-8mith?" asked DBr.
Qureleh. .

“&ir Hilion Poppor, sir? o, s’

“Zee if he i3 in any of the studies,
Yernon-Smith. ™

“Ceriainly, zir”

The Bounder went along the passage,
looking into the studies. In a minube
all the Remove fellows were in their
doorways. )

It was obvions that Sir Hiiton Popper
was not there. i

“I cannot Tnderstand it said MMr.
Quelsh, “ He muost have gone, sir, the
moment T turned my back.” .

“No doubt,” said the Head, evidently
greatly velieved to find that Sir. Hilton
Vopper had gone.

“He did not venture to waif till yan
arvived here, zaid Mr, Queleh. “He
whs awnare, sir, that vou would not
allow & Form master of Greyiriars to
be openly Mlouted in his own Form."

"‘tguitﬂ go. Mr. Quelch,” said the
Head: “But 1 am glad that he decided
to go—it has saved a very painful scene.
I am very glad.”

Mre, Quieleh did not look so gladt. He
woill have proferved to see the Head
deal with Lga interfering  genbleman :
indoed. he would not have been diz-
pleased to have seen Gosling ealled in
to remove Sir Hilton by foree,

“SZir Hilton Popper iz not in any of
the studies, Wharton?" he ashked the
captain of the Remove.

“ No. sir,” said Harry.

He did not feel salled npon to add
that the zecond baronet wasz in all the
studiez—a little in cach!

“Did you see him, Wharton?

“&ir Hilion Popper, sie?”

Yo vos

“No, I've not secn Sir ITilien Popper
hoee, sie.”

*Fortunately the boys were all in
their studies, and were nob witnesses of
gir Hiton's unsecmly condoct, D
Locke,” said the Removo master. *“You
did not see him go, Wharton?”

“I1 haven't seen Sir Ililton Popper
to-day at all, sie.” .

Y We hieard you spenking 1o him, sir™
gaid the Bounder demurely. “In the
cifenmstances, sir, we thought we ought
to ttay in the studies”

“Very right and proper,
Smith,” said Mr. Queleh, :

“*Very right and proper indeed!™ =nid
the Head with "approval. ®In these
unusual and painful circumstances, Mr.,
Quelch, your Loys have behaved very
well indeed.™

“1 quite agree with you, sir, and am

lad to hear sou say 0" said My,
Quelch. “My boys, an unusuwal and
disagreeabie incident hae ocourred, of
which tho. less said the better. Your
headmaster thinks, and T thisk: thar
you have all behaved with great tact
it the wvnusual and pamful circum-
stances.™

“*Thank you, sir!” said Vernon-Bmith,

And the two masters departed.
leaving the Remove fellows staving at
ope anobher.

“Oh. my hat®? Tiob.
“What an escape ™ :

S The . escapefulness 15 ferpilie ™
breathed Hurree Jamsef Ram Singh.
“PBut it is grateful and comforting to
learn that we have all behaved with
torrific tactiulness and rightlulness apd
properfnlness,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hallo, { halle, halla!
Wingate.”

Wingale and Loder and Gwynne of
the Sixth came up the Remove staie-
caze. Without explaining what they
had ‘come for, they proceeded to make

Tag MacseT Lisragr.—No. 1,029,

Yernon-

murmared

Here comes

a search of the studiez and the box-
room. The juniors watched them with
siniling- facez. -They knew what the
préfects . were looking - for—any effigy

that the BRemave had prepared for the
morrow ; any effigy- of which the
appearanco wonld justify in the least

the complaint that had been made over
the: telephone by the irale lord of
Popper Court. .

But so far from discovering anv
cffigy of Bir Hilton Yopper, the searchers
faited to discover any effiey at all.

i “Wharton ! ealled out Wingate at
ast.

*Yes, Wingate,” answered the capiain
of the Remove meckly,

*Have youl p_;{}t any-ruy here to be
used bo-inoreow™

' No, Wingate.”

“No cffigy at all
demanded Latdey,

‘Mo, Loder.™

“ Look here. vou're supposed to have
some sort of A& guy,” said Gwwyone.
“ ik Sir Hilton Popper thinks vou're
guving him., You ecan cackle, you
roung rascals, buet it’s a jolly seridus
matier. IF you've gol any guy here at
all, trob it out and lef us see it

" But we baven't any guy at all!”?
eaid the Dounder,

“You've  bsen  up
though," =aid .?Wi'l_lgato gruffly.
hiave von heen up tof”

“Enufi1” answered Smithe

“Yhat?"

“ We've bieen up to snufl.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” _

Winswuie stared ab the Bounder, amd
then grinned.

“IF there wat dovthrozr I expect the
voutly sweeps Jbave destvoved i he
gaid, I that's so. it doezn’t matter a
straw, Lel's get ount.”

And the prefects departed, leavins
the Bemove gl‘i-III'I.J'.I'.lE+

A hard-faced juniar, with a malicions
ereigy on iz =allow face, passed them on
the statre, REdgar Bright came up (o the
Remove passage. He gave quite a start
22 he looked at & crowd of grinnine
faces,. The “Teoad " had not czpected
to find the Remeove grinning.

e starod at them in p{er[ﬁoﬁty.

So far a3 the Toad knew, his scheme
for caunsing severe trouble o the
fellows he disliked had gone without a
hiteh. e had fold his tale to 8ir Hilton
Popper, the angry baronet had rung
up Mr. Queleh immediately. and there
was no doubt that the Remove master
wounld mgueice 1pfe the matter at once—
and DBrizht had- nob doubted for a
moment that he wouflld discover the
secold bavener, That he had discovered
him and taken him for the genuine
Laronet the Toad was not likely to
uess,

Diright had come baelk to Greyiriars
with the happy anticipation of finding
weeping and wailing and gnashing of
teeth all throngh the Reweve, from one
end of the I'orm fo the other, and {we
or three fellows under sentence of
expulsion.

Instead of which, he found the Remove
grinning and chuckling, as if over 23ome
huge joke. Tt was a surprise and a diz
appointment for the Toad. and he went
into bis study with an angry, bifter face.

Wharton and Nugent “tea’d ™ in Bob
Chervry's sbucdy that dav—a rather late
tea, owing to the extraordinary happen-
ingz in the Hemove passage. Over tea
Bob's  rogged face was  unosaally
tlionghtfual.

“T'm rather elad, vou {ellows,” he
said at last. “The fact is, it was a
mug's game, and it wasa't worth
the candle. I'm jolly glad, in fact, that
it's been knocked on the head.”

of anvy sorl®”

ta  sowmethine,
“What

“Hear, hear!" said Nugent,

“The gladiuluess iy terrifie,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Siegh. “ We shall
hold our excelient celebration of the
cstecmed (GGuy Fawkes to-morrow, with:
out terrific. trouble to follow, The
sneakful person who gave e away to
old Popper has dono ws a good turn.”

“Looks like. it.” agreéd Dob.

“ut who conld if have been’” asked
Johany Buli. _

HBright has just come in,” said Whar-
ton. with a curl of the. lip.

“The Toad!™ exclaimed all the
junigrs togetlicr.

ST w»¢ no doubl abont it*

Bob Cheérry clenched hig hands. But

he unclenched them again, and grinned.
“The rolten sneak meant to land us
all in- trouble,” ho said.. “But as =
matter of absolute fact, ‘what he's done
12, the cxact reverso; he's saved us all
from landing into it, Let him rip.”

Whet Wharton and Nugent went back
to their study for ‘prep; they found
Brieht there, and he looked at them
rather uneasily. Ile was well aware that
his treachery wpight be suspected, and
as his scheme had been &  complete
fatlure *he wae rather apprehensive of
trouble to follow. DBut hls stndy-mates
ook no heed of him, and their con-
temptuous indifference was a relief to
the Toad of Greviriars

— —

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Botinder*s Bright Idea !

VHE Fifth of November dawned
upon Greyfriars School.
The Bounder was in rather a
surly  temper that wmorning.
The sudden disappearance of the second
baronet had been the only thing possible
in the circumstances: but the Bounder
was dizappointed and exasperated., He
had set his mind on _the scheme of
“?u}'mp; * 8Bir Hilton Popper, and that
scheme had to be abandoned. There was
no time Tor another such eclaborate
effigy to be made, even if the Bounder,
with all his nerve, had thought of it,
after what had happened. Every other
fellow concerned in the scheme was glad
that it had been * ky-boshed,” as %]oh
Chorry expressed it. and probably the
rladdezt ot all was Bob Cherry himself,
He would not have backed out of it, at
any cost: but undoubiedly hé wwas
reatly relieved to see the end of it.
nd hiz chums were relieved, too, and
most of the Hemove shared their feel-
ings. Ii would have been, as Poter Todd
sald, no end of a Jark. but a lark that
had tp be paid for in floggings and
perhaps expulsions. was too much of a
good thing. Quile unintentionally tha
Toad had done the whole Form a good
turn in causing the sudden disappearance
of the second baronet. and the abandon-
ment of the intended celebration.

Bur the Bonnder. at least, was sore.

He gave a good deal of thought to the
maticer that day, and the resalt of his
cogitations wazx the conclusion thet
Bright of the Remove had been the
informer.

He remembered that Bright had beon
out of gates. and remembered the lock
that Bright had given him a5 e went—
a look that Smithy undersiood now.
The guazhing of the great stunt, on
which s0 much irouble had been ex-
pended, was due {o the Toad.

S8mithy baving thought the matter
out, had no doubt about if. and the
other fellows had no doubt, either.

Biright, short as was the time he had
beon at Greyfriars. had made himself
thoraughly unpopular in his Form, and
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few fellows had much to say te him at
any time. But that day, if the
Hemovites did not talk to him, the
talked sbout him, And the Toad woul
have been rather alarmed had he heard
their talk.

At dosk that day there was consider-
able excitement in the Lowsr School.
All the junior Forms were cclebrating
the Fifth, ‘The Remove celebration,
which was to have been a record in ita
way, was ‘'off.” Dut the active mind of
the Bounder had thought of something
to take ita place. ;

“ Where's Bright!” was the question
after tea.

Bright was found in Siudy No. L

“Turn gut, Toad !" the Bounder called
in at the doorway, '

Bright gave him a sneering look.

“T'm not taking any gﬂrt in your
kid's games,"” he answered.

“Your mstake—yon are!"’ answared
the Bounder coolly, “You're wanbed
on the scene.”

i 'Rﬂt t‘l‘l‘

“Will san comal™

“No, I won'b.”

“ 1 think vou will,” remarked TTerhert
Vernon-Smith, and he grasped the new
junior by the collar,

Bright camel :

By the time he arrived on the Cloister
Field in the midst of & crowd of Re-
movites, he found the rest of the Form
there. The ancient chair had heen
taken down from the pvre, and RBob
Cherry stood heside it with a box-rope in
his hand.

“Here he is!" voared the Dounder.

““Here's the giddy guy.”

Dob Cherry grinmed.

Bright, of the Remove, was stuck up on high, the ancient
chair belng hoisted on the shoulders of the sturdy Hemovites.
“ March ! ** ealled ont Harry Wharton.

“* Guy Fawkes,

guy, stick him up onhigh ! ** roared Bob Cherry, as the
procession began to move. (See Chapler 14.)

“Take a zeat, Toad " he said.

'"*Ha, ba, hal”

Hn%]]':t atared at him In alarm,

“What do you meani” he snapped
angrily.

“I'il tell you what woe mean,” said
the Bounder, * You sneaked about our
littlea game, and we've lost our guy.
You're going to take its place.”

“What!” yelled Bright.

““Get into that chairl”

"1 won't!™

“vollar him.”

Bright made a desperate rush to
escape. But & dozen hands seized him at
once, and he was jammed iote the
ancient chair. Bob Cherry proceeded to
tie his arms and legs to it with the box-
r L 3

right wriggled furiously.

"LE‘.‘; me go!™ he :.re'licd;.' “To =on
hear? TIT'1! shout for- help! I'll—
trooogh—oooh-—oooch 1"

He broks off, gurgling, as the Bounder
shoved a fu]-::lecf duster inte his mouth
and tied it there with string. .

“You won't do tuch shouting, ¥
think,” grinned Smithy. *We'll do all
ihe shenting, old bean. You're dead in
this aet.™

“Cirooogh 1M

“Where's your colour-hox, Toddy 1™

“Here you arel!l”

Thera were wells of laughter as
Tiright's face was decorated with red.
and blue. and green, and stripes and
circles, A beard and moustache, from
the property-box of the Remove
Drameatic Socicty, were [astened on, to
conceal the gag. By that time Bright's
face was truly remarkable in aspect. It
was not the guy.that the Removiies

had intended for the celebration of
Cuy Fawkes Day, But undoubtedly

it was some guy.

“Ready!™ ]fhuuieﬂ 'tlm-!:ﬂlmmden

“Guy Irawkes, guy, sticlk him up on
Iigh!™ roared 'El%)yéharry. :

And Bright of the Remove was stuck
up on high, the ancient chair being
ligisted on the shoulders of four sturdy
Removites,

“March !” called out Harry Wharton,

“Hurcah!" .

The procession began. On the Fifth
the Lower School were allowed to * pro-
cess ”  round  the quad and  the
Clojsters, winding up in the Cloister
Tield, whers the bonfire was lighted.
Many and varions were the effigiss the
jumiors had carried in such processions,
and had the sceond baronet been
carried on this occasion, certainly it
would have made a sensation at Gray-
friars such as had never been mado
before on the glorious Fifth, Fortunately
for all pariies, the second baronet had
vanished for cver. But the expression
on the Bemove guy's face was even
more lifelike than the second baronet’s
had been. Thoe paioted face was
almost convulsed with fury, and tha
cyes fairly gleamed and sparkled with
rage, It was not the guy the Remove
had planned, but it was indubitably
the most lifelike that had ever been
paraded at Greyiviars on the Fifth of
Novomber,

“ Pleasa to remember the Fifth of
November—"

“Hurrah ™

“Ha, ha, hal”

(Continued on page 21.)
Tae Macxer Lisrary.—No.. 1,028,



THE CLAIM JUMPERS!

Onee morve Bull Morgan ond his vascally portfaner try fo puf it acroess Jach Orchord by

fumptag ks claim. Bul. though o youngster, Jack is no greenhorn, az Mergan and Simons discover fo their cosk!

o el

=

The Story of

The Dogs that Jack Bought !

LTHOUGIL during the darz
following, Hergeant Curtiz and
his.  men’ scoured the country
round Dawson, ther found no

clue to the fueitive’s whercabouni=. A
fall of snow shortly after Uncle Dave's
departure from the wigwam obliterated
his' tracks, and the police gradually took
the view that he must have become lo:t
and died somewhere out in the great
snow wastes.

Though Jack and Terry were subjected
to & keen cross-examination, their patt

in harbouring the prisoner wae ignored .

by the authorities. Thizs was due to the
fact that Scrgeant @ Curtis  himself
shielded them.

Chagrined though lic was, the sergeant
way & thorough sporisman, and he knew
well enough that he would have done
the same thing for & pard if he really
had balieved him innocent.

RBooner or later he would have Dave
Orchard again, that he vowed. Scarce
was it ever- known for & man fo got
awaey alt.ng;-?ther from - the. indemitoble
police trackers,
buoyed himself up—that eventuaily he or
one of hiz eolleagues of the Force would
get wind again of the wanted man, and
then if need be he would be tracked to
the North Pole, or beyond!

It was necessary now for Jack and
Terry to find some interest in life, Thoy
found it in dogs. .

Acting on_ the adviee of Jock
McLennan, who errived in Dawson just
before the MNew VYear, ther invested
their gold in 2 team of good huskies,
Jock's own shrewd idea was: that the
value of dogs would go up still higher,
and the boys would be able to sell at a

ond profit. Jack and Terry. however,

ad & différent notion in mind.

Ever since they had first talked with -

Sergeant Curtis at Starvation CUreck,
they had hoped to ewn a team of mala-
mutes and one day race them in the

reat Dog Derby of the North., When
they mentioned their 1dea to Jock, he
did not ancourage it. .

“*Ti3 a men's game, sonnie,” he said,
“and I'm no thinking that either of you
hoys would have the stamina to last the
distance. Likewise, it's a cruel race,

and you'd be up against some o' the -
Tax MaoNET L1BRABRY.—No. 1,029
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a Thrilling Gold Rush to the Land of the Midnight Sun!

Thus Sergeant Curtis.

)
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iIntroduction on page 256.)

finest mushers in the country. as well as
some o the crack dog teams.”

“Wa could but do onr best,” replisd
Jack, “and if we lost we'd lose like

sportsmen. It would be rattling fine
fun.”
“Bedad, ot wounld! eried Terry.

“And ut's a2 dizsappointment that me dud
arm isn't loikely to be strong enough by
the time of the. race, othierwise, me
bhoy, I'd shure foss wid vou to see
which of us should drive the team.”
When. the dogs had been bought,
Bkookum quickly established himself the
leader. It took him a wonderful, Lectic
week of life to do this, for he fought all
the other dops in turn, and one big
follow he fought fonr Ltimes, and almost
killed, bofors that hefiy woli-dog would
acknowledge his supremacy.

The question of leader having been
decided among the dogs themselves,
Jock -MeLennan kindly undoertook the
early traming of the team. He told
Jack and Terry all the wrinkles he had
gathered in his long experience musinog
on the trail, and showed them how fo
get  explicit obedience from battle-
scarrcd Skookum as the leader.

SBoon Jack could manage the dogs
extremely well, and even Terry drove
them at times, despite the fact thet he
carried his left arm in a 5““%@

Most of the. practice. had . been done
in the open country, berond the city,
and ik was not until zome time in the
new yvear that the yvoungsters took their
dog team end sledge into Dowson City.

On the first occasion they did so they
passed the sfsnrting club in White Street,
run by Bull Morgan and Lefty Simons.
The pair were coming out of the
premises at the time, and they stared
at the boys' turn-out in astonishment.

“Hi!" called out Morgan. **That's a
nifty outfit you've got there, young "uns.
But if ye're wise, young Orchard, ye
won't ride about much wi' it. Youw'll
want all the exereise you can get. 'cause
that 1i'l gola is coming off at the end
of the month.”

“"That boxing stunt of vours?” Jack
demeanded. .

“Guess that's =0," grinmed BMorgan.
“And dor't forget yow've got to meet
Lone Bear, tho Injun boy, He's in strict
training, and if ye ain't got no gloves

66@2 '..*

!
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+ Hope

up at your shack, lemme advise you ta
do =zome shadow-sparrin’ and skippin®
exercises, You'll necd to be bhard ay
nails when yve meet the Injun in the
ving." !

“Faith, there sre only going to ba
two blows struck in that fight.” lavghed
Terry., “One whin Jack hits the Indian,
and the other whin the Indian hits the
canvas.” :

They all laughed, Morgan and Sunons
rather savcastically, and the boys drove
on theiy way,

The fight had not been forgotten by
Jack, hut he had done little ‘more than
oecasionel shadow-sparring and punch..
ing the solid wooden walls of tho
Wigwam to harden his kouckles, As
far as general physique was concerned,
he was as hard as nails, and his stamina
was excellent, owing to his strenuous
work with the dog team.

A boxing tournament was o pgreab
cvent for overarowded Dawson, and not
only Jack and Terry. but hundreds of
others looked forward to 1t. Secarcely,
however, had the date. the value of the
prizes, and other matters been arranged
by itz organisers, than a Government
announcement was made which cansed a
postponement of the event and pushed
boxing temporarily in the background.

The announccment was to the effect
that tho Government had abandoned the
idea of making & cerlain area in the
Khettle Creek distriek into an Tndian
reservation. Long before the Stewart
River strike Jock Mcl.ennan and many
other old-timers had reached the con-
clusion that Keitle Creek was rich in
gold. Several attempts had been made
to induce the Government to throw it
open to prospectors, but because of the
reservation polier, no claims had been
allowed there at all.

Directly the news became public that
the embargo on Kettle Creck had been
lifted, and the district was to be thrown
open fo miners, gold again became the
one absorbing topic of Dawson. Men
who had succeeded in other Fal't.ﬂ of the
Morthland zaw & chance of gleaning still
more of the precious metaf: those who
had failed. or had spent their all in
riotous living, welcomed the golden op-
portunity of retrieving themselves.

“Phwat about uwt!” demanded Terry
of Jack,
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“I'm going, of course I yeturned Jack
enthusziastically, " ¥ou bet I'll stake
a ¢laim there, and you end Uncle Dave
shall come in with me, egual shares.”

* Faith, and I'm comin’ wid you!”
Tervy said determinedly, *'Tis meself
that's quita £t fo travel again, even if
me left arm s a bit weak., Desides, wid
two uv us there, Terry, we can stake
two claims, one 1n your name, and one
in mine.”

“True cnough, old chap,” Jack
agreed. “ And, anyway, you can ride
on the sledge when you want to,”

Among the crowd of others who deter-
mined to get in on  the new .district
directly it was thrown open were Bull
Morgan and Lefty Simons, ) )

Thanks to Lefty's peculiar ability with
the cards,  they had cleared u? a big
pile of dollars 2t the sporting ciub, and
most of these they had invested in a
dog team and a new mining ountfit. Even
old Jock MeLennan expressed his’inten-
tion of mushing out to Kettla Creek,
though already he had made enough in
the ¥Yukon to keep him in luxury for the
rest of his hfe. But then, like'so many
adventarers in the Northland, **if was
not the gold that he wanted, so much as
just getting the gold.” L

That all men should have a fair
chance, & date was arranged when per-
mits would be issued from the Govern-
nient office in Dawson to all who wished
to stake claims in the new district. The

issuing of these would begin at eight
o'clock, and at ten o'clock, by a
special | y-arranged signal, the rival

miners would light out tegether for
Kettle Creck. ' It would then become a
rece of the strongest and swiftest for
the staking of tho best claims, which
were generally regarded in this ease to
be those near to the head-waters of the
creek. .

Seores of dog teams were assembled
in Dawson on the day before the official
opening of the district. The men who
owned these naturally had the best
chances in the race. Yet, when they
had all staked and returned to Dawson
to tecord their dlaims, there would still
be.pienty of other land for the less for:
tunate, who had to make the gruelling
journey on snowshoes.

The grey morning dawned clear but
bitterly cold, and with daylight men and
dogs began to congregate on a wide apen
‘space of snow. just within the oity limits.

Jack and Terry, with Skookum and
their. ather dogs, were among the first
arrivals, and on their sled they had
more than enough provisions for the run
to- Kettle: Creek and back, & yeturn
journey of over forty miles. In the
great crowd of eager prospectors they
failed to see their old
MMeLennan, but knew that he was some-
where to hand, Bull Morgan and Lefty
Simons, who had had trouble with their
dogs, did not arrive until after the
energotic government officials were dish.
ing owt the permits,

Tha opening of Kettle Creek was a
special event, and condueted 1n a special
way. It was announced that the Goveru-
ment Record Office would be open day
and night during the next four days for
tha recording of the new Eettio Creck
claims. Then promptly at ten o'clack the
chief governmment official fired a vifle
into the air, and the whole great crowd
of claim-teckers surged forward over
the snow.

iy

The Claim Jumpers !
T was a wonderful sight! Ta the
I loud, echoing shouts of *Mush!™
from their owners the dog teanis
soon hegan to forge ahead of the
vast mob of prozpectors with parks on

‘the flying snow trail

riend Jock

th;hetlr backs and snow-shoes on their
get,

Amusement was caused by Morgan's
dogs starting a wild fight smeng them-
selves, and it took the combined efforts
of the brutal proprietors of the sporting
club to lash them into cowering sub-
Jection with their cariboo-gut whips.

. Barking lustily, Bkookum made a bee-
line over the yielding snow with the
rest of the team in pairs yapping at

each other’s heels. Jack and Terry,
wearing snowshoes, ran a I.de,r Jacl
wielding the veins and the whip without

which no dog-driver dove hit the trail. -

Some of the other dogp teams began
to go ahead of them, but they kept well
i front of the majority of the racing
aviny of gold-seekers. _

“Keep your weather-eve open for Jock
MeLennan, Terry 1™ epied Jack,” * There
't & man in the Yukon who can size
up gold-bearing land like he can. If
only we ecould see where he stakes and
stake close beside him, we should do a
joly sight better than If we ielied on
our own judgment."

Terry kept surveying the dog teams
and prospectors mushing through the
dazzling white snow.

“Shure, thera he is, Jack!™ he eried
ot last, “ A bit ahead of vz and over to
the vight! . Keep in his wake, mea bhoy,
and 'tis making a real fortune we'll be,
for "tiz both knowledge and luck he’s
blessed with.”

Jack shonted a2 sharp order, and
Skookum, who understood his every
word, swung sharply over and raced in
of MeLennan's
sledge. .

On, on they went, mile upon mile
through the rough Yukon, heading in a
north-easterly direction towards Kettle
Creak. Toking 1t in turns, Jack and
Terry rode on the sledge.

Looking back, the bearded old

prospector saw the boys. recing close,

behind him, and a grim zmile flickerad
on his weather-beaten face. His whip
cracked lustily in the air, and his bony
huskies strained all their iron museles to
draw away.

But the magnificent Skookum was as
keen &g the bovs themselves. Ha re-
fused to be shoken off, and the other
dogs of necessity forged through the
snow at & clinking speed. Never was

INTRODUCTION.

JACKE ORCHARD drrives in San Fraieizeo
ondy fo find ot his uncle—

DAVE QRCHARID, e mizsing, karving appar-
ently absconded with o byMof wold endrusted
fo kim, Later Jack falls in with—

TERRY (VHARA, u cheery Irish boy, and

CLEM AARDY, an ofd prospector. The trio
joint forces in o gold righ to the Tuken angd
are lucky enounh to make a good strike. A2
futerrals Hee lhree partiers habe froubls
spith Bull Morgon ond Lefly Simons, @
pair of shedy ctmp followers asd, on one
ncmn‘n}i, Jack sees susmn}ﬂﬂ;&mﬂﬂ H.;E
sieel: of Morgan o wnwgget of gold—ehape
itke & & efpn—that Dave Orchard i
suppoved fo heve stolen, Az Jook and his
patrtaerd are making the journey to Daiozon
—arhere they indeid to deposit (heir gold
i the boank, they ore ollacked by toolves,
and Terry is badly sesuled, The wolves
are driven off, however, and then Jack
gefs the shock of Rhis life, for Sergeant
Curtis and & parly of Mounted FPoliee
swddenly appecr o the seere and arreet
Clewn Hardy who 48 none other than Jack's
asicle, Nave Orehard, the man who is wanted
for theft. * Uncle Clem " however, esclipes
from gaol, It clever as the disquite is Lo
miopts, it fails to deceive Sergeant, Curlis.
The sergennt iz i the ar? of rearresting his
tnan when he 4 felled by o left hook to the
eiclie by the ofd prospector who again mekes
good fiis esvape,

{Now read oiv)

shoulder of that Discovery

theve 2 dozen sledge lengths between the
two teams, and ounce old Jock, in spite
of his tlpni’tmﬁ efforts to draw awary,,
furned and yelled back:

“Keep- mushin', y° sons o guns!
You'll not be first to Kettle Creek, but,
by gosh, you'll be a iood second 1"

Neither Jock nor the boys was first
at Kettle Creek, as it turned out. While
they were yet seven miles distant
another team, in charge of Shorty Gibbs,
crack dog.drivér of the North, and
winner of last year's Dog Derby, went
skimming by at a distance of about a
quarter of a mile from them, _

There was no deubt that Shorty™s dogs,
led by & magnificent husky called
Chineck, wers in training as though for
the great spdrting event itself. Soon
Shorty and his swiit-footed huskies wera
2 moving spgek ahead on the carpet of
white snow, and. it was certain that he
would get the pick of the claims in.the
newly-opened aréa,

Three miles farther on the rest of

the “field  were far behind the three
leading teams. Tho mob of men who
were making the journey on snowshoes
lad long receded owt of sight, and now
there was only one other dog team to be
seen to the rear, Jack thought that the
men with it wera Morgan and Simons,
but it was diffieult to eee in the
dazzling whiteness at that distance,
. Jock now contented himself with keep-
ing just shead of tha two chums, and
the boys on their part were happy to be
close up to him. erever Jock staked
on Kettle Creek, Jeck and Terry were
determined that their own_ cleim should
be immediately below Jock's selection,

EKeeping in Jock’s treil, they swung
round the base of a high and ste
eminence kpown as Discovery Hiﬂ?
Once past this it was level and fairly
easy-going to Kettle Creek. Near to
their objective they found Shorty already
on his way hack, he having nearly broken
the twenty-mile record with his crack
malamutes. Emitting & luaty wsz-
whoop, he lashed his dogs on towards
Dawson again, eager to be the first also
to the .Record Office for registering his
claim,

Arriving on Eettle Creek, Jock
MeLennan E:nmpﬂ found Bhorty's
stakes,* each marked with heavy
coloured chalk. Jock himself se
g site just below Bhorty's, and he was
just fimshing meesuring up the ground
and driving in his stakes whea Jack

and Terry came up.

“Well, T beat vou to it, sonnies!"™
laughed MeLennan,

“That's so,” agreed Jack, smiling:

“but if I'd been through this part of

the country before, I'd have cut off some

of the distance by nippin% l-l:j.'ﬂ-‘er the
ij 'I-',l

Immediately Jock became serions,

“It would have been unwise, lads"™
he said. “The snow has got soft these
last fow days, and it's never safa to out
soft snow on a steep incline with sledge.
TUNNETS. If vou'd gone over that
shoulder o' Ilscovery Hill and brought
down o few tons o' =now on top of your-
selves, you might soon have found your-
selves in Dawson cemetery +inst{md o
Kettle Creek, Take my advice and go
the same way a3 you cama,'

In their turn the two chums got ta
work, measuring the legal length and
width of claim to which they were aach
entitled. And long beforo they were
finished Jock drove away perched on his
sledge, munching &t a sandwich
corned lheef and bisenits as he went.

“'Tis fortunate we are having claims
numbers threa and four,” remarked
Terrv. as he helped Jack., *for shurs

Tue Macxrr Lisrary.~No. 1,080,
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three and four make siven, and {(hat's a
lucky number if you Ioike. Here's hop-
ing we take moré gold out of ut than
we did from the Yeilow Horszeshoo!™

- They had cleared away the snow at
the measured corners of their claims,
angd were :'lririnf; the stakes intp fhe
frozen ground when Bull Morgan and
Lefty Simons hove inte sight. Clouds
of steam were vising from their straining
dogs, but though hot themselves, the
rogues were jubilant in getting well to
the fore of the stampede.

“Gosh, theye lhave only been fwo
elaims staled afore these youngsters got
Lere,” grunted Morgan, with satisfac-
tion, I guess we'll. take those two
below McLennan's, Lefty.”

" Better guess again,” advized Jack.
“Numbers three and four are clanned
by me and Terry.™

“Push off farther down the creck an’
make way for your betfers,” laughed
AMorgan., “ Me and my pard have taken
& fancy to these parviicolar <laums, so
beat it while the going's good.” '

" Look here, ¥' spelpeen,” cried Tervy,
hiz Irish blood rising, *'iz ut eclaim-
jumping that vour dirthy game is this
toime 7

“Aw, don't argue,” growled Morgan.
“We got here afore ye—or, at least,
we should ha' dome if lTefiv hado't
lost the grub. which made us stop and
unload the sledge to find the botile.
Now clear off alore any of the others
come up.*’ .

“You're not jumping these claims,
returned Jack quietly.

“Oh," sneered Morgan, “amd who's
going to stop us?”

Jack's chin jutted forward,

“1 am,” he answered.

“8hure he 15! eried Terrv. " And
TI'm helping lim! Do vou think just
becouse I've pobt one dud arm T coan’i
gerap i :

The two rogues laughed again.

They kuew that Jack alone was no
match for them, and their purpose was
ko jump the beovs' clain belore any of
the other men arrived on_the scene.

Taking & pick from the sledge. Dull
Morgan plodded through the snow to
the corner stake which Jack had jost
put up. - Lefty followed him with a
short, sharp-pointed stave to ercct in
itz place. _ :

“T.ot that stoke alone ! Jack cried in
8 Tinging voice,

Morgan swung the pick savagely in
the air.

“ Make wyoursell searce,’
“or, by heck, I'll—"

Then he broke off in a gurgling note

of alarm, as Jack reached wnder the
tarpaulin on the sledge and prodeced
a Winchester express rifte.
- With quiet deliberation Jack snapped
hiome a cartridge -into the breech and
took careful aim at Morgan's broad
clrest,

“Touch that stake, vou crook.” he
said, “and wou'll get the kind of pill
that’ll cure you of your heastly greed
once and for allt

_All the bravado died out of Morganw's
pig-eyes, and Lefty Simmons gave a
sgueal of alarm. Well ther knew wlen
a fellow was biyfing, and ther knew
there was no bluff about Jack and il.at
gun, - .

"Morgan breke a dramatic pausze by
giving a sickly grin.

“Poout it &-j:)wn, k-kid 1 he siut-

ar

fie roared,

tered. “Y' don't want no accidents
up  hyer. on your new claim; it
wouldn't be lucky.”
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“Not for you, bedad ! retoried Terry,
prinning broadly, “and "tis glad I am
vou're gintleman cnough to admit that
this is our claim afther all”

“Huh, only our li'l joke,” mumbled
Morgan. *1 should have thought that
even if vour Englizh pard couldn’t see
a joke, ye'd have a sense of humour,
Terry, bein' Irish born., Come on,
Lefty, as the kids can't stand a bit o
leg-pull we'll move along farther down.”

ving what face they could, the two
would-be claim-jumpers betook * them-
selves and their dogs farther down the
creek and began the work of staking
out claims five and six. _

Meantime, Jack and Terry fed driced
salmon and frozen moose meat to their
dogs and made a meal themselves before
hitting the long white frail.

Other men arrived and staked on the
creek, some on the zame side as the

“Say, kids,” called out Morgan, “if
¥ere ready to stark, what about a race
back to the record ofice? Are ye
willing to wager your dog-teamn against
pura

Y Nothing doing,” returned Jack
shortly., “ We're having no more truck
with outsiders like vou, unless it's Lo
help land i,‘m.l in the lock-up, where vou
rigﬁﬂy belong ™

“Aw, don't bear a grudge for a li'l
joke,” Bimons said. * Remember you'ro

matched against Lone Dear in the
boxing gala. You gave vour-word, and
we've got your name on the pro-

gramme." .
“Well, vou can jolly well take it off 1™
Jack retorted. If did scrap in
Drawson, it would only be for the benefit
of your pockets.”
“There'll be mighty good prizes to
be picked wup,” Morgan pointed out.

o
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original ¢laims, and others across the
ice on the opposite bank,

“Look, Jack!” execlaimed TTerry
guddenly. *There's Morgan and Suimons
geuing ready to  hight out, We'd

ctier be starting, too.”

Evidently the pards had been talking
over their unsuccessiul atlempt to
junrp the chums' claimz, and as thew

came up the ereek with their dog team Lol 1]
they hoth wore smiles whicl were meant £ala,” said Jack. You come here
and try to jump our claims, and within

to bo disarming. :
l_“"““.""“""“"'.""_""“““_"%"“!Hm hour start talking as though you
pals,  You've a big

FAMOUS FOOTBALL CLUBS. fcionci foud of

senough load of cheek to crack the jve
(Tontinued from mage 2.)

*Even the loscrs are going to get
something.” .

“Ha, ha, ha! That's a good wan!™
launghed Terry. ** You don’t think that
Jack would be licked by that Redskin
friend of yours?

“TIt would be a close serap,” Morgan
saicd, "and one that "ud be popular_wi'
the sport fans o' Dawson.”

“Well, I'm not taking part in vour

zon_the Klondike River!”
Both Morgan and 8Simens Jooked

supsef., They were extremely anxious
England, but he has been twelfth man3hay Jack slﬁ;uld fight in tlmeasmunm’l
o at If-ust half a dozen occasions. s : .

boxing gale—and for a special cunning

rilliant?  Well, perhaps not. But I'll EPurIJnsu which will be apparent later.
ive you this word about him: it 13 the 2 “Look her ; Jack ¥ =1
cordl of a player whe knows him well, & BOE  a;che, | yOINEZ i o
I have never seen Tom Wilson plav o E}'Iﬂrﬁ?“.s‘"dd"”!f' 15"”'{:"-“1{' & "-?“"'“J“‘E
1 Y P : e sYow that we were only trying fo give
:Enga;r:lcwmhnd .thata oincthing to be =you a scare a while back by prerending
Diatid Mortosi Srelo—iat’s tha: full 419 knock out your stakes. You bet.
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susme of the right half-back, He comes sthough, we can prove Bt good
s from Secotland. but Tom Meads, the left. E-‘apr:rrtgﬂmﬂ-, We'll bave a race back to
% half, was brought out by Matlack Town & Dawson right now, and if me and

e centre-forward. Srockport Couniy 3 Lefiy !'E-"Et I‘mi Ith'-? Ill‘}’-"-‘ﬂi'{]- :’_ffil:-‘ﬂ ﬁ!-“_i };ﬂlll
sturned him into a half-back. and Huod- s38Fee 1o nghi. 21 20u ek us you re
= sfree fo withdraw.”

2 tersfield Town got him from there, o .
More Internationals at full-back—Roy § TWwo or three prospectors, passing by

= (loodall, a six-footer, found in a juniop 800 their way fo locate claims farther

2 Shefield club, and taken to Hudders gdown the creck, paused to hear what
2 field right from under the noses of two 3the talk was about. and, unaware of

=hig teams in the cullery eity. Z['hat':e.E“'h“t had trn::sPJ!'ed before, they

i Huddersfield Town all over: huilding :ﬂET:I:ljﬂll{]t‘d Morgan’s offer, , .

fsometimes with the material alrendv 3 " Take ‘em on, Jack!”  whispered
& Cerry.  “SBhuare, "twill be a bit of fun!”

: smaothed and perfect, and then putiing g
2 int_z stone in the rough. H
*  The other regular back is Sam Wads-
E-:rc_nrth: he of the flowing locks. A
2 failure as a ['ontrn-furwuré‘r with Black-

il}m'n Rovers, SBam went to Nelson.

= So Jack agrecd. though rather re-
= luctantly, aud to the cheers of two or
=three miners who had heard of the
=arrangoments the two dog-leams lit ot
slor their race back to the cily.

The intelligent Skookum knew Lbw

L1 1]

s While there he played a: a full-back ing 1T
fan emergency. Huddersfield spotted § instinet that he was to brat that other
¢ him, paid the price, and Ram has shown & tean of huskies. and he set a clinking
s thie world what a really good full-Lock & pace for the dogs behind him.

!{'ﬂ't!. do. Englanﬂ CAPE hie posspctes, of 8 To the shouts of “ AMnzh !"_”'H." eravk-
teourze.  When Goodall and Wadsworth 3ing of whips, and the yvapping of tha
iare fit there is ne chanee for anv other 2dogs, the rivals swung away on iheir
s fuil-baek, but they have a nsoful stmud- 8long trek back to Dawson.

sbhy with a vseful name. Barkas. He's® Both Jack and Terry exulied in Lhe
s willing. zthrill of it. The barking of the dogs
2 Lo stand between the posts and finish 3and the sweet, clean-cut swish of tho
s—or sit 1f vou like—this remarckablie 8 snow under the sleage-runners were like
$ream, there iz goalkeeper Hugh Turner. 3inspiring music in  their ears. Al
E.:"t 'l:‘_l.lstl.‘.lditln in Tad Ta:.']:‘,n,' ];{-pt gun!i.]'a.uk m.:-utat!;,- vowed (hat v ook or
2during Huddersfield's most sueccessful 2erook he would train and enter this
s time, but it is doing Taylor no injustice §team for the great dog Derby, in spiile
fto say that Turner is just 4s good. 2of anything that Jock MecLennan or
2 Behind the lot is the team spirit: the Sthe other old-timers might sax.

s Yorkshire grit. That's why Huodders-3  (Look ewt for ‘another thrilling in-
s field Town win. = sfalment of this greal adventure sevial

0 next week's Masxer, chums!)
Ltd., Tha Flectwar House, Farrluidnn Street, Londom, B.0.4,
o by dian Magaring Foat,
ok: Tha Central Hews Agemoy, Lid. 1o spsnts Tor
+ Ltd, [Canads} - Baturday, Novomber 5tl, 1927,
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A GREAT FIFTH AT GREYFRIARS !

(Coniinued from page 23.)

“Halla. halle, hallol There's old
Popper ¥

“And the Head!"

“"Oh, crumbs!™

In the light from the House windows
the tall figure of Sir Hilfon Popper—
the genuine baronet—was visible,
standing beside the Head. BSir Hilton
had evidently come fo see for himself.
The Head, iecily polite, had made no
referance to the remarkable seene o

THE MAGNET LIBRARY

ordinary effigy !* said the Head, pazing

at it .

“Most extraordinary!™  said  Ar.
Queleh.  * Very lifelike.”

“"Very lifelike indeed! I could
almost suppose that the eyes are
actually staring at me,” sawd Dr.
Locke.

And the two gentlemen approached &
little closer to look at the *effigy.”

“Very well done, indeed, my hoys!"
said Mr. Queleh.  Very clever indeed !
That cxpression of—of alimoest demoniac
rage in the face is wvery artistically

PRICE 5
TWOPEMNGE =

P

s B

reachicd the Cloister Field, where the
bonlire was already blaving, Right up
to tho boniire the juniors marched the
cligy, and the efhgy's face exprossed
terror  instend ol ragre It really
looked as if Bright of the emove was
to suffer the fate of all gemuine guys,
and he wrggled and spluttered wildiy,
in a state of awiul funk, as he was
marched up to Lhe roaring bonlire.

But hiz alarm, necdless Lo say, was
unfounded. The procession halted, the
chair was lowered to the ground, and
Bright was turned loose.

n
the Remove passage of the day before, rendered.

He wrigpled out of the chair, gasp-

o . . it : trngr with rape.
and Mr. Quelch very carefully kept ”m(ﬁ;"‘dml'f very cleverly done,” said Ei’:}u mf“mm! Oud T velticsd
away from the unwelcome visitor, And the: procession pussed cn—rather Croosgh——— ¥
“Ah! Here is the procdssion, Sir quickly. The close inspection of the “All  kick together!” roared the
Hilten,” said the Head. * You may effigy hacd rather slarmmed the merry Bounder,
now see with your own eyes.” Removites, “Hurrah!™

St Hilton snorted.

He saw with his ®own eyes—not to
mention hiz eyeglass.  Lilelike as the
efigy was, even Sir Hilton could not
suppose aat it was intended to bear
any rescinblance to him.

“1 trust you are satisfied, zir,” said
the Head tartly.

Another grunt,
strode away.

“Here's another guy!™ roared the
Bounder, as Sir Hilton went. And there
was a shout of laughter, which made
Sir Hilton's cars tingle with wrath as
he departed.

Mr. Queleh came ot of the House
and jomed the Head, There was quite
a benevolent expression on his faee as
he looked at the procession.  Mr.
Quelch was guite pleazed. these days,
with the niee bovs in his Forn.

“Drear me! What a very

“Hureah "

chums—

and the baronet

CEtrA-

Tiray Favkes. guy—"

Amid a roar of veiees the 'pm:-uﬁsinn

Here's a yvarn you'll like,

“ ANYBODY SEEN
OUR GUY?"™

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

The topping tale of Town Merre &
1’o., which npoears in this weck's
fmanpe of “ The GIEM LIBRAKRY.”

MAXE A POINT OF READING IT,

"Ha, ha, ha!" X

DBright. of the Remove, fled for his
life.  Amul the eracking of crackors,
the fzzing of =quibs, and the checrs of
the juniors, the celebration proceeded
withoul the Toad,

Bui for days alter the Fifth of
Novermnber, Bright could not show him-
self in the guad or the passages with-
oul. being grecied by the shout:

“Here's another guy 1"

And Bright, af the Remave, at least,
was one whn was nnt at all pleased
to rernember the Mifth of November.

THE ERD.

(Naw look out  for next  week's
magnificent yurn of Harry Wharien &

., enditfed: YA Vewlridoguist at
Largel™ s a grream from beptnning
to end. You can owly make sure of

reading o hy ordering your MAGEET

well tn ad panee.)

i all you pay for a Mo, GOLS%
Hornrless  Gramophong  or :1

Mead with giant |'|:l'.'l:rn,
massive oak case and silent moter. Carriapgets
paid. 10 Daya' Trial, Mo eimcdel 386/ cash G-
o recond buyerd Jacobeare Cahinets  aned <9
Ta e Gransda {with 30 twnes) ar FACTORY
PHIGES. Wroile for free illostrated Catalogoe,
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Extraordinary Stamp Offer FREE!

Contatng sl the fodlowing: Watermark Beteeior, Urillah Coloniad
I slampe, 20 *Liver ' Rtamp Mennts, Cotbinaticn Uocket Case amhl
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Preforatmn dauge, 5% all difercut stamps (2% unuzedp, ofe,  Send
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LISEURN & TOWNSEND., LONDON ROAD, LIVERPOQL,

HOME CHINEMATOGRAPHS

Maehines from 5/- fin ILLUSTRATED FREE

to %16, Lighting LY ":“ “vt{ Lf*':;f' =

Rl ir " p A% genls for " Campreo ™ Cine.

:{Etﬁ,l" Rﬂ‘ir'-’ﬂ}?i::l-l, : Camera-Projector.

2 el ﬂ'“{j _.’l* *”*Ii FORIY'S.(Dept A.P.),

cussorios,  Films a 13, Red Lion Sa.

lemgths & subject, London, W.C.1.

Sample Film 1/- post free. Entrance Dane Sirsot.
Commend aitention.

BEC“ME TALLER- Ensure auccess in

life, cte. HEIGHT INCREASED 3 to 0 inches. Health
and appescance improved,  Send for free particolara ci&n-
close stampl. F. U Acomb,” Ulsrence Gardens, Llandudno.

lUSHIN SELF-CONSCIOUSMES,

SHYNESS, TIMIDITY,
Yimple T-da

Pormanent Home Curs tor erther sex. No
Aute sugpestton, disvll, elo, Wrlie ab once, menbion M6 7
arad pet full parrieularr quite PREE privately.
4.0, 12, All Saints Road, B7T. ANNES-OM SHRA

: WORTH CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. — Samples
£2 uﬂ catalogos free; 12 by 10 Enlargement, any phaoto, gd.—
HAE-&E'I‘T'S WORKS, July Road, LIVERPODOL.

Cure yourself as I did. Par-

STBF ETHMMEHIHE! ticulars Froa. —- FRANE RE.

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHEAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.l.
[Abrand 1j.], imeluding Alrpost,

3&“ STAMFS FHR Ed' Barbadns, O0d India, MNigerlas, Now

Soud s Wales, Uald Coast, #te—=W. &, WIITTE, Engine Lane, LYE, Stouthridge.

HEIGHT INCREASED 5 L Complete
IN 30 DAYS. Course,

Ma Applianess. Mo Drewgs. No Dleting, The Melvin Strong Syatom

NEVER FaAlLS3. Full particulars and Tesiimonlais, sismp.— ;
Melvin Stromg, Ltd. (Depk, &), 10, Ludgawo Hill, Londen, g

FILMS

from 5/6 1.000 (6. 100-ft. Hample, gd.,
poat d, Lists Free. MAYLOR, 49, Reginald
Road, Forest Gate, LONDOM, E.7.

All applications for Advertisemen: Space in  this
publication should be addressed 10 the Adwver-
tisement Manager, UNION 1ACK SERIES, The

Fleetway House, Farringdor. 5. London, E.C.4

DON'T BE BULLIED

syupd Foue Prnny Stamps iy TWOSPLENDID LEEEONS
1 IUJIITSY and Handsmmnd Flivto Fiale of JapChampions,
b R Wepclerfal  Japaiicse  Sell-Dofopes wilhool  wespona,
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SYTAWARA™ (Dept, AF.), 10, QuaanIwWRY
Hanworth, Eractical

Feltbam, Middlesax.
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THE LATEST INVENTION /2™
CHANGES THE VOICE INTO
A MUSICAL INSTRUMENT.
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Tt
The only instrument of ita class that iz granted o Patont,

Sing into the Saxola and find what instrument you ean imitato.
Have vour own Jozz Band per return post, from the makers,

price 8d. or 3 for 1/8. One dozen box 8.
HANSON'S (Dept. 10), 66, King Street, Hudderstield.
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A beautifully finished, weighty, Bing tank-type engine.

With powerful spring .action and reverse lever for

Shunting. Supplied*in L.M.S. or L.N.E.R. colours.

7ins. long : 33ins. lugh.” Gauge O. Will take any curve
-‘at speed. A joy for any boy. . - "

Post coupons to ; GODFREY PHILLIPS, Ltd. (Gift Deps Mag), 54, White l-Tn_ln Street, E.L

[t contains full ﬁﬁ}_if;lfjﬂfﬁﬁb{-.ﬁﬁ@h
Lowke and Bing free model “railway sys-
tems, including Svery nécessary.accessory.

Write for the New B.D.V: Gift Book,worth

' — — iy coupons. It contains F162 {splendid
1 o giftsl  Send also for the Free Train Book.
Bassett-Lowke

DUKE of . YORK = B " s . e
il Loco. {Tender free) '
q 280 coupons _
TMATCH o ;
F%TEA s
180 coupons " 4 _' )

Uimget 1 CIGARETTES
R i % — just like hand made™

;rul%_igfxﬂ ' 1065r6d, 20fr1lid. PlainorCorkTips
Engine. {Tender free) (COUPGNS ALSO WITH EVERY “PACKET OF .B.D.V. TOBACCO, 11d. per OZ)
175 coupons |
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i "WACKED TO THE WIDE!™NEXT WEEK'S "SHOCKER™— WILL RAISE A RECORD LAUGH! LOOK OUT FOR IT, GHUMS! 15

UNPRECEDENTED ! Compulsery fooler practice for wmasiers is some-

thing wew at St. Son’s, ond the sight of Dr. Birckemall in goal is likely
fo be remmembered for niony a long doy !

Hl i
] URN out, you lary slacker!?
Doctor Birchemall tlhrew open
the door ‘of Mr. Lickham's
study, and fairly bawled at him.
The Headmaster of 5t. Sam’s was a

fearful’ and wunderful figger. He was
attived in a striped football jersey, which
roserobled Joeseff's famus coat of many
cullers. A short pair of shorts, end a
hefty pair of {football-boots, several sizes
too big for him, completed the Head's
= mmn.;m_.a The only other thing he wore
was & feerce frown. Under his arm was
tuked the jnevvitable birchrod.

“Do you here ma, Lickham ?*" thun-
dered Doctor Birchemall, * Turn out!”

Mr. Lickham, the master of the Fourth,

neither herd nor heeded. He lay soopine
nn his stud
rlumber. hie ekollastic gown. Mr.
Lickham's eyes were closed, and his
mouth was open. He was snoring
noisily,
S LICKHAM ! thundered the Head,
in &-voice which wonld have swakened
the sellybrated Seven Sleepers. ** Wake
up, you boa-tired chump ! It's time for
footer proacltiss ] ™

Bnore |

Doctor Birchiemall waisted no more
ireth,. He took s quick stride towards
ke courh; and his birchrod, hissing
through the air, lashed across Mr. Lick-
Liam’s legs.

* Yarooooo |

Mr, Lickham awoke at last, with & vell
that rang through the atudy. He bounded
up like a jack-in-the-box, and glared at
e Head,

“ Bir ! ** he eggaclaimed angrily. * How
dare you assault me in this manner ?
How dare you introod upon my bewtiful
drequns 1

DNoetor Birchemall grinned.

* This is no time for dreaming, Licky,"”
ho aaid.  “ It's footer pracktiss for my
Masters’ Eleven! Borrow some toggs
from one of the seniors, snd hustle down
to Big Side!™

; _maﬂ footer pracktiss | ™ growled Mr,
Lickham. * There is no need for the
masters to pracktiss, In the first round
for the Guvvernera’ Cup, we have drawn
a bye.)

“Frue, O King,” soid the Head. “And
we shall draw nmm.ud in the second round,
nil the third, if I can possibly wangle it !
Moomer or later, however, we shall have
to play & match; and I'm not going to
r.__v% a team of duds and duffers into the

Tee Maicxer LisRARY.—No. 1,029

couch, wrapped in deep |

A Feercely . -
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field. T'm . geing to goach you, and
skipper you, and spur you on to victory.
S0 get & move onl"

Mr. Lickham pgroaned. He had been
enjoving his afternoon ses.estm, and he
EM..__J relish ﬁ:m.ﬂ.&ﬁ_mﬁ_ of watlowing on
a muddy football field for & cupple of
hours,

But the Head e word was like untio the
laws of the Swedes and Persiana, It was
not to be defied.

Mr. Lickhem yawmed his way to the
door. But he suddenly broke into a sprint
as the Head dealt hiin a few playinl
‘flieks with. the birchrod.

" Ow-ow-ow ! " yelped Mr. Lickham.
And he Hed down tlie passidge like e
champion of the gnder-path, with the
grinning Head in hbt pursoot.

Doctor Bircheomall gave np the chase

wlhen he reached the door of the Masters'
Room. He burst into that sapartment
like 8 cyclone.
" Mosat of the masters were there, engaged
in & fecree and egpsiting game of ludo.
Their facea wero taught and tense, as
they gat round the table,

m:atEmEmmnﬁEmﬂEwﬁﬁ.:w,ﬁ
sbruptness. mh?m. Head's birch swept the
table, and ludo.-board and ecounters and
dice went clattering to the Hoor.

“Enuff of tlis tomfocolery ! roared
Doctor Birchemall. “I'll give vou fen

footer topgs and get down to Big Side!
Shake a leg, everybody 1V

The startled masters were on  their
feet, glaring at the Head. Monsure
Froggay, the French master, who had
been within & dice-throw of winning the
ludo-mateh, was almost weeping with
rage. ; .

‘Doctaire Birchemall!”™ he eried
“ You have apoilt ze game! You heve
robbed me of ze sweets of vietory '™

“ Ratta! I haven't taken your blessed
gweets | ' ppnorted the Head. A man
of your age ought to know hetter than
to gorge on sweets, snyway. DBuck wp
and got changed !”

“ But—but we can't play football in
this whether, sir ! " protested Mr. Justiss,
“It's raining catts and dogps!™

“* And the ground's & quagmire ! 7" said
Mr. Swishingham.

Doctor Birchemall snorted :

“ Weather the weather is cold,
F Weather the weather 18 hot ;
We must weather whatever the weather

Weather we like it or no¢ L ™
#

found the He

minnits, you lazy louts, to change into|

he quoted. “"I've given you len min-
nité 1o which to beg, horrow, or steal
gome footer toggs, and join me on Big
Side. And if you don’t carry out my or-
ders ‘toot sweet,’ a8 the Fremch say,
'l give you a jolly good birching all
round ! 7’

The mastera saw that the Head was in
deadly Ernest, Inwardly gresniog, they
hurriad out of Masters’ Room, and the
Head gave each of them a playfhl flick
with his birch, as they passed out.

A few minniis Iater—well within the
spesgified time-limit—the masters were
seen meking & wild dash for Big Side.
They were cled in footer toggs of all seris
and sizes. Ewery culler of the rainbow
was represented in their jerseys. There
wai red, white, and blue, and pink, yeller,
and perple. Most of the toggs had been
borrowed from the seniors.

Hot on the heals of thet oddly sssorted
procession, come a crowd of 5f. Sam's
fellows, grinning all over their diles

A compulsory footer pracktiss for
masters, under the Head's soopervision,
was something quite new at 5t. Sam's;
and acores of fellows cheerfully braved ihe
elements in order to see the fun.

" (On reaching the ground the mastera
and Mr. Lickham awaiting
them, Mr.'Lickham was ldoking hke a
drowned ratt : but the Head had thought-
fully provided himegelf with an umbreller,
whith protected his bald pate from the

mm_u_ww... _

S0 you have arriven!” maid
Doctor Birchemnll grimty, .
“I am glad you realise, A
jentlemen, that orders ia )

orders, and that e
vou dare not dis- -»> R ﬂ _.Mw
obay your skipper -, 4
and trainer. We " 1re
will now get : .
bugy ! ™

fo saying, the
Head picked up a
very battered-
looking foothall. .

)

Inserting the tube of the bladder into his
raguth, he proseeded to blow the ball up;
no football-pump being available.

. It was a slow job, for the Head Lept
getting -out of breth, anmd then the aiv
would escape with a loud hissing noise,
and the Fm“ would become as flat as a
pancake again, .

“ Hers, you heve a go, Guggy !" said
tie Head, passing the ball to Herr Guggen-
heimer. * You've got more pufi than I
have. And if you don't give this ball &
jolly good blowing-up, you'll get a jolly
good blowing-up yourself 1"

Herr Guggenheimer, after a grate doal
of puffing and blowing, worked the
Eﬁem. .mmE Head hastily tied a peace
of string round the tube, whiel: he then

mea see how you can shoot !

pressed into the ball with his thamn, A
good deal of air escaped during these
operations, but it couldn’t he helped.

The Head thén laced up the football—
wding & spare bootlace for this purrpuss—
and tested the ball by bouncing it in a
nearby puddle, thereby giving a shower-
hath to all the masters standmng around.
. The ball was about as heavy 88 a cook's
firat plum-pudding, aad it had smﬂm_m
any %ﬂﬂanm in -it—mnot nearly so mue
“bouncs ' as the Head, in fact. But
Doctor Birchemall said it would have to
do. :

Picking up his umbrellor, the Head
took up Ins stand in the goal-mouth,
Behind the net stood & grinning crowd
of juniors and fegs. It was not the first
time they hacd seen the Hesd in the roll
of a goaslkeoper ; but it was cortainly the
first time they had ever seen a goal.
keeper play football carrying on um.
breller !

Doctor Birchemall
pranced about in the

goal - mouth,
and invited
the masters to
take pot-shots.

“On the
Lall, jentle-
men | Just let
Your turn
first, lackham!?® .

Mr. Lickham took a runmng kick at the
licavy ball.

Biff |

Boot and ball cama into contact with a
sickening thud. The ball rolled only a
few feet ; and Mr. Lickham hopped arcund
on one foot, uttering angwished yelps, and
caressing hid too,

“Ow-ow-ow | I belesve T have rac-
tured all my toes! That beastly ball is
Jlike & luwup of lead !

“Bah! You can’t shoot for tolly,
Lickham,” growled the Head. " Yow're
the biggest duffer that ever duffed ! Let
the others have a go!"

The others masters et with more
suxxess, and the Head had quite a number
of sliots to save, Some he saved with his
feet, but the majority he warded off with
his umbreller, The fellows simply roared

ae Lthey watched their Heodimaster frisking
about in the goai-mouth, end wsing the
umbrsller gs a weppon of defence,

* Shoot Tharder, jentlemen!' egga-
horted the Head. “ Put your beef into
it, Guggy ! "

Herr Guggenheimier promptly obliged.
Ha dribhbled the hall to within & few yards
of goal; then e let drive, with a kick
like & mule,

Biil !

Like & csnnon-ball from & pistol, the
leather wizzed in from the German
master’s boot.

Doctor Birchemall lowered his umbreller,
but he waz too late! The muddy hball

took lum full in the face, felling him like
an ocks !

“Yaroooop ! "

With.a wild vell of angwish, the Feed
sat down in & deep puddle.

(48 mm- k]

ha, ha!l rogred  the erowd

e

Jaok hn:ﬂ & Oo. simply

roared as they watched Dr,

Blrchemall, frisking about

the goal-mouth, using an

umbraller as a weapon of
dafence.

““Hag, heo, ho!” chortled Herr
Guggenheimer. ~ Pot wvos a ferry
fine ghot, ain't it 7 1 feel ferry pleased
mit rnineself ! ™

“ You—vyou German soseidge ! ¥ snorted

the Head, scrambling to his feet. * 11l

teach you to cover me with mud—and

riddicule ! T'll teach you to make me
your {argett, and everybody clse’s butt !

Come and keep goal yourseli, and I'll drive

the ball clean ._ﬁ_._.._uﬂmm_._. your fat carkus !
Herr Gupgenheimer snd the  Head

changed places; and Doctor Birchemasll,
placing the ball a few feet from goal, took

a feerce ron and an even fcercer kick, But

—alage '—at the ecrbooshal inoment he

slipped up in the mnud, and sat down on

the foothall with stunning force.
Crash ! :
The peel of lariter which followed this
insident was altogether teo much for the

Head. He had had enuff, and more than

enuff |  Picking himself up, he declared

footer pracktise ot an end, and wend
squelching awey through the mud.

1L

QOOTEBALL fever ! .
m That was the eppidemic from
which tha St Sam’s fellows

suffered during the next few
days. Thersa were no iolated cases of it
the fever swept through the whole achool,

{fiom big, burly Burleigh, of the Sixth,

down to little midget Midgett, of the First,

Nine teams wero entered for the Cup;
and each of tho nire teame was ** quietly
confident '"—or rather, noisily confident !

Doctor Birchemsll's eleven had drawn a
bye, thanks to the Head’s cunning wiles ;
and the rest of the teams were paired in the
first round aa follows :

Sixth Form v, First Form.
Second Form v. Third Form,
HBhell v. Bamove.

Fourth Form v. Fifth Form,

These matches were played off on the
Satterday, amid seens of the wildess
enthusiasm.

The match between the Sixth pnd the
Firat—the Gianta versus the Babes—wns
& perfect ecrean from start to finish,

The Sixth had piled up twenty goals by
half-time ; but young Midgett minor, who
skippered the Firat, was undismayed,

o Play up, you kida ! ho cried. "' Pull
up your sox in tho second half ! "We only
want fwenty.one goals to win ! ™

And the twenty-one goals were duly got
—not by the Babes, however, but by their
bwirly opponents.

The Sixth stalked off the field with their
nozes in the sir, winners of that amazing
mateh by forty-one goala to nix !

The match between the Second and Thivd
was & feercely egpsiting affair. It developed
inte a free.hight in the second half ; and
the tival supporters swarmed .on to tho
playing-pitch and backed up their respectifl
teams., DBlack cyes and thick ears and
swollen noses were the order of the day;
and Mr. Lickham, who was referceing, was
ohliged to stop the game. He awarded the
mateh to the m@nan :

The Shell boat the Remova, as they were
jenerally eggspected to do; but the finest
tugele of all was the match between Fourth
and Fifth.

Jack Jolly & Co., the heroes of the
Fourth, were up against & tuft ﬂ%u;_nuu
for the Fifth-Formors were heitier and
heefier, and none too gentls in their
tatticks. They charged and barged all over
the field, and the Fourth Form players

ent most of the first half floundering in
ﬂmo mud, and wondering what had hit
thein ! They were seven goals down at
helf-time : and even their most op-
timistick supporters looked upon the game
as hopeleanly loat., e

But Jack Jolly & Co. were true Brittish
heroes—boys of the bulldog breed. They
never knew when they werd licked—
mmmmaﬁw after a visit to Doctor Birchemall's
1A

Hnﬁ:m second half, the Fourth m_w“_:wm up
like Trojane; and although they were
handicapped by not having any tongs,
they m:_w.w...w the game out of the fire !

Jack Jolly made rings round the Fifth
Form backs, and fairly ran them off their
feet. Ho bagged s brace of bewtiful goals,
and {hen Frank Fearless put on amother.
Merry ‘and Bright then scored a cupple
aperce, which brought the acore to reven-

1. And on the very tick of time—just a5
the referee was about to blow the final
whintle- Jack Jolly scored the winmng
poal for the Fourth.

" That-evening, the draw for the second
rounidd was held in Big Hall, It rezzulted
as follows !

Sixth Form v. Shell,
¥Fourth Form v. Second Form.
Doctor Birchemall's X1.—a Bye.

Onee agein, the Head had cunmngly
wangled things to his sattisfaction, to the
deep disgust of the St. Sam’s sportamen,

mm_..u:mu or later, however, the Masters
Fleven would have to enter the fray. And
Jack Jolly & Co. fervently hopad that the
Feurtl: would meet the Masters in the
Final, and wipe them off the face of the
earth ! THE END. )

( Whatever wou do, chums, don't miss
yeading : v WACKED T0 THE WIDE "
neat week's screamingly funny yern of
Wi, Sam's.)
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