=2 “THE TOAD OF THE REMOVE!”

This Week’s Special School Story.
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WHAT'S “THE TOAD” DOING IN HIS FORM-MASTER'S STUDY ?

{An incident from the grand long school story insides)



2 TELL YOUR CHUMS ABOUT THIS GRAND FOOTER FEATURE!
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URY are known as "The
Shakers.” Exactly how they got
this pet name is a matter of
some doubt., Various stories are

told, but this is the one that I like best,
and it seems Lthe most likely to be true.
In the dim and distant past, belora the
Bury club got anywhere near the First
Divizion, they were playing a match
against a supposedly much stronger
mide. The Bury lads of those days set
their tecth, and proceeded to §i\'& their
very good opponents more than they
of,

E"That’n the stuff!” shouted an en-
thusiast at the top of -his voice. " Shake
'em up, Bury | And the cry was taken
up by the spectstors round the field in
their enthusissm at the fine. display
which was h—ainLgiven by the boys.
“Sheke 'em!” the ¢ty rang out, and
“Bhoke 'em * they did. And te this
day the Bury club is known as “The
Zhakers.”

Living Up to It!

Whether the forepoing story of how
they got the title is true or not doesn't
much matter. The point is thiz: Can
vou think of o mide which has a more
appropriate title?! It has never been
suggested that Bury had a football
tcam of all the talents, but from time
to time the men who have worn their
rolours bave made up in dash and hustle
anything which was lacking so far as
wcientific skill was concerned. In other
words, they have been * The Shakers.”
Apd they are shakers even to this day,
having shaken good and plenty in the
carly days of the present season, when
they were right at the top of the
First Division table.

Juite tmnﬂ{l the chairman of
the Bury e<lub admitted quite
frankly that the team did not come
up to the ideal in somo senses
Asked at the annual meeting of the
sharcholders why the management
didn’t buy some more Et&‘l;‘f s,
the Bury chairman replied that
they just couldn’t afford it. But,
he added: *“We have often seen
that craft and skill isn't everything
in football, and clever teams are
often beaten by sheer dash and
erithusiasm.”

That is the Bury team of the
present moment all over : & team of
dash and enthusiasm. “They look
to me just like the bovs who mi ht
do we]ll in the Cup again. ‘That
wat & pround day in the Bary
history—it's long a go now—when
the English Cup was won. And the
final victory was no half-and-half
affair. It was the biggest -Cup
Fina! win of all time—a six to
none victory over Derby County.

One of these days Bury will win
the Cup sgain; [ [e2] it in my ;
bones, and 1t may be sooner rither g8
than fater. ;

Triers Every Onpe!
‘'nat the Shokers are just a level

lot of triers rather than a collection of
beilliant individuals, iz shown by a
mera statement of fact. In the side
which plaved uwnchanged for the first
ten matches of the present season, there
12 only one International player—econtra-
forward Norman Bullock. Twice he has
played for England: also for the Foot-
ball League, and in other representativa
T,

He is a player who was obtained, like
a groat many other Bury plavers of
to-day—~—for nothing. The officials saw
him when he was with an amateur side
near Manchester : they invited him to
have a trial, and alter one trial he was
signed on. 4 very short time after-
wards, Nornman was in the first team,
and he signaiised his rise by scoring a
couple of goals in his opening match.
He has becn scoring for them ever since,
and woe betide the full-back or goal-
kecper who happens to get in the way
of one of his hardest-dreiven shots, “ Hit
it, Norman!" is a favourite cry of the
Bury supporters, and Norman carries
cut the advice, believe me,

Consistent Quality!

Havin dealt with Bury's centro
International, I think we bhad now
better go through the team from the
goalkeaper.

The man who holds the fort is
Richardson, and I need only say that
ha came fr Scotswood as a boy to
reveal that g?ia good. They only turn

out good footballers from Scotswood—a
club famous for the number of stars it
has supplied to the game.

THE BOYS OF BURY.

Richardeson

Reading from Left to Right : Back row: Porter, Yates (Teainer), Crown, Richardaon,
Adamson, P. Bmith (Manager), Duiton.

Stage, Bullock,

Front row ! Bradehaw (Captaln),
Ball, Amoa.
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This week our Football Expert
has some interesting facts to
tell us about

BURY

the famous Lancashire Club
in the First Division.
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used to be at Blackpool, and there
picked up & breezy way of keeping goal.
But he is sound, as well as r:nterpnamf.

I have said that Bury don't usually

ay big transfer fees. Occasionally,
wwever, they have fo go for the ready-
made player, and one such is “ Laurie
Crown, lﬁm right full-back who was
obtained from Neweastle United during
the last close season period, Previously
Crown had been with Sunderland—
where they didn't appreciate him—and
with South Shields, where they know
all about tha way to produce good full-
backs. “Laurie™ iz a big lad six feet
high, and weighs over twelve stone. So
when he shoulder-charges a player that
player knows—well, that he ha:z been
up against a “sghaker.”

Left-back Tom Adamson is one of
soveral Seots in the side. The Dury
manager found him some seven years
g0 E?&ying for Blantyra Celtic. There’s
nothing shﬂwi.' about “Tom,” he just
gets there, playing a consistent game
week in and week out. I like especially
the calm way in which he places the
ball back to his goalkeeper when he is
in a tight corner; it shows a man conf-
dent in bimself.

The Giant of the Side!

The vegular half-becks of Bury are
Porter, BPradshaw, and Duotton, and
thera arg few half-back lines more solid
in the whole nmmt% James orter
went to Bury from Wishaw, where he
played for the Y. M.C.A. club, and the
story is told that when bhe went to

(' ontinned or puge 27.)
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THE OUTSIDER! A chap whe sneaks, swwhoe prics fnia slher
animals, is not Hkely to maoke omy friends of Gregfriors.

people’s affairs, smd hoe torments. harmicsg
And Edgar Bright aoon discovers just howr popwiar

his sort of choracter is, for the Remore wickpame kim The Toad ol his first day of school I

A Grand Long Complete School Story of the Chums of Greyfriars, dealing
with the return of Ernest Levison. By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
An Alarm in the Night !

(1 ODOOOO00H! 1 =ay, you fel-
lows! FHelp!®

“What the dickens—"

Harry Wharton started sud-
deuly from slumber. 8o did most of
the Ureyfriars Remove at the same
moment.

The how! that rang through the
dorinitory might have awakened Rip
Ven Winkle ﬁimsﬁcif, had that ancient
ceutleman been a member of the Lower
‘purth Form of Greyxfriars.

It was Billy Dunter’s wvoice that
echoed through the gloom. It was still
echoing.

1 ssﬂr, you fellows! Weke up!
Help! Burglars!™

“Hallo, halle, halle! boomed Bob

fl}s.;"i:'tri “YWhat's the row ™
‘Help!™
“Fathead! Shut up!®

“Burglags!™
It was past midnight, and the
November darkness lay thick wupon

(rreyiriars School. The last door had
long sinee closed; the last light was
extinguished. All Greyfriars was slecp-
ing, or should have been sleeping.

Billy Bunier, evidently, was an cxecep-

tion.
Gmmra.llly,' at midnight's witching
hour, Billy Bunter was so deoeply

plungrd in slumber, that a ssalve ol
cannon  would hani]}' have awakened
him. Fer once, however, at that witch-
ing time of night, Bunier's eyes were
wide open nnf.&u}, apparcntly, was lis
moth.

It was, of course, from the latter
that the wild howls proceeded, that had
gtartled the Remove into wakefulness.

Hunter was not in bed.

The d:}rmitﬂr{ door was wide open,
and the Owl of the Remeove had just
rushed in from the shadowy corridor—
though why he had been cut of hed,
and out of his dormitory, at that hour,
was rather a mystery.

Bob Cherry sat up and groped for a
box of matches.

EHe struck a mateh, and the Bickering
light showed William George Bunter,
balf-dressed.  hia  little round @ ecves
dilated with terror behind his big
apectaclos.

*I say, you fcllows—=*

Y Bhut tip!" came from Veornon-
Smith. “You fat idiot! Do you want
to have the prefects up here "

“Burglars!”

“Fathead!”

“1 saw them-—*

“ Tono much supper,” said Bob Cherry.
“If you cat a dozen pork pies Eﬁih% to
bed, Bunter, you're bound to sce bur-
glars, or something.”

“"Beast! I had only two pork pilos—
that's why I was too hungry to sleep.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Peier Todd lighted a candle-end and
turned out of bed. He picked up his
pillow from the bed,

“Where will you have if, Dunter®”
he inquired.

“Eniv

“"¥You don't expect to. get off with-
out a licking, I suppose, after waking
us all up in fthe middle of the night:”
demanded Peter,

Bunter dodged round a hed. Ho
seemed, for the moment, more alarmed
brj' Peter Todd than by the burglars—
if a

T
“Keop off. vou beast! T emy, youw
fellows, turn out! Call the Head!

Call Me. Quelch!  Telephone to the
police-station! Wake up old Prout and
fell him to pet his gun! We shall all
be murdered: Ow!”

“WWill vou shut up®” demanded the
Bounder.

“Oh. really, Bmithy——

“Bend over that bed, Bunter,” said
Toddy, swinging up the pillow.

“Hhan't!” howled Dunter. “T tell
you it's burglars! I ran right into him
—l’-himé .} imﬂm—” L v

“An tell you it's pork ples!” sai
Bob Cherry. e 4

" Beast "

“Where have you been. out of the
dormitory *' asked Harry Wherton,

“I  wasn't going down to the

nkryo—'

£ w.hat-}u

*1 never even knew thers was a cold
Diﬂ_”

"ﬂh Y hﬂ-t-in

“I 1 T was just—just taking a—a
walk, you know——" stammered %untﬁr.
“In fact, I thought thora might be bur-
glars, 50 I went to look.”

"gl‘; erumbs I”E i

“Don't you fellows =say anvthi
about a pie before Mr. Ilumﬁa.:l'.ll.!r ﬁ

bR

might think I was after the pie. Ho's
suspreions.”™

“He might think you woere, efter the
B‘ine;, my esteemed Bunter, withouk

ng terrifically suspiciovs!” chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Ain't you fellows turning omb?”
exclaimed Bunter, backing round
another bed, with a wary eyve on
Toddy's pillow. "The Head mey be
murdered by this {ime—and old
Quelchy—we may all be murdered in

I

our bods—"

“MNot all of us, old [at bean,” ssid
DBob Cherry. “Too big an order, even
for the heftiest zort of burglar. It
would take him too long. If he be.
longs to the Durglarg Union, they
wauldn't let him work more than an
eight hour night.”

‘Ha, ha, hal®

“You can cackle!™ howled Bunter,
“Logk here, some of you go and eall
thoe masters! Call the prefects! Call
the police! I say—— Yarocooooh!™

Billy Bunter had not meant to .say
“Yarooooooh!” He said it suddenly
and unintentionally, becauss Poter.
Todd's pillow got hio at that moment.

Bunter roared and sprawled across &

“Now give him jip!” said Johony
Bull.

“"Yow-ow-ow-ow "

Bunter sguirmed wildly away from
the swiping pillow,. ‘fhcrr: was &
chortle along the row of beds, Qbvi-
ously, the Removites did not Leolieve in
Bunter's burglar.  They were gquite
assured that Bunter himsclf was the
anly burglar abroed in Gresfriars that
night and that he had been rightoned
by eome shadow while on his surrepti-
tious way to burgle the pie.

“0Oh, you beast!™ gasped Bunter.
"Keep off! Yow-ow-ow! 1 say, vou
fellows, there really was & burglar!
There really is one. He's downstairs.
I nearlr ran into him. You cackling
idiota! Talk about Pontius Pilate
fldt.iling}'“ while Carthage was burn-
Ing—

“Ha, he, ha!* -

“Hold on & minute, Todds!"” ex-
claimed Tom Redwing, lsughing, as
FPetor waes procesding with the pillow,
“It's just nrel(f possible that Buntee
did sce somebody or sométhing.”

“Rot!” said PPeter. “He sava hLp
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did; therefore he dido't!  ‘Lhat’s as
ceftain as anyihing in Buclid!™

“Oh, really, Toddyj——"

"“Well, what did you sec®” demanded
Peter. “If there’s a giddy burglar,
we'll go after him, and strew
hungry churchyard with his  bones.
Where is he, and what 13 he like?"”

“I was going down io the pantry—I
mean, I wasn't going down after the
pie—-"

“Cut that out!
the pie you weren't after.
you sco the shadow 1"

“What shadow "

“Tho one vou took for a Lurglar”

“It was & burglar!” hooted Dunter.
FWhe clse would be rooting about the
House with an electric torch at this
$ime of nightt”

“Oh i sard Peter, & little impressed,
“Ho bad an eleetric torch, had hel”

“Yes, you ass. That was-how I saw
himm. 1'd got te the boitom of the
sigirs, and was just going towards the
kitchen 3!,&11'5-“-% mean, I wasn't gong
towards the kitehen stairs—whpn 1
came on him—ereeping along like—like
anything, and if 1 hadw't dodged be-
hind the banisters he would have seen
m-u& I }n‘ﬂﬂ'ht have been murdered,
and———"

“Wo such loeek[™ said Potor heart.

F" -

“Why, youw beast—"

“I say, this spunds as f Bunter reall
did .gce somcthing, though,” daid Beo
Cherry, turning out of bed. “I sup-
pose there wasn't anodher fellow after
the seme pie at the same timai”

“Oh ! gasped Bunter, “I—] didn't
think of that.”™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

¢ But he wouldn't be goin

We know all about
Where dicd

towards

Mesters’ passage for a pre!™  said
Bunter. “That’s where he was um%.”
“What on earth would & burglar

want in the masters' studies? said the
Bounder, “Nothing to burgle there,
except Quelchy's t{’per and Prout’s old
rifle. ~ He can't be after Latin exer-

fes,

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton had slipped ount of
bed, and was hurrying on some of hia
-l:!r:nti'mﬂ. The captain of tha Remove
apparcutly considered that the start.
]lﬂg};‘:ptaﬂdu required locking into,

“Mag as well see what it was,” =aid
Wharton. “If it's some fellow siarkjng
in the middle of the night we'll jolly
well rag him. It's barely possible that
it might be a burglar.”

“Let's go and see,” said Bob.

“Let’s " assented Johnny Bull,

“If you wake up Quelchy there’ll be
a row!” -sgid the Bounder. * Better
kick Bunter and furn in. It's nothing,
of course.™

“0h, really, Smithy—"

“Come on |7 said Harry,

And the captain of the Remeove left
the dormitory, with six or seven fellows
following him,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Searcher of the Study !

TP UIET ! breathed Wharton.
“What—"
\ “There's a light!"

[1! GI. !l’

A thrill of excilerment ran through
the little erowd of half-dressed juniors,

They had descended  very ‘guietly
from the dormitory. It was judicious
to be ns quiet as possible, not only on
account of the supposed burglar. There
was Mr. Quelch, the master of tho
Remove, to be considered.

TaE Macker LiBRARY.—~No.-1,031.

True, had the heroes of the Remove
ctught a burglarious iniruder in the
act and collared him, and prevented a
robbery in  the school, their
masiecr could not have failed

Form
ta ba

the pleased with them. But had Mr. Quelch

caught the juniors rooting sbout the
House. after midnight, looking for a
burglar that did not exist, the case
would have been very different. Instead
of being praised for their couwrage, it
was gnly too likely that the burglar-
hunters would have received the very
shatpest cdge of Mr. Quelch’s tongue,
to be followed up by a still sharper
application of Mr. Quelch's cane, In
t circumstaricos it behoved the
Removites io be very cautious indeed.

‘They tred on tiptoe into Masters’
passage. And ithere Harry Wharton's
i.]-.rhllspered warning brought them to a

alt,

Wharton pointed along the passage.

From umder the door of ona of the
studios—their own Form master’s study
—came & glimmer of light.

Certainly, Mr. Quelch was not up at
that hour, and equally certaiuly the
methodical Remove master would pever
have left his light burning when he
went to bed,

There was a surreptitious intruder in

the Eh.Idri-

That was cortain,

“A  piddy burglar, alter all?”
breathed Bob Cherry.

“Not likely! More likely some ass
Eh{lng‘ & jape on Quelchy—vapging his

ooke, or something.”

“At this time ﬂ%
muréed MNugent,

“Well, ‘we shall sea, Tread softly.”

if Y{“‘] hE’t’\- L i ]

O tiptes, mors cautiously than ever,
thé jwniors crept down the corrider
and stopped outside their Form master's
study.

The door was closed, but as they lis-
tened they could hear the sound of soft
and stealthy movements in the room.

Someone was there!

The light was moving, too. Tha
glimmer under the door came and went.

t was the light of an electric-torch, in
the hand of someona moving about the
study.

Tha juniors felt their heariz beat
faster.

It was possible that some japer was
playing a prank in the Form masior’s
study, in revenge for some licking or
lines received in clage.  Buch things
were not unknown at Greyfriars.

_But they realised that it was not
likely.  The stealthy movements, the
shifting light seemed to indicate that
the unknown person was searching
through the study—searching the room
carefully and meticulousty,

And it geenrred to the juniors, rather
late, that it would not be a Light
matter to meet a barglar, if it was a
burglar—some desperate ruffian, perhaps
armed, perhaps murderous, The Famous
Fiva of the Remove had plenty of
pluck, but they were in no hurey to
open tho door of the siudy and lapk in,

Hurrea Jamszet Ram Singh silently
pushed his chums aside and dropped
on his knee at the kevhole,

“Good ! breathed Bob.

The dusky _}i_alnmr applied his eve to

the keyvhole. This gave him a view of
a good part of the room.
For szome momenis ho couid see
nothing save lthe moving glimmer of the
light carvied by tlie person who was
stealing about the room. But the
movements of the unknown brought him
i'-'itilin the nabob's line of vision at
ag

the night " mur-

Then there was s soft chuckle from
Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.

“What-—" bepan Wharton, in &
whisper,

“It 1 not an esteemed burglar, my
worthy chums 7

“Then who—">="

“It ias an excellent
Remove chap.™

“Oh, my hat! Who—"

“The esteemned and execrable new
feHow Bright."

L1 nh 1’}

It had not occurred t6 Harry Whar-
ton & Co. before leaving the Remove
dormitory, to mmtainﬁmther any of
the Form were misailg. Certainly they
had not thought of dgar Bright, the
new lellow in the Remove, ab all. They
were astonished to learn that if was
Bright who was rooting about the
Form master’s study. Dright was an
unpleasant fellow giaagmu!ﬁ.i]e- iz all
sorts of ways, and gencrally disliked in
the Remove. He had becn nicknamed
the Toad, and all the Remove agreed
that the name fitted him. But he was
not at all the sort of fellow to play any
trick on a master where there was
danger to follow. And playing tricks
an Mr, Queleh was a dangerous game—
A very dangerous ,Tame, somewhat akin
to Iwisting the tail of a tiger.

“Bure s Bright?" whispered Red-
win

LR

and ridiculous

ﬁ"hg surcfulness 15 terrific ™

“He's  heard wus,” wuitered DBob
Cherry.

The stealthy movements in the stud
had ceased, the lght was still. i
moment wore and it was  shut off,
Evidently Bright of the Remove had
caught some sound of the whispering
outside ithe door.

Bob Cherry chuckled softiy.

“The Toad's alarmued!” he mur-
mured. *“He fancies Quelchy has come
down and canght him,™
. The juniors grinned. They could
imagine the fcehntga of Edgar Bright if
he fancied himszelf caught in his Form
master's study at that hour of the night,
Certainly he would have found his pre-
zenee there at such an hour very diffi-
cult to explain,

Harry Wharlon opened the study
door,

In the dense doarkness the fellow in
the study could not see the juniors any
more than they could see him. But he
had heard the door open, and ths
Removites canght a suppressed gasp of
ferrgr,

“Only litlle us, yon funky toad!®
said Dob Cherry, toking pity on the
torrified young rascal.

L1 ﬂ}l !.]‘ "

Ti was an exclamation of relief

“You can turn en the light,” said

Nugent.
The  eclectrie-torch glimmered out
agaimn. It gleamed on tho faces of the

little erowd of juniors in the doorway.
Behind it they saw Bright dimly, his
face white nndv startled and savago,

“Whal are you doing here?” asked
Harry Wharton quietly,

Hea glanced round tﬁn study. 2o far
23 he could see, nothing had been dis-
turbed, It was not, apparently, a rag
ihat had brought Bright there while the
rest of the school was sleeping. It was
difficult te imagine what had brought
him there, Even the Toad could hardly
be suspected of having intended to steal

anything,
¥Me did not  answer  Wharlon’s
question.
“What's the pame?” asked Bob

Cherry, as the Toad did not speak.
“ Ne-n-nothing 1 stammered Bright.

“¥You came down from the dormitory
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st widnight for nothing, and you're

rooting about Quelchy's study  for
nothing 2" asked Jobhnny EBull sar-
casticall .

Bright's face set sullenly.

“Mo business of yours, anyhow!” he
snapped. “I dom’t see what vou fellows
came down for.”

“We came down because you fright-
ancd Buanter noarly out of his wits and
ho took vou for a burglar,” said Harry.

“ Bunter#” repeated Bright.

* Bunter was on the prowl as well as
you, a3 it ha%;;rens. He waz after a
pie. Ho came back to the dorm velling
*Burglars!’ Anvybody might have been
woke up, and if he'd woke the House
vou'd have been caught here,” said the
captain of the Remove., “You'd have
had to cxplain ta Mr. QGuelch.”

“Well, I haven't got to explain to
sou, anvhow,” sneered Bright,

“That's  so," assented Wharton
quietly. * ¥ou haven't—unless you've
been up to some harm.”

“What harm could T be up to? Do
vou think I came here to look through
Mr., GQueloh’'s desk for  his  loose
changot”

“Well, no; but if it was a ragp vou
can sny ao,”

“Well, it was & ras."

“What gort of o ragt’

Brigh{'a eyes glittered at the captain
of -the Remove. It was evident that
this catechism made him tneasv and
angry, and that he did not desire to
nnswer. But he answered,

"I was geing to rag Quelehy's mann-
seripls in reburn for caning me in class

to-day. You know Le eanced me, "™
“Yes, and T know you deserved it.
5S4 you were golng to rapg Mr, {%'nelrh'ﬁ
jolly old History of Greviriars®”
“Thalt's 1t.”"
"But vou haven't done it vel,” said
Harry. “¥You've bheen a good time here,
but rou haven't got through.”

PRICE 6
_ TWOPENCE.

“* Call the pollee ! ** howled Billy Bunter,
**1say—— Yaroooh !* The Owl of the
Remove had not meant to say “yaroooh ! **
He said it suddenly and unintentionally,
because Peter Todds pillow gof him at

Bright gritted his teeth.

“1 ﬁmzlgn't find it.*

“That's why vou were searching
about the study?” asked Bab. “We saw
the light shifting abont.”

};"5:95,” muttered Bright, “that’s
W E,IH'

Wharton's lip curled. He knew that
the fellow was lying, though he could
not make out why he was lying.

“You were scarching for the typed

manuscﬁ?tﬁ_ " he exclaimed,
“Yes, 've snid so 1™

“Up and down the walls and corners,
all over the study?" asked the captain
of the Remove, with contemptuoua
sarcasm. “Did you think Quelchy
might have left his giddﬁ MmAnuscripts
en a chair, or hehind the screen, or
under hig desk®”

Briight set his thin lips hard, hia
mouth looking like an evil gash.

“I've told vou what I was doing.” he
answered sullenly.

“And I tell you that you're lying,”
said ITarry scornfully.  *¥You were up to
some trick here that vou daren't admit.
Wo bosiness of mive, as I've satd, if
you duln’t mean any harm—but if yvou
did, I warn you that I shall make it
my business,”

“What de you think T wasz up io,
then?” asked Pright in & low voice,
between his closed lips,

#1 don't know ; but it was something
rolten, or vou wouldn't be afraid fo
own up to it. Get back to the dorm
now,”

“I'll po back to the dorm when I
Like.™

that moment:

** Now give him jip!"
sald Johnny Bull, (See Chapler L)

“You'll go back now, or you'll be
teken there with o fSnger gnd thumb
on your ¢ar," answered the captain of
the Remove,

Bright clenched his hands hard,

Buk he shut off the light again and
groped out of the study. Whatever had
been his object in visiting Mr. Quelch's
gquarters, he had to give it up now. His
stealthy footsteps faded away along the
corridor.

" What on earth was his game here?”
asked Bob Cherry in sheer wonder,

“Goodness  knows!™  said  Harry.
“Angthing but what he told us. He
would never dare to touch Quelchy’s
manuscripts—ha knows there would be
a hullaballoo about it. And he had lots
of time for that, if he wanted to. I
can't make it out—but I've no doubt
at all that he was up to some dirty
trick; that's his sort.”

And the juniors, much puzzled, re-
tuined to the Remowe dormitory ns
guictly ns they had left it. The candle-
ond was still glimmering there, and a
dozen fellows looked at them inguirvingly
a5 they came in.

“T zay, vou fellows—"

*Found the burglar?”

“Dright’s just ¢ome into the dorm.”
said the DBounder, with & nod towards
the now junior's bed.

- “Bright was Bunter's burglar,” an-
swered Harry.

“*h, my hat!"

“Ha, ha, ha!?

* (h, really, Wharton—="

“Tt was Bright, you fat duffer ! zaid
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THANKS !

Bob Cherry. *“He's been down to

Quelchy's study rooting  about—ior
uess knows what!”

w1 ejaculated PBunter. “Then—

then—then thero isn’t a burglar after
all I”

#Ng, you fathoad !

“QOh! Good ! _

Bunter rolled towsasds the dormitory
door. ‘Now that lus terrors were re-
Jiaved he was thinking of Mrs. Kcbble's
pie again. ;

“Where are you going ' hooted Feter
Todd. - ;

“I—I'm just going down to—to make
gure that there isn't & burglar, old

chap.™

" h,ha,h;!“ oot e )

“ Neot for the pie?” asked Peter.

“Nunno—not at alll I—I'm nol

oing for the pie ! i
% IEEHH" I!-El;ntér-d Peter. “ You think

ot are, but you're mot, You're going

ack to bed. I'm going to swipe you
with this pillow till you do.”

“Oh, rgally, dy—— ermmi}!

eep off, you beast! Look here, in

et you have half the pie—"

Bwipa! Bwipe! p sy

“Peast! VYooop! T'm getting into
bed; ein't 11" howled Bunter, ‘' Btoppit!
Oh! Ow] Wow! I'm in bed, you
beast! Yoooop!”

‘“Ha, ha, he!” _

*You get out of that bed agsin before
rieing-bell, and I'll uee’' my boot instead
of & piliow,” said Peter.

“ Banat t** ’

Bumter did not get out of bed again.
The pie seomed to have lost its aitrae-
tipns. When tha rising-bell rang out
over Greyfriars in the dim November
morping DBanter was still snoring.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Mysterious !

ABRRY WHARTON glanced at

H Bright of the Remove when the

juniors  turned out in  the
morning.

The Toad's fare was ddrk and sullen,

He met Wharton's look with a bitkor

re of eomity, snd sullenly dressed

imaelf and went down.

Wharton had never befora given much
heed to the new fcllow, though Bright
had been placed in Study No. 1 with
him and Nugent. The two juniors die-
hked their new study-mate and had as
little to do with him as they could.
Bright was an unpleasant fellow in
many ways; it scemded difficult for him
to open his mouth at all without saying
something disagreeable. He did_not
ioiny in the Form. games, he loathed

potball, he showed no desire whatever
o be Iriendly with his study-mates, and
his favourito amuwsement scemed to be
the tormenting of gny hapless animal
or. insect that came within his reach.

-~ A more thoroughly unpleasant fellow
the Fhmuﬁs.Fira_g&g never seen or met.
Even Skinner and Snoop of the Remove
wers quite agreeable in comparison.

Sioce he had been placed in Study No. 1.

Wharten and. Nugent had used the
study as little as possible, generally
“teaing ” with their friends aﬁﬂng the
Remove passage, and sometimes even
doing ' their prep in_ another study.
Bright, so far from missing their com-
pany, was openly pleased to be rid of
thom.
" Except to avoid him as much as
poisthle, the captain of the Remeve had
itherta given bim little attention.
But he gave the fellow some thought
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At breakfast he looked at Eright
across the FRemove table, and noted
the pallid face, the heavy oyes, ihat
told of loss of sleep. DBright had been
up & part of the night—but so had a
ﬁnnd many olher fellows, as it had

appened, and they showed no signs of
it. Wharton remembered that he had
noticed, though without heeding, such
traces in Bright's face before, 1t came
inte his mind as a eertainty that the
previous night was not the only occasion
on which Bright had slipped out of bed
after the other fellowas were asleep.
Owing to Bunter's quest of the pie, and
the fright he had received, Bright's
nocturnal proceedings had n dis-
covered ; but Wharton was assured that
ihey had been going on previously—
undiscovered.

What tha explanation might be was
& mystery to the captain of the Remove.
Unless tho fellow was out of hiz right
gonges, it scemed inexplicable that he
should turn out of bed at a late hour
of tha night, when all Greyfriars was
sleeping, to root-about the school. And
hy was not out of his senses; he was a
particularly cool, clear-headed, and cal-
culating young raseal. .

That he was uﬁ to something was fer-
tain; but what he could possibly be up
to was & deop mystery. A fellow who
lost mecessary, sleep night sfter night,
at the risk of losing his health, must
eortainly have a powerful motive. But
what posaibly conld be Bright's motive?
Had any specially ill-natored trick been
played, even had any article of value
been missing, there would have beon an
explanation. But the fellow was not
%&yin tricks, and he was not a thief.

hat did it megn ¥ .

Wharton could not help giving some
thought to it. He had a fecling that
something underbend was gomng on In
connection with Bright and his nocturnal
ramblings. DBut he had to confess, after
thinking it over, that he could not aven
begin to guess what it was.

Tha Bounder joined him in morning
break, and mifud at the cloud of
thought on the brow of the captain nf
tha move.

“Worryin” aver it?” he asked.

“Not cxactly worrying over it,”
answeraed Wharton, with a smile. *1
waa thinking it over!”

“Looks all right to me.”

“Eh™

“Poesn’t it to you!" asked Yernon-
E‘I‘ﬂiﬂh o,

“Well, no! There's something joliy

fishy about it, I think.”

The Bounder stared at him.

“Something fishy about the maich with
gt Jim's?* he exclaimed.

Wharton stared at him in furn, and

then burst into a laugh. .

“Wora you spesking of the St. Jin's
match F"

O course.
abont 17" 2

“Ha, ha! No. .

“Waell, it's time to think about it, as
it comez off to-morrow,” said the
Bounder. “I think we shall beat 5t
Jim's, What were voun scowling about,
then? Do you ever worry over anythin'
but football matches®"”

“I was thinking of
Bright.” -

“Oh, the Toad!” said the Bounder
carelessly. “ Pother him!™.

“He was up ta-sc-_mcthing last nignt, ™
said Harry, “and it seems to me that
last night wasn’t the first time. What
gan the felow’s game possibly be 7

““What does it matter?”

“1 don't know that it matters at all
But it locks to me awfully Bshy; he is
up to something.”

Weren't you thinking

that worm

The Bound#r yawned & liltls,
Evidently he was not interesied in tho
Toad and hizs mysterious procecedings,
All his thoughts wero given to the foot-

all match at 8t Jim’s on tho morrow—
the Bounder’s first match since he nad
rejoined the scheol late in the term,

“Hallo, there’s another johnny with
something to worry about,” the Bounder
remarked, with 8 nod towards a gentle-
man who was coming up the path to-
wards the House. -

Wharton glanced at him.

Hﬁ;#aw a rather slight man, hand-
some in & grave, clderly way, whose face
showed care-worn lines that were visible
at tho most casual glance.

“My hat! Theat's Mr, Levison!” said
Harry.

“Who?" asked the Bounder.

“Levizon's fether—a chap who used 1o
be in the Remgve hers. Hé¢'s at 5t
Jim's now,”

“Y¥ remember. He had to leave
Greylriars,” said the Bounder, with a
grin. ' Not exacily sacked, but politely
requested to get out, whiati”

Wharton frowned a Jittle.

“Well, sométhing of the kind," ke
admitted reluctently, “But he's quite
a different sort of fellow now; he's very
popular at 5t. Jim’s, and I know-that
Dr. Locke offered to take him back if-he
wanted to return to Greyfriars, I fancy
he will be in the St. Jim's eleven when
we meet them to-morrow.”

* Reformed cheracter, and all that—
I know,"” zaid the Bounder, rather sar-
castically. “I had some of it from
him when he visited Grevfriars once.
Not a bad chap! If thiz iz his pater
the old scout locks as if he has beem
hunting trouble with great success.”

Harry Wharton raised his cap with

reat respect as Mr. Lwevison passed.

he Bounder followed his example more

carelessly,

‘Mr. Levison glanced at the juniors,
acknowledged the salute, and went into
the House.

“Wonder what he wants,” =said

Smithy curlously. "If he's called to see
his hopefal son he's dropped in at the
wrong school.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

"“1le's been to see the Head before.”
he said. A relation of his, an unele or
something, wasz a Form master here
once,. ™

“MNever heard of him. Must have
been a jolly long time ago—the old bean
hinself looks no chicken.”

“Well, it was a long time ago,” said
Harry. 1 happened to hear of i,
because the man was master of the
Remave when he was here, and I re-
member Levison mentioning once that
a relation of his had once been master
of the Remove, Chap named Thorpe™

The BDounder started,

“Thorpe?™ he exclaimed.

“¥es, You'vé heard of him, then™

“MNot till a2 day or two ago,” said the
Bounder. *The Toad seems to Ese in-
terested in Levison’s relations, if that
old johnny Thorpe was a relation of
Levizon's.”

“Tha Toad?” repeated Harry,
amazement.,

“Wes,"

“You mean that Bright has
tioned Mr. Thorpe, who was a

men-
Form

master here years and years ago?”

“T mean just that.” answored Vernon-
Smith. *“I heard him esking Gosling
if ha remembered Mr. Thorpe, who uscd
to be master of the Remove donkey's
years ago. Gosling was here et the
time, of course. Ho ashed Gosling
whether the mazters of the Remove
alwaya had the same study—the =same
that Quelchy has now,”?
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“What on carth could be want lo
know that lor¥"” asked Harry.

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders,

“an't imagine, he answered, ¥ Just
idle curtosity, I suppdse.”

W hat did Gosling tell Liim ¥

“1 don't know. f wag just passing
the !mlgg‘- when Bright asked him about
old Thovpe, and 1 wasn't interested.
What bave you gol in vour hicad now "
asked the Loundor,

#3Well, ity odd,”” zaid Harry., “Tho
Toad asks Gosling abowr the Remove
master’s study in Thorpe's time, and we
find him rooting about Quelehy’'s study.
I believe it's the saine study.  He can't
suppose that old Thorpe lelt an}'thius
valuable belind, that has=n't been shilte
since.”’

“Ha, ha, ha! No. I believe the
study's been swoept cout since Thorpe's
time,” chuckled the Bounder.

*8ill, 1t's odd,”” said Harry,

Wharten could not help fecling that
there was some connection, somweihow,
between DBright's interest in the old
Yorm mastor who had once occupicd Mr.,
Quelel's study, and his nocturnal search-
ing in that same study, DBut what the
connoction could bo was a mystery.
Indoed, it seemod to make the strango
affair more mysterious than cver.

It was a puzzle, and Wharton had to
ive it up. He dismissed the Toad anid
s strange procccdings from his mind,
and discussed the St. Jim's mateh with
the Bounder-—a topic which reslly was

more congenial to both of them.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Sirange Quest !

1 OING down to the footer®™
Billy |, Bunter gave |his
gucstioner a piving  glance.

N Without living up to his nume
Diright of the Bemove might really have
kuown that Billy Bunter was not goioro
down te the footer, Really, he did not
seem vory brght.

“*Tain’t compulsory this time,”™ sand
the Owl of the Remove,

“Oh!” gaid DBright, ' Where are you
going, old chap?”

Billy Bunter stopped and faced Bright
and fixed his big spectacles upon him
with scornfnl significance.

Buntor hhnkcﬁ first at Bright's feet,
and allowed the glimmer of his specta-
cles to travel up till they were fixed
on Bright's face. Then the Owl of the
Remove allowed his glance to travel
down to Bright's feet again. Then ouce
more upward {o s hard-favoured
face.

This was what Bunter called looking
a fellow up nnd down,

It was supposed—by DBunter-—ic have
& crushing cifect,

The crushing effect was not percep-
tible in this caze. Dright did not leok
crushed, only annoved and puzzled.

" What's the pame " he asked.

Dunter waved a fat hand at hin

“ You sheer off 1" he said,

“What "

“I don't like
Buonter,

“Look hore—"

“You refused. twice, to cash a postal-
grder for me,” said the Owl of the
E?IIIE?VE severely. “ Don't depy it—you
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“1 faney every fellow in the Bomove
has done the same, more than buwiee ™
remarked “Bright. *I haven’t boon
here long, but 1've heard afl about vour
postal-order,  You first expected it when
vou were & kid in the Sceond Form, I
elicve. Wou've been expecting it ever
gince, Dut it ha:n't come,™

vour company,” said

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.
Bunter's

fal face reddened with
anger.

“Don't give me any of your cheek ™
ke szaid leftily. " You're an ountsider
in the Form, young Bright; and if you
think I'm gmn% to take you up, wi’mn
all the other fellows turn vou down,
you're making a mistake. Bee?”

Bright's thin lip curled.

He did not scem to want to make
friends at Greviriars; there were, in-
deed, very few fellows in the school
with whom th2 Toad could have been
friendly.  But if he had wanted to
make fricnds, cevtainly he would not
have selected William George DBunter,

“You fat idiot!"” he answered.

“Oh, really, Bright—"  Bunter
paused. * Look here, if you're going
to do the decent thing. I'm not the
follow to zay no. I've been disappointed
about o postal-order again to-day—="

“Something wrong with the post—
what "' jeercd Erigﬁt.

“That's 1t," said Bunter. "It's the
way the Government ron things, you
know; must be mismanagement at the
post office. Otherwise, why hasn't my
postal-order come ! .

“I wonder why,” sald Bright sar-
caatically.

“Btill, it's bound to come to-morrow
morning, at the latear. If von care lo
hand mwe the five shillings now——"

“I don’t!"

“T'll hand wou the postal-order as
soon 88 it comes, Seel?”

“I shan’t need it then.” snswered
Bright, still sarcastic. I shall be rich
when I'm of age.”

“You won't he of sge to-morrow
morning, fathead!”  William George
Bunter was not quick on the up-take.

“T shall be of age by the time vour
postal-order comes, though,  Or more
likelv an old, old man.™

Billy Bunter breathed deep and hawd.
Bunter was., as he had said. not rhe
man to take up a fellaw whom other
fellows turned down. And here he was

wasting hiz valuable time on a rank
outsider who could do pothing but
snecT 10 refurn,

“Oh, go and eat coke!™ he snapped,
and he rolled away.

Bright followed him.

For reasons of his own, whatever they
wore, the new junior 1a the Bemove
wanted Dunter’s company that alter-
noon, though his peculiar nature found
it difficult to be agrecable to a follow
cven when ho wanted his company.

* Bunter, old cha b

“Don’t call me old chap!™ said the
Owl of the Remove over hiz shoulder.
“Just sheer off. I don't care to be
seen talking to you.™

“"Unless 1 shell out five bob !™ snecred
Biright. Even in his own interests he
could not restrain & sneer.

“ 0Oh, sheer off ! grunted Bunter.

“I'm going to the tuckshop.' said
Bright.

L 11 I:!!:Il

Bunter slackened down. He had
stated that he did not care to be sven
t&lking to Dright. But Bunter would
have heen seen talking to the heaviest
villain in existence, if the conversation
had taken place in the tuckshop.

“What about some tavts!  asked
Bright.

“Come on, old fellow!™ said Bunter,
quite briskly,

They walked together into the achool
shop. Bright, with visible reluctance,
ordered a tart for Bunter. The Reo-
move fellows had all observed  that
Eright seemed to have plenty of money,
but & rooted objection to parting with
any of i

Buntee sniffed, One tort was not
much to him—a dozen would have Leon
onlvy & suack. Still, & tart was o tarh,
and Dunter commenced operations on it
at once, The operations werc aclive,
but not profracted.

“You're a fellow who notices thinga.™
Bright remarked.

(Continued on next pape.)
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THE TOAD OF THE REMOVE!
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“Yes, rather! ""said Bunter ﬁirummit!y.
“Precious little goes on in this school
without, my knowing, I can tell you.”

“It's.a weird old place;” Bright went
on. “LI've heard the fellows talking
about secret passages and things.”

“Lots of 'em,” said Bunter.

“You've seen them §*

“gi: course ! 3 :

“ Bocret” passages, an nels,
doors, and that kind of thing 1"

“Tons of 'em,” said Bunter.

“ Masters’ passage ig one of the oldest
parts of the school buildings, isn't.it?

“Jolly old, anyhow,” said Bunter.
“Ba-long, right 1  Bunter  had
fnished the m)ﬁurj tart now, and
thought it time to be going. He was
oot nterested in the secret possages
that existed in the rambling eld build-
ings of Groyiriars, and he waz not inter-
ested in RBright. He was interested in
looking for Lord Mauleverer, the
likeliest fellow in the Remove to make
an azdvance upon Bunter's long-ex-
pected postal-order.

“Hold ca a -minute!” said Bright,

and

suppressing a scowl. ‘" You're just the
g:imir ta.;:r now all about these things,
unter.'

“0Oh;, yes,” said Bunter,

“Ever heard of a secret passage, or
s seeret door, or anything, 1n Masters
passage :

Buntcr shaok his head.

“No. There's & secret passage under
ithe school that goes to the old priory
in the wood., I've been through it
Don’t you try it on—it needs pluck,
and you're & funk, you know.”

Bright gritted his teeth.

“Js that the only secret place you
know about, Bunter "

“Oh, no! Lots and lots,” snswered
Bunter checrfully. “Sorry I haven't
time to tall about it now; my friend
Lord Mauleverer is expecting me. ‘Tell
you what, Bright—I'll come to tea in

our study one of these days, and we'll

ave a talk—what?”

And Bunter rolled out of the tuck-
shop in search of Lord Mauleverer.

Bright, with a moody brow, paid for
Bunter's tart and left the shop. Ha
strolled elong to Goshng's lodge and

lancéd in. 'The ancient porter of Grey-
riars  was warming himself by his cosy
fire, and to judge by his grunt as he
looked round, he was not plessed by the
door being opened.

“Mind s fellow coming in?" ashed
Bright, a3 agreeably- as he could,

“The young gents ain't supposed to

come in ‘ere,” nms Goshn

“That's & jelly fire on a -:gl:l day
like this.” _

Mo answer from Gosling.

Tho crusty old gentleman did not
peem keen on Lower Fourth society.
Bright stepped in, all the same.

“The fact isg=——" he said.

Grunt! ]

“T've picked up & shilling—"

Gosling loocked round.

“As it was close by your door X
thought it might be yours.”

“Y dessay, I dessay!™ assented Gos-

-Eng'.- sxtending & horny hand. “Very
ind and ite of you to taoke the
trouble; Master Bright.”

- With an inward wrench, Bright of
the RHemove relinquished a shilling into
Gosling's ancient palm. The old perter
made no objection to Bright lounging
by the fire after that. !

; " You've hna.*f* st EEH ?:;m:g *nhhi,-:mg
Hime, Goghng, I've beard?” Bright re-
marked.
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“You've ’eard assented
Gosling.

“Before Dr. Locke was here—what ¥

right,”

“Long afore,” said Gosling proudly.
"Whyr, 1 knowed .that young man——""

“*What young mani™

“The 'Had, of course. Wasn't we

speaking about the "Ead?"

“Oh! Ah! VYes!™ It dawned upon
Bright that Dr. Locke, the reverend
Head of Greyfriars, was still & youngish
gentleman from the peint of view of the
ancient Ing.

*1 knowed that voung man when he
was & Form master at-anotlier school—
and afore that, too,” said Cosling. 1
was glad, I was, when the Governing
Board made him headmaster here,
though I thought he was young for
the job—very voung for the job.”

“Mr. Thorpe was kere before Dr.
Locke 7 :

“He came and went afore Dr. Locke.™
Goshing  eyed the new junior rather
curiously and gucerly. * This here is the
sceontd or third time vou've asked me
questions about Mz, Thorpe, Master
Bright.”

“He was & great [riend of
father’s,” said Bright.

“(h, was ho*” said Gesling.

“1 dare say you may have seen m
father sometimes, years and years ago,”
said Bright., “Of course, he 13 guite old
now. - He used to- comie, here and visit
Mr. Therpe. He lived at Lantham

my

then, as ha does now—that was before he -

went abroad.” ;
“Name of DBright?* said Goshng
musgingly. “Yes, I think I sort of
remmember a young man of that name
that used to come here and sce gne of
the Form masterss A good many years
afore you was born, Master Bright.”
“0h, yes! I suppose you saw a lot of
Mr. Thorpe " ;
“'Courze I didn't,” said Geosling. “I
don't zce much of the F{rrﬂll masters at
gny fime. I've got my duties to. attend
to and they've got theirs, I ‘ardly
notice how those young men come and

EQ.

Evidently Willilam Gosling regarded
himself .as & more permanent and im-
portant institution ab Creyfriars than a
mere Form master,

“ But you remember him all right "™

“(Jh, yes, cspecially at the ond,” said
Gosling. “He was rather queer at the
end. Health breaking down, 1 supposc.
He was queer!”

Bright's eves sparkled.

“Queer in his ways? he asked,

“Yes, queer,” said Gosling, rumina-
tively. “Used to go and sit in the old
tower by hisself for hours when he
wasn't &t hiz duty.”

“Secrative, and liable hide
things 7" asked Bright.

Gosling stared.

“Not that I knows of,” he answered.
“1 remember he waa always a very core-
ful ntleman — very carefol and
methodical, He ma a ‘obby of—
what do you call it—sort of clogy about
stgnes and things "

* Archzeology 17 )

#That's it. Always nosing after old
buildings and things, and asking & man
questions,” ssid Gosling. “ Very keen
he was on the old places in the school,
and once he made me show him the
secret passage. VYery interested in that
he was.”

“I suppose there are lots of them
here 1" i .

“There's one,” said Gosling. “That’s
known. There might be others, bat if
there iz nobody knows™

“Mr. Thorpe may have found one:”

“Hea might 'ave,” nrosing about as he
was always,” gaid Gosling. “But if he
did he never said 0.7

to

“He had Mr. Quelch's study,” said
Bright. “That's 'a tolly old’ rocmn,
panelled in cak. Must be hundreds of
years old.”

“More'n that,” eaid Gosling.

“AMight be a secret panel, or some-
thing of the sort, there.”

“Might be,” said Gesling. *1I
shouldn't be surprised., But if there 1=,
it ain't known about.”

“Yau've never heard of such & thing,”
said Bright, disappointed,

“Mever,” said Gosling. “But the
rgom am't all old. The fireplace is
quite modern—not Gfty years old.”

“And the builders never found any-
thing out of the common when they were
at work there?"

“They never told me if they did,”
answered Gosling,

“You sce, I'm rather keen on archa-
ology myself,” Bright explained. “I
shall take 3 vp when I'm older.”

“Ho!" said Gesling.

Bright strolled out of the porter's
lodge, the old gentleman there blinking
after him curiously, Bright's footste
took him in the direction of the old
tower.

“The old fool ! he muttered. He was
not. referring to Gosling. “The old
fool! .ie was quecr at the end, was he?
Ad, of course, he ind his last will away
in.some gueer place, just’ as the ﬂiﬂ
Bhinks—but where? There might L 1
thousand *nocks and crannies in the
thumping old place, and, of couree, he
knew every one of them.  Looks to me
as if I shall ba rooting about' here all
the term, and perhaps find nothing st
the finish. And all the time somebody
must know the place, ond the dashed old
document may' turn up at eny minute
and cost the pater twenty thousend
pounds, The study's the most likely
place, but-—=-* ]

Bright stopped before the old tower.
The ancient oak door was padlocked.
The old place was almest ruinous, and
waz out of bounds lor Greyiriars
fellows. PBright had already learned,
however, that fellows sometimes pena-
trated imto it, in spite of the fact that it
was oub of bounds. The old loophole
windows were boarded up, but in one
place a bo#ird wes loose, Bright moved
it and erept into the shadowy old tower.

He grunted as he locked round him.

“If the old ass used to root about here
this may be the place,™ he muttered.
“Dh, my hat! What a hunt for a fellow
on & half-holiday! I'm geiting fed-up!™

Bright was rather tired and dusty
when he came in to tea, and he was
feeling more fed-up than before.
strange task Mr. Esau DBright, of
Lantham, had sssigned to him, of find-
ing the last will and testament of John
Thorpe, once a Form master at Grey-
friars, supposed to be concealed in some
nook in the ancient buildings, had
rather appealed to him at fivst, as any-
thing secrctive and underhand appealed
to him. But he was fed-up with the
task by this time, and more than half-
disposzed to lot it slide.

—— —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bumps for Bunter !

i ARRY, old chapt”
H Harry Wharton laughed.
“Wothing doing,” he

answorad.

“I was going to ask you *

“7 know. Ask Bright; lLe's & new
fellow, and may not have heard about
your postel-order yet,” suggested the
captain of the Remove.

L1 HI-. hﬁ. hﬂ.ju . .

It was the following day, and Billy
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“ I've plcked up a shilling,”’ sald Bright. * As it was close to your door, I thought it might be yours.”” I dsssay,”

assented Gosling, extending a horny hand.

“ Very kind and polite of you to take the irouble, Master Bright.**

With an

inward wrench, Bright of the Remove relinguisked a shilling into Gosling’s ancient paim. (See Chapler 4.)

Bunter rolled up to the Famous Five
asz the Remove camne out for morning
break, Bunter evidently wanted sone-
thing.

“1 wasn’t poifig to azk vou anvihing
about a postal-order, vou azs!™ hooted
Bunter,

“Not?" ejaculated Wharton.

“No!™ growled Bunfoer,

" You weren't geoing to ask for a little
loan "

“No!” howled Dunter.

“Then why the thump did you call
me Harry old chap ™

*Ha, ho, ha!”

“Oh, really, Wharton! It': about the
Bt. Jim's mateh.”

“Weil, my hat!" said Wharton, “Arc
you taking an intercst in the 83t Jim's
mateh? You ean’t cat it

“1 want to come along to St Jim's”
said Bunter, with dignity. * You fallows
have often ealled me a slacker. VYoo
make out that I shirk games. Don't
deny it; you do.”

“I'm not denring i, old fat bean,”
said Harry. “ You're a fat slacker, and
you shirk pames,  What about 1t ¥

“Well, I want to play thiz afternoon.”

“Eh £n

“I'm rather keen on playing St
Jim's,” said Bunter., " Now don't tell
meo that the team’s made up, and that
you've got better men. 've heard all
that before, and I'm sick of it. I'm
asking you. just for once, to put aside
zll this nean jealousy of a better man
than yoursclf. I've heard you say that
a foothaller ought 1o {fhink of the
side, and not of bapging kudos for him.
self.  Well, then, act up to it for once.
Ilay me !

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I can sec anything to
cackle at. I'm willing to take any posi-
tmn!:m the field, T'm best at centre-for-
ward—-—

“Oh, ye gods! gasped Wharton.
“You're best at centre-forward, are
you ¥

“¥ez; but I can play halfi—"
“MNat haif '™ grinned Bob Cherry.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“And there arc very few backs like
me at Greyvfriarz '™ said Bunter.
[ LHS

“The fewfulness 13  terrific!
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

rg-

“In goal, who can beat me?" do-
matcded DBunpter.

“Any kid of eeven!” answered the
capteain of the Bemove.

“ O, realiv, Wharton——"

“The question is, conld vou get into
a poal?” asked Bob Cherry. *“You
might woedge in sideways, perhiaps. DBut
could you turn round?™

“You =illy ass!" roared Bunter.

“Ia, ha, ha!l”

" Look here, I'll take any postion on
the field you like, Wharton, and guaran-
ten to knock spots off Tom Merry's lok,
whorever vou put me,” said DBunter.
*“They'll be simgly equashed.” :

“They would be if yvou fell on thom!"
remarked Jﬂrhtmiﬂ Bull. " DBut it isn't
sSoccer to turn fellows into pancakes. "

“I'm neeustomed to this jealousy,”
said DBunter bitterly, “bul on a special
ceeasion like this, I think it might be
put aside for once. I know your reazons,
of course—you hate the jden of &
better man pubtting you in the shade.
It’s a bit sickening.”

“Finished " nsked Wharton.

“No!" yoared the fat junior,

THE MacKET Linrsry.—No. 1,031,
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"My hat!
‘Bab Cherry.
ather chaps
Bunter.”

“HBut why this sudden keennezs to play
[ootball®" asked Wharton., “It's rather
a change, isn't it, fattyi”

“You zee, T want to go over to St
Jim’s with the team.™

* Any fellow can come if he likes; it's
s hsalf-holiday, and Quelchy will give
leave out of bounds to sea the match.”

. " Yes; but members of the team have
their fares paid owt of the club funds,”
vuplained Bunter,

“0Oh, my hat! Then I'm to put you
ia the eleven to save you your train
fare?? exclaimed the captain of the Re-
move,

*Yes, old chap.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““Vou see, I want to meet my old pals
there,™ said Bunter. * There’'s D'Arcy
of the Fourth—a vwery old friend of
wmine.”’

“¥ou can keep your postalorder for
Greyfriars ! grunted Johnny Bull, " If
yeu get asking St. Jim’s men o cash it,

He's wound up!” said
“Run away and tell some
the end af the story,

you'll get scalped.”

“And the scalpfulness would be
torrific.”

“1 disdain to answer that,” said

Bunter, with dignity. * There's that
chep Levison, too, w{un used io be here.
I'd like to gee him again.” 2

“Why " asked Johnny Bull. *Levi-
ron heard all about vour postal-order
wh{? he was at Greyfriars. He's wide
o it"

“Beast! The fact is,
OWInE ma money.”

** Laar ! said %u’b Cherry politely.

“ A mere trife—only 2 pound or two,"”
soid Bunter. “ But I happen to be short
of cash now. Even a pound is some-
thing when a fellow's hard up.”

“For the first time in your lLife?”
:ﬁk_e# Bab. i i ;

“¥Yes, exactly. u won't play me
in the team {Vharmrg—--’ o

“¥ou can bank on that,” said Harry,
]mE: hi_si .

‘We

Levizon left

then, it’s up to vou to lend me
my railway fare to Bt. Jim's® said
Bunter. "I'll make that do. 1 supposa
you want me to come over and see the
game 7™

“"Then vour supposer is out of order,
old fat bean! Nol*

* Beast 1"
~ The Famous Five walked on, laugh-
g,
“1 say, you fellows, I haven't finished
yet 1" roared Buntér,

**Your mistake; you have ! answered
Bob Cherry.

And the chums of the Remove acceler-
ated, and left Willism George Bunter to
waste hiz sweetness on the desert air.

B:illy Bunter grunted wrathfully.
Apparently, he had hoped that his
modest  request might be granted
though really the most obliging football
captain might have hesitated t& include
& hopeless dod in hiz team, simply to
save that dud his railway fare.

“DBeast 1" snorted Bunter,

l.-F Bunter !H
. *"Oh PBunter spun. round, and
blinked at Dr. Locke. “Oh, yes, sir!
I—=1 wasn't ealling you a beast, sir!*

The Head almost jumped.

“What " he ejaculated.

“I—1 wasn't, sir!" gasped Bunter.
“Heally and & i

t , mr, I—1 never say
i:h?:t think any of the masters,
“rlil Whlt?.ﬂ

“Never, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I'm
teo respectiu], me.”

The Head gazed fixedly at William
ieorge Bunter for some moments. The
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fat junicr quaked. Dut the Head only
said mildly :

“You will find Wharton, of your
Form, Dunter, and tell him that I desire
to see him in my study.”

“Oh, yes sir!" stuttered Bunier, in
great relief,

Aml he rolled out of the House afier
the Famous Five. He found them in a
cheery group with Vernon-Smith, Red-
wing, Toddy, Bquiff, and other follows
in the football team; disenssing the
arrangementa for the afternoon. Banter
rolled up with & grin on his fat face.

“1 say, you fellows1”

“ Chuck 1t, Bunter !" said Beb Cherry.
“You've dome your funny tuen. Now
give s a rest.”

“Yah! Wharton’s wanted ! hooted
Bunter: “The Head sent me for him.””

*“Oh, bother ! gaid the captain of the
Remove. “'What the thump does the
Beak want nowi”

" if!;.hl:lggging, I ithink,” said Bunter.
“He looked f(rightfully waxy—fero-
cions, i fact,” zaid Bunier, with great
satisfaction.  “IPve never seen him in
such & rage, L'm afraid it's all up with
footer for you this afterncon, Wharton.
I'm sorry, of course. He, he, he! You're
ﬁmng to be detained, as well ag

ogged

“"You fat idiot!”

“th, really, Wharton! The Head was
in a fearful bate—gnashing his teeth !™
said Bunter impressively.

“"Ha, ha, ha!" roared the juniors.

The idea of the reverend Head of
Greyiriars gnashing his teeth quite toolk
them by storm.

“{zrindihg them, at leasi!” =zaid
Bunter. “Crimson with rage. ‘Find
Wharton and zend him to me !’ he said
to me. ‘ I’ll teach the younpg razcall’
His exact words.”

“Can't be anything wp!” seid Herry,
without heeding the Owl of the Removo.
“But [ wonder what the dickens tha
Head wants.”

“Put szomo exercise-books in  your
bags 1* chuckled Bunter. “I could see
in the old sport’s face that it was a lick-
ing. ‘Hend that young scoundrel
Wharten to me !’ were his exact words.
Ho fairly hissed them."

“ Fathead 1"

Harry Wharton wallied away towards
the House, Bunter's description of ihe
Head did not worry him very much;
but he was quite serionz. When a fellow
was called to his Headmaster’s study, ha
always went in a sorious and wary
frama of mind. The Head might only
be going to tell him what a good boy ho
was, and what a credit to the school:
but the chance: were apainst it.

“Poor old Whartan '™ said Runter, as
the captain of the Remove disappeared
into the House., * He's for it! I say,

ou fellows, do vou think he's going to

¢ bunked ¥¥

1 think not,” said Peter Tadd., * Dnt
I know somebody whe's going to be
bumped. A fal jabnicator nemed
Bunter.™

“Oh, really, Toddy! Yaroooocoh!™

Bunter sat down in the quad gquite
suddenly.

“Now,” said Peter, “was the Head
really %-nashmﬁ his teeth T

“Ow! Yes!

Bump !

“Yarooooh!”

“Was he really 7" persisted Peter.

" Yow-ow ! Yes 1" roared Bunter.
"Like a tiger! Yarooh!™

Bump !

“Whooop! Leave off, vou beasts!”

roared the Owl of the Remove.

“Wea'ra nok %::l:_m to leave off bump-
ing you till the Head leaves off gnashing
hiz teeth!” explained Peter.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Yow-owow! He—he—he wasn't
exactly gnashing bis teeth ! howled
Bunter. " In—in fact, he wasn't gnash-
ing them at all. Varooch ™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Was he crim=on with rage " ashed
Peter,

Yes "

" Ow!
BumF :
“I—I mean, he waen't!” shrieked
Bunter. *“He was guite pale,”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
_And the juniors walked away laugh-
ing, leaving William George Bunter to
get his second wind.

THE S51XTH CHAPTER.
Sarprising News for the Remove ]

ABRRY WHARTOXN tfapped at
H the door of the lHead's study
nod.

and enteroed,
Dr. Locke gave him o kindly
“Ah! Come in, Wharton ! he said.
The Head's benevelent aspect was a

relief.  Evidently it was not a licking
this time.  Wharton wondered what it
Was.

“I understand that yon and your
friends are going to 3t James School
this afterncon to play foothall,” said the
Head,

“¥es, sir,” answered Harry, more and
more surprised.

“The match with 5t. Jim's was, of
course, an affair of tremendou? 1mport-
ance, All the Remove were agreed upon
that. Put the captain of the Remova
had not expected the Head to realise
it. It was guite & surprise to find Dr,
Laocke taking a personal interest in it.

“Quite =0!" said the Head. “You
will doubtless see there a boy who was
some lime ago, at Greyiriars School, in

your Form, Wharton—a !ad named
Levizon, ™
“¥es, sir; I think he 15 in the junior

football team at 8t. Jim's,"" said Harry.

“¥ou remember him when he was a6
Greviriars 1"

“Oh, yes, sir,” answered Harry Whar-
tonr. " We've met him a good many
times zinee he left, too.”

The Head coughed.

“You are aware, Wharton, that this
boy, Ernest Levizon, was somewhat
under & cloud when he left this school 77

“Yes, sir.”

“I had good reason, at that time, te
be displeased with him,” said Dr.
Locke, " But I bave observed the boy's
carecr since he left, and have been glad
to see that he has morae than retrieved
hig old feults of character. 1 under-
atand from my old friend, Dr. Holmes,
the headmaster of 8t James’ School,
that he is regarded ss one of the very
best boys there.” -

“1-'-erj':‘.' likely, sir,” said Harry. " Wa
afl think him a splendid fellow now, sir."
“1 am glad of that,” said the Head.

Wharton waited, quite astonished
now. He simply eould not imagine why
the Hoad had called him in to speak
about the onctimo Greyfriars fellow,
Erncst Levison, now in the Fourth Form
at Bt, Jim'a.

“T am glad of it,” repeated the
Head, “ bhecause it is probable that Levi-
son may return {o this school—for &
time, at least.™

“Oh " ejaculated Wharton,

“He was not, 1 fear, on good terms
with many members of his Form when
he was haraf®

“Well, there were sowie troubles, sip,™
said Farry. ‘" But sall that's past and
forgotten now. Wa shall be glad to see
Levison here egain, if he comes,'
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“The lad will be sure, then, of a wel-
come in his old Form?*" asked the Head.
“Cortainly. sir! We all like him."

“No doubt this will surprise you a
little,” eaid Dr.- Locke. “Owing to a
chango of circumstances, inte which I
need not enter, Mr. Levison hac decided
to remove both his sons from St. James'
#chool and to place them here for the
remmainder of the term. This implies no
dissatisfaction with their present school,
and no dissatisiaction on the part of Dr.
Holmes with the two boys. It is merely
due to a ‘certain change of circum-
stances.”

"I uwnderstand, sir,"” said Wharton,
though, as a maiter of fact, he was far
from understanding what extreordinary
change of circumstances could have
caused so very unusual a proceeding.

“ Wenest Levison will resume his old
E.‘hc;ﬂ in the Remove, here,”’ went on the

ead. ~ “His young brother, Francis,
will be placed in the Third Form, This

I have arranged in consultation with

Mr. Levison. When the two boys will
arrive is not definitely decided; but. 1t
has occurred to me that Levison might
find it more agrevable to return’ in com-
peny with other Remove "boys, and it
it probahle, therefore, that he will come
back to Greyfriars with you and your
friwfds.”

“]—I see, sir,” )

“You have no objection {o
Wharton®”

“None at all, sif.  Levison will have
a warm welcome in the Remove," said
i!nr:y. “All my friends are friends of

la‘ [ E ] T

“I am glad to hear you say 0. You
undﬂntang, then. that if Levison and his
brother 50 decido they will accompany

u back to Greviclars after the [oof-

all mateh. I shall be very pleased if
you make the change as agrecable to
them as possible.™

“I'll do my best, sir."”

“Thank you, Wharton. That is all.”

And the captain of the Remove lefi
the Head's study in a stzie of great
astonizhment.

He went out info the guad, where a
dozon fellows waited for him near the
House steps. All the footballers were
rather anxious to know what the sum-
mons to the Heads study portended.
Anything thet was likely to interfere
with the football fixture of the after-
naon was o serions naltter, from the
Bemove point of view.

“Coungh it up, old man!” said Bob
Cherry. " Not a licking *"

“Ne" sajd Harvey, with a smile,

“ Mot a'delention " asked Dlob.

“No fear!”

“Ihen it doesn't matter what it was,

this,

‘captain of the Remove.

if it doesn't interfere with the jolly old
football,” satd Iob, relicved,

“It’s a_ bit queer, all the same,” said
the captain of the Reinove, “ That chap,
Levizon, who used to be here, 1 coming
back." .

“Levison "

“Coming back?" -

“0Oh, my hat!" chimed in Skinner, of
the Rernove; whée was lounging in the
doorway. “Is he sacked {irom 3t
Jim’s, after being sacked from Grey-
friars? VWhat en exciting career!”

Wharton looked at him,

“Levison never was sacked from
Greyfriars, Skinner,” he said quictly.

“ Asked politely te depart—whati"
grinned Skinner. “Comes to much the
same thing, so far as I can see.”

“ Just the same,” remarked Snoop.

“Not quite the same—and, anyhow,
it's all over now. He"a not sacked from
8t, Jim's, and the Head letting him
come back here shows what is his opinion
of him now."

“Levison's all right!"” said Squiff.
“Buf what the thump is he changing his
schodl for®"

“The Head said it was owing tp a
change of circumstances,” answered the
“Can’t make it
out. Btill, it's Levizon's business, not
ours, I think all you fellows will wel-
come him back?”

* Yes, rather!”

“'The retherfulness is torrific!”

“He's a good sort now, whatever ha
was ofce upon a time,” ssid DBob
Cherry. “We'll be glad to have him
back in the Remove."

“Hear, hearl’

“We shall all be delightfully pleased
to extend the glad hand of ridiculous
fellowship,” declared Hurrea Jamset
Ram Singh, ; -

“His young brether is coming with
him,” added Whartan. “I think I've
soen the kid when we've been over at
St Jim's, and he camoe here once with
old Levison, you know. A decent sort
of kid, I believe.” ok

“QOh, my hat!” snid Skinmer. *“Is he
bringing his wheole family?”

“No," said Harry quietly, “only his
minor.” )

“Not hiz sister Doris, and his pater,
and his mater, and his Aant Sempronie,
and his Uncle Joseph ¥ asked Skinner.

Some of the fellows laughed. .

“You sec, we found one Levison quite
enough here,” said Skinner. “ Two will
be rather too niuch. I dare say Smithy
will get on-sll night with Lovizon.”

“] dare say I shall,” said
Dounder.

“ Smokes, and banker, and ell that—
guite & high old time for them when
they get going,” remarked Ekinner.

the

“Levison's not that sort, Skinner,”
saicd Harry.

“He was once,” vawned Skinner,

“QOnce isn't now,” said the captain of
the Remove, compressing his lips, |

“Jsn't thers a giddy old proverb,
which says that the leopard can't change
his spots, nor & jolly old Ethiopian his
skin ?” inguired Skinner.

“QOh, shut up, Skinner!"™ said Dob
Cherry. “You've always got something
rotten to say, you I-in,ow." ;

“We'll Le joily glad to have Levison
back 1 said Johnny Bull, I hear that
he's turned out & great footballer. He
will be useful in the malches.”

“I was thinking of that,” confessed
Wharton. *““He will be playin _ﬂ-f:ﬂ_"mﬂ
us to-day, I expect; but I should be
jolly glad to have him in. our team
n_%amst Highclife noxt time. = Most
likely he will come back to Greylriars
with our crowd, snd I'm sure there's
no fellow here who wom't make him
jolly weleome !

“Not & man!"” said Nugent.

“Teavo me out,” suggestad Bkinner:
“T can't say I like the 1dea of the fellow

coming back here.” 1
“Oh, you don't count!” seid Bob
Cherry. “‘If Levison got on good {erms

with you I should think there was some-
ﬂ:_inﬁ fishy about him,*
“Hg, ha, ha™

“It's passed unanimously that Levi-
son §s a hrst-class uhnlp,” d Bquiff
with a grin. “We all like him Il'l-ti
Skinner doesn't.  That's & cothplate
testimonial.”

“"Ha, ha, ha™ =

Bkinuer Jounged away, sneering; and
until the bell went for third lesson the
Remove fellows . disoussed, with com-
siderable interest, tho surprising news

that Ernest Levison, once of “ Girey-
friars Remove, was ¢omin to his
old Form and school. And, though no®

particularly curious, the fellows could
not help wondering what the ' circum-
stances  were whwgl had_caused so very
unusual & proceeding. It was obvious
that the circumstances, whateves . they
were, must be wvery unuual circpme
stanees indeed.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
' Diplomatlo |

o ALLO, haslle, hallo, young
H Tubb ™
Thus Robert Cherry of the

Remove after morning class.
Tt was very novel. :
No wonder Tubb of the Third Form

stared. :
Cheery greetingz like that

(Continued on next page.)
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3 DON'T FORGET OUR SPLENDID COMPANION PAPER—THE “GEM™!

THE TOAD OF THE REMOVE!

(Contrnued from previgus puge.)

Remove men féll oddly upon the ears of
a fag of the Third Form.  Generally
the Bamove men went on their way re-
fﬂ.rdlﬂﬁs of the Third, who were simply
ags and nobodics—less than nobodies,
if posaible, though in their own opimon
of some account—just as the high and
mighty Sixth and Fifth walked the carth
regardless of the Remove.

n  ordinary circumstances, had &
Remove men had occasion to addreds
George Tubb, he would have said,
“1ere, young Tubb!' or " Look here,
you young fathead,” or "“you young
sweep,”’ as the case naght be,

To ba groeted like a man and a
‘E{ﬂﬁgﬁr. so to speak, was rather new to

i i

Neither did he specially appreciate it.

For if the Remove f-:aukec’f on the
Third as nobedies, .the Third Jooked—
or pretended to lock—on the Hemove
as swanking asses, noodles, duffers,. foot-
ling chumps, and other things of that

sort.  Sometimes a Third Form fag,
f!h:'lﬂy daring, would creep across the
cmove landing. send o fllﬁ of defiance

plong ' the Hemove passage, and then
scuttle back to his own quarters before
he could be collared, greatly to the ad-
naration, of the other fage.

S0 Gegrge Tublb stared at Robert
Cherry; snd Faget of the Third, to
whom Tubb had been speaking, stared
&t hilm.also and shrugged his shonlders.
Paget of the Third was a rether elegant
and aristocratio iouth, distinguished
among the fags by .the fact that his
fingernails were always clean and neatly

ared, and his collar often spotless. At

ome in the holidays Percival Paget
was the demure little darling of many
gwnts, at school he was the most reck-
less young Fc““.}i; in the Third. Hea
chummed with Tubb because Tubb was
top- dog in the Third; hiz private
opinion of Tubb being that he was
rather & lout,

Bob  Cherry's cheery greoting ought
veally 'to have cadsed expansive smﬁea
of . gopd-fellowship to spread over the
foces of the fags,

But it dida't.

The grubby face of George Tubb was
euspicious; the clean esuntenance of
Percival Paget was derisive.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" repcated Beh
':]'-‘F':'g’lfu .

*Say 1t again!" suggested Pagot.

“What* 5 ge

“VWe had one of your ancestors in
class to-day with old Wigging,” zaid
Paget,. -

“One of my ancestors?” repeated Baob,
staTing.

“Yes, his name was Stentor.”

* Stentor 1

“Tha bloke whe had a voice as loud
as any fifty men,” said Paget. T take
it he was an ancestor of yours? I judge
by the voice.”

Tubb chortled.

Gearge Tubb was fairly good with his
prubby knuckles; he .called himsclf
capinin of the Third and maintained his
captainey, such as it was, by means of
his grubby fiste. But he was no good
al all at fencing with words; Paget had
him there. ?!t..’ was very entertaining to
Tubl to hear Paget giving a Remove
man seme of his polished *“sare”

%gﬁ- Cherry hri::uﬂ:ﬁd hardﬂ:nd diepi

proper procesding on the part o
&, Remove man ﬂh-ﬂﬂkéﬂghj' faga was to
take them by their collars and ban
kheir heads together.  Bob refraine
from that proper proceeding. .
by here, you kids—" he seid.
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“Us what ?” inquired Tubb

“Chaps,” said Bob,

ST ST b o

& rug iz shoulders again.
He had learned that shrug of the
shoulders from a sardonic uncle who
was in the House of Lords. It was often
very effective in the Third. .

“I've been looking for you men,"” said
Bob amicably.

Tubb thawed considerably.

This was the first time a Hemove man
had ever acknowledged that the Third
Form were men also.

" “Well, here we are,” =aid Tubb.

"What the dooce does tho man want ™’
asked Pageb.  Percival Pa had
learned to say “dooce ™ from the same
uncle irom whem he had derived his
shrug of the shoulders.

“You men are top in the Third,”
said Bob, still amieable. *That's so,
isn'g ikl

“¥ou bet!” gaid Tubb.

“There’s a new kid coming in the
Third.”

“I¢ there!” said Tubb indifTerently.

“Good lord, we're overrun with new
Ii.ldS !JJ [

“Serubby lot this term 1" said Paget,
shaking his head. *“I loocked ‘em over
first day of term, and said te Tubb,
‘What a crewl’ ®

“Vou did!"” said Tubb, in as=ent.

"The new kid I'm speaking of is
coming from another school,” said Bob.
“"From St. Jim's,"

“H Bt Jim's! I believe I've heard of
the place,” remarked Paget.

“8Bome sort of school, somewhere, 1
believe,” said Tubb, *““What are they

chucking the young cad over here for,
thent”

“I bolisve he's rather a nice chap,”
said Bob, “ His name’s Levison—Frank
Levison."”

“Well, what ehout "’ demanded
Tubb, -

Why a Remove man should be inter-
ested in o new fxg coming into the
Third was & mystery to Paget and Tubb.

“"Ho may come glong to-day,” said
Bob. “I—I think you'll like bum; he's
renl!%r rather decent. Inoffensive and all

memmy's

that.”

" Bome asked
Pagnt zcornfully. _

“Oh, no! Not at all. He can use his
Iiandﬁi 1 believe,” said Boh.

“I'll give him a chance if he puts on
any lift in the Third,” szaid Tubb
darkly. '

“0h, there's no lift about him!™
snid Bob hastily. _

“All the better for him if there
ien’t,” eaid Tubb.
iake it out of him if there is

“Jelly soon!" agreed Paget.

“Well, he's coming, vou know,” =aid
Bob, “Very likely e and his brother
will eama back with us from 5% Jim's
to-day. We're playing a mateh at Bt
Jim's this afternoon, you know ™

“1 don't know,” answerad Tubb,

“ Not at all,” said Paget.

Once more Bob Cherry was tempted
to knock two cheeky heads together.
Onee mora he relrained. o

“Well, T thought I'd mention it,"” he
HTE.-iﬂq “¥ou being capicin of the Third,

i ;

This was a diplomatic stroke, In the
Remove it was a standing joke that tha
Third Form had & captain, B
once, Bob Cherry was combining the
wisdom of the scrpent with the inno-
cence of the 'dove.

“1 see,” said Tubb, Hattered.

“I thought you might give the kid a
sort of welcome, and all that,” said
Bob., “New kids find it & bit strange
in 8 big school, you know.”

darling 1"

a1

“We'll jolly soon E

But, for.

“"They soon get knocked into thape,™
said Paget,

“"That's so,”’ assented Tubb,
I'm ihe fellow to do it.”

“¥ou being such a good-naiured chap,
Tubb—0"

“0h 1" said Tubb.

I thought I'd put in a word for
him,” said Bob cheerily. *“I'm_ sure
you'll like the kid. ¥You may find him
uselul in footer, too.™

“Puts on lift about his footer, does
he?"” asked Paget.

“Oh, no, not in the least! But he
can play quite a good game, I believe,
and you're the man, Tubb. to pick ous
a good man for vour team.”

his was more diplomacy and wisdem
of the serpent. n tha Remove the
Third Form football team was regarded
as a real shriek, Now Bob spoke of it
with gravity, as he might have spoken
of the Greyfriars First Eleven,

George Tubb's face was quite amishble
now, It was g0 very seldom that he
received Baoitery from & man in »
higher Form that he liked it when he
did receive it

“1r fi'-'f! the kid a chance,” he said.
“Look here, I'll look for him when he
vomes, and speak & word to him.”

“That’'s the idea,” said Bob. “ That's
why fellows like you eo much, Tubb,
because you'rs so jolly good-natured.™

And Bob, with a friendly nod to the
Iaglg sauntered away to join his friends.
Tua ij, was lelt with quite a pleased ax-
pression on his rugged face, Paget{, on
tho other hand, smiled sarcastically.

“That Remove man can hand out the
soft stuff when he likes,” Paget re-
marked,- understudying once more his
sardonic uncle’s shrug of the shoulders,

“0Oh, T don't know!" gaid Tubb.
“Cherry's a decent sort, best of the
bunch in the Remove.”

“That's not sayin’ much for him.”

“0Oh, no, not much!” agreed Tubb.

“1f & Remove man thinks he can tell
us how we're to treat a new kid in ow
Form he's makin’ a mistake,”

“What! I ghould {plI}- well say so i
exclaimed Tubb, belligerent at once.
“Cheek, I call it!*

M The Remove are altogether too
eidey,” said Paget. “But when it
comes to tellin® uws how wo're to treat
new men in the Third, it's the limit,
The best thing we can do, Tubb, is to
put this young cad Levison in his place
as soon as he gets here. What? Wa'd
better make him understand, for his
own sake, that it doesn’t do a man any
good to have pals in a higi;he: Form,
especially Remove men who butt in and

"and

ive us advice.”
“What-ho !" said Tubb,
*Cheek, you know,” said Paget,

“Neck ! agread Tubb.

“We'll look for that young rotter
when he comes,” went on Paget, “and
first of all we'll impress on him that he
can't swank tnm the Third sbout his
friends in the Remove.”

“Weo jolly well will!” agreed Tubb
emFPhntiuallé:.

rom which it seemed probable that
Bob Cherry’s welllmeant intervention
waz not likely to produce mueh benefit
for Frank Levison of St. Jim's

Meanwhile, Bob rejoined his friends
in the quad, and found them regard-
ing bim rather curiously. Bob Frinned_

“Palling with the Third?"” asked
Johnuy Bull, : y

“No, you ass! I've put in & word
for young Levison,” explained Baob,
“ He's 3 sensitivo little chap, 1 beliave,
and the Third here is pretty rough-and-
tamble. I've put in & word for him
with Tubb, captein of the Third, you
know.":
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“Ha, ha, hal"

“Well, it will make Ehini&
easior for the kid when he bu
said Bob cheerfully.

And the subject changed to football,
Frank Levison and the Third Form
being dismissed from further considera-
tion. But whether the word Bob had
put in for young Levison was likely to
make matlers easicr in the rough-and-
tumble Third for that sensitive voung
gentleman remained to be seen.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Bhock for the Toad !
+ RIGHT I
Harry Wharton spoke as
civilly- a5 he cowuld.
. It went ageinst the grain
with the captain of the Remove 1o

““The faet Is,"" sald

rather
tts in,"”

&&

£

Wharton, * thera’s 8 new
C coming into the Remove—named Levison !**
Bright almost shouted the word as he
sat bolt upright In his chalr and stared blankly at the
E‘aptﬂn of the Remove. ** What name did you say ¢ **

Lovison,” answered Wharton, astonished In his
turn -by Bright’s astonishment., {Sce Chapler 8.)

about to start for tha station. Dui he
cama along to Study No. 1 1n the
Romove to speak to Bright, the subject
being & rather pressing one, Doth
Wharton and Nugent would have lLiked
te take Ernest Levison in es & study-
mate when he came, partly beeause they
rather liked the 5t Jim's fellow and
partly to show all the Lower School
that, whatever Levison had been like
in his old days at Greyfeiars, he was
now regarded as one of the best by the
leaders of the Remove. & chums
would not have troubled to ask Bright's
leave if it came to that, though he was
entitled to a voice in the matter. But
they did not care to ask any decent
fellow to share the study so long as the
Toad was an oecupant.

The Toad had mads friends, more or
less, with &kinner & Co., the least

it m—.

@

=TT

speak o Bright at all, and it required
an cffort to speak civilly, DBut he
managed ik,
Bright looked round with a sneering
exprozeion,
¢ was sprawling in the armchair in
Study No.- 1, smoking a cigarefio,
SBmoking was one of Bright's pleasant
little ways, though he did not venture
to produce his cigarettes whon his study-
mates were prescnt.

This afterncon was a half-heliday,
and Harry Wharton & Co. were bound
for Bt. Jim's. Edgar DBright expocted
to have tho study to himself for the
afternoon, and he was surprised when
Wharton lgoked in.

As a matier of fact. Wharton had
little time to spare, as the team were

desirable members of the Remove, and,
therelore, the most to his liking., It
seemed reasonable to suppose that ho
might change into their study and leave
room for Levison in Btudy No, L

That was what the captain of the
Remove was about to suggest, and
henee his ecivil manner. He ecould not
\'1‘.'?' well ask the fellow to change out
and af the sama time tell him what Le
thought of him.

“Well?” snecred RBright.

e {erm‘rt{*d same temark on the
sitbject of his smoking. But Wharlon
affected not to notice that,

“We don’t get on very well in this
study,” said Herry,

“Fhnt's sg."

“1 dore say you're as fed-up with us

PRICE
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as we are with you,” =aid the eaptem
of the Bemove bzl’unilg.-.

“Quite,”

“Wall, then, what about clhanging
out I

“Jolly eivil all of a swlden whes

ou're asking a favoonr-—what?"” sad
right, with a jecring grin,

%1 i,!link it's an arrangement io snig
both stdes,” answered Harry. “You
seem to pull with Skinner, and he
might take you into his atudi.'."

“1 don't know that I shoukl mind,"
eaid Bright carelessly. *I can't stand
your with your swanky ways, or that
milksop Mugent, oither"

“Well, I won't mention the thin
abeout you that I ean’t stand. It wonld
take ;:::u long,” said Wherioo., “Is {i

Sl think it over."

“The fact is, there's a new chap
coming, and he may be here to-day,”
said Harry, “If he comes tﬂ--dﬂ?" 'd
like him tg come into thia stnd;r.’

"Oh!" satd Bright. “I h;dn‘rﬂ. heard
that there was 8 new man coming inta
the Remove. Who is 2t '

“"Chap who used {0 be here terms
ago, named Levison,™

“ What 1"

Bright almost shouted the word.

_He sat bolt upright an_the chair, the
cigaretie dropping from his fingers, He
stared blankly at the captain of tha
Remove, ;

“What name did you say " he stut-
tered,

(Continued on page 16.)

Tue Maorer Lisrasy.—No. 1,031,



S0ES YOUR PAL READ THE '"MAGNET™?

(Continued from page 13.)

“Lerison,” answered Harry, asto-
piched in his‘turn by Bright's astonish-
ment. * Vou don’t know him, do you?
"“Levison! My hat! £, of course,
there are plenty of Lﬂ?lﬂﬂl‘lh“i said
Bright, recoverinig himself. “It's not
s very uncommon name.” Then he
started again. “ But you said the chap
used fo bo here,”

- “That's go. He was in the Remove.”

“You don't mean that tha fellow
Levison who's at 5t. Jim'a is coming
ggre‘!'” demanded Bright, staring at

im, :

“Yor, that's

“0h erumbe

“1 never knew you kpew him,” said

ry

“1 dor’t know him—naver seen him
that ¥ know of,"” growled Bright.
“Look here! Are you pulling my i%.g'?
Es this a jpke?”

"Of course not !

“Why is Levison leaving St. Jim's,
then, in the middle of the term "

“1 haven's asked him,” answered
Harry, with 8 slight amile, “I don’t
mean to ask bim, either, as it's no bizney
of mins."”

“*You're sure he's coming herei”

“The Hesd told me so. Ho may eome
back with the foothall party from St.
Jim's to-day, witk his young brother.”

“Oh gad! But why "

- "I don't know, and don't cara much.
I know we shall all be ﬁiad to see him
in the Remove again, end Nugent and I
would like him in thir study. So if
you'd care to change out——"

“1 wouldo't " snapped Bright.

"It will be rather & crowd in the study
~—four men,” emid Wharton.

“It would be four in No. 1I, if 1
changed in with Bkinner and Bnoop end
Btott,” sncered Bright.

YWharton coaghed. It was ftrue
enough. But Wharton waz thinkin
rather of getting rid of Bright, than o
what guarters he would find himself in
when got rid of.

“Then you won't change?” asked
Haoirry.

“No, I won't ! -

Wharton compressed his lips,

the chap."
!:H

*“Look here, Bright! What does this
miean}"” he demanded. “I can tell you
that you're = deal too jolly mys-

terious for this school. A fellow w
roots abont the House in the middle of
the night, and asks all sorts of weird
questions about dead-and-gone Form
masters—"

* No business of yours.” )
“You were thi&ing of changing out
before I mentioned Levison,” ssid
Harry. ““Now you've changed your
mind. Yot you say thaf you don’t know
Levison, and have never aeen him.  Any-
héw, vou wouldn't like him; he's quite o
docent chap,”

* Thanks ! satd Bright.

“Well, what does it mean?”
exclaimed Harry. . i

Bright eyed him with his -shifty,
rmping éyes, He evidently realised
that. he had given himgelf away e little.

“It's simple cnowgh,” He answered,
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' 5 Form master who used to be

after & pause. “I never knew Levison,
but I know his name well enough.”

"1 could see that.” -

“My father was a great friend once of

ed Th Tthm o
ago—Man nam orpe. OTp WAS
agfelatian of Mr. Lavison, the father of
that 8t. Jim's chap. M{ father’s met
Mr. Levison several times [ately—in fact,
he has a olaim on him for & large sum of
money, end old Levisoh is jolly slow to
pay up,” smeered Bright. "I fanocy he
will go on the rocks, inancially, when he
does sgueeze it out. That's why T was
gtartied when you mentioned Levison
coming here.” _

“VYour father has a claim on Mr.
Levison for & large sum of money?" re-
peated Wharion incredulpusly.

“It's something uvnder & will, Old
Levison got it when he wasn't entitled
to it, my father boing abroad at the
time. Now he’s back in England he's
claimed it, and old Levizon's to part,
He's got the court to allow him time to
make restitution, but he will have to
shell out!”

“T'm quite certain that Levison's
father has never touched anything he
wasn't entitled to!” said Wharton
sternly.

“He thought he was. I'm not saying
anything ageinst the man,” answered
Bright. “He inherited a large sum of
money from his uncle, old Thorpe, not
knowing that there was a will in exist-
ence that left it all to my father. Now
the will's been proved, and he has to
make restitution. There's ne  secret
about that. I dare say Levizson will tell
you, He's sure to know.”

“Oh!” said Harry.

“VWhy,” exclaimed Bright, struck by a
gudden thought, “thai’s why he's com-
ing here, of course! 1 dare say the old
josser can't keep hin foes pald at Bt
Jim's any longer.”

“That's rot! The fees here are as
high as 8t. Jim's."

“Yes, that's so, too,” assented Bright.
“But old ILevison may bave got round
the Head szomehow, The Beak is
rather a soft old bird."”

“Hiz letting & fellow like you into
Greyfriars looks s bit like it, certainly,”
said Wharton, "I don't know what to
think of what yvou've told me. Anyhow,
Levison’s business isn't my businese. To
come back to that, will you change out,
and let Levison come in here?"

“T won't change out!” answered
Bright obstinately. “But TLevison can
come in here, if you hke. I've mo
chjection.”

“1 don't like to ask Lim while yon're
here,”

“Please yoursell,"” sneered Bright.

“I shall do that without asking your
leave,” answered the captain of the
Remove, “I'm going now, 1 hope
you'll think it over and decide to get
out of a study where you're not wanted.”

And ho turned on his heel and walked
away, and went down to join the fcot-
ballers.

Bright stared after bim, and whistled.

* Lovison coming here!™ he mutfered.
“Oh, my hat! Is it because they're hard
up, snd can't pay their w at St
Jim's?" Hbp wrinkled his sallow brow
in thought., “Ie it thet—or someothing
alse? Does he know anything about the
later will, and .has he wangled his way
ipto Grevirars to hunt for it 1

He whistled again. .

“ Anvhow, I shall be pble to keep &n
ege ‘on him if he's in the same Form and
the same abudy,
not much 1"

T'm not changing out—.

And Bright grinned, He was rot
likely to change out of Btudy Mo, 1 if
Levison of 5t. Jim's was to be an inmate
of that celebrated apsriment.

THE KINTH CHAPTER.
Some Very Valuable Information !

ILLY BUNTER watched the loot-
ballers depart, with a discon-
tented Irown upon his fat brow.

Bunter was not goklg.

Several Remove men were going with
the team to see the game at 8t Jim's.
Bunter wasn't, e wanted o go. But
th:h railway-fare stood like a lion in the

=‘ =

The Owl of the Remove was in an im-

ecuniouns state, as usual. But had he

gear mm funds, he would not have
thought of paying his own fare on =
long railway journey. He wanted some-
body else to perform that trifling serviee.
There were no velunteers., And Whar-
ton—in the selfsh way to which Bunter
wes sadly aceustomed-—had declined to
ive him a place in the team to save his
are. 8o there was William George
Bunter blinking moresely through “his
big s lex after the footballers as
they departed lo eateh their train,

“ Beasts ! was Bunder's parting male-
diction. ] )

The beasts being gone, Bunter, with a
charitable hope that they would get &
good licking on the foothall field at 8t
Jim’s, turned away. He felt himsell at
s loose end for the afterncon. Most of
the fellows of whom he was accustomed
to borrow money were gone. Even
Bunter was not hun et, 8o soon after

inner,  But, obviously, he would be
hungry later. Even if he conld hold out
till tea-time, what about tea?  Peter
Todd and Tom Dutton were accustomed
to.standing tea in Study No. 7, the study
which Bunter honoured by lns presence,
Toddy was in the team, and Dution had
pone as a follower, :

The prospect of ten in Hall stared
Runter in the face unless he could raise
funds somewhere, or plant himself on
some other study. Tea in Hall was solid
and wholesome. Bunter, certeinly, liked
hia meals solid ; but he did not care par-
ticularly asbout their wholesomeness,
Btacks of pastry were what he wanted;
and the school authorities, ruthlessly
rogardless of what William Geor
Bunter wanted, neglected to provide
stacks of pastry &t tea-time,

Hven Lord Mauleverer had gone put of
gates, as Bunter discovered after rooting
about for half an hour in quest of that
noble youth. The Hounder and Red-
wing were gone, and zll the Famous
Five, and Squiff, and Tom Brown—ali
the fellaws who might have allowed
Bunter to butt in at tea-time, or whose
tea would have been worth hutﬁn% into.

“After sll I've done for 'em!” re-
fleoted Bunter bitterly. *To think that
1 gave up my whole summer vacation to
go to the Soulth Seas with them, and—
and look after them, and now they leave
a chap stranded like thia! Beasts!”

The Eight of Temple, Debney & Co.
of the Fourth, diapn-simn}g of buns and
ginger-beer in the wol shop  en-
eouraged Bunter to enter that establish.
ment., He was prepared to make him-
self agreeable to any extent—even to tell
Cecil Reginald Temple that he could
play football—far the soke of the erumba
that fell from the rich man's table,

But Cecil Reginald Temple, so far
from standing buns and ginger-pop for
Punter, professed. an objection to & Re-
move fag hanging about while he was
treating his friends. Fle onforced his
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objection with a boot, which, though
elegant and well-fitting, Bunier found
hard and heavy. Bunter departed from
the school shop in a great hurry and a
great state of indignation, .

Roaming at large under the old elms
in the quad, Bunter came on a party
of the Third Form: Tubb, and Paget,
and Bolsover minor, sharing a packet of
toffec.  Bunter had all the pride of a
Remove man, and regarded Third-form
fags 23 mere duet under his fect. But
with a packet of toffes.in their posses
sion, they were not so dusty, so to
speak, Bunter rolled up with an agrec-
able grin on hia face,

“"What the dooece iz that?” asked
Pagit of the Third, raising his coye-
Lrows in aristocratic surprise.

“Oh, . really, you know-—" said
Bunter.
“We're a long way from Regent's

Park,” zaid Paget. “How did it got
as far a3 this after it escaped from
the Zoot” )

“¥on, cheeky little beast!™ roarcd
Dunter.

“Why, it's Bunter of the Remove!”
exelatimed Paget. "It isn't & walrus,
you men. Appearances are deceptive.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bolsover minor
and Tubb.

“Like some toffce, DBunter?” asked
Pazct, with o sudden change of manner.

"Certainly, old chap,” said Bunter,
The fat junior did not mind being com-
pared to a walris, if there was tofiee
going. “I don’t mind.”

“A nice new packet, all to your-
self " asked Paget.

“Yes, old fellow.™

“Ono of those large shilling packels

Bunter heamed.

“Yes, rather” ;

" That’s the way, then,” sald Paget,

1R
I

ointing through the elms. *Mrs.
imble will give you one.”

* Eh™

“TFor a shilling,” added Paget
pleazantly. “You've only got to ask
at the tuck-shop.  Mrs. Mimble has
lots.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!™

Billy Bunter breathed hard and deep.
He had lowered the dignity of & Remove
man 30 far as to grin amiably at a
gang of fags, only to have his fat leg
pulled in return. Only one considera-
tien prevented Bunter from rushing on
the grinning trio, and smiting them hip
and thigh. That was the circumstance
thet Tuﬁb & Co. would have rolled him
over and bumped him, without much
likchihood of recciving demage them-
selves in the vombat. Bunter decided
to treat them with the eontempt they
deserved, He turned up his fat little
nose and rolled away, leaving the fags
chuckling.

Bunter was gelling really hungry
now. 1t was two hours singe dinner,
and Bunter had eaten only enough for
three. That was not Bunter's fault.
Hie had been willing and ready fo dis-

oce of twice az much. Tt was due to
Mr. Quelch keeping an eye on him.
Mr, Quelch did not know or care how
much provender Bunler neoded; or
perhaps he knew how .much he needed,
and did not care how much he wanted.
Howsoever that might be, Bunter had
not had what he considered enough.
Whit he considered enough, had he
been allowed to devour it, would prob-
gbly have stretched him on the dining-
room floor in & comatese condition.

In these straits, Bunter remembered
the new fellow, Bright.

Bunter was not partienlar i his
choico of friends. Any fellow who had
any money had a p rt to his esteem,
Dut he did not like tha Toad.  8till,

personal prejudices could not be allowed
to weigh at such a time. He cordially
digliked the Toad; but if the Toad was
to be “touched * for a .small loan, the
Toad was his man. He molled into the
House in search of Bright. He knew
that he was likely to find that weedy
youth  slacking  about somevhere
indoors on a half-holiday.

He found him in Stody Neo. 1

The Teoad wes, of ecourse, . slacking.
He had built up a large fire, and was
“frowsting ¥ over it. The room was
hot and stuffly, but Bunter did not
mind that; he was rather given to
frowsting himself.

“Hallo, old ochap’™
affably.

The Toad eyed him without speaking.

"You were asking ma the other day
about secret passages and things,” said
Bunter. "I haven't had time to speak
to you since. A fellow with such a
host of [riends never has any time to
call his own, you know.”

“Can if,” answered Brirht,

But he sat up and took notice, as it
wora.

“¥ou can come in,™ he said.

Bunter came in, g

“I used to be in this study at one
{ime,” he remarked.

“And they got rid of you?” asked
Bright. “I'm not swrprised!”

“T chanped out,” answered DBunter.
with dignity. “Toddy begged me to
take him up, and change into No. 7. I
consented, Out of kindness, you know.
A kind heart wsas elways my weakness”

“Was it!™ yawned DBrightt "I
th}:-u ht your weakness was higher up.”
£ Ta QIF

“Somewhere about the brain-hox!”

Buntor coughed, and decided to let
that remark pass unheeded.

“When I wsed to be in this study, 1
gencrally had  the arm-chair,”  he
remarked casually. :

“Want it now?". asked Bright.

“Yes, old chap.” i )

“You can want,” said Bright laconie-

ally.
gunte: breathed hard. He sat on
the edge of the table, and blinked at

galid T“Bunter

Bright through hiz big spectacles. He ,}

knaw that thoe fellow was a funk—--all
tho Remove knew that. DBunter won-
dered whether ho was funky ﬂnuu%h
to let his nose be punched by W. (.
Bunter. If Bunter could have felt surd
about that, Edgar Bright’s nozs wouid
have gone through a very painful
experience, But Bunter could not feel
sure, and he did not risk it.

Bright yawned again.

“Well, what ahout thosa secrect
passages?” he asked. “Old Thorpe used
to jaw to my father about such things;
he's supposed to have written a Job .;.f
stuff about the archseology of this ram-
bling old ruin of a place. though the
paperz never turned up. I daresay he
found out & lot of thiogs, rooting about
the place 23 he did f you've ever
heard of anything of the sort in Masters’
passage, ay——" Ha eved DBunter
curiously.

Bunter had never heard of anything
of the sort, But he knew that the
ancient buildings of Greyiriars were
full of strange old secrefs, or at least
that that waz & general supposition.
{:{!rt:ﬁ.iEI¥ thero was a well-known secret

assage from the vaults under the main
Euiidmg; and Bunter had heard that
skeletons had once been discovered in a
secret chamber below the school. What
Bunter did not know he was willing
to supply from his fertile imagination,
If Bright wanted to hear of & secrot
passage in the masters’ guarters, why
shouldn’t he? Bunter had not been
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‘brought uﬁ at the feet of the late
Jamented Mr. Washington, ‘and he sew

no reason why Bright shouldn't.
':]Thlt's exactly it;” he spid, with &
nod.
“ Anywhere near Quelchy's study?. -
‘“What sbout sctuslly i it?"” asked
e haw Bright le |
e saw Bright's eves gleam. .
" How do you know?” f&kgﬂ Bright.
“Q0h, there are lots of old plane, and
things, in the library,” said Bunter
;‘ﬁ.gtll:}l}. “You can find out a lot from
L.

“The study's Eana]]ed, end the oak.
must be hundreds of years old,” said
Bright. “Worth & lot of money if
they had the semsp to take it down and
sell it. Tt's earved in places™ -

“You know all about it,” grinned
Buntor. “You'vo rocted sbout IN

Quelchy’s study when the other féilows
were asleep.”

“I'm interested in—in archmology,”
said Bright. “I'm teking it up as »
subject—eome time. I'm no end keewm
on eéxploring ruine, and things. What
ig it in Ci:lelch;’n study?! Slidig panel,
or something?™ .

“That's 1t 1" agreed Buanter,

U Just whero?" asked Bright.

“That's telling/” said Bunter, with &

wink. _

“'Well, f-ou can tall me," said Brighd
persuasively. His manner was eager
oW,

“The fact is,” said Bupter, 1 wres
thinking about something elae. I've
been disappointed about.a postal order,
ulii E]np.’ o -

‘Keep to the subject, .

“That's the subject, cld fsllow. 1
was ex uutﬁmg' 11 . tal grder this m
ing. For five shillings, from n
Mgnttgua,” sdded Bunteér. Bﬁhr wal
alwayn ready with . T

“Look here——""

“I was wondering if you'd care to
cash it for me, old chap. Of ‘courss,
é nht;;.; I_l:-'l'tli Juu“th_e posta]l order itume-

I8 1% comed,

Bright eyed him unplesssntly. But
spparently he misde up’ hir mind that
Eqﬁmh information was worth fve

illings.
“It's & go, if you tell me exwctly
whers to find the panel,” he said. -

“That's putting it - rather rottetly,
Bright—but you are s bit of » rotter,
aren't you?”® remarked Bunter agrwe
ably. *“If you ocare to make .ma &
merely temporary loan, zs & friend, ol
course ] should tell you anything yow
wanted to know." . . .

“That's all right.” said Bright im-

atiently. ' *Don't beat about buosh
Eunmi-. Tall me about that panel, aod
where to find it.”

Bunter patized for a moment.
th[n ﬁ: angient mt: anelled m&m.ﬂli.h

a Remove master's study at Grey-
frinrs, there might be secret aliding
panels, for anything Bunter knew to the
contrary. There might, indeed, be half,
a dozen of them. But if thers worb,
Bunter was unacquainted with even oné
out of the half-dozen. His fat mind was
an absolute blank so far «s any hnoir;
ledge on the subject was cancerned ;
had merely faken hints from .'B;:ﬁhl_.*i
own eager questions on the principle of
telling the fellow exactly what ke
wanted to hear, But Bunter'r pause
'was only momentary,

“Aro you putting this matter on &
business feoting Bright, instoad of e
friendly footing?” &e asked, with
groat {{aﬂ of dignity..

L b i fi -tell me
whmmtﬁr;fnani ;i' igﬁ’lt?whlt Tou
mean,” scowled Bright. :
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“That sort of thing 1zn't done at Grey-
friars,” said Bunter disdainfully.
"“"Were you brought up in & pawnshop?
To take a gift o mq:mﬁ;'mm ENyone is
scarcely possible for & Remove man.™

“Only to take a loan and never repay
it,” sneered Bright. Ie was seeking to
draw  Bunter, to gain valuable
information from him, yet the Toad
could not restrain from sncering. 1

“I've smid that my Eaatqi-ﬂrda: is
coming in the murmng, said Bunter.
;It‘ you doubt my word, let the subject

mp.‘."ll

And Williem Georgo Bunter turned
with great dignity to the door.

Bright gave him a melevolent glure,
and  with diiﬁculti resisted  the
temptation to plant a boot on him as he
rolled off. : .

" Hold on, Bunter,” he said amicably.

Bunter grinned. Why Bright was so
keen on discovering some-teécret panél
or recess in the Remove master's study,
Bunter ‘did not know or care; but he
knew that the fellow was extremely
keen on it. He was quiie aware that
Bright would call him back,

" Well 1" he said loftily. .

I didn't mean to hurt your feslings,”
asid Bright. “T'll lend you five bob till
hld.i' your posksl order comes, i you

“Thanks !” eaid Bunter, extending a
fat hand.

“Look here, you tell me where to find
#hat sanel first,” eatd Bright sourly.

“You're tting it on a business
footing again, Bright. I'm not sur-

ised, secing how you wete brought up.

ut it won't do for me” amzwored
Bunter. * You may make me that loan

if you chogse—ahd if you do, certainly
I shalt :ou all I know about the—the
secrel, pa 'J. I should do that as—as &
friend. argaining about the matter

is rethér too low-down. You'd under-
stand that, only, of course, you're mo
gen an.”
Bright's tecth set hard.
But be extractad five shillings from
his  poeket. and d them into
Willinm George Bunter's fat palm.

“*Thanks !'“,;rn.wnﬂ{l Bunter. " Bee you
fater, Bright™ :

Ha rolled t6 the.door again.

“Sbap Y howled Bright.

"Eh‘. EH

“ About that panel—-" ]

“Oht Yea ™ Bunter, hoving
fransacted the important part of the
transactine, had actually forgotten
already the less important part. “Ch!
Yes! Tha—tho panell Of—of course!
I zay, you'll keep it dark, won't you?”

Buniar asked the quostion o gain
time. Ohviously, he bad ta tell Brght
something. Te wanted a fow moments
to think.

“Yes, yes”

“You-—you know where old Quelchy's
bookcase standa——"

“¥Yes, yos*

*It's behind it,"” seid Bunter.

Mr. Quoelch’s bookcase beéing a rather
haavy article of furniture, stacked with
weignty literature, Bunter thought that
it. was safe 40 locate tho secrot panel
behind it. Bright was not likely, he
considered, to able t» move that
bhockcaso—at least nok until after the
five ghillings had been exponded at the
tuck-shop, and. were beyond recovery.

H#Oh, rotten I growled Bright. * Look
here; if it'e behind that dashed big book-
oase, how do you know it's there?”

“ 1t used to be somewhere clge—"

*“ What 1"

*Tho. bookcase, I mean,” said Bunter
hastily, “that—that’s how I found the
panel.one day.  Beat”
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“How did wyou find it?”

Bunter frowned. All this questioning
seemed to him quite superfluous, as
there was no secret panel at all, so far
83 he knew; and he was in a humy to
get to the tuck-shop. But he felt that
he had to answer. ‘That toad, Bright,
was quite capable of cutting up rusty
if he was not satisfed.

“I was waiting for Quelchy there one
day,” said Bunter, speaking more slowly
than usual, from the necessity of making
‘up his tale as he went along. “ Leaning
on the wall, yvou know—->"

“Well ¥ snapped Drnight,

“Leaning on the wall—" repeated
Bunter.

“I've had that.”

“1 mean, I—I was leaning on the
wall, and—and whila T was leanin
on the wall, you know,” repeate
Bunter, cudgelling his fat brains, “JI—I
leaned on the wall, you know. Well,
ﬁhlillﬁ I wes—was leaning on the
wall—* '

_Will you come to the point, you fat
idiot T :
“Oh, really, Bright! If you're poing
to eall me noimeg—-"
“Will you comie to the.point?”
“I'm coming tp it as.-fast I can. I ivas
—wa3 leaning on the wall, Suddenly
my foot slipped. The panel opened——*"
“Your foot?” exclaimed Dright.

I—1 mean my head. 1 wonder what
made me say my foot. OF courss, I
méan my head. My head slipped. You
sge, I must have rested my head, by
sheer chance, on the—the panel, and it
musf have touched a spring o some-
thing, and the panc! opened—all of &
sudden—"

“And what did you see®

“A-s-an opening in the wall—an
opening,
been leaning on the wall—*

"ﬂn:.rhhmg tnside’™

“Oh, no.’

“Not any papers or anything?™

“Yes; now I come to think of it
there was something that looked like a
bundie of papers.” There was no doubt
that Bunter was an Gb_liging fellow when
ho was giving information to an eager
irgquirer. IHe merely required a hint,

A large bundle :&ed Bright.

fXes. very large”
_“0h! Not just a aln;};Ie document—
in an envelope, perhaps?™

“Thers was a large bundle of papors,
and something that looked like a doen-
mon§ in an envelopo as well,” answered
Bunter, still ready to oblige.

Bright's shifty eyes glinted. He was
blinded by his own eagerness, and could

not perceive that he was himself
dictating Bunter's answers to his
questions.

“Did you touch them " asked Bright.

“Oh! No! [ can’t say what they
were,” answered Bunter hastily. “I
haven't Ehﬂ famtelsl:. 'ILIEII..":

To ‘his surprise, DBright seemed
rélieved to hear that.

“Did Quelchy see the panel open?™

*Quelchy ! repeated Bunter,

“¥es; when he came into the study.”

"Of course”

“He saw it?” almost shouted Bright.

Bunter realised that he was on the
wrong tack.

1 wish yom wouldn't inferrupt me,
Bright., T was poing to say of course
not. Can’t vou let & fellow speaki®

“Oh! Did you shut it yourself,
then?"”

“That's it,” said Bunfer. "I shuat it
up at onee. I-—I thought Quelchy might
think I'd bean nesi -
b e Iﬁhﬂ" Parker - lik

n & & DMNesey Parker -hke wou,
fﬂriﬁ:tl:ut:"fl

you know; just where I had.

about, you khnow—
't like anybody- to

“IMd pou tell anybody?”

“Oh! " No! 1 ?nrfot all about it.
Look here, Bright, can’t stay any
longer. T'm sorry, but my friend

Temple of the Fourth iz waiting fom
m&."

“You can ecut as soon as you like ™
growled Bright, under the impressior
that he had pumped Dunter dry of in-
formation now. This was quite a
mistake, for Bunter could have gone on
for houis.

Billy Bunter promptly ent.

He lost no time in arriving ot .Mra.
Mimble’a little gamhlishman’f in the
corneér of the quad behind the elms,
There, in the enjoyment of refresh-
ments, liquid and solid, to the exact
value of five shillings, he forgot sl
about the Toad.

[ -,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Toad Asks for It.!

DGAR BRIGHT left Study No. 1
in the Remove, and went down
stairs. and l;tmhﬂimund with a
careless manner to Muasters' pas-
sage. He was aware that Mr, Quelch
was out of doors that afternocon; he had
seen the Remove master start on one of
his long walks with Mr. Wiggins, the
master of the Third, Mr. Quelck was
not likely to be back for some timo yet;
and on the hali-haliday the House was
almost deserted. 'There was a firsk
eleven match in progress on Big Side,
and some of the masters were there,
looking on. Dright fouhd Mastors' pas-
sagre-'deserted, as he had hoped, and he
slipped quietly inte Mr, Qualeh's study.
There, he closed the door after him, and
drow the curtasin across the window.

Mr. Baau Bright, of Lantham, had
told his hopeful #on, as a certainty, that
the last will and testament of John
Thorpe, once a Form master at the
school, was hidden somewhere at Grey-
friars—probably in some secret recess, of

‘hich the existente was fenemﬂy un-

nowa. Et‘léa,‘lhi:’ﬂ nocturnal exploration:
had revealed nothing, so far. But it
seemed to him now that he wea on the
track, Every question he had put to
Bunfer had been satisfactorily answered;
and It did net yet oceur to him that
he had, in his eagirness, practically sup-
plied”the answers himself.

Hea prinned derisively as he thought of
Lovison of Bt. Jim's coming to Grey-
friars on the same quest. Levison of
St. Jim's would arrive too late! The
document which would save Mr. Levison
from ruin was going fo be found by
Bright befora Levison even arrived. It
would be in Mr. Bright's hands very
soon afterwards; and what his worthy
parent wae going to do with it Bright
discreetly did not intend to inquire. He
was well aware that the will would never
sea the light when once the grecdy
fingers of the Lantham mone Fiender
closed on it. Once it was out ﬁ-? exist-
ence, the earlier will remained indis-
Eutzr.h]ﬂ in law. That this was a crima

ardly oceurred to Bright; did not
trouble him if it occured te him. The
moneylender’s son was & worthy son of
a8 worthy sire.

I'lr‘.lmfinﬁ the boolkeass was a rather
hefty task for a weedy fellow like Bright,
It was scarcely possible for it to be
done without discovery and inguiry to
follow. But with the missing will once
sefely in his -pocket, the young raszesl
was prepared to- leave Greyiriaes and
never return, He had no desire what-
ever to remain af the school ; Higheliffe
wag much more to his taste, and the
society of Ponsonby and the Higheliffe
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nuts; and his worthy father had pro-
mised that he should go where he liked
if hiz quest at Greryiriars was once suc-
coseiul.

In these circumstances, Bright was pre
parcd to take some risks: end it was
certain that he could not proceed with-
out taking risks.

Ha opened the bookease and proceeded
to take out the bulky volumes it con-
tained and stack them on the table.
Even when it was emptied of itz con-
tepts, the bookense was heavy and not

easy to move. Bright tugged and
lugged at it, shifting 1t an inch or two
at a time, till at last he had dragged

it out & foot or more from the wall.
He paused to recover breath and wipe
the perspiration from his brow. Then

“ Bunter, old bean, you talk
too much,* said Peter Todd,
{aking the Owlofthe Remove
by the back of the collar, =
** Now tell Levison how jolly

If!

Slowly Bright realised at long last
that the tale was nok true—that the fat
gwlt of thae Remove had been pulling his

gl

There was no secret panel behind the
bookcase. There was no spring to he
found ! .

Bunter had told him that circum-
stantial etory—he understood 1t now—
for the sole purpose of extracting &
loan of five shillings. i _

Bright's face was almost white with
rage when he realized it.

But he realised it at last.

Dusty and perspiring and enraged, he
stepped out frﬂm%-v:’him] the bulky book-
Qb

He was pot going to take the train

glad you are to see him.”
** Yaroooh ! ** ** Geton with
i1 * Grooooh !* walled
Bunter. *‘ I—Isay, Levison, |
I'm jolly glad to see you, |

Groooh I**  (Seo Chapter 11.)

he slipped behind the bookease, and
examined the old cak. ahnost black with
age. of tho wall. There was scarcely
g doubt of success in his mind. DBut
doubls soon came,

He groped and felt and pressed over
everd inch of the wall at the height of
a fellow’s head, Nothing rewarded him.
He tapped on the wall and listened ; but
there was no sound of & hollow., Be-
hird the ocak panels was the old stone
of which most of Groyiriirs was built.

Bright's eager face grew dark with
disappeointment.

#ut he did not relinquish the search.
Again and agein he groped over the
wall, The spring must be there some-
where, he told himself savagely. If
Bunter’s head had touched it and
opened it by sccident, it must be
there. He: was certain to succeed=—if
Dunter's tale:-was. irue,

A —

A

/— | f/
W ,..ﬁf}:{l:i

o

for Lantham with the mizwsing will in
hia pocket-—not that afterncon, at all

evonta. And Mr. Quelch’s study was in
a state of dizorder that would regquire
a great deal of explanation when the
Remove master came in. And Bright
realised, with a start of terror, that
Alr. Queleh could not be long now. A
ﬁrea.t deal of time had been spent in
is fruitless search.

Bright breathed hard.

To get the bookease back into its
place and re-pack the hooks on the
shelves would take a ﬂreut deal of
time—more time than he had at his dis-
posal. Mr. Quelch found him
there—— In any casze, it was certain
that Mr. Quelch would discover that
someone had been rooting about in his
atudy, and would inquire very rigor-
ously into the matter. He might as well
find the bookcase and the %o-oka just

where they were. Inany case, he would
know that there had been & rag. It
did not take Bright leng to reach that
decision. If he could get away un-
seen, there would Bbe no evidenca to
conneet him with what had happened
in the stody, ]

He c¢rept to the door and opened it
cautiously.

With beating heart, he listened,

Footsteps came to his ears, and the
sound of voices.

“A very pleasant walk, Mr. Quelch.”

That was the veoice of Mr. Wiggins,
the master of the Third, Bright
trembled. The two masters had re-
turned !

“ Very plonsant indeed, Mr., Wiggins,
A remarkebly fine devy for Hm-enﬁwr."

"

i,

“Romarkably so, Mr. Quelch.”

Bright heard & door open and shut,
Mr. Wigging had gone into bis study.
Foolsteps again !

Thero was no escape for the wretched
Bright. He was standing rooted to the
floor when Mr. Quelch's angular figure
loomed up in the doorway. -
~ The Remove master glanced at him
11 -5L'|TEI'|5&- .

“What do vou want here, Brightt"

“J—=]—I came to—to speak to you,
sir ! stammered Bright.

“YWell, what—" Mr. Quelch broke
off as he saw what had happened in his
study.

He stared blankly at the stacks of
books on the table and the floor, and
the bookcase stending a foob oui from
the wall.

His astonishment was so groat that
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he could not speak for:some moments.
But the expression on his face was
€loguert. DBright quaked.

“Bless my soul!™ eaid Me. Quelch at
“¥You have done this, Bright!"

“0Oh! No, sir!” gasped Bright.
. "What? I find you here, and my
study in wild disbrder! You dogy iliat
you -ﬂm‘a perpetrated this—this wvut:
ROl el

“*[—I only éarme in this—this minute,
sir!” stuttered the wretched Toad. "I
—T1 found thd room like this, sir!"

. Queleh's * gimlet eyes seemed

almost to bore into him,

“¥ou oply came in thia mmoute?"

“Yee-es, . pir!”

“] came into the Houge five miputes
ago with' Mr. Wiggins. I could not
sou had

have failod to Bee you i{
entered: my_stﬂd’;r diring the last five
minutes, Bright.*

St = II'IQ.!.[I.-—""" -

“Well, what do you mean!” inquire
Mr. Quelch, in a grinding voice.

4 I=I camo ' .
ago, sif, gnd-—and waited, as—as you
wergn't h&:“

“ And you came here with vour Hands
atd votir clothes in a dusty state, es L

see them at present?™”

" “OhP" Bright started as he reajised
that he sho traces, onty too plaih, of
the “moving job ' he had vndertaken.

“"Yee-en, sir.”
“You.can scarcely o

me to be-
lieva that obvicusly f

statoment,

Bright. You havé been guilty of »
n-é‘i?}ihl. joke—what you would call ‘a
rag, 1  believe—n my lﬁucg——_e:{nur
Form. master’s stmii, 15 not that the
truth!” thundexed -Mr:- lch. i
.Y 0h dear! Wes, eir!" gasped Bright.
He was glad, at least, that the Remove

misster. did not dream of tﬁummg his
réal objéct in dismantiing the bookease.

“Yery well,” said Mr. uelch.
“Very well, indeed!” He pickéd up &
cane from the table. “You are one of
the worst boys in my Form, Bright,
but I thould hardly have ex vau
to ba guilty of this daring offence, You
will ‘leern, Bright, that you cannat play
digres ul tricks on your Form pogster
with impunity. Bend over that chair!"

Bright almost coilapsed over the
chajr, and his vells rang loudly as the
cane rose and feli, e S s

Mr. Quelch was wrathy., In his just
wrath he- did not spare tha rod.

The Remove master's study had been
“ragged ' before, once or twice. But
never had there been what seemed to
Mr. Quelch so utterly recklesa a rag-
ing 0 this. It was difficult h‘l':h!tm"tﬂ

lieve his eyes when he saw his book-
case draggoed out, and his precious
volumes stacked about anyhow. It was
& senscless prank, in the Hemove
master’s opinion. Had he known that
it was something much worse than a
rank, perhaps the licking would have

still morc severe. As-it was, it

was severs enough for Bright.

He velled and wriggled and squirmed
under the cane.

Mr. Quelch wasz breathing quite hard
when he had finished.

“Now, Bright——"

¥ ooooopwooww woooh !

“(loase that absurd noise!”

“ Yow-ow-0w-ow-ow 1

“Silence! You will restore this study
to. order—to the most exact and meticu-
lous order—before you leave it. If I
nd so much as a single volume out of
its place, you will be caned again with
the utmost severity. You understand
mie " :

“Yowowow! Yes, sir. Wow!"

* After that, vou will go to your

Tax Maexzr Lisepary.—Ne. 1,031

abeut—about ten mpinutes

study sgnd write ont five hundred lmmes.
These lines must be handed in by to.
marrow.””

“Ow! Yes! Yowt”

“That is all, Bright!
young rascal, sie!” -

And Mr. Quelch, with heightened
colonr, gquitted the study, leaving
Bright of the Remove to-his task—and
to his aches.

It was not till a couple 'of hours later
that DBright—still with his lines to do
cfound time to scarch for Billy
Buntoer.

Ie searched for him with glinting
eyes, and an ebony ruler hidden under
his jadket., He gearched with vengeful
'irﬂ__ﬁ'\!ﬁ;l- Had he found DBunter, the Owl
of the Remove wopuld have had a
heci#e time. But the Owl of the
Remove. had disappeared. DBright
{e‘a.;nqd from Mre. Mimble that he had

sen i the. tuckshop, and hid disposed
of -tive shillings’ worth of tuck there—
-luni aga. Since then he did not seem
to have' béen seen.. Bright mursed his
wrath, which, like wine, seemed rather
to inercase in potenoy with keeping.
But he sought and sought in vain for
William Bunter sé the ?[‘\Invembe;r dusk
decpenied over the old school.  Billy
Bunter wig not a bright youth—but he
was too bright for Bright " as it were.

You are &

THE: ELEVENTH CHAPYER.
Levizon Major and Levison Minor !

13 BAY, you fellows!™
I “Hallo, hallo, hallol”

_ you chaps,” said Bunter afice-

tionately.

Harry Whartorr & Co. descended from
the train at Friardale. They poured
on to the platform in a ruddy, checry
crowd. And the first person they
observed there was s person who, from
his extensive circumstance, was never
likely to escape obhservation. The Owl
Enf"the Remove grinned at them cheer-
ully.

“You've come to meet wus!”
claimed Peter Todd

“Yes, old chap.”

“What for¥"

“Oh, really, Peter!
your pal, old man”

“Who gave vou a free lift to Friar.
dale?” ashked Squiff,

“Eh! Nobody! I walked!”

“Nou walked to the village to mect
us ¥ exclaimed Harry Wharton.

“Yaosz, old fellow. I was so anxious
to know how you'd got on at 3t. Jim's.”

“Well, oy hat ¥

“You lost the match, of course?®”
asked Bunpter.

“] don't sec where the fof course’
comes in,” gaid the captain of the
Remove, rather gruflv. “As it hap-
pens, we were & goal short®

Bunter grinned.

“What do you expect,
out your best man?™ he asked.
warned you. [ offered to play.
can't say I didn't.”

“You fat duffer 1™

“Are you walking to the school from
here?” asked Bunter.

) ”\Feil. we're not sewimming or fly-
ing.” remarked Bob Cherry.

“You could telephone to Courtheld
for a taxi-~a couple of them, in fact.”
said Buntér. *I'll stand my whack. Dash
it ali, I'll stand the whole fare for the
whole party!” went on Bunter, in a
burat of generosity.,. “You just tele-
phone for the cabs, and leave the rest
o me” - '

ex-

Becanze I'm

if you leave
Lo &
You

“Ithought I'd come to meet’

“Until the time comes to settle the
bill?™ grinned Bob.

“0Oh, really, Cherpy——"

“Bame old Bunter, what?’ said a
cheery voice; and the Owl . of _the
Remove blinked round at & well-zef-up,
ﬁ.f:-l._irgy youth, who carried a bag in his
LTI,

b Who are you?” he domanded,

The junior smilad.

“You've forgotten me? My name’s
Levison."”

“0Oh, you're Levison, are vou'” said
Eunter, "I remomber you now.
remmember the time yon were bunked!
He, ﬂﬁe, he 1"

“Shut up, you fat idiot? growled
Johnny DBull. ¥

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“The shut-upfulness of the- estecmed
mouth is the proper ceper, my excel-
lent fat Bunter,” said Hurrce Jamset
Ram Singh.

" So you're Levison,” said Bunter;
unheeding. “I've heard that your-kid
brother is coming with you. Bmug
little sweoep, I've %anrd.”

“Thank gou!” said a gquist, soft
voice,

And Bunter blinked round again, to
see Frank Levison, of the Third Form
at St Jim's. He was at the Owls
elbow.

Frank was a pgood deal like his

brother; but his young face was softer
in outline, and he was undoubledly &

?Eriy" good-locking lad, Bunter blinked
at mim disparagingly.
Thiz your kid brother, Levison®"
TF'E'{!E"."
:: Looks rather a milksop.”
Bunter, old bean, you talk (oo
much{” said Peter Todd ing the

Owl of the Remove I-.zﬂthé back of the

collar, *“Now tell vison how jolly
glad you are to see him.”

“Yaroooh I

“Get on with it!”

“Grooogh! You're nearly chook-

chook-choking me ! gpluttered Bunter.

I shall quite chook-chook-choke vou
if you don't buck up I

_ "Grooghl I—I say, Levison, I'm
jolly glad to see youl Grooooh 1”
“Ha, ha, ha!l”

FNow tell Levison minor how glad
vou are o see him,"” urged Peter,

“Gug-gug! Jolly glad to see you,
Levison minor!” gurgled Bunter. ” Ow!
Leggo, you beast! Grooogh!™

“Good! Now yon can take a rest,”
said Peter cheerfully; and he gat

[re

Bunter down on the platform, and
walked on with the laughing [oot-
ballers.

Harry Wharton & Co. started cheer-
tully for Greyiriars. The game at St
Jim's had not gone exactly as the
heroes of Greyfriars had planned, St
Jim's had won the match, as & matter
of fact. Still, a fogtball team could:-not
cxpect to win every ftime: and it had
been a good game, anvhow, so the
Greyfriars fellows were returning in
cheery spirits. Levison and his brother,
zo strangely transferred from one school
to the other, had been a hittle thought-
ful at first on the journey; no doubt
Ernest Levison felt the parting from
his chums in the Fourth, and Frank
missed the cheery company of lis pals
in the Third. But the geod-natured
friendliness of the Grevfriara fellows
had itz natural cffect; both the Lovi-
sons felt that they were among friends,
and going where they were warmly
welcome. It was futile to repine over
what could not be helped, and the in-
flucnce of their cheery companions
brightened their faces. And to Ernest
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Levison there was an uhdoubted satis-
faction in going Dback, honoured . and
welkcomed, to the school which he had
oncoe left under a cloud, .

Billy Bunter rolled hurriedly after
the footbellers as they strode slong In
the deep dusk. Bunter had his own
good reasons for wishmgﬂtu arrmve at
the school in company. He had heard
Bright's vells from Mr. Quelch’s study,
lnﬂghu did not want to meet the Toad
by himself. Hence his affectionate
attention to the returning foothallere

“I may, you fellows——" he gesped.
“71 say, don't race, you know! IV B
chap a chance !

“We've got to get n, old fat man,”
said Bob Cherry.

“After I came to meet you at the
statron—--="

“Well, s0 you did,” said Bob, slack-
ening his long strides. “Put on some
steam, though.*

Bunter's little fat legs were already
going like clockwork,
“Look here, DBunter, what's the

ame " asked Peter Todd, * What the
thump made you walk down
station ?”

“0Oh, really, Toddy, if you think I
want you to protect me, you're: mes-
taken. I can look after myself, I hope.”

“What have you been up fo? de-
-mandced "Poter,

“ Nothing.™

“YWhat -ake "

“Ha, ha, ha! :

“The fsct s, the Toad ia after ne,”
said Bunter. * Of course, I'm not sfraid
of that cad.. I could knock him out °

with ose band. But it's a bit beneath a
fellow's- dignity te scrap with such a
rotter

“What have you done to the Toad?
PinEhed hli-; tuck ¥* W - J

“Lertainly naot. e's nn TAgEING
in Quelchy's study——" e

“My hat! I never belicved the Toad
would have the nerve.”

“Well, he had,” seid Bunier.
“Quelchy caught him and licked him,
He puts it down to mo for soma reason.”

“Spying, moroe likely than ragging,”
grunmd Johnny Bull, “We've canght

un ab that ourselves.™

“"Who's the Toad?" asked Levison,
“1 don't remember a Toad in ihe
Remove in my time 7™

“A new chap,” answercd Bob., “He
came guite lately, and he's a rank out-
sider. IHe gave away a big stunt wo
had on Bonbire Day, ihough it turned
out rather well for some ﬂ% us that he
did. Still, he was a sneaking worm.
IIe rootz about Quelchy's study &t
night."

savison starad.

“My hat! What does
for?”

“ Goodness knows, unless spying is so
strong in him that he can't help 1t and
just does it for that reason.”

“ A pleasant sort of ebhap,” said Levi-
gon. laughing.

“That's why we esil him the Toad,"”
£aid Nujgenl:. “What was e doing in
Quelehy’s study, Dunter?™

“"Looking for a secret passage or &
gecret panel or something,” said Bunter.
“Mad, I think, you know. Hg thinks
there may be documents hidden in some
?mrr’?t place in Quelchy’s study, He, he,
18

Ernest Lovison gave the fat junior a
strange look.

“He ma
thin :
pencl behind old Quelchy's bhookcase,”
went on  Bunter. “0f course, you

he do that

have fapcied from szome-

fellows know me too well to think that -

I'd pull & fellow’s leg, just to borrow fivo
shillings of him."

to  the

I said that there was a secrot

Most l:hlpﬂ at G:‘ez-r
friars loek wupon the
reform of Ernest ‘Lewvi-
zon, once an outsider,
as a penuine effort to
make good. But Hareld
Skinner, the ’Ca&‘ﬂf the
Remove, thinks 1t's all
bunkum. Accordingly,
Skinner sets out to drag
Levison back to the
fold of shady sports-
men, and the methed
ke employs 1s typical
of the Skinner the Re-
move has: grown wary
and weary of,

You'll see for your-
selves just haw much
FUCCESE & Skin-
ner's  amiable  efforts
when you read

“Levison Makes
Good!”

By FRANK RICHARDS,

next week's powerful
long story of the Chumas
of éf&yfriafs.

LEVISON AT GREYFRIARS!
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“Oh, my hat?” _

“That was quite a distinct and
separate matter,” cxplained Bunier,
“Ha lent ma five al:ﬁ:li.]ings, and hbe's
going to have my postal order for it
when—wheoen it comes.™

“The whenfulhe:s 12 torrifie.™

“Wo had a chat about secret pancls
and things, aod ho seoms to have got
an ides that thers was someflung of the
kind behind old Quelchy's hookcase,™
said Bunter. *“He can't blame me for
gotting these silly ideas into hias head.
But—but I think he does, all the same.
Y[:ll know what a suspicious beast ho
1w '

“So you spun him a vorn and set him
rocting in Quelchy’s study,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing, *and Quelchy
ceught hum! Serve him right!™

“Just what I thought!™ execlaimed
Bunter eagorly. “¥—I thought 1'd
teach him & lesson about epying and
prying, you know. You f[ellows know
what I think of such things."

“Ha, ha! We do!™

“But he's waxy,” said Bunler. 1
just wanted to teach him s Josson, fer
hizs own good, you krow. He's not
grateful.”

“Nobt really!” cjacululed Peter.

“No. He's after me,” zaid DBunter.
“In the cirédumstances, Peter, I think
yau ought to—to speak to him. Yeu can
hit him if you like. In fact, I think
you had better hit him first. Hit him
hard.™

*“}a, ha, ha!™

“And why can't you hLit him?" asked
Poter, _

“1 disdain to zoil my hands on the
fellaw,” answored Bunter loftily.

“ And my hanfgs don't matter "

i E}Lﬂ*a at, :::-Ild !‘E'Ilnﬁ Mot a bit.” "

"“Why. you cheeky fat porpoise—

“{3h, really, Peter—-gﬂ

* Bunter's hands won't gfand much
more soiling,” remarked the Bounder,

“They've gencrally got on as much as
thoy can carry.”

“1ia, bha, hﬁé” St .

* Why, vou beast, Smmthy—'

“Well, the fellow is a spying ced, and
he's got what he deserved,’ g.lil:i !
captain of the Remove. “I think we'll
see you through, Banter.™ .

Which  was grateful and comforting
to the Owl of tho Hemove. His fat face
was quito cheery when he arrived a8
Greyiriars with the footballors.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Levison at Greyiriara !
b I EVISON, I am glad {o sea you,

my boy."
iif. Quelch shook hands cor-
dizlly with Ernest Lavison.

“ And this is your brother " ho added,

e e i o

am glud to seo you avison
minor,” sgx;.id Mr. Quelch gracioualy.
“You will bo in Mr. Wiggins' Formn
here. Both af you come to my study
intan hour, and I will take you to.the
headmaster.”

* Thank you, sir!” )

Mr. Quelch, with & gracious ned,
rustled Dback inte his study. A good
many fcllows had witnessed his weleom-
ing of LErncst Levison, and it showed
them on what ;’gming‘ the formor Gray-
friare junior had returned.  Obviously,
he was not in Mr. Quelch's blaok boaks,
az of old. Which, perhaps, was Mr.
Q“f-_.?jlfi.::f& kindly objcct in welcoming him
publicly. - -

»*You'll pull all right with Quelchy
this timo, Lovison,” remarked 1iho
Bounder, with a cynical grin.

‘ji“! hope s0,” answered Levisoh
quicthy.

“ A fellow altor your own heart, Red-
wing,” added tho Bounder satirically,

. TeEe Macxer LiBramy,—Ne. 1,051
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Redwing laughed. .

“1 hope 1 shall be frierds with Levi-
som.” he answered.-

“ It won't be my faul if you're not,”
said Levison, “L'm in hopes of Doding
only friends at my old school.”

“You uied to be jolly quarrelsome
when vou were hore before, you know, ”
remarked Bunter. * Yow-ow-ow! Who's
that kicking me®"”

“¥Your old pal Peter,” answered Peter
Todd. “Rely on your old pal to Lk
you when yvou want it, Bunter.” .

“ Tieast! [ was only sayviup that Lewvi-
son-——  Yarooch! DBeast! Steppit:
Yow-ow-ow!” And Bunter dedged.

Frank Levison was looking aboui him
shvly, He had visited Greyiriars before,
but it was a new and strange school to
him. His brother had many friends
thore; edmost all his Form were glad
to sce him., Frauk knew nobody in the
Yorm he was to join. Just then the [ng
was $focling rather heavy of heart, az he
thought of the Third Form room at 3t
Jim's, and the rough, cheery mob of
fags thore. .

Bob Cherry clapped him the
shoulder.

“You'll ind the Thivd all right here,
kid,"” hLe said, as if reading the fag's
thoughts. *I've spoken to some of them
about you, and they know youre con-
ing. But vou're coming up to the
Remove for supper with vour brotler;
you'll see the fugs later. This way.”

“ Come on, Frank,” said Levison, wilh
a smile,

The two Levisons were “new kids™
at OGreyiriars, but they did not lack
attention.  In fact, quite a crowd of
the Remove were making it & pomnt Lo
look after them. And Greyfriars, after
all, was not so much unlike 3t. Jim's:
they knew their way about. ns 1 were.
Roll-call was over, the team and their
followers having late leave on account
of the journey. Ouly Dunter was called
to ordor for missing roll-call; he had 1o
interview Wingate of the Sixth on tha
subject; and Wingate let him off with a
caution when be learned that the far
junior had only been to the station to
meet the returning tearn—Dbeing so very
anxious to know how the mateh lhad
gone, DBut thus it happened that when
Bunter went up to the Remove pussage
he went alone. And on the Remowe
landing he found Bright of the Retrove
with an evil expression on his face and
a ruler in hiz hand.

Bright made a step towards hi.

Bunter did not wait for him to mnie

Ol

a second step,  He bolted welling into
Study No. 1. _
“Help! I say, vou fellows: [Fle's

after me! Kelp!”

The Famous Five were in the study
with the twoe Levisons. Bunter. rushing
blindly in, butted into the younger Levi-
gon. and there was a gasp from Frank
a5 he went staggering egainst Lhe table

“Hallo. halle, halio! Leook our for
the battering-ram!” exclamed Deb
Cherry.

b ! gasped Frank.

“"He's after me! yelled Bunfer.

“He —who—what——""

Bright appeared in the doorwar.
Bunter dodged round the table, and
Harry Wharton stepped between.

“Chnek that, Bright!" he said curtly.

“T'm going to thrash that fat rotter 07
roared Bright.

“You'll thrash me Or=f, then,

#And mel” grinned Bob Cherry.

“And little me,” chuckled Johnny
EBaull.

“And likewise my ecsteemed self,™
purred the Nabob of Dhanipur.

Tue Macwer Lisnany.—No. 1,031,

“Put me on the list,” said Nugent,
iau%‘ning,

“I tell you—"" hissed Bright.

“We know all about ir,” interrupted
Wharton, “You've becn spring again,
and DBunfer pulled your leg. Serve you
rigehe M

g‘IL: told me lies!™

“You ought to like him [or that.
You've told n good many youreelf since
vou've been in the Remove. "

“A fellow-feeling makes us wondrous
kind. vou Lkoow,” urged Bob Cherry,
“PDocen’t 1t have that effect on you,
Brightt™

Levison of 8t Jim's was staring hard
at Bright. The name had struck him
at once. It was the name his father
had mentioned to him az that of the
rival heir of Mr. Thorpe's disputed
fortune,

“Is, that the fellow you called the
Toad?"™ he asked.

“That's the merchant,” answered
Bob. _

S His name's Bright "

1] Yﬁi-}’

“Oh!" said Levison. And the look
he fixed on Edgar Bright was very
penetrating,

Bright did not heed him. He was
thinking of nothing but vengeance on
Bunter. He was still aching from the
licking he had received from Mr.
Chueleh, and he wanted vengeance, and
wanted it badly. He made a sudden
rush imte the study, dodging the
Famousz Five, and whipped round the
table atter Bunter.

“Yaroooh! Keop him off !” yelled
Bunter.

Whaek!

“Yooop "

Bright landed one with the ruler, and
it elicited & terrilic yell from Bunter.
The next morent the Famous Five had
cotlared Lum.

e strogeied savagely in their grasp.

“T abhiuk T told vou to chuek it
Brighr.” =aid the captain of the Re-
move guictly,

CAaad sone owa h!rﬁillﬂﬁﬁ, canfound
vou ! shouted Bueight.

YT omaking this my business,
that rules.™

“T won't)”

Wharton twisted it from his hand.

" Bunter :

“Yaroooogh |

“Take tins ruler and give ithat ead
six!’" said the captain of the Hemove.
“Put him across the {zble, yvou fellows.”

“Hoear, hear!” chuckled Bob Chorry.

Dirop

Bully Duonter grinued and grabbed
the ruler. Bright, struggling wildly,
was plared face down en the table.

He w r‘tggln:-d and velled and kicked, but
five pairs of hands held him there. Tha
Famous Five, certainly, were very far
from approving of Bunter's peculiar
method: of raising the wind, ut they
woere fod-op with the Toad's spving,
and considercd that he deserved all he
brad reccived. which undoubtedly was
the case,

“Hix!” satd Wharlon.

“What-ho!” grinued the Owl of the

Rrmove.
Whaek! Whaek! Whack! Whaek!
Whaek'! Whaek! Billy Bunter put all

hig heof into if, and the sounds of woe
rang the length of the Remove passage.

“*That's enough I”

“I'm not tired,” said Bunter, " Look
here, I'll make it sixteen. or perhaps
sixty would be better.”

“[Ta, ha, ha!”

“Chuck it, fatty!” DBright was rolled
off the fable. “That's a tip,” said
Harrv. “You're not to touch Bunter.
If we can stand him, vou can. If
Bright goes for vou again, Bunter, you

tell mw, and we'll hold him while you
give him another six.”

“I—1— " panted DBright.

Yot out M

“This is my study ! velled Bright.

“Lret out, all the same. We've got
company, and toads like yon are not
wanted.  Come  back when  you'vs
learned to be decent.”

“1 won't go! I—""

M You've got the biggest boots, Tob.
Lift that cad into the passage.”

“Pleasure!™ said Bﬂg Cherry.

Bright did not wait for Bob Cherry's
boot. He knew that it was hefty. He
had been there before. so to speak. e

_into  fhe Remove passage and
vanished, a sadder if not & wizer Toad.

re—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Supper In Study No. 1.

ARRY WHARTON turned to
Levispn with a shight smile.
“Sorry to give You an cnters
tainment like this to begin
with, Levison,” he said.
_ U Not at  all,” said the Bt Jim’s
junior, laughing.

“1 say, vou fellowg—"

““Shut up. Bunter!™

“0Oh, really, you know! I think vou
fellows might stand Levison a decent
supper  after a long journey. Whhae
about Greviriars hospitality ¥ de-
manded Bunter. “He will only get a
bit of cold pie from the housekecper,
Look here, I'll get the supper ready.
Y?}IE felh::ws can jaw—"

“You're all jaw, vou know,”" =aid
Bunter. “You can jaw, while 1. as
usual, get on with something, See:
I'll da the shopping, too. The tuck-
shop amm't closed vet.  Hand me a
mtt%i of pounds,™

- vou mean a couple of thick

- If

mean when our old
~has  come  back-
Bunter toarcd again in a

garst"
#No, I don®t!" roarcd Bunter.
yvou're going to be
al  Levison
Tarooooh !

different key., “Leggo myv car, Inky,
vou beast !
Hurree Jamset Ram  Bingh  drew

Bunter towards the door by means of
his [at ear.

“The shoplulness is the proper caper,
my esteemed execrable DBunter.”  ho
sard. *Come alongiully.”

“0Oh! All right old chap.™

And Bunter went along. Study Neo. 1
was quite busvy for a lictle time. All the
footballers had come [n hungry. and
there was just time for a study sappoer
bofore Levison and his brother had to
go to Mr. Quelch. Billy DBunter re-
turned laden with parcels and wreathod
in smiles, followed by the noabels wirh
more parcels, Bunter pave Ernest
Levizon & really friendly blink. 1
Levison's return meant a whacking
supper for Willham George Bunter, then
there was at least one fellow at Geeve
friars who was heartily giad thoat Ernest
lovison had returned, and his name was
William George Bunter.

Frank Leovison was a little quiet arnl
thy, as became a fag among a crowd
of Remove men: but Kenect Levison lial
tropped back at once nto being a
Bemovite of Greyfriars. The ol
familiar faces, the cld familiar sight=
and sounds of the Remove passage, ¢ven -
the old familiar fat, grinning face of
Billy Bunter, were all welcome to him.
Clertainly he had not forgotten his loyal
friends at St. Jim's. DBut he wnas
already finding himself glad to lLe at
Greviriars again—in many ways.

“ Quelchy will give you a studr when
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“*Yaroooh !

you see him, of course,” Wharten re-
marked over supper. *We'd hke to
have you here, Levisom' —

“Yes, rather,” said Mugent at once.

“1f you'd care for it, you're moro
than welcome. DBut we feel =& bit
diffident about asking & fellow into a
study with the Toad,” explained Harry.
“1 wanted the felow to change out, but
ho refused. He's got friends of his
own sort elong the passage—Shkinner
and that lot—but he won't go and join
them.”

“If von fellows can stand the Toad,
1 think I could survive his compeny,”
said Levison, with a smile. “Of course
I'd be jolly glad to be in this study, if
it wouldn't bother you.*

“We'd be jolly glad to have wyou™
said the captain of the Remové, “li
you can stand that cad DBright, then,
you'd better speak to Quelchy, and he
will put you in here with ws”

“Done!” said Levison, He smiled
and coloured a little. At Bt. Jim's
my minor uzed to come up to the study
sometimes——"

“HErnest helpa me with my Latin[™
explained Frank, pausing over a cream
puff to contribute that information.

“ My dear man, the kid can -come up
to this study as much as he likes, " zaid
Wharton, smiling. *“ Nugent minor
bults in sometimes—especially when he's
hard-up.™

Frank Levison looked up guickly.

“In the Third?” he asked.

“MNo: in the Second. But you'll find
gome quite decent men in the Third,
kid,” seid Wharton. © There's Tubb—
you'll make him a friend for life if you
treat him Bs captain of the Third. And
Bolsover minor is. a good kid. Come

his example at once,

whenever you wang

up te this stoed
N -all fesd & Band with

to: in fack, we
jolly old Julina.™

“1 say, vou fellows——*

"“Bhut up, DBunter!™

“1 was going to say—->"

“"Dan't take the troubls,
bean,” said Bob Cherry.

“1 was geing fo say that Levison's
keeping old Quelchy waiting ! snortod
Bunter: “Quelchy told him io come in
an hour. The hour’s wp.” :

HORY' exclaimed Levison, rising
hastily from dhe table. Frank followed
All the party rose
with the exception of Dilly Bunter. He
WAaS buﬂgi,'. _

“I'd better get off, if you fellows
den't mind,” said Levisen. “I re
member that Quelchy never liked to be
kopt waiting.™

“Well, rather not,” grinned Eob
Cherry. “ Blessed if 1 hadn’t forgotten

old [at

the time! Fancy Bunter coming in
useful for once.”

* Oh, rﬂallf Cherey——

“Wa'll all take” jou down to
Quelchy’s den,”™ said Harry.

“We shall form an hoenourabla and
ridiculous escart,” snid Hurree Jamset
Rem Singh.

And Levison major .and mioor left
thoe . study with 'tha Famous Five, and
Billy - Bunter grinned after them,
Supplies for that study supper were
ample; but with so numerous & parly

—

Bright made a sudden rush Info the study, dodging the
Famous Five, and whipped round the {able alter Bunter.
Keep him off ! ** yelled Bunter. Whack !
“ Yooooop ! ** Bright landed one with the ruler, and
il elicited a ferrille yell from the Owl of the Remove,

(See-Chapter 12.)

T

the supplies were already running low.
Hence Bunter's unaccustomed thought-
fulness on Levison's sccount. Harrd
Wharton & Co. tramped away checrily
to the Hemove staircase, what time
William George Bunter devoted his
earncst and undivided attention to the
good things that remained on the study
table, and those good things disaﬁp&nred
at.a rate that was really remarkable,

The Co. escorted the Lovisons to Mr.
Quelch's door in a very cheery crowd.
When Wharton and Nugent returned
to Study No. 1 they found the supper-
table cleared of everything but the
crockery, and Billy Bunter leaning back
heavily in the armcheir, penting dfter
his uncommon exertiona

“I—I say, you fcllows!” gasped
Bunter. “1—1 say, I'm rather tired.
YEH ﬂxight give me a hand to my
skudy. 5

11 give you a foot!” said Wharton.

“ Beast ™

And Dilly Bunter departed without
assistance.
THE END,
(Fow look out for next weck's magni-
ficent yarn of the chumas ef Greyfrivrs,
entitled: "LEVISON MAKES GO0OD ™

Eou'll enjoy every ling of #t.)
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THE SUBSTITUTE! Lewe Bear is the mime of Jack's opponent in o bout ielth the ploves, bul when the time comes

veund for the fight, Jock
formidable men of the gome [

finds hmself forced to fight Yup Hemmens, « profesvions] pug, end one of the meosd

GOLD FOR THE GETTING!

him. Later
TERRY O'HARA, n theery Irith boy, and

wcoasien, Jook fecs
6 bear's clow——ihal Dove Orchard i fu
atfonithment, Clem Hardy ¢ idanhifi

* Uncle Clem,'" howctrdr, eseaper from

INTRODUCTION.
| JACE ORCHARD arrives in San Francizeo to find hir uncle,

DAVE ORCHARD, misring, having apparenily glsconded with a of gold entrusted fo
: Jack fulle i with s
CLEM HARDY, an old ﬂ-‘n@cﬁw‘ The trin join forces in a gold rush fo the Yukon, and

makes a Jgaod sfrike, Al intervals the partner
BULL MORGAN ond LEFTY SIMONS, a pair of shady camp followers and, on one
round the neck of Morgan @ nuggel of gofd—shuped ks

ar Dave Orchard, the wanted man, and arpested.
Jack and Terry then stake further claime af Feitla Creek.

¥ Rave trouble toith

fo have stolen, Some time Toder, to Jack's

Investing their gold @ n leam of huskies

In the roce back to regisier

Told by STANTON HOPE,

A Story of a Thrilling Gold
Rush up the Yukon.

their elaime they are inslrumendal in saving the Hres of Morgan and Simons, who get
entrapped in an avalanche of snow. Instend of showing hix graliticede, howeever, Bull
Morgan Ioker advanicge of 6 Elu:rmi befueen Joack and Fone Hear, an Indidn poekér,
by supgesting thal the two should settle Wieir differences in the ring o o fortheoming boring
pala.  Jack ogress, il the renddd that Morgan backe heavily on Jaclk's oppenent with

a neomber of men who firmly believe that the Ef?ﬁ!-:h boy can Tick the I'ndian,
(Nmo res

o)

Nak-Ta, the Chibkeot ]
a. 5 Jack and Terry reached the

outskirts of Dawson, a figure
heavily wrapped about n s
coloured blanket emerged from
between & row of shanties and came to-
words them with the peculiar loping
walk of the native race. .A dirty fur
cap was on his head, and the lank,
black hair hung down on either side of
hiz brown face, which was streaked un-
pleasantly with grime. Heavy beaded
mocassins were on his feet, and his
hands wore hidden in the folds of the
blanket. Rasightioh
At first the g thought that it was
Lone Bedr huﬁ thﬁ'-himm drew cloze
to them in the darkness they saw that
ther were mistaken in their first impres-

mion.
.ﬁ'urinﬁ their sojourn in the Yukon
they had come to distinguish more or
correctly 'between the various
Tir Macxer Lisnany.—No. 1,051

Terrv.

Indian tribes, and they judged that the

unpleasant-looking person  who ap-
roached them was one of the Chilkoot
ndians.

The wan withdrew a2 hand from under
{'._E:; blanket and put a forefinger to his
ips.

“Come,” he whisperod,
away from the shacks,

“What iz it ?”" demanded Jack. " Who
arc vou, and what do vou want

“Come," repeated the other, “ Nak-Ta
want make pow-wow with Palefaces.”

“ Bedad, "tis just as aisy to talk here
as over there, ould chief,” responded
v. “DBut come on, then, and cut
the cackle short, for 'tis important busi-
ness wa have to-night,™

Slowly the man raised himself to his
full height.

“Joack! Terrr!™ he zaid. “I folt I
must have another word with you.”

The jaws of the rFoung partners
dropped like a couple of trap-doors, and

pesturing

their eves grow round as saucers. Inm
BPEPH-T{ITiEE the man was a Chilkoot
Indian, but the voice was that of Uncla
Dave !

Terry recovered first from his sur-
prise.

“Arrah " ha hooted plecfully. “"Tia
our ould pard, or may I niver sco
Oireland again!™

Jack looked anxiously round in the
darkness, but no one save themselves
was about. and he heartily gripped
Unele Dave by the hand,

“Yes, It's real good to see you again.
Unele Dave!™ he said, “But jsn't it o
—a bit risky coming back to Dawson?"

The fagmitive smiled,

“1 simply had to,™ he answered.
"“I've been staying among some fricndly
Chilkeot Indians till even Serpeant
Curiis himzelf, who's as cute as they
make "em. wouldn't know me from one
of the tribe. Then I got wind of the
ht:r::mg tournament. and I deeided that
the Dig Moose Iall would be about the
safest spot for me to-might.”

*You=—you mean ¥ou're coming (0 ses
me fight, uncle ¥ cried Jack. “ N7+ hat,
I feel bucked! EBat it's likelv that
Sergeant Cuartiz and other members of
the R.C.ALP. will be present, and .it's
taking a frightful risk.”

“Den’'t vou worry, Jack?” smiled
Unele Dave. 1 shan't exactly throw
my weight aboul in the ringside seals.
T'll keep well at the back with some
good Todian pals of mine for whom I
aonce did a serviee. And belicve me.
Sergeant Cuztiz will never dream that
Dave Orchard, the man he's been hunt-
ing high and low, is a member of the
same audience as himself!™

Bo confident was Uncle Dave of tha
safety of his plan that the boys were
convinced agammst their own judgment,
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and felt heartened that he would be there to sec the fight
arranged for Jack by Bull Morgan,

Deeming it risky, i
on the dulskirts of Dawson, Unele Dave gave bub a brief
account of his life among the Indians since he had last seen
them. He said that he hoped in the future to meake good
use of his liberty by trying to unearth what Bull Morgan
and Simons had done with the Bear's Claw nugget and so
clear hiz own name. In return, Jack and Terry told him
of the buying of the dog-team, the staking of the claims
ﬂ::] éi'_;.-:-ltle Creek, and of their plans for working the new

inga.

“You've done well, boys,” commended Unecle Dave, “and

mighty glad that Terry’'s arm iz so much befter. I
an's seeing you after the fight, or perhaps for svme
time; still, don't worry. Now good luck, Jack, snd mind

au put it across the Bear, whe's & protty mean sort of

ndian cuss,” _

A hand-grip for each of tha boys, and Unele Dave drow
his coloured blanket closer dabout him and shufled awasy
through the snow.

Jack and Terry. watched him pasa between the shachks,
and took another path to the Big Moose Hell. And both
greatly exulied in the knowledge that their old pard was
well and reasonably safe from Sergeant Curtis and his
trackers.

If only Uncle Dave could use hiz liberty to fastening
the theft of the Bear's Claw nugget on the resl orook,
his gaol-breaking exploit would mot have been in vain,
Though convinced thet Bull Morgan and Lefty Simons had
had something to do with the theft, even if they were not
themselves the actual thieves, the chums had seen no way
of bringing their guilt howe to them, although they -hadl
discussed many plans,

As they walked through the whitened Dawson streels
towards the hall, they put the matter of the stolen gold
from their mind and reverted to the subject of the forth-
coming serap, There had been no need for special trainiog
to get Jack into condition, but he had wargg‘:i a deal at
th.gnw-sparrihg and punching & sack of flour suspended
from the ceiling of the ahﬂ.ua':. . o

“Bhure, you'll give Lone Bear the walloping of his life,
Jack 1" said Terry confidently, " He's got a yellow streak
a3 broad as my hand, as he showed that day near Discovery
Hill whern sou hit hin™

The Substitute I

IRECTLY ihey came within sight of the great log
building known aa the Big Moose Hall, they saw
that M%pgan‘s boxing tournament was likely to bae
a success—ab least, on the financial side.

A crowd of men—miners and citizens, and a few women—
were thronging through tho well-lighted entrance over which
was hung & great canvas sign annodneing the boxing gale,
Jack and Terry, who was to act as his second, went round
to & side entrance, and were difected fo the dressing-roowms

by &8 man in the employ of the promoters.

Cortainly Morgan and Simons had done the thing 'in
atyle. In the centre of the great hall was a specially con-
styucted ring, with new ropes and padded posts, and above
the ring some powerful lights were suspended, throwing a
strong glare on lhe square of canvas below, Chajrs and
benches ranged the ring on all sides, and the ring itscli
ﬁs. raised so that all might have a good view of lhe

XINg.

MDEI; of the seats were occupied already, 23 were those
in a narrow gallery along three sides of the hall, At the
end farthest from the main entrance to the place wore a
numbér of specially constructed parcitions, forming™ on-
closures for the use of the boxers as dressing-rooms.

Teaving their heavy coats and caps in ono of these rooms,
Jack !'I.tls Terry took their scals on a back bench to
watch tpo or thiree of 'the earlicr conicsis.  They saw
nothing of Longe Bear nor of Lefiy SBimons, for the latter
wes money-taking at the doors. Buall Morgan, though, was
much in evidence, his ﬁiant frame oncased in an -absardly
small dress-suit which he had hired for the occasion from
one of the town stores,

By an astute move, Morgan had zecured the serviees of

Hergeant Curtis, of the LU M.P., an all-round sportsman .

himself, to ofiviate as referce.  And, as though to emphasize
the cutire honesty of hiz latest venture, he had. given free
passes to zll the Mountica who had cared to attend in
uniform,

Unfortunately, the fivst houtz on tho progranmme proved
tame affairs. 5o unevenly matched were the first two
contestants that Bergeant Cortis, s: refoerce, stopped the
bout in the second round, Another mateh developed into
a wrestling comtest, and the gallant serpeant spent most of
his time separating the contestanta.

(Continued on the nczt page.)
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A new devent —
and a new free book!

There's something entirely new about
Meccano this season—it's coloured! Except
the steel Rods and brass Gears and Pulleys,
every part 1s now either green or red—real
engineering colours. If you want to know
what 2 wonderful difference this makes to
building with Meceano and how tremendously
it adds to the realism of the finished models;
you must get the New Meccano Book printed in
colours, This fascinating book explains the
new 1927 Meccano in detail. - Every boy,
whether a regular Meccano enthusiast or a
newcomer, should have this book., You can
have it free by sending a postcard to Meccano
Ltd., Dept. 35, Binns Road, Liverpool, giving
your own name and address and the names
and addresses of three of your chums. Write

to-day for this splendid Meccano Book.
Meccano Outfits cost from 3/6 to 370/-

MAKE FRIENDS WITH YOUR DEALER—
HE CAN HELP YOU.,

ALL
COLOURED!

Manufaciured by
MECCANO LTD., Binns Road, LIVERPOOL




2 AVOID NEXT WEEK'S RUSH BY ORDERING YOUR " MAGNET™ NOW!

“ GOLD FOR THE GETTING!"”

(Continued froty previous pagd.)

In duc course Jack was warned to
get teady, and, entering the cubicle
again, he stripped and %::rt into a pair
of blue shortz and black rubber bootz
he had bought for the oceasion. Then,
with a greatcomt thrown over his shoul-
ders. he made his way_ te the ringside,
followed by the excited Terry, bearing
towel and sponge. _

Cheers greeted his appearance, and a
real enthusiasm was d:aplag'_ed by those
prosont who had witnessed the boy's

allant fight against Morgan himsclf
or the life of Bkookum.

Serambling through the rores, Jack
sottled himself in a chair, and Terry
followed him into the ring.

“I don't seo anything of Lone Dear,”

Teryy  remarked. “"Cwounld just be
loiké the spalpecn to keep Fyou wait-
ing I

E‘m*nparative silenca  foll in  the

crowded hall as Bull Morgan, in his
sluost-bursting dress suit, iot wp in
the centre of the ring and held up a
great gnarled hand for silence.

“Gen'lemen and ladies ™ he bellowed.
Az vou will see bi taking a dekko at
your programmes, the next item in the
ist of events is a ten-round mix between
VYoung Jack Orchard, o' the Yellow
Hoss-shoo Mine, and the Injun, Lone
Bear”

Applauze burst out, but it was soon
checked by a fip of Morgan's big paw.

“(Gen'lemnen and ladies,” he resumed,
“in the ring is Jack Orchard; but un.
forchunately Lono Bear has been
unable to be with us to-night.”

Loud groans rent the smoke-laden
air of hall, and & fough old
pros ector yelled: '

hat's the matter with the Injuni”

“Frost-bitten feet, T "spect!” bellowed

gomocone in response; and there was
some laughter.
" *I'va received a message,” roarcd
Bull Morgan, when silence had been
reztored, **that Lone Bear iz suBferin’
ftom a slight attack o' appendieitis.”

*Firewater-itiz, you mean!” hooted
BOMEONE. ! :

Heedless of the interruption, Bull
Morgan continued:

“But so's not to disappoint yon to-
night, gen'lemen and ladies, T've
secured the services .0' another boxer
who may make an equally good match
for the boy from the Yellow Hoss-shoe,
and I hopes that all the bets will
gtand.™

As a matter of fact, the cunning pro-
moters of the bout had taken good care
in their own case to put on their money
through geerct channels, not on Lomne
Bear, ,but on “Orchard’s opponent.”
Thus their own secreb wagers would
stand, anyway.

“Sec here, Misther Morgan,” eried
Terry, when the promoter had finished,
“as Jack's second, 'tis protestin’ I am
that you didn't let us know before he
entered the ring!™

“Aw, I dido't know meself till a few
minutes apo!” grunted Morgan. " But
I guess Jack ain’t skeer to meet
ancther man o' his own weight. After
mll, there'll be no differcmee in the

prizes.” ;

Not to disappoint Iurther the already
unsettled audience, Jack anodded his
willingness to mect anyone else of his
own weight. 8till, Texry, who rightly
was suspieious of their old enemy, was

not satisfied.

“Where 1z the spalpeen® he de-
manded. *“Who iz het”

Bull Morgan grinned, and waved a
hand towards the passageway through
the crowd which led from the dressing-
rooms, Along it was ombling a stocky

vouth, wearing a <irty green dressing-
ge n, follpwed by a Ea%:bjr-fm:ed nan
in groy check flammal trouszers tucked

into s boofs, and a blee cheek shirt.

“Yap Hommens 1™ gnnounced
Morgan.

The assembled erowd of fight fans
recognised the bruizer on the same
instant as Joack and Terry.

There, approaching the ring to fight
the English boy, was the yellow-haired
Swede whose pugdogr face had beecn zo
prominent in the sporting pages of tho
American newspapers—Yap Hemmoens,
one of the most formidable men in the
professional fighting game.

A murmur of volces rose in ¢rescendo
among the asudience. Most of the ox-
pressions were of surprise, some woeve of
greeting of tho well-known pug, and a
tew of protest that the Enpglish boy
should be made the Ghﬂp;.;ling block of
the Bwede to suit Morgan’s purposes,

Both Jack and Terry watched the
approach  of the bruiser in  silence,
growing hot inwardly at what they sus-
pected was but another of Morgan's
underhand tricks. They guessed—and
rightly, too—that Lonc Bear's illness
was & mere cxeuse, and that Morgan
and Simons had deliberately srranged
for him to be absent. Thus they were
dble to substitute that natural fighting
machine, Yap Hemmens, whom they
had bribed to appear.

“Bedad |” ejreulated Terry, glaring
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at Morgan. ““Phwat the mischicf do
you mean by—"
“'Bh-sh, Terry!” whispered Jack,

"(Zut out the protests. I'm not backing
out now,”

Terry turned and glared at Jack
calmly zeated in the corner of the ring.

“Are you crazy, me bhoyi" he
demanded, “Shure 1t wasn't on the
programme for vou to meck 8 profes-
sional pug. Yap will knock siven bells
out of ye, and vou won't be able to
help work the new claims on Kettle
Creck for a month.”

“IIl risk that,” replied Jack deter-
minedly. “Anyway, I'm not getting
out of this ring now, even if I havo to
be carried out of it later. Besides,
T've no particular objection to having
a crack at the Swede. If I could only
land one good punch on his fHattencd
nose it would be some consolation for
that. rotten trick he played on you
while you were in hospital. Boning the
calves' foot jelly of an invalid is about
on & par with stealing penniss out of
the can of a blind man.”

The murmurings of the crowd died
away as Bull Morgan hypocritically
apologized for the substitution and
introduced the two fighters. - “Whaere-
upon loud cheers were accorded Jack
for his gamencss in agreeing to meet
the fighting Swede.

The rest of the preliminaries were
guickly conducted; the gloves were
adjusted on the banda% hands of
the two contestants, he warning
“Heconds out!™ was swiltly followed by

the resonant clapg of the gong—and
the fight was onl )

At ono and the same time Jeck and
the Bwede advanced swiftly to the
contre of the squared riag. termina-
tion was on Jack's. face, but the pug-
dog countenance of lis more expert
enced opponent wore & contemptuous
grin that revealed hiz ill-kept and un-
even teeth.

Extending his right glove, Jadk rﬂ!l}
Yap Hemmens give 1t & flick with his
own which served as a handshake, A
fractton of a second afterwards the
Bwede's lelt dopenibed s swift  semi--
cirele to the side of Jack's jaw whith
sﬁrem the English bey in & heap oft
the canvas.

So swiftly had the blow [followed the
hand-grip that many presont werc of
the opinion that the two had been made
tuiﬂ er, and many yells of protest rang
out.

However, Sergeant Curtis deemed the
blow fair. In & dazed way, Jack be-
come aware of the rel’s sawing arm,
end heard the count of the seconds
sbove the general hubbub,

Hg scrambled to his feet on the count
of seven, and Yap Hemmens, standing
alert nearby, tried to put him down
with mnother vicious swing, The blow
inizsed, and before the Swede could
retive, Jack drove home a couple of
sna:&;mg blows to his ngﬁnuant'a ribs.

“(Good for you, me bhoy!" bellowed
Torry cxcitedly,. “Keep afther him,
but watch that right of his!"

The hammer-force of those rib
punches and the exultation of the crowd
that followed erased the contomptuous
gemile from Hemmens' face,

Apart from the prize which was to he
won, he had been promised good money
for “smashing ” the English boy—not
merely awarding him the knock-out,
but battering him severely first. Previ-
ously he had had no particular grudge
against Jack: but now he set out in
earnest to get some of Morgan's “own
back * for him.

With the tigerish ferocity ithat had
carried hiin far up the ladder of Gght-
g success in the States, he drove the
English boy back to the ropes.

Manfully Jack strove to ward off the
attack; but he might just as well
have tried to fend off & Yukon blizzard
with an umbrella. His back was pressed
egainst the straining ropes as lLe
crouched with his gloves covering hi=
face, and his arms lengthways over his
body. . Vet the Swede found scveral
exposed if not vital parts on which to
hammer home his blows, and this Le
did unmercifully.

“Another durn fasco!” came v a

ted volca from the ringside scaia.

¢ romark stung Jack worse than
any of the Bwede's slashing blows, and
he flung himself off the ropes, only to Lie
sent reeling back again with a straght
left to the chest which was like the
kick of a mule.

This time he rebounded again from
the ropes like a rubber ball, and raiher
luckily caunght Yap a lusty right on the
mouth which took the astonished Swod.
off his balance and caused him to sit
down heavily. A rippling treble laugh
burst out from. Terry. wastly distinguish-
able above the guttural chuckles of 1ho
majority of the crowd.

“Shure 'tis ﬁ{'rt!-hlg
eried,
rest I

(Look out for the continuation of this
g?'&m'-‘ adventure serial in nexl weel's
wmper tasue of the MAGNET.)
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FAMOUS FOOTER CLUBS.

(Continued from page 2.)

Lancashire for a trial, he asked that
the fact should be kept secret. He
didn’t want Pﬁe-apia to know about his
embition to become a leading profes-
sional player until he had made good.

A brother Scot, and a brother half-
back is Tem Bradshaw, and I should
say this fellow is deserving of more
recognition than has yet come his way.
I know tha* he has been watched
bﬁr the Scottish selectors more than once,
which shows how near they have con-
sidered him to International standard.
Bradshew. is the piant of the side; six
feet two in his socks, and thirteen and
o half stone with which to move his
opponents off the ball.

_ Reginald Dutton, left-half, first came
into %mmu]-&nﬂf: with Tufnell Park.
Then he went to West Bromwich, and
from there to Bury,

The forwards of Bury have full steam
ahead as their motte. They don’t he-
lieve in weaving fanecy patterns,
Rather, it 1s their opinion that the

shortest wg to ﬂ:al ig the best, Out-
side-right David Hobbie carried out this
principle. He comes from Bathgate,

which iz in Heotland, and he joined
Bury in 1921. It is said that once
Sunderland made an offer of four
thousand pounds for him. But just as
Bury don't pay big fees for their
plﬁg‘ers, 30 they <don't jump at any offer
to buy the men they want to keep.

Under New Management!

Billy Stage, one-time captain—that
nonour is now Bradshaw's—izs about the
cloverest footballer in the =zide. He's
HSeotch, too, having beon brought out
by _Ehﬂ “Hibs.” And he's one of the
“nibs.

The inside-left, and a fine goal-
ecorer, i3 John Ball. Born in Cheshire,
he went to Sheffield United as a hoy.
‘There he couldn’t get a regular place in
the team, s0 he moved to Bristol
Rovers, - and then later got to Gigg
Lane—that’s where the Bury ground i3
situated.

Ball is one of those many footballors
whose careers illustrate the uncertainty
of tha pama There was a time when no
firgt-class eli:h would pay him wages;
when he had to throw in his lot with a
junior side again, and go back to werk
in the pit. But this self-same player
recently jeined Bullock as a Bury man
who has gained an International cap.
He was put in the England side to play
against Ireland at Belfast in Qotober.

Then he had indeed a strange and in
rome respects an unlucky experience.
Instead m? playing throughout the match
as a forward, he bad fo become a goal-
keeper in the second half of the game
owing to an injury to Hufton, who was
keeping goal for England, And Bsll, in
his unusual role of holder of the fort, let
gquite a soft one go. But that was more
his misfortune than his Tault, because, as
he says, “1 never professed to be a goal-
keeper.”-But the fact that he volunieered
for service between the posts at hal-
time, when England was in dire need, at
least shows the sort of stuff of which be
is made.

To finish, at outside-left is Wally
Amos, the midget of the team. He was
ance at Worksop, and plaved with that
side when they created a tremendous
sensation by drawing with Tottenham
Hotzspur at Tottenham in an English
Cuptia. He can zlip along like a hare.

Bury are thia seison controlled by a
new manager 1n Mr, Percy Smith, who
knows football becaunse he has plaved
it, and who is ahle to give the lads most
usaful lessons,

MASTERS varsus THE FOURTH!

(Continued from page 15.)

round ‘their skipper, ringing his hands
and slapping him on the back.

But it was the Head's turn to ring
his own hands, a little later. For when
the final wiassle rang out, and he rushed
up to Sir Frederick Funguss to demand
the ffty pounds, he reseeved the-shock
of his life!

“Doctor  Birchemall,” said Sir
Frederick, *“I have been irying’ to
eggsplain to you—but you wouldn't give

me & hearing—that a most distressing.
thing has hapganad. On my way to
5t. Bam’s my travelling-bag was stolen
from the railway carridge. It contained

the Cup, and also the fifty pounds ™

The Head's face was a study.

" ¥You—vyou hava dared to arrive here
empty-handed ?® he eried, horsely.
“Why dida't you tell me before the
match that the Cup and munny had
been pinched 37

“J1 have been tr:ﬁn to tell you all
along—" began Sir I.‘gredericE

Doctor Birchemall turned savvidgely
to the masters, who came ¢ ing
round. i .

“ Jentlernen! We have been dished,
diddled, and done! Sir Frederick has
had the cheek to arrive without the
Clup, and without the dibbs! Our
victory has been in vain!”

At this, a howl of eggsecration rent
the air. And the last that wasz seen of
Sir Frederick is_feet.
The rest of his anatomy was berried in
the mud, and was being sat upon h:;

0
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i QOD.MORNING, Burleigh!”
- aaid Doe¢tor Birchemsll
cheerily.
i maﬁm.u..ogm.ﬁ__ sir 1" said

the TKaptin of Bt, Ham’s, who was
hobbling across the quadrangle on
crutehes,

"I am glad to ses you are oui and
about again, Burletgh,” =said the Head.
“It waas very unforchunit that you
should bust your coller-bone, and have
to craw! about on crutches in conse-
quence.. How soon do you think you
will be fit again? By Satterday 7"

“1 hope so, sir,” said Burleigh, “I'm
fed-up ' with hebbling around hke a
Fﬂm__wﬂ:-n_oﬂn cebhorse, But why do you
..u ¥

“Bekawse T shall want jour servisses
on- Satterday—yours and ‘Tallboy's,”
egpsplained the Head., "I shall want
you to play rwight-back and left-back
respectfully, m my eleven. As you
know, wo are meeting the Fourth Form
in the Final for the Guvverners’ Cup.”

Burleigh stared at the Head in
amazcmoent.

“But—but we can't play in your
eleven, sir,” he protested, “Thers
would be an outery if we did—a publick
scandle! You see, we're not masters.”

The Hesad grinned.

*I have ﬂ_.cim.mm against that little
difficulty,” heo said. “I shall appoint
you and Tallboy masters for the occa-
gion. Savvy? From now until after the
match wyou will both be temporary
mastars,”

“My hat!" ejackulated Burleigh.

wuﬁ.nuna .__m_aamu E_mwimﬁﬂmueﬁwﬁu.:
sald Dogtor Birchemall. “1 shall drop
Mr. Justiss and Herr Guggenheimer
from the teamm. I am not at all
suattisfied with the form they have shown
in pracktiss. They are the biggest
duffers that ever duffed. And I cannot
afford to take any risks, even against a
team of fage, like Jack Jolly & Co.
There must be no weak spot in my
Lﬁmﬂ.; d if
“Then you are dropping out yourself,
siri" gueeried EE,_&MM.

“Of wprse not, Burleigh! Why do yon
ask that?"

“Bekawse yvou say there must be no
weak spot in the team, sir. And if yon
play, the weak spot will be only too
panefully apparent }*

The Head vullered to the rostz of his

bald pate.

“How dare you, Burleigh? How dare
you insinewate that I shall let the side
down? 1 shall be its inspiration, ' its

viding star, its life, and soul, and
rains, and all the rest of it. I shall
pile up the merry goles at such a rate
that the spectators will loso count! And
my football fame will spread to such an
nmﬂu.mﬂ that the "Spurs and Aston Villa
will be after my signature. What are
you lerfing at, Burleigh?”

“Ahem! I wasn’t larfing, sir; I
meerly coffed.”

At that moment Tallboy of the Hixth
ezme up. Like Burleigh, he was just
down from the sanny. Tallboy had
been ill through eating some of the
Head's seed cake, and he still looked
very seady. As a matter of fact, he had
been suffering from toe-maine poyson-
ing.

“Well, Tallboy 7" said the Head., “1
am glad to sec your toe is better ! Toe-
maine ﬁﬂmmﬂ__:mnw is a dreadful thing.
Shall you -be Lt to play f[oothal by
Satterday **

“I hope so, sir,” said Tallboy.

“Good!, I want you fo play in_my
eleven, against the Fourth, with Bur-

Tae Macxer Lirary.—No. 1,031.
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leigh as your pariner,
both of you masters for the oceasion.”

“Grate pip ! ejackulated Tallbov.

“We've simply got to lick the

Fourth,” said the Head earnestly, *1
made up my mind long aro to win the
Guvverners’ (Gold Cup—or rather, the
fifty pounds olfered in loo thereof. When
it 15 won I shall take a modest fifty per
cent, and the remainder will be equally
wacked out among the other members
of my eleven. So vou two fellows will
come in for a share of the spoils
Twiggy-voo?"
. "1 don't feel very eomfortable about
1t, sir,” confessed Burleigh., * We're not
masters, and we've no right to play in
a Masters' eloven. But if vou order us
to de s0 1

“I do 1" said the Head zharply. “ You
will play in my eleven or be birched
black and blue—the pair of you:!"”

“Very well, sir; suppose we must
play,” said Burleigh,

Doctor Birchemall nodded grimly to
the two seniors, and stalked awaw.

A hittle later, the following announce-
ment, in the Head's immackulate hand-
writing and zpelling, appeared on the
notiss-board :

FOOTBALL, FINATL!

DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL'S XI,
versis
FOURTII TFORM!

“This match will be played on Sarter-
day afternoon (weathor weather permif-
ting or not) unless the Fourth decide to
scratch in the meantime. XKick-off at

ﬁaf_c‘mmuemﬁ.nq.
"AMASTERS XI: Goal, Monsure

Froggay; Bax, Mr. Burleigh and Mr.

Dr. Birchemall was wirled ofl his
fast and he landed on 'his study
carpet wilth a ferrifick concussion.

J am making’

Taliboy ; Half-bax, Mr. Wackham, Mr.
Lickham, and My, Swishingham; Fore-
words, Mr., Chas. Tyser, Mr. Bendover,
DOCTOR  BIRCHEMALL  (Kapt.),
Fossil, and Binding.

“The Gold Cup, or the fifty pounds
offered in loo thercof, will be prezzented
immediately after the mateh by Sir
Frederick Funguss, Chairman of the
Bored of Guvverners.

“1 trust it will be a clean game, frce
| from {owls, and that the Masters’
Eleven, although no chickens, will win.

“{Signed) A BIRCHEMALL,

. Headmaster.™

When Alr. Justiss and Herr Guggeon-
heimer read that notiss they fairly went
off the deep end—though it was no time
of the wear for swimming,

“Dropped 1™ eried  Mr.  Jusiisa
“Chucked out of the team, to make way
for a eupple of seniors! This is too
thick 1"

“Iock ! Hock ! Donner und blitzen !?
saidd the German master, his face purple
with rage. “What for has Docior
Birchemall done thi=? He wos a peeg!
1 vill zee him about this! T vill demand
an cegsplanation, ain’t 149"

“Come 1" said Mr. Justiss,

And together the two irate masicrs
rushed away to the Head’s study, They
burst in upon Doclor Birchemal]l like
a cupple of evelones,

Do you call this justisz, sir?” hooted
Mr, Justiss, “Yoan have dropped me
and Hcerr Guggenheimer from the
Mastors' Eleven, and brought in Bur-
leigh and Tallboy !

The Head nedded.

“I can say, in all justiss, that that is
very jJust  justiss, Justizs ! he said.
“You and Guggy are such hopeless
duffers at the game that I simply had to
drop vou. I can't afford to take any
chances: and with 8 weak pair of hax
we should be asking far trubble.”™

“It vos not fare!™ shouted Herr Gug-
genheimer. " We vos not duffers! Wa
vos the best players in the team—and
vou go and drop ns! 1 tell yon to your
faco, Doctor Birchemall, that you are
& .m.._ﬂ.mm. Huu .

“TWhat?" eried the Head, his beard
bristling. “ Do you dare to beard me in
my den and insult me to my fizze?"
"0k, bump him!" eried Mr. Justiss,
n eggasperation.

What happened next was like a night-
mare to the astonished Head, The two
furious masters rushed at him and wirled
him off his feet. and he landed on his

|

study carpet with a terrifick eoncussion.

Bump!

“Yaroooo !"-

Lamp! Bumpl

“"Yow-ow-ow! Help!
Roskew, St. Sam's ™

But there was no one at hand to hear
the Head's cries; and Mr. Justiss and
Hery Guggenheimer left him sprawling
on hizs carpet, with his collar and tie
strecming loose, and his gown rumpled
and his beard rafled, and the uncom-
fortable feeling that ho had just passed
throngh a whole series of earthquakes.

Murder!

II.

ATTERDAY dawned bright and

clear. It was bitterly cold, but

b thore was no fear of the grate
watch being a *frost.”

At two-sixty to the second—jnst as
the school clock was striking three—
Jack Jolly led his team on to the field,
amid a deffening burst of cheering.

“Hurrah 1™

“Tlay up, the Tourth I

“Pile up the merry goals!”

vervbody wanted the Fourth o win,
hnkawsa they had fought their way to
the Ifinal apainst terrifick odds. They
had even beaten the Sixth: though it
was trug that the Sixth had not been at
full strength.

(i the other hand, nobady wanted the
mazters to win—oggsept the masters
rhemenlves—bekawse they had got inlo
the IFinal by sheer wanghng, without
iHaving a single mateh or so much as
kicking a hall.

Doctor Birchmall had cunningly con-
trived that his team should draw a bye
in cach round; and in this way the
AMastors’ Eleven had reached the Final

When Doctor Birchemall, as proud as
a peacock with twe tales, led his men
an to the field, he egpapected an ovation
which would make the Fourth's seem a
imere wisper by comparison.

But the Head was disappointed. Not
a zound, not =0 much as a sillable, was
utlered by the big crowd round the
touchlinge. It was in 8 froren silence
that the Masters’ Eloven took the field;
and that chilling reseption made the
Herad grow very heated. e shook lis
fist at the erowd savvidgely, as the
teams lined up.

Doctor Birchemall had indeed left
nothing to chance, in his efforts
to  rest the wvictory. He had
brihed an unserupulous rascal from
the villidge to aet as referee, and
had ipstructed him to make decisions

which favered the masters, and went
ageinst the Fourth.

‘The rival kaptinz met 1n the senter of
the field, and the Head tossed with Jack
Jolly for choice of enda.

“Heads 1 said Jack Jolly.

“Ratts! It's tales!” said the Ilead,
without trubbling to look st the coin.
“We'll kick down hill, and with the
wind."”

‘T'he match opened in eggsiting stile.

The Head went racing “._:.::m.._.__ on
his own, charging and bavging his way
through o crowd of opponents. But
Merry and Bright charged him at the
same time, making a human sandwidge
of him, and the Head went sprawling.

“PFowl! he spluttered, as his nose
and chin were flailencd in thoe mud.
“Take 8 bundred linez cach, Merry and
Bright, for having the ordassity to fowl
your headmaster! Award a penalty-
kick, refareel”

The bribed offictal  signalled a
penalty, and the Head  himself
seramblod fo his feot to tako the kick,

Daoctor Birchemall was in the very act
of shooting, when Bir Frederick
Funguss, the Chairman of the Doard
of Guvverners, arrived on the scen,

Sir Frederick came hurrying on to
the playing piteh, looking very eggsited
antd fAushed.

“Dactor Birchemall I he eried.

And the Head, startled by the sudden
interraption, ballooned the ball high
over the bar, making a goarstly mess of
the penaltyv-kiek. 1fo turned feercely
upon Str Fredorick.

“Yan put me off my shat, sir!™ he
said wrathfully. “Kindly pet off the

Putil

the goalie out of action firet,
De. Birchemall ooolly walked the
. baH inio the nst.

field, T will attend to you after the
game.”

" But, my dear Birchemall,” protested
Sir Frederick, “1 have something very
urgent and important to tell you. I
have some intelligence—*"

“I am serprized to hear it,"” said the
Head dryly. “Anyway, it will keep.”

And he turn his back on Hir
Frederick, who beat a reluetant retreat.

The game was resoomed, and now it
was the furn of Jack Jolly & Co. to
attack. "Thev went through the masters'
half-back line like a M:m_.m throngh
butter; and Messrs, Wackham, Lick-
ham, and Swishinglam were [airly
swept off their feet.

But Burleigh and Tallbor, at back,
were as solid gs rox. The nippy Fourth-
Formers could not get past them.

Prezzently, however, Frank Fearloss
fircd in a terrific shot from a long way
out. Monsure Froggay, in the masters
goal, was beeten all the way, The hall
clooded his frantick cluteh, and crashed
inio the net.

“Goal I
. " First blud to us!” cried Jack Jolly,
jooli _mnﬂ_w: 3

“ Bosh ! eaid the Head, skornfully,
“That was off-side! Wasn't it, ref?" .

" Nunno—er—I mean, yes, certainly "
mwnwm,ﬁ_._ Hﬂ_._.m ..__wmw_._m.w.m

ut wasn't off-side!” protested
Frank Fearlesa, hotly, ;

Y Bilence ! thondered the Heed,

The Fourth-Formers were furious at
having a perfeetly good goal dis-
allowed; and they began shroodly to
suspect that the Head had bribed the
riferen,

Half-time arrived with the score-sheet
blank.

“Ho far, g0 good ! said the Fead,
making a rye face as he sucked a
lemon. “We haven't scored, but we've
kept those cheeky bratts from sroring,
and that's somcthing. Hallo! Hern's
dir Froderick again! The man is
Lecoming a newsance 1™

“My dear Birchemall,” panted Sir
H...am.._nl__u_n. “I1 have some nlelligence

L Ll

“You told me that before, but I heg
leave to doubt it,” said the Head, .

“T have some most pressing news——"

“It mmst wait until after the match,”
satel the Head.

Awnd le sprinted on to the field as fast
as he could.

The second half of that memmorahle
mafch was fast and feerce, and
evammed with gpills and thrills,

The masters were soon plaved to a
stendstill, and it was only the stubborn,
cast-iron defence of Burleigh and Tall-
boy that kept the Fourth from scoring.
They did score one, but the referee pre-
tended that Jack Jolly had handled,
and he refnsed to allow the point.

With only five minnitz to go, Dactor
Birchomall braced himself for o last
soopreem  effort.  He was  deapritly

anxions to win the fifty pounds at
steak; and ha gained possession of tha
hall, and went away like a hair.
Several follows tried to tackle him, but
the Head either tripped them up or
knocked them out with his fists. This
was noe time for kid-glove methods, Tt
Was now or never !

Finally, Doctor Birchemall wound up
his amazing run by punching the
Fourth Form goalie on the nose, and
putting him out of aetion, Then he
coolly walked the ball into the net.

“Goal ! he cried. A trooly wunder-
ful goal! Alone I did it! Congratiu-
late me, jentlemen ™

And the eggsited masters swarmed

{Conttnued on page 27.)
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