“THE MAN OF IRON!”

Amazing New Footer Story Starits This Week.
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¢ A compelling incident from the grand long school story of Taevy Wharton & Co.  fnside.]
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ALL ABOUT SHEFFIELD'S TEAM

OF

TALENT !

the pages of the MaagNET the

tale of the Shefficld Wednesday

club, It was a tale of ua& and
downs. The Editor tells me that he has
received a letter from a Shefheld reader
who iz upset because the tale of the
Wednesday was told before the tale of
the United. That, of course, is Sheflield
all over. If you mention one of ils
football clubz Lefore the other there is
trouble.

On the principle of keeping the best
till the last, howaver, I can justify deal-
with the Wednesday of Sheffield
before the United. And now I hope that

Sheffield United supporter reader
will think I have got out of tha trouble
all right. That I shall be in trouble
with the Wednesday supporters for get-
ting out of it in that way doeszn’t matier
at the moment,

N OT so long ago there was told in

Always in the Top Class!

Still, there is justification for the
suggoestion that the United have a more
cheery story to tell than the Wednesday.
The United elimbed up into the First
Division—by way of test matches which
were long ago abolished—in 1893, and
though tﬁem have boen alarums and
excurzions since then, the name of
Sheffiald United has never been found in
other than the top class. In fact, if

ou say “How's that?” the reply is
*Not out '] . 5

You have to talk a bit of cricket when

deal with the
heffield United Foot-
ball Club. Tho
county cricket ground
and the Sheffiald
United football
round at DBramall
ne are all a part
of the same estate—
the same field, if you
like toe put it that
wWay.

Great Cup~
Fighters!

Shelheld TUnited
havae won the Cup
threa times, and have
been beaten once in
the Final tie. Also,
on one occasion thev
finished at the head
of the First Division,
but that is so long
ago that the sup-
Fﬁrtﬂra have almost
orgotten that the
feat waz ever accom-
lished. In Cup-tiea
as the team shono
most, however, &l
there was a great to-
do i1 Sheflield a few
weeks back when tha
United knocked the
Wednasday out of the
“eilver bauble™
competition,

THE BOYS OF BRAMALL LANE.

At the moment, Shefield United pro-
vide a weighty argument for any oppo-
nénts. to run up ageinst. If they are not
actually the heaviest side in the League,
they come very near to claiming that
distinction. And as they have shown
this season, they take . some moving out
of the Cup competition.

Now let us put shme of these heavy-
weights of Shefield United on the scales.
We shall find a mixture of youth and
experience, with experience bringing
down the scale rather.

Beely Bachs!

Goalkeeper John Alderson. comes
under the heading of the experienced.
Indeed, I may whisper that he iz now
something .of a veteran, though you
don't think it. ¥ears ago he was on
the Newcastle United books,” Then he

went to Crystal Palace, and waz in their

feam once when they won a memorable
Cup ‘victory over Everton by six goals
ta nil. Not long ago I asked lum what
was the most memorable day in his
football career. He immediately re-
ferred to that match. When I asked
him why bhe remembered it, he said:
“Because I spent most of the ninety
minutes eutin oranges.”  Bheffeld
United got Alderson in 1925, after the
Palace had let him gu, thinking he was
nearing the end of his career, A poal.
keaper courageous—over six feet and
turning the scale at twelve stone,

Thera are other members of the
defence who can also be npumbered

Reading from left to right, photo shows : Back row : Chandler, Matthews, Alderson, Cawthorne,
Birks, Groen.
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Sheffield United

F.C.

One of the finest Cup-fighting
Teams in League Football
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among the heavy-weights. "Bert Chand-
ler, the right full-back, for instande.
He is also a North-countyyman who. went
ta Derby Gﬂhntf as an inside forward.
They made a full-back of him, and sold
him to Newcastle United for a big fee.
Later he joined. Bheffield' United, and
they have had no_reason.to think that
they did not get a bargain. .

As comrade at full-back he has Len
Birks;, a fine, dashing defender of the
fearnought class. He 18 a product of ‘the
Potteries, and was brought to the front
by Port Vale, when tho United officials
secured his services.

A Consistent Trio!l

They are not afraid of making experi-
ments at Bramall Lane, and real success
has attended tha switching of Tom
Bampy from an inside forward pesition
to that of right-half. Tom didn't pla
in the Final tie of 1925, when Sheffiel
United won against Cardiff City. He
was twelith man, and Boyle got the
inside-right posttion. “But if I had
been picking the team mysell I should
have put Boyle in,” said Tom, when I
sympathised with him. That shows the
right spirit. He i1s an exception to the
heavy-weight rule, being on the small
side. Tho deputy for Sampy 18 Harry
Clawthorne, once of Huddersfield Town,
and & very good man to fall back upon.

Tranmere Rovers have supplied First
Division clubs with many players in
recent years, and Sheffield got one of

(Confinued oh page 28.)

Front row : Partridge, Blair, Johngon, Qilleaple {(Captain), Tunstall, Sampy.



A (JUEER NEW BOYX |—New boys, a3 &

howcever, for perul

hasfen fo do his bidding ! What is The secrel of the snew boy's amasing power over his schoolfellowp 7

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Crum !
b HIS "ere Greyiriars ¥
“Eht" ejaculated Harry
Wharton.

Harry Wharton and Bob
Cherry were standing at the school gates
when the stranger arrived. i

They were discussing the Easter holi-
days, and were quite interested in the
discussion, but they saw the stranger
while he was quite at a distance.

Being the nice boys they were they
did not stare at him,

But if evar a stout, middle-aged gen-
tloman asked to be stared at—indeed,
begged to he stared at—thiz stout
gentleman did.

Tt was not really a cold day, but he
wore & magnificent fur overcoat, wiih
a magnificent fur collar.
open, and revealed to the dazzled goze
n?e the public a crimson' waisteoal,
decorated by a massive  gold watch-
chain. He wore a large tie of lightest
blue, fastened by a diamond of enor-
mous size. His hair 'was curly and
rather long, and showed lih&ralli.' under
a silk hat which bhad an unusually large
and curly brim. His face was fat, lus
nose large and aquiline, and a large
gold rimmed cyeglass adorned his vight
eye. If the stout gentleman had dressed
himself especially to attract attention as
he took his walﬁs abroad he could not
have succeeded better. His colour
scheme was both original and striking.

Beside bim walked a lad much more
quictly dressed and rather gmd-luuhmg,
but otherwizse resembling the stout gen.
{lemat-—apparcutly his son.

MNow both Wharton and Bob Cherry
cauld not hélp observing the stout and

multi-coloured gentleman swhen he burst
on their view like a rainbow. ‘They
would willingly bave taken & sceond

look. and perhaps & third and o Fonrth.
But Greviviars men never stared;: and.
morcaver, they would not have dreamed
of hvting the feelings of the resplendent

He wore it

I vule, e very doggo on their fival few
new boy asserts himaelf from the very startd
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gentleman, supposing that he had any.
30 they ‘Eﬂutillﬁﬁ l:hgir discussion of the
Easter holidays and the weather pro-
spects, leaving the dazzling gentleman
to ﬂ)ua by woregarded.
ut he did nat pass by.
Hg.'.'mﬁ\ﬂnrrwcd abreast of the gate-

way be halted, and the lad by his side
halted, too,

Ho glanced at the old school—glanced
st & portion of the guad that was visible,
and thén, without warning, dug Harwry
Wharion in the ribs with a plump
kouckle, to draw his attention to & ques-
tiomn.

Wharton turned round, gasping a little,
It wes not a Greyfriars eustom to
attract a fellow's attention by digging
him in"the ribs with a knuckle, EFll"i'n‘a-
stout gentleman gavo him a beaming
smile and repeated his gquestion.

"% This "ere Greyiriars, young "un®"

“0Oh!  Yes" gasped the captain of
the Remove. '

And Bolb Cherry added, with great
Eravity :

“This *ere is!”

“Good!” said the sloul gentleman.
“'Enry, this "ere is Greyfiriaes”

The boy glanced in at Lhe gateway,
and then looked at Wharlon and Bol
Cherry.

“You fellows belong here " ho asked.

Henry had not left his aspirates at
home like his resplendent parent,

“Yos," said arton.

“They look quite nice boys, "Enry,”
snid the stout genileman. * You'll be
‘appy ‘ore, "Enrv.”

Vharton and Bob
aqueer look.

Who the two slrangers were, and what
ithey wanted, the Remove juniors could
nob imagine, until the stout gentleman's
words enlightened them,  From o his
romark, it appearcd that Henry was a
new fellow for Greviriars.

“AMy hat ! ejaculaled Bob Cherry
involuntarily.

There were all sorls and conditions of
feliows at CGreviriars Behool, and all

exchanged a rather

Not so0 Crum,

uf school.
' prefects

such
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A magnificent new
long complete school
story of Harry
Wharton and Co.,
of Greyiriare, intro-
ducing = new boy
of an unusual type,

By
FRANK RICHARDS.

-sorts and conditions of parents came to
seo them.

But, though Henry might have passed
vory woll in the Lower School, 1if clad
like the other fellows, his father would
certainly have stood out most conspicu-
ously among Greyiriars paronts.

Even Mr. Bunter, the father of Billy
Bunter of the Remove, was a quiet and
unobtrusive man in comparison with thils

orgeous gentleman. Even Mr. Vernon-

mith, the father of the Bounder, would
have lookod unassuming by the side of
Henry's parent.

The juniors simply could not imagiue
ihis overwhelming gentleman interviow-
ing the Head. Still less could thev
inagine the Head taking him on, so to
speak, as a Greyfriacs parent.

The stout gentleman, who seemed a
vory urbane and good-tempered gentle-
man, though aflicted by a remarkable
taste in clothes, beamed on the two
juniors.

Henry did not beam.

Porhaps the lad was more observant
than his fathor, and perhaps more sensi-
tivo. :

At all events, hoe did not fail to notice
the rather queer look that the twe
juniors exchanged, and the glimmer in
their oyes.

His faco Aushed.

At which the two juniors felt uncom-
fortable at once. El:tl::(:pt for his eyos.
which wera large and very intelligent.
the lad did not ﬁeﬂuk particularly bright.
and the Removites had not expected hi
to be so quick on the uptake.

Hoe mado a rather aggressive mova.
moent towards them,

i

::Ec-ﬁ you be cheeky " he said.
HW .E.-L?"
“Cheeky ! said Heory, 1 don't

want any =auce.”
“0Oh, my hat!” repcaicd Bob.
Wharton coloured.
“Borry ! he said. I didn't knoow
vou were & thought-reader, kid."
Tix Maaxer Lisranvy.-=Na, 1.050.
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The slout gentleman broke in.

“ What's the row, 'Enry?” he asked.
“What are you rowing with these nice-
looking little boys for?

“They're cheeky ! growled Henry.

“ NMonsense ! ey  seém to me very
well-behaved,” said the stout gentleman.
* Mind your manners, ‘Enry | When you
are at Greyfriars you'll "ave to remem-
ber that you ain’t at Crum’s Show any
langer.” ,

“Oh! A showman?” said Bob,

He had wondered what the stount gen-
tleman was. Now he knew.

Mr. Crun: nodded affably.

“J dessay youve 'eard of Crum’s
Show,” he remarked. ' Crum's "Ouse of
Magic is well-known, I think, all over
the kingdom.”

The Remove fellows had never heard
of Mr. Crum or his House of Magic; its
famo had not penctrated so far as Grey-
friars School. _

« A wonderful show, my lads said
Mr. Crum., ““The marvels and mys-
terics of 'ypnotism, and countless nthEr
attractions. Ever heard of 'ypnotism?

“ Hypnotism, father,” grunted Henry.

“1f ?1 ‘ad time,” said Mr. Crum
affably, “I'd giva you a sample of the
marvel of 'ypootizm. hy, with & wave
of my ’nndF ecould make you think you
was a pair of monkeys, and start you
climbing hover that gate.”

“J1 don’t think!” grinned Bob Cherry.

*(Oh, can it, father ! snid Henry im-

atiently. “We've come here to sce the
geadmﬂ.st.cr, not to jaw to two cheeky
kids."” j

“Mind your manners, 'Enry,” said
AMe. Crum chidingly. *“Don’t you be
touchy, 'Enry, Still, you're right; we'd
better go in. I've got my firain to
catch at Courtficld arter I've left you
I‘Eﬁlfl

And father and son walked in at the
gates.

Mr. Crum paraded onward somewhat
like & gorgeous bird of paradise,
obviously pleased with himself, and not
at all displeased by the glances he
attracted on all sides. No doubt he was
acoustomed to receiving a lot of atten-
tion; indeed, he probably regarded it as

pod for business, and perhaps culti-
vated his strikin an
advertisement o and
Houde of Magic.

Henry, on tho other hand, seemed
rather dissatisfied and a little sulky.
He glanced back several times at the two
'iu?lq“ﬂ;] at the gate, and his glanceg werg
snimical. :

Wharton and Bob Cherry looked at
one another. ] :

85 that's & new kid for Greyfriars !
murmured Bob. ' I-=I—I wonder if the
Head knows ;

Harry Wharton smiled, L

“Come on,” he,said. “Let’s join the
procession,”

Quite a number of fellows were stroll-
ing towards the house in the-wake of
the gorgeous gentleman. The glilter
of his hig diamond ¢ould be seen from
# great distance, and it sremed to
exercise 8 magnetic effect on the Grey-
friara fellows in the quad. Wharton
and Bob Cherry joined up, and arrived
:}_t the House a few moments after M.
AT,

ApPeAranco s
Crum's Show

— ey =

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Amazing [

R. QUELCH, the master of the
Remove, looked out. of his
study window and frowned.

It was mworning break af
(ireylriars, and while the Eemove wero
out of doops the Remove master “was
bosy in his study.

THE MaicxXET JABRARY.— No. 1,050,

Mr. Quelch had bLeen sbsent from
Greyiriars for some time, and now he

was back again he had plenty bf work

on his hands. He was busily arranging

books and papers in his study, when
he sighted the procession in the guad-
rangle.

He blinked from the window at Mr.
Crum, as if dazzled by that resplendent

gentleman, .

* Bless my soul ' said Mr. Quelch.

Twenty or thirty fellows were hanging
on the traces of Mr. Crum, not exactly
staring at that striking gentleman,
which would have been contrary to the
Greyfriars standard of good manners;
but undoubtedly taking a-deep interest
in him. ~ In fact, Mr. Crum's 5tEL|.E!§
progreéss across the quad had eause
something like a sensation in the school.

Mr, Quelch blinked and stared and
then whisked out of his study. 'He came
to the big doorway of the House just as
Mr. Crum and his son reached it.

His gimlet-eyes fixed on Mr. Crum es
ﬂt"-]:t gentleman came ponderously up the
steps,

Mr. Crum was g0 utterly unlike any
visitor that might have been expected at
Greyfriars that the Remove master could
only imagine that he had wandered into
the school by mistake. Mr. Quelch con-
sidered that the sooner that mistake was
sck right the better. :

Mr, Crum, as he saw the angular
ﬁg ire in the doorway, paused and swept
I':::n- hiz enormous silk hat with a graceful

.

“Morning, sir:” he boomed in his
deep voice.

“Oh—ah, good-morning.!” ejaculated
Mr, Queleh. *“May I inquire——"

“You may!” =aid Mr. Crum graci-
t:tmil{f “¥ou the 'eadmaster "

“Na, am a Form master.
But—"

“I'va called to see the ‘Ead,” ex-
plained Mr. Crum, who was obviously
not bashful about stating his business
in the hearing of any number of cars.
“MName of Crum, sir.”

4 anI;:[EE;d! What—"

“Thiz 'ere iz my ‘Eury.”

“Oh, sh! But.-j??

“I'm putting him to this "ere school,”
explained Mr, Crum.

“Oh v

“I'm aware,” said Mr. Crum, “that
the fees are 'igh. But money’s no object
with me., I've made money, sir.”

“Bless my soul !

“Lots of it, siv,” said Mr. Crum
confidentially. “1 can afford it, sir.
Don't you worry. Where's the "Ead i

“Dear me Y said Mr. Quelch faintly.
“Igs—is—is Dr. Locke expecting your
vieit, Mr.—hem !'—Crom "

“That the name of the 'cadmaster?”

* Yes, yes”

“Well, probberly he ain't expectin
me,” said Mr. Crum. “'Ceuse why,
ain’t told ''m I'm a-coming. But I
5’}:11::?..; ho ean zpare a man a few
minutes. It won'i take long Lo arrange
about 'Enry. I've Kot a train to calch
at Courtfield arter.

Mr, Quelch regarded the stoul gentle-

man blankly.
“You—you—you have wmade no
previous  arrapgemenis  with  Dr,

Locke ™ he ejaculated.

“Jeost so. I'm going to make "em this
‘ore morning.’”

“My dear sir, this is guite—quite im-
possible,” said Mr. guelch, desirous of
sparing this extraordinary gentleman’s
{eelings as much as possible, but at the
same time tlunking 1t best to 1ake the
matter clear. *'There are many pre-
liminaries to be observed in entering a
hc:y at Greyirarg—-"

"I'm a busy man, siv,” explained Mr.
“The never milsies a

Crum. sliow

night.”

" The—the what ™

Crum’s Show, sir. Never misses @
night. 1 ‘ave to get things done
Fgcw;?fn two shows, That's the "ow of it.

20

“I assure you that no boy can bo
placed at Greyfriars in this very in-
formal manner, sir,” said Mr. Quelch.
* I-advise you (o find some other—hem!
~—mora suitable school—"

“I've picked on-Greyfriars,” znid Mr.
Crum. * That's settled.”

“ But—hem !—but—"

“You ain't the 'Ead,” said Mr. Crun.
“I como 'ere to see the 'Ead. 'Take a
man in to the 'Ead.”

“It would be quite useless for you (o
see the headmaster, who is busy at tlic
present moment,” said Mr. Quelch.
" You may acce)t:;t my assurance that it
15 quite impossible—"

" Btuff I said Mr. Crum.

“Wha-a-at?"

“ Nensense §”

“8Bir ! gasped Mr. Quelch.

“Come along, ‘*Enry!” zaid Mr.
Crum, and he rolled majestically into
the House, heedless of the astonished
Fl:'rm mﬂ.ﬁt&r-

" Bless my soul ! gasped My, Quelch.
“If—if you insist on seeing the head-
master, though 1 assure you that it will
be llsqiess, 1 will send word to him if
you will wait here a few moments——"

“Done ™ said Mr. Crum, with a
return of affability, “Only don't waste
& man's time—I got a train to catch.”

Mr, Queleh dispatched Trotter, the
page, fo the Head's study. In a conple

of minutes Trotter returned to conduct

the extraordinary visitor to the Head;
and Mr. Quelch returned io his own
quarters in quite a dazed state. He was
not at all sorry to leave Mr. Crum to
the hcadmaster to deal with, He had
no doibt. that the gorgeocus gentleman
would ba very promptly dismissed by
the Head of Greyfriars.

Dr. Locke had a slightly impatient
expression on his face when Mr. Crum
was shown in.

But he roze politely, and ssked his
surprising visitor to be seated,

"No time, sir,” said Mr. Crum. "1
got a train to caich et Courifield. I
come ‘ere to place my boy 'Enry in this
‘ere school, sir.” -

* Gpodness gracious !” said the Head.

“He's a knowing card, is "Enry,” said
Mr. Crum. “He dun’t know much, so
far, of Latin and such. But he'll pick
it up, sir, don't you worry. Name the
figure.”

*“The—the what?"

“ Monoy talks,” said Myr. Crum, laking
a fat ¢ equﬂsi:louk froma his pocket.
“ Name the figure.”

“Bless my soul!”

“I got & train to catch,” hinted Mr,

gLl

“[—I—1 hardly know what—what to
say,” stammered Dir. Locke. * But—but
it is quite eut of the gquestion, sirv, for
me to take a boy into this school in such
a very informal way., There are cer-
tein preliminaries—"

“Take "om as read, sir,” said Mr.
Cruim,

“Bless my sonl! T asstice you, Mr.—
or—Crum, that your boy's name uust
bo Elllﬂl'ﬂif.ti!d in the usual way, and then

“I'm a busy man, =i,” said v,
Crem. . i
“There is also an enlrance examina-

tion,” said the Head. * What you
propose is quite impossible.  Good-
morning, siv!”

M, grum blinked at him.

“You ain't taking 'Enry?”" he askad,

“ Impossible.”

“Tf it's a question of extry fees, name
the figure.”

“It is nothing of the kind,” =aid the

AL e e
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Mr. Crum walked beside Dr. Logke, his arm linked in that of the headmaster. Honry Crum walked behind, Something in

the situation seemad to appeal fo young Crum as comie.

But the Greylriars fellows were only astounded and awed by the

amazing and unusual sight. (See Chapfer 3.)

Head tartly. “1 fear you would not
uhderstand, sir, and my time is valu-
able. I am, indeed, very busy this
morning.” :

“I brought '"Enry "ere to leave him,”
explained Mr. Crum. “His box is
thﬁl:rl:ﬂd for the school. I've seen to

at.

Y Absurd I ejaculated the Head.”

Mr. Crum's eye glinted behind his big
old-rimmed monoele. He seemed to be
osing his affability.

“ Absurd, hay " he exclaimed.

“Certainly | I wish you a very good
morning. "’

T ain't going yvet,” said Mr. Crum.

“Really, sir——""

“I'm i'euing- this "ere lad at Grey-
friars.

*Impossihle I

*That's the programme,” assented
Henry, with & broad grin. ¥ Greyfriars
will suit me all right. I ean “old my
own, anyvhow.”

Me, Crum turned (o him,

“MNo tricks
claimed.

Heney chueklod.  Apparently tricks
of some sort were under consideration
in his mund,

"You "ear what I say,” said Mr.

FL]

PE

‘are,. '"Enry!" he eox.

Ceum firgaly. ' You remember that
when youw'rt o Greyiriars bloke you
won't be Woung Crum, playing sccond

fiddle to Old Crum, in Crum’e *Ousze of
Magic. You remember that, "Enry.”

“I'll remember, [ather,” promised
Young Crinn.

“Really !" exclaimed Dr. Locke., 1
have remarked, Mr. Crum, that my time
is of value—great value, Really—"

“That's sll rnight, sir!" =aid Mr
Crum. “I'll get off now, and ketch my
train, leaving 'Enry ’ere.”

‘"1 have told you it is impossible,”’ gaid
tho Hoad ahnrp!y. “Kinﬁmtim from
my study, taking yvour son with you.™

* Bosh !"" spid Mr. Crum.

“Not 'arf!"™ said Henry.

Dr. Locke zat down.

* Please go!" he said.
for you to shown out.”

Yrd on ! ozaid Mr, Crum.

The stout gentleman placed himself in
frony of the surprised headmaster, fixing
his dark, magnetic oyes on Dir. Locke's,
atwl hiz large, white hands began to
make strange motions in the air, as if

“I will ring

weaving invisible patlerns,
Dr. Locke stared at him blaunkly.
Ilis expression indicated that he

feared that Mr., Crum had¥gone out of
his mind.

“Really, sir—"" he gasped.

“You sit still ! waid Mre, Crom.

“8ie!”

“ 8t stillt”

The Head made, as 1t appeared. an
offort to rize. Bor he sank back again
in his ehair with a dazed expression
creeping over his face.

Mr. Crum rontinued to weave invisiblo
patterns.  Iis hopeful son watched him
with deep interest.

Amazing as was the performance of
the stnut showman, this was evidently

nothing new to Old Crum and Young
Crum, new and strange as it was lo
tho headmaster of Greyiriars School.

There was deep silence, till it was
Lroken by Mr. Crum's voice.

it Mlatcf "Eadmaster !” ,

“Yest" said Dr. Locke dreamily.

“I'm leaving my boy, 'Enry, at this
'ere school.”

“Yes," said the Head.

He spoke as if not of hiz Bwn volition,
but as if the voice came from some
cunning piece of mechanism.

“That's sottled,"” said Mr. Crum, with
& fat wink at Young Crum.

“Yes," said the Head.

“0h, my eye!"™ said Young Crum,.

And setiled it was!

oy

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Surprise for the School !

i SAY, you fellows!™
l Billy Bunter came rolling along
from tho corner of the Head's
~ corridor, his fat [ace full of
ecxcitement.

“I say, you fellows!"” he. yelled.

“ Halle, hallo, hallo!"

“They're coming!" howled Bunter,
“1 say, the Head's coming along arm-in-
arm with the Bird of Paradise!"

‘“Oh, my hat [”

L1} I?.ﬂrt's EF

“The ratfulness is terrific!” grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

TEE Macrer Lisrany.—No, 1.050.
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“ Honest injun !"” yelled Bunter.
* Gammon ™

“Cheese it, Bunter!”

“You'll see them o  minute,”
thrieked Bunter. *“'I tell vou the Head
is  wallkmn arm-in-arm  with that
gorgeous old duck!™

“Tell us another funny story,” said
Vernon-Smith.

“1 tell you—~

“Rats!” said Peter Todd.

P ¥ou'll  seel"™ shricked Bunter.
"-LWE!”

They looked; but they could scarcely
believe their eyes.

Dr. Locke, the revered Head of Grey-
friars, was altogether too lofty and
dignified a gentleman to walk arm-in-
army with anybody. Even with Mr.
Quelch, the Remove master, his right-
hand man and personel friend. he never
walked with linked arms.  That he
would walk in“that familiar attitude
with the gaudy pentleman whom the
Bounder had already named the '""DBird
of Paradize ” was inconceivable,

Yet so it was!

Mr. Crumm emerged from the Head's
corridor walking beside the Head, his
arm linked in that of the headmaster.

Henry Crum walked behind, grinning.

Something in the situation seemed to
appaal to young Crum as comic. But
the Greyfriars fellows were only
astounded and awed.

They all knew that the stout showman
had brovght his son to Greyfriars, with-
out notice, without warning, intending
to leave bim there, apparently in
sublime ignorance of the fact that a boy
could not be entered at a public achosol
in that easy-going manner.  That Young
Crum would stay was unthinkable. Even
had he been a specially desired person
‘he would have had to go through the
wsual routine.  The Head was well
known to he a polite old gentleman,
with old-fashioned, courtly manners, so
tho .ellows expected him to explain the
matter gently to old Crum and dismiss
him ‘l."-"il?l feclings unhurt—or as unhurt

;ﬁ. the circumstances permitted. But
thisg—-

The fellows looked on in awe.

“My only summer hat!” murmured
Bob Charry.

“ Javver see anything like it?’ asked
Vernon-Smith, *The Head! Armn-
arm with that unspeakable old out-

sider.”

“ Frightful old freak!” remarked
Skinner. :

“Qame zort of a juggler, or tumbler [
said Snoop.

“Looks like.a cross between a chucker-
out and a ecircus performer,”™ said
Angel, of the Fourth. -

“Might be a very nice chap, all the
same,’”’ murmured rd Mauleverer, of
the Remove. *Why noti”

“0h, you're an ass, Mauly!"

“Thanks, dea¥ man!™ said his Jord-
ship, unmoved, | £

Mr. Crum sighted Harry Wharton in
the amagzed throng, and gave him a
smile and & nod. Mr. Crum seemed to
have taken rather a fancy to the captain
of the Grayfriers Remove.

“'Fre, young "un !’ he calledout.

“That's you, Wharton!” grinned
Skinner. *‘Is the old merchant a friend
of yours? Relation, -perha?a?”.

“Showy sort of relation,” grinned the
Bounder.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“0Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Wharton
grufly. And, after a moment’s besita-
tion, he gbeyed Mr. Crum’s beckoming
finger afl advanced to meet him,

“You've pot e nice boys 'ere,
Mister *‘Eadmaster,” eaid Old Crum, in
a wvoice that was deep and lond, and
heard far and wide.

“Yes guite sol” said the Head,

“The-;,r’ln-nl: s mnice lot—very gentle-
manly,” said Mr. Crum, sweeping the
crowd with his . big = geld-rimmed
inonoole. _

“Undoubtedly.”

“nsolicited testimonial,” murmured
Skinner. “Cheeky old assl

“Couldn’t have been referrin’ to you,

g ;
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Bkinner,” murmured Lord Mauleverer,
“He said gentlemanly."™

“Oh, go and eat coke 1™ :

“What's your name, sonpy " asked
Mr. Crum, with an sffable smile to the
ca&'t.mn of the Remove.

harton did not exactly like being
addressed az “sonny ' by tho stout
gentleman, bot he realised that it was
in the kindness of his heart that Mr.
Crum used that extromely familiar mode
of address.

““Wharton, sir,”’ he rnswered.

““¥You're a nice boy, you are,’ said
Mr. Crum.

“Thank you, sir,” said Wharton de-
murely, marv_c]iing at the same time that
the Head slood by smiling benevolently
while Mr. Crum took the centre of the

stage in this style. !
“I'd like my boy 'Enry to be in the
same standard ’ere with you, young

feller,” said Mr. Crim. :

“Oh, my hat!"” gurgled Skinner.
““He thinks they have standards at a
school like Greyiriars.”

Harry Wharton did not
muscle.

Wharton had hiz faults, ss even his
best friends admitted; but even 1hi3
enemies had never accused him of being
a ‘snob. The stout .gentleman’s mis-
apprehension was & perfectly natural

move a

ono, a5 he wae on strange ground. The

captain -of the Remove did not share
Skinner's derigive merriment.

“We call them -Forms Lere, sir,” le
answered. “I'm sure 1 should like
your san to be in my Form.”

“Forms, hay?" - asked -Mr. Crum.
“That sovads to me like something you
sit on, sonny. They called 'em standards
in my school, when T was a boy.”

“No doubt!” murmured Skinner io
his friends. And Skinner's friends

chortled.

“Standards or Forms, what's in a
namo?’  said Mr. Crum genially,
“What's the number of your standard—
I mean, Form?"

“Wo call it the Remove, sir,” said
Harry.

“Weall that’s a (i:.‘lﬂﬂ!" name for a
standard—I mean, Form,” said BMr.
Crum in surprise.

“It's really the Lower Fourth Form,
5ir‘, " explained Wharton,

‘T see ™ assented Mr. Crum. “As 1
said afore;.whats in a name? Mister
'Eadmaster, I want you to put my boy
"Enry in the Remove, along of this
nice-mannered young cove.”

“Certainly,” said the Head.

Henry Crum gave Wharton a far from
friendly look. o had not recoived tha
same impression as Old Crum from his
salk with Wharton at the school gate.
But he made no demur.

"Well, that's settled,” said Mr. Crum.
“I got & train to catch, and so I'll be
‘onping. You'll be all right 'ers,
'‘Enry 7" .

“ Ain't T all right anywhere?” said
Henry.

“¥ou are. my boy, you are!™ said Mr.

Crum, with an:-affectignate rin at his
son, "Right on the pail iEnry. You
make friends with that pleasant-

mannered young cove Wharton—he's the
right sort.” j
riint from Henry. .

“Mind.” said Mr. Crum, “T ain’t had
much eddication myself, 'Enry, never
having had a rich Father like you got.
But I know a few things, all the same,
and I can spot the genniue quality at
a look. This 'ere lad Wharton iz the
can fake your

right sort, and you L
Stick to 'im. Now

{nll]hﬁr’E vm!'_d .fu}r it.
"Nk ing.”
I'I:'Ir:l lgrr:{:m E;'Em-uk hands with his som,
and shook hands with Dr. Locke, and
walked out of the House.



EVERY. . PRION T

SATURDAY. TH‘E MAGRET LIBRARY. . TWOPENOE, ‘
i \ bird of paradize, to "1 trust I am not interrupting you, little unusval,” said the Head, passing
']Iﬂk“] ihgmﬁﬁ,‘:fﬂ;rhaﬂ pﬁumummlsf Mr. Quelch,” said the Head in his his hand over his brow, as if in an

compared him, Mr. Crum sailed across
the quad and disappeared. _

His business at Greyfriars was finished,
and he did not seem to be a man to
waste time after he had finished his
business.

“Well, my hat!” murmured Wharton.

“Oh crikey!” said Bkinner.

“Crum, you will come with me to see
your Form master,” said the Head;
and he led young Crum to Mr, Quelch’s

study.

T{e door of that study closed on
them.

The Greyfriars fellows looked at one
another and fairly wF :

“2po that fellow's stopping here!”
stuttered tho Bounder. : y

“What's Greyfriars coming to!” said
Bkinner, shrugging his shoulders. ‘*The
Head must be off his rocker.”

“Right off it!” said Toddy.

“And he's coming into the Remove!”
said Bob Cherry, with s whistle.
“Well, I dare say he's all right.”

“The all-rightfulness is probably

reat,” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram

ingh,  *But the queerfulness is
terrific.” : ;

“Blested if I can understand it,"” said
Wharton. . .

“7 say, vou fellows, it's rotten,” said
Billy Bunter. * They really ought not to
let rank outsiders into Greyfriars, you
know."

“They let you in, dear man!” mur-
mured Lord ghulm"ﬂrer.

“Oh, really, Mauly——"

“You fellows notice something odd
about the Head?" asked Ogilvy. “He
was different from usual somchow.
Looked like a man half-aslecn.”

“Quite asleep and dreaming, I should
say, to lot that hight{ul bounder ioto
the school,” said S8kinner. “1 thiok it's
disg raceful.”

“And yot they say that a fellow-feel-
ing makes us wondrous kind ! remarked
Lord Mauleverer.

“Ha, ha, ha " :

“Look here, vou cheeky idiot—"
howled Skinner, :

“Wall, the kid's going to be in the

Remnve.h said Bob Cherry. “I dare say
he's all right, and the Bird of Paradise
docsn’'t seem a bad chap, though he's
a bit of & corkor. Give him a chance.”
-“Give him a licking, you mecan, for
his cheek in butting in here,"” growled
Bolsover major.

“Oh, chuck 1t, Bolsover!"

Mr. Prout, the master of the Filth,

came along. . .
“What are all you juniors doing
here? You should not erowd in the

E{ma gl Disperse at onece!” hoomed
r. Yrout.

And the crowd dispersed, still ex-
citedly discussing the amazing fact that
Henry Crum was now a momber of the
'l}regl;lrinrs Remove.

=gy A

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Crum of the Remove !

M E. QUEI.{}H had looked frowm his

window and watched the dis-
gppearance of the stout and
gorgeous  gontleman, and
wondered why the boy was not going
down to the gates with him. Certainly
- he did not suppose that young Crum was
remaining at I(]_:‘rﬂapa friars. The Remove
master reccived the surprise of his life
when the Head tapped at his door and
entered the study., followed by Henrey
Crum. ; :
Mr. Quelch rose Lo his feel looking
inquiringly at the headmaster and past
him at voung Crum,

courteous way.

*Nat at ali, sir.” .

“This lad, Henry Crum, is to enter
your Form, Mr. Quelch.”

Mr. Quelch almost fcll down.

“My—my Form, sir?"

" Precisely.”

“This—this lad 1"’ ;

“¥Yes," said the Head. ““His father
has just left him here, snd has requested
that he may he plmé in the same Form
as Wharton.”

“Bless my soul [ said Mr. Quelch.

He gazed at the Head.

Had it been possible to suppose that
the Head of Groyiriars was capable of
looking on the wine when it was red Mr.
Quelch certainly would have supposcd so
at that momrent. That, at least, would
have sccounted for his proceedings.
Otherwise, they seemed quite unaccount-
able.

But that supposition was, of course,
unthinksble. 30 Me. Quelch could only
wonder in amazement.

“Crum!"” said the Head.

“Yeas, sirt" said Henry demurely.

“This is your Form master, Mr.
Quelch.”

H¥es, sir.” .

“But, Dr. Locke,"” said Mr. Quelch
halplmi . "I—T do not quite under-
stand. I have not heard of this before.
Am—am I to take it that you have
previous knowladge of this boy 1"

“None!” said the Head.

“I certainly supposed that ¥ou had not
scen him belore to-day—'

“That is the case, Mr. Quelch.”

“Or heard of him, sir?"

“ Perfectly so.” -

“Yet you are admitting him to Groy-
friacs?"

“Precisely,”

“ Without inquiry ¥"

“Quite so0."

“Without even the wusual
certificate '

“Exactly.™

“Dr. Locke, 18 the boy suitable for

medical

thiz school? _As you are placing him 1
» my Form, surely have a rignt fo
“k.l'!

“(Certainly, Mr. Quelch,” smid the

Head urbanely. *“As you know, I am
always glad to hear your opinion, and
value it very highly. The boy is quite
suitable to enter Greyfriars.”

“May I ask how you have ascertained
this, sir?”" asked the astounded Remove
master. - !

' “From his father, sir.”

“But the statemoents of mn absolute
stranger, sir—and such a very—hem!—
unusual sort of person, sir—"

“Jassurp you that I am qlmm satisfied,
Mr. Quelch,” said the Head., “I regard
Mr. Crum as & friend.”

“Oh! Really, sir——"

“I desire his gon to be under your
very particular charge, Mr. Quelch. I
am sure he will prove a credit to your
Form. His father thinks so, and I fully
agrec with him,” ;

“ But—but—"' Mr. Quelch fairly
Aoundered, “The slate of the boy’s
knowledge, sir—is 1hat ascertuined?”

“ Mot vet.”

“2urely, sir, he cannot take his place
in the Lower Fourth Form without
some kind of an exanunalion, at least.”

“I shall ask you, as a personal favour,
Me. Quelch, to tuke lum specially in
band if he is ignorant of the subjccts
taken in the Remove,” said the Head.
“1 ghall <steetn 1t w personul obliga-
tion.”

“Certninly, siv. if yon put it like
that,” said Mr., Queleh, “T am entirely
al vour disposal, sir. But—"'

“The ciecwnstances are  perhaps a

cfiort at reflection.

“They are, most undoubtedly, sir”
said Mr. Quelch, with emphasis. * Never
in the history of Greyiriars has any boy
been admitted in thig manner without
knowledge of his antecedents; or his
gualifications——"

“Quite 0. I rocall that at first I de-
clined to entertain Mr. Crum's pro-
posal,” said Dr. Locke. *‘I changed my
mind; I de not now recall why, But
the matter is settled, Mr. Quelch. For
any additional trouble that may. be
given you in the mattor I shall rely, not
so much wpon your duty as master of
the Hemove, but wpon your considers
tion for me personally, sir.”

“My dear sir, you may rely upon ms
absolutely,” said Mr. C{uulng at . phice,
“1 shall be only too happy.”

“Thank you, Mr. Quelch. I will

leave the boy with you now.”

“Very good, eir!” )

And the Head quitted the study, with
a slightly fp-arplexe-d frown on his face-—-
really as if he were teying to recall why
he had changed Lis inind and decided to
admit ivnung Crum to the scheol in se
unusual and extraordinary a manner.

Young Crum glonced after him as he
wan:h with & covert grin on his face—

whicll did not cscape the eagle-eye of
Mr. Quelch.

“Crum!"” rapped out the Romove
mastar.

“Yes, sir!” said Crum,.

“With the unusual circumstances of
r admission to this school, Crum, I

ave nothing 1o do; that matter is
settled,” said Mr. Quelch. " But as you
are %o be placed in my Form, I must
ask gome fuestions. ‘Your namel”

“ Henry Christopher Crum, sir.”

“Your age?”

“ Fiftcen, sir.”

“Your home address?"

“Crum's Show, sir.”

“Wha-a-at?"”
“Father's a showman, sir,” explained
Crum. “The show goes on the road,

un‘c‘t never stays long anywhere."

Bless my soul! But you have some
fixed address?™

“Yes, sir.”

“What 15 it

“Greyfriars School, sir.”

Mr. Quelch fixed his eyes upon Henry
Christopher Crum. hat youth was
looking guite zerious; and the Removeo
master could not decide whether he was
vory stupid or very impertinent. For-
tunately for Henry Christopher Crum,
Me. Quelch gave him tho bencfit of the
doubt.

“You misapprehend me, Crum!" he
said tartly. “It may be nccessary to
communicote with your father. He has
some fixed address, I presume?"”

“Ponker’s, the ngents, in the Strand.
sir,” said Henry Christopher. “They
fix up engagoments for the show, sir,
and forward letters™

“Bless my soul! And where will you
go in tho holidayst"

“0On the road, sir.”

“On the road?” re

“With thic show,'
cheerfully. “I've always donv stunts
in the show, s=ir, with father; weo're
billed as Old Crum and Young Crum.
Father's Old Crum; I'm Young Crum.”

“Upon my word 1"

Mr. Queleh gazed ol this remarkable
pupil. Henry mot bis gaze with clheery
confidence and good-nature, The Remove
master suppressed his thoughts, what-
evor they were, and went on: i

“FHave you reccived any educalion
znitable for adwission to a school like
CGroyfe: ea?” . .

U ean rend and write, sie®

ted Mr. Quelch,

explained Henry
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“8ompething more than that 1 re-
uired in m;? Form,"” said Mr. Quelch
31'3'15". ““Hava you &ny elementary
knowledge of Latin?”

“No, sir.”

-y lnn - a

H‘ﬂrﬂ'ﬁ it, gir. We've stunted in
France more i once, and I picked up
a lot of the linge.”

“You must not refer to a language
ag 8 lingo, Cram.”

“Yory well, sir.” : _

“Nor use t.fw word * stunt.” It is not
really & word, hut an 1{5:.!-!'131112[_? unde-
sirable  expression  imported  from
America.” . _

" #11] do anything you say, sir,” said
Crum meekly.

“Very well, very well!” said Mr.
Quelch,” disarmed by that answer. “I
am sure you will do your best, my boy;
and certainly I cannot impute it to you
ns a fault if you are :omewhat backward.
1t will cause certain difficulties in your
instruction in my Form, no doubt; but
the Head has mguasted mo to take you
specially in hand, and if you do your
best, no doubt, you will very soon mm-

rove. You seam an intelligent boy, at
cast. '’ .

“Thank you, sir! ;

“You have a box, 1 suppose—;

“Yt's coming, sir,” said Crum.
« Father ordered my things in Courtfield
this morning, and ordored Chunkley's
to sénd them on to the school.’

“Indeed!  Your fathcr appears to
have entertained no doubt as to your
admission heret”

Henry grinned for a sccond.

“+71 g'pose not, sir.”

“Do mnot say s'pose, Crum.

mppose. 4
“guppose I said Henry obediently.
“¥ou will hear the other boys talk,

Crum, and you will endeavour to model

r language on theirs,” said Mr.
a::-uﬂch. “Tn such matters you will
probably learn more from the other Re-
move boys than from me.”

“Yes, sir."” .

“Until wour box arrives you must
wear the elothes you are now wearing,”
said Mr. Quelch., “Remova boys wear
Ftons, but doubtless your father has
seen to that.” . A bell clanged out gver
Greyfriars. *Third lesson i1z now due,
Crum. You will follow me to your
Form-room, and you may sit and listen
to the lesson; as yet you cennot sharo
m ik

“Yes, sir,'” said Crum,

Mr. Quelch left ris study; and Young
Crum followsd him, to thoe Remove-
room, where the juniors were already
gathered for third lesson. And as soon
as he entered the Form-room Henry
Christopher Crum wad the cynosure of
all eyes.

Say

—l —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Crum in Class [

ENRY CHRISTOPHER CRUM
sat in the ﬁam assigned him
by Mr. Qual:h, He was quite
well aware that all the Re-

movites were keenly intercsted in him,
but he did not seem to mind. Doubtless
he had grown accustomed to the public
gaze during the years that he bhad
“stunted * with Crum’s Show,  After
the concentrated stare of crowded tents
and ctammed halls, the stare of a school
Form-room @r@bnhiy did not amount to
much in Young Crum’s estimation.
Not_ that Mr., Quelch gave his pu]}!lla
‘niuch time or leisyre for staring. He
was aware that an element of excitemend
bad been introduced into the Remove-
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room, and Mr. Quelch was a gentleman
who insisted upon having attention fixed

“What can you tell me about N
Bunteri” asked Mr. Quelch, who hnﬂ

upon the words of wisdom that fell from dutiful way—intensely ex rating to
his lips, William (George Bunter—of devotin

Third lesson that morning dealt with special attention to the backwar
Roman history—s subject upon which fmembers of his Form, _
the juniors were wot keen. They were ' Nero, sir?” gasped Bunter, to gain
far keener on Henry Crum, and the time

mystery” of his admizsion to Greyfriars.
But Mr. Queich kept them up to the
mark.

" Bunter " he rapped out suddenly.

“Eh? Oh! Y¥Yes sirl” gasped Bunter,

“"Why are vou staring round:”

‘" I=} wasn't, sir.”

“1 saw you, Bunter.”

“I=—I mean, I—I wasn't staring at
Crum, gir! I—I didn’t know he was
there, sir-—1 never noticed him come in
with you, sir!” stuttered Bunter.

“Take hfty lints, Buntet®.”

*“(h dear!”

Bunter was rather glad to cscape with
fifty lines: he had not expected o get
off so cheaply, from the glint in Ar.
Quelch’s gimlet eye.

A few punutes later, Crum moved las
head hastily to dodge 'an ink-ball slity
whizzed at him by Harold Skinner.
Crum certainly was s wouth with his
wits about him. He could not have
been expecting an  ink-ball; but he
eluded it, and it him and
dropped on Russell’s head—eliciting a

‘sharp ejaculation from Russell.

Mr. Queloh's eves gleamed.

* Bkinner 1"

Skinner ¢ould have sworn that Mr.
Queleh’s Mead was turned away when
he whizzed the ink:-ball. But I::]';i-.:t wis
not the first time that Remove fellows
had suspected that Mr. Quelch had eyes
in the back of his head.

“Yes, sir!” groaned Skinner,

“"You have thrown something at
Russelll I will keep order in this class!
Hold out your hand.”

Whack!

* Whooop 1"

" Bilenca I

Henry Christopher Crum  grinned.
Russell, as he wiped ink from his collar,
gave Bkinner an expressive look—ox-
prossive of what was to happen after
class. With & cut in hand, and a punch
in the bush, so to spenk, Skinner rather
wished that he had let the new junior
aiohe.

* Bolaover [

“¥Yos, sir!” grunted Bolsover major,

“You are to attend to the lesson
Bolsover, and not to'stare in a rade and
ill-bred manner at Crum,” said Mr.

Quelch. " Boys at this school are ex-
ted to have  beiter manners,
olsover.”

Bolsover major turned erimson,

“And who came after Claudius?”
asked Mr. Quelch, resuming the lesson.

“ Agrippina, sir,” said Vernon-Smith.

Some of the Removites grinned. This
was one of tho little jestz upon which
the Bounder sometimes ventured in
class. Mr. Quelch was not in a mood for
the Bounder's jests.

“Yernon-3mith! After class vou will
write out the names of all the RKoman
Emperors from Augustus to Tra;an, and
bring the paper to my study before tea-
tine. ¥ou will give the dates of
acvession and of death, and the principal
events in their reigns™

“0b, my hat!” murmurcd Smithy,
wishing fervently that he had net
spoken., This was a task that was likely
to keep Smithy busy for some time after
¢lass,

“Who can tell me the name of tho
ernperor who succeeded Claudius?™ said
Mr. Quelch, repeating his question in
another way.

Half the Remose weve ghle to inform

him that it was Nero.

said

“Yes—Nero."

“He—he—ha was an emperor, sir.”

“Indeed!” said Mr. Quelch, in his
most sarcastic tone. "I trust that that
13 not the sum total of your knowledge
of Nero, Bunter.”

“Oh! No, sir! He—he was a bad
hat, sir—"

* What "

T mean, he was a fearful buu:ttleg,
sir—that is, an awful character, sir,”
starnmered Bunter. * He murdered the
princes in the Tower——"

g “He murdered the princes in the
Tower®® repeated Mr. Quelch, almost
dazedly.

“¥es, sir;
Bunter. .

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“8ilence I hooted Mr, Quelch,

“When he was dying, sir,” went on
Bunter, who sesmed to be full- of
information this morning, “he =aid:
‘Kiss me, Hardy!™ .

“ Bless my soul !

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Remave,
Bunter on Roman history was really
entertaining.

*“8ilence, Bunter, you stupid boy——"

and nover smiled sgain!"”

“Isn’t that right, sir?’ asked Bunter
anxiously.

“Right!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.
“No, Bunter, it iz not! Are you not

aware .that Nero lived more than a
thousand years before the princes were
murdered in the Tower?”

“Oh, dear! Then—then he couldn’t
have done it, sir!” gasped Bunter., * I—
I forgot, sir! I—f meant to say, sir,
that—that when he was in the neatherd’s
hut, sir, the old lady told him {o mind
the cakes, and he lot them burn, and
when she nagged him, siv, ho said:
‘Take away that baubla!'™

“Bilence, Bunter! You will come
to my study for an hour after tea, and T
shall give you some special instruction.”

“Oh ler" 1™

“I trust,” said Mr. Quelch, almost
glaring at tho class, “that no other boy

in the Remove is so ah}famalli' ignorant
as Bunigr. at can you tell me about
Nero1"”

Crum mado a slight movement. He
did not speak, but Mr, Quelch noted

is movement and glanced at him. If
the showman's son was able to jéin in
the lesson, Mr. Quelch was rcady to
welcome him into the fold.

“Can yon tell me anything about
Noro, Crum ?™ he asked,

“I think so, sir.” said Crum. “What
about Sir Alan Cobham, sic !

“Wha-a-at?” :

"He's an. 'ero, sir,” sald Crum.

Mr. Quelch gazed at Crum, and the
whole Remove gazed at him, unrebuked
this time. Crum's contribution secmed
to have taken away the breath of the
whole Form-reom.

"Bless my zoull? said Mr. Quelch at
last, as soon as he was able to articulate.
“You—you misunderstand me, Crum. I
was not EFuahlng' of 8 hero. I was
speaking of & Roman emperor who was
named Nero.” .

“Oh, sir! My mistake, =ir,” sgud
Crum. " Never ‘eard of the bloke, zir."

“Tho—thoe what?"

“The bloke, sir.”

“You must not say bloke, Cruny™

“Well, sir, I mean, I never "card of

the MYDE.“'
“"Ha, ha, ha!”
Mr. b-mfeh did not tell Crum that he
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Lord Mauleverer was deep in thought when suddenly
the study door opened. As the schoolboy earl
was leaning on it, the natural result was that he
foll backwards into the study—suddenly and hard.
Crum stared down at him, and

burst Into a laugh. (See Chapter 7.)

“* Ow ! * he gasped.

must not say covey. He signed to him
to bo silent, and procceded with the
I . His pgrim face checked the
merrinient in the Remove. Ignorance,
to Mr. Quelch, was gglmrmm: e _state
of mind to be rectified, with or without
the aid of the cane. He did not sec
anything comio in it =t all. = The
Removites, on the other hand, found
something very ontertaining in a fellow
who had never heard of Nero, and who
supposed that the Remove master was
speaking of an 'ero. :

But as the lesson continued, all merri-
ment vanished from the Remove under
the influence of Mr. Quelch’s gimlet
oye and vinegary tongue, and they were
reduced to a proper state of scriousness.
Indeed, by the time third lesson came to
an end, Nero was far more unpopular
in the Remove Form-room than he hiad
ever been in Rome: and by the time the
Remove reached the end Nero's
reign, they wished that Galba had
butted in much sconer than he did.

More than a dozen fellows who wore
unable to construe Nero's semi-Gnal
romark, were told to writo out “Qualis
artifex pereat” a hundred times. And
‘then, to the relief of the Remove—and
}nrhapa of the Remove master—third
psson came to an end, and the Lower
Fourth trocped out into the
to gebk awav from ancient
modern England.

-i!!uad—ﬂ'lnd

ome 1nto

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Dificult Task !

ki IMARTON ¥
“Yes sir."
Herry Wharton

[ dropped

behind as  the Kemove

trooped out. He stopped at his Form
master's desk, in an attitude of

respectiul attenlion, nol allowing his
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face to betray

his desire to join. the
other fellows in punting about a footer

forc dinner. As captain ‘of the
Remove, and head boy in the Form,
Wharton was often called upon to per-
form little duties, and he expected some-
thing of the kind now; it was the duty
of the Form captain to assist the Form
master in many ways., But certainly the
captain of the Remove did not expect
what he was about to hear.

“You have noticed the new junior,
YWharton 7" asked Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir,” said Harry, repressing. &
smile.

"He s somewhat out of the ordinary
run of Greyfriars boys, Wharton.”

“8o I've noticed, sir.”

“That, of course, iz not his faull,”
said Mr. Quelch,

“0Oh, no, xir, of course not!l”
Wharton,

“For certain reasons the Head has
decided to give him a—a trial as a Groy-
friars boy,” saicdl Mr. Queleh. 1 necd
not state the reasons™

Mr. Quelch would have found some
diffienlty in stating the reasons, as ho
did not know what they were, and was,
indeed, extremely puzzled and Perplﬂ'xud
to nccount for the headmaster’s strango
action.

“Tho boy secms intelligent and well
behaved,” wont on Mr. Quelch.  “ Little,
however, is known of his antecedents.
His previous cducation has nof fitted
him to take his place in the Form-room;
but that can be remedied. Ho is, of
course, too old to he placed in the
Sceond or Third Form, which, other-
wisa, would bo more—hem—suitable. I
am speaking to you freely, Wharton, as
head boy of my Form, and a dutiful
hoad boy.”

“(h, certainly, sir!” .

“1 should be glad, Wharton, 1f yon
would find time to take a little personal

agreed

1T L 4} ;
el

y
b
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interest in this boy Crum, and give him
a little assistance in learning our ways
and settling down to them."

“I'll do my best, sir."

“1 am sure you will, Wharlon, and no
doubt your friends will do the same.”

“I'll speak to them sbout it, sir.”

“Very good! 1 shall place the new
hDF" in your study, Wharton—"

*Oh!" .

That ecjaculation might have warncd
Mr. Queleh that there was rather a lack
of enthusiasm on the rnrt. of his head
boy. Perhaps Mr. Quelch did not notice
it. Perhaps ho did not want io notico
it. At all events, he went on regardless.

“There is room for a new boy mn
Study No. 1, with you and Nugent.
This will make it easier for you to kecp
a friendly eye upon him. I do not think
thero is any harm in the boy; but he is
practically nnknown to us, and I prefer
to piace him with a boy of stron
character liko yourself. You will toll
him which is his study, Wharton, and
tako him there, and give him any assist-
anco in your power.”

“Very well, sir."”

“Thank you, Wharton {"

The captain of the Remove lefl the
Form-room with a rather thoughtlul
brow,

He was fattered by Mr., Queleh’s con-
fidence and reliance; but he certainly
was not keen on having the queer new
kid “planted” in Study Neo. 1 in the

ove. Dut as that could net be
helped, Wharton resigned himself to it
as cheerfully as possible, He went out
into the quad, and looked for his own
special chums there. He found Nugent,
Jlnlmny Bull, Bob Cherry, and Hurreo
Joamset Bam Eir;fh waiting for bim in a
little group by the House steps.

“Hallo, ii’m] o, hallo! What did the
Beak want, old bean?” asked Dob.

Tar Maoyer LisRary.—No. 1,000.
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Wharton smiled rather wryly.

“ That new kid's put in my study,” ho
said, “1'm to keep a fatherly eye on
him. Any other fellow want him? I'll
stand out with pleasure!”

There was a chuckfe from the Co.

“Keep him, old chap ¥’ said Johnny
Bull. “Youre welcome to him, I
dare say he's quite nice.” .

o Thaynicefulnﬁa is probably terrifie1”
Remarked Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh,

with a dusky grm.
“(h, we'll take him in!” said Frank
sup-
Wo

Nugent good-naturedly. “I don't
there's any rm in him,
needn’t ask him to help us in Roman

]‘:iai:«:-l:lt':.v.’;E1 L

“Ha, ha, hal’

“The fact is” ssid Bob, “I don't
exactly want him fo my study, but I
think Pl jaw td him a bit. Heo may
feel & bit out of it here.”

“Come along with me and find him,
then,” said I-Iaal;rr . “"I'va got to take
himm in hmmd, and I may as well begin
mw.l)

“ Any old thing,” said Bob.

And Wharton and Bob Cherry went to
look for Crum, whila their chums joined
in_the punt-about. .

They found Crum strolling in the
quad by himself, under the old trees that
weré now gleaming with the green of
spring. Heé had his hands in his
pockefs, and was staring about him with
great interest. Greyfriars was a new
experience for young Crum. But while
he was iriterested, ha was obviously not
overwhelmed by his new surroundings.
There was & cool self-possession about
Henry Christoppér Crum that was
rather nw] inla new “kid” in a big,
rowded school.
¢ ‘“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” greeted Bob
Cherry cheerily.

Crum eyed them.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” he answered.

“Like Greyfriars?” asked Bob. W

“More or less. A bit slow, whatl
yawned Crum, *Sleepy old place! Dut
awlully nice and refined, I've no doubt.

What do you fellows wantt Looking
for & thick ear apiecel”

“Eh 1"

“ What "

“You're the blokes we met at the
gate this morning,” said Crum, You
was making fun of my father! If 1

could handle the two of you, I'd jolly
well bang your heads together.”

Bob Cherry's eyes began to sparkle. o

“ Don't worry about the i"ﬂi‘ﬂrnt; us !
he retorted. “ Greyfriars style sn't two
to one. Pick your man if you'ro hangry
for trouble !

“Haold on!™” exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton hastily. *“Cheese it, Bob! Remem-
ber, ﬁa's Benew kid, and strange here,
old chap!

i Dh.pall serena |” said Bob. “But
he'd better keep a civil tongue, all thTu
sameo. Look here, Cruml a weren't
making fun of your father. We were &
bit struck by him, 1 admit. But, dash
it all, if a man sports clothes that are
warranted to kill at forty rods, he must
expect fcllows to be a bit struck. Don’t
go round hunting for offences.”

Crum's cyes gleamed.

“You thought my father wasn’t good
enough to comn into your mouldy old
school [ ho snapped.

“Not at all,” said Wharton, “"Wa
thnught} ithe whola thing a bit upusual
and——"'

“Oh, T know what you Lhought I” said
Crum disdainfully, *“Well, I'm_ here,

ood enough or not, and I'm staying as
ﬁmg as I choose, and wou can like it or
lump it. Go and cat coke!”

And Crum turned on his heel and
walked away, whistling.

TuE Maicxer Lisrary.—-No. 1,050.

Wharton and Bob
another.

“ Cheeky young sweep i growled Bob.

“Well,” said the captain of the He-
move slowly, “the Bird of Paradiss, as
Smithy called him, is his father, and
vyou can’t blame any chap for standing
up for his father.”

“No fear,” agreed Bob, at once.
“That's all right. I-1 say, we never
meant any offence, ard it would be
rather rotten if the kid thought us a
pair of silly snobs. He will tmd sonfs
snobs here, but we don’t” went him to
ut us down as that sort. Let's go after
11m+:|

The two juniors followed Crum.

Their consciences were gquite clear,
and they had nothing to blamo then-
selves for. But it was evident ibat
Crum was touchy on the subject of his
resplendent parent, and quick to take
offence on that subject,

logked at one

“Hers, kid!” said Wharton good-
naturedly. “Don’t buzz off! I've
really got to speak to joun. Mr, Quelch

has put you in my study, and I'm to

tako you there and show s'uu the place.”
“¥Your study ¥ repeated Crum.
“Yes,"”

“What's that " i

“0Oh, we have studies to ourselves in
the Remove—rooms, you know,” ex-
plained Wharton. “¥Yours will ba No. 1
in the Remove, with Nagent and me."

“Jhst my luck !” grunted Crum. :

Wharton knitted his brows a little.
He had resigned himself to having this
unusual new fellow in his study, with
an effort. It was rather disconceriing
to’ find that Crum viewed the prospect
with anything. but gratification.

“Well, it can't ba 'elped, I s'pose,”

said Crum, “If you've got to show me
the place, get on with it1” It waa
noticdable that when Crum spoke ex-

citedly or hurriedly, his rspirates wera
conspicuous by their absence, That
however, did not concern Wharton, and
he did not heed it.

“Well, come on!” he ssid, rather

NIy

“I'm brier you."

Crum followed Wharton to the House.
Bob Cherry—hia geniality apparently
exhausted for the nonce—walked away
to join in the punt-abouf. Many glances
were turned on Crum a3 he went into
the House with Wharton, and there
wm-?i many smiles. He did not seem to
mind.

He wont up the staircase with Whar-
ton and up the Remove staircase, into

o passage which belonged to the
Lower Fourth. Wharton led him inte
Study No. L

Crum looked round

“This "ero the room " he asked.

“This i3 it."

“0Oh, my eye .

Crum did not seem much impressed
by Btudy Ne. 1.

“Bit pnlq-—whnt-?” ho asked.

“We don't think it poky.”

“Tlaed to it. I dessav.” said Crum.
“7 dessay I'll get used to it, too. What
do we do in this "ere room? Don't ve
do our lessons downstairas in the big
room with the old covey®

“¥og: but we use the study for prep.”

“What's that?"

i 'i"?re Prepare
evening.”

“(0Oh, crumbs! Sort of working ovar.
time ! zaid Crum.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ And we koep our things here, and
have tea here if we like,” hz went on.
“T'Il find yon o place for your things
and your books, and so on.”

“1 ain't got any books, sa far.”

“Mr, Queleh will sea to that. J you

lessons  here  overy

want £o tea in the study with Nugent
snd me—"

TFI duuftlfj‘

“Well, you needn't, if you don't
like!” said Wharton, repressing his an-
noyance. "'You can tea in Hall, if you
choose. I'll take you there at tea-time.”

“ ¥ou needn’t trouble. I can find my
way about, [ e'pose? I ain’t blind!"

“Just ag you like., Mr. Quelch asked
mao to show Jou round,” said the captain

thea Remote,

“Lh, rot!"”

Wharton breathed hard and d_eeF.
But he controled hia temper. Certainly
hé did not wank & row with this peculiar
new fellow,

“Look here, Crum,” he said, after a
E: , "“we're going to be qtutf:.r-ma{ms.

d I can help you a lot if ‘gﬂu like,
and I'm willing to do so. e're not
likely to chum very much, but that's no
rodson why we shouldn’t be friends. No
need to be encmies, that I can sco!™

Crum'’s lips curled, EE

“Wel), we ain't likely to be friends,”

hé zaid. “1 gin't feeling friendly with
a bloke that turne up his nose at my
father " '

harton coloured.

“1 did nothing of the sort!” he
snapped.

“You jolly well did!”

Wharton looked at him in silence. He
was not specially interested in Henry
Christopher Crum; but he wished him
well and was willing to help him, as &
stranger in the land, to fnd his feet in
hiz new surroundings. But just at that
moment he waa awgriuﬂ;r tempied to
knock H ristopher spinning
across Btudy No. 1.

“Yon're a snob!” said Crum delibor-
atoly, *that's what you are! ¥Youn
looked my father up and down! You're

a snob! 1 don't itke you, and I ain't
going to be friends with you! So chow
on that!”

“You can't call a fellow names hero,
Crum,” said the captain of the Remove
very quietly. “That's a lesson jrﬂu‘:i
better learn at the start.”

*“8nob I retorted Crum.

Wharton clenched his hands,

All the Remove knew thaet Harry
Wharton had a rather hasty tefbper--a
temper that was not wholly reliable, and
that had caused irouble more than once.
All the Remove, therefore, would have
been surprised had they seen him at
the present moment, He unclenched his
hands and walked gquictly out of the
study, without answering the new
fellow's taunt. But his face was almost

ale with anger as he went down the
Et,emuve passage te the stairs.

—-P—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Mauly Means to be Kind !

ORD MAULEVERER coughed.
Afternoon classes were over
and tha Remove were out.
Mauly was tha first Removite Lo
come in to tea.

Mauleverer was passiﬁg Study No. 1,
on his way to Study No. 12, when Lo
coughed, and paused, and coughed
agaln.

The study door was half open. TFrom
the room camo & strong scent of
tobacco-smoke. <

It was not the scent of -a cigarettc;
it was much more ]f'.bowurful than that.
A potent whiff of it caught Lord
Mauleverer, and made him cough, aod
it amazed him.

Someono was smoking in the study
that belonged lo Harry Wharton and
Frank MNugent; and that it could no!
ha the captain of the Remove or Lis
chum Mauly was assured. As it was a
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cigar that lhe scented, it seemed: that
some master must have dropped into
the study, though it was certainly re-
markablo for & master to smoke In-a
junior study. It could scarcely be a
junior,' for eyen Skinner & Co., though
they smoked surreptitious cigareties,
never ventured on cigars.

Mauleverer was puzzled, and, being
puzzled, he gla into the study to
see who was smoking there.

To his amarement, he beheld the new
junior Crum, sprawling in the armchair,
with his feet on the table, a .cigar
between his teeth.

Crum was blowing rings of smoke,
and watching them foat towards the
study ceiling, with an aic of satisfod
vontentment.

He glanced at Mauleverer through a
s little cloud of smoke, sud gave him

s nod.

“Hallo, face!” he said

Lord Mauleverer gazed at -him. Per-
haps involuntary disapproval had shown
in his ]nrdahii:fﬂ looks, for Crum's grect
ing was anything but gemal.

What " cjaculated Mauleverer,

“Facel” repeated Crum.

Lord Mauleveror realised that this
was intended to be offépsive. But his
lordship was not easily offended.

“Want anything " asked Crum.

“Yﬂﬂ-&. ¥a L

“Cough it up!™

“I want 1o know what the deuce you
mean by smokin' in Wharton's study *”
said Lord Msuleveror. * Wharton's a
friend of mine!"

“Youro welcome to ‘im!’
smoking in my own study,” answerad
Crum. “This 'ere ky 'ole iz my
study, if you want to know, fentures!"

“Wha-a-at did you call me

“ Featyres!"

“Good gad!” said Lord Mauleverer.

The new fellow's vocabulary was
something new for Greyiriars.

“That all " added Crum.

Lord Mauleverer considered, in
deliberate way.

“No,” he said, at length, “that’s not
all.”

*Zet it off your chest, nozey !

“If you're smokin' in your own study
it's vour own biznay, I suppose,” said
Hauievewr; “but,” a3 you're & new
chap, I'll mention that smoking isn't
allowed in this school.”

*Gammon !

“Wha-at 7" .

T see g fat old bloke smoking a

ar.,” said Crum. .

Mr. Prout smokes cigars,” Maule-
verar was. able to recognise tho portly
Fifth Form master from Crum's elegant
deseription. ‘‘But I was speakin' of the
fellows. Even in the Sixth they aren't
allowed to smoke!”

“What's that 1"

“Eh! What's what?”

"Bixth! Bixth what?"

“0h, T mean the S8ixth Form—the top
Form in the school—seniors and  pre-
be-cth Nobody but a master can smoke
at Ureyiriars, and even the masters
dnn*t,.jnrnﬂku much. It's bad form it a

nis

“Think so?"” grinned Crum.

“Yans." )

“Thanky for your opinion.
away with vou and boil !

“Oh, gad! There ave silly fellows
hero who smoke cigarettes sometimes,
and get licked for it," said Mauleverer,
“But they're rather looked down on
by the other men.™

Crum blow ont smoke, and grinmned
through it.

“It's bad for the health,” &nid
Mauloverer gently. “Smoking stunts
t%m s’;;m-.-.'th‘ Any fool could tell you
that.

Take it

J'm.

"“One's telling me now—what?"” said
Crum agreecably.

Lord Mauleverer breathed rather
hard. He really wanted to sct this
extraordinary new boy right. It was

obvious that: Henry Christopher Crum .

had much to learn, and that his early
boyhood must have been passed in
strange and weird aur:uundi.ngs,- to
judge by his habits, His lordship was
g -natured and tolerant to a fault,

ut he found the new fcllow's manner
hard to bear.

“Even the shady blighters don"t
smoke oigars here,” he said. * You
surely know, kid, that you can’t smoke
cigars at your age. It's enough to
mage you ill." :

“Da I look ill?” jeered Crum.

. “Well, you look rather pasty,” said
his lordship frackly.

Crum glared.

“What about' your own blooming
dial " he demanded.

“Oh gad{" .

Lord Mauleverer had to make =

mental effort to realise that a *bloom-
mF-lif.lnl" was & human faee.

o T'm not raggin’ you, kid,” he said.
‘I'm only givin’ you a tip as a new
kid. You'll be caned if you're caught
Emnkin!-li‘ L

“ Rats!? .

“I essure you, Crum, that if a
master or;a prefect found gc:u with a
vigar in your mouth, you'd get six,”
said Lord Mauleverer earnestly,

i ix“'hltt'”

“Hix whacks with a cane.” .

* Rubbish 1" _

“ Apart from that, what about your
study-mates ?” asked Lord Mauleverer.
“This atmosphere is -enough te make
them sick when they come In to tea.”

“They can like it or lump-it.”

“They're quite nice fellows,”™ said
Mauleverer. " You don't want to row
with them, Crum.”

“1 don't care a straw!”

“Well, T felt 'bound to give you the
tip, a8 a new Kid,” said Mauleverer,
“I'm done. Let it drop.”

Mauleverer turned to the door.

As he stepped into the passage he
caught sicht of & head rising into view
on the Remove stairoase. It was the
head of George Wingate of the Bixth
Form, head vreféct and captain of
Greyfriars. Wingate. of the Sixth was
coming up to the Remove passage, and
if he entered that passage, as obviously
ho was about to do, he was certain to
scent  the potent aroma from Study
No. 1.

the

Mauleverer
roOm.

*Crum,” he whis;pered. “nut that
smoke away. Open the window. Wave
g nowspaper or somefthin’. There's &

refect coming along.”

“What's that?

“Oh gad! A Bixth Form man—a
prafect. Chap who carries a eane and
whaeks juniors who don't behave them-
sclves,”

“Ho won't whack me.”

“He will. ald bean, and jolly hard,
if he ecatches vou smokin'.”

" Boash !

Crum continued to smoke his eigar.
Lord Mauleverer stepped ont of the
study again and closed the door, taking
care that it latched., Unpleasant as the
new  fellow  seemed to be, Maule's
natural instinet was to help any fellow
who was in trouble, and there was no
douht  that Crum was booked for
trouble, if Wingate caught him smoking
a cigar. Mauleverer leaned against the
closed door, with as idle and casual
an attitude nz he could assumo at a

turned back into

momeni’s notice, as Wingate came
across  the landing and along  the
passage.

Wingate stopped.
“Is that new kid Crum about?” he
askod.

“Crum?” ropeated Mauleverer, to
galn time. )

“Yes. ' I want to see him.”

"“Oh!"

Mauleverer did opt move. In the.

kindness of his heart he wanted to save
the new fellow from s thrashing, if he
could. :

“I saw him a fow minutes ago,” he
remarked meditatively. .

“Well, where?” asked Wingate,
naturelly concluding, from the fact that
Mauleverer remained  leaging on the
door of Study No. 1 that Crum was not
in that apartment.
h‘fLat me see,” murmured his lord-
SO1p.

“I oouldn’t see him in the gquad,
grunted Wingate. “I thought the Ind
would be in his study, bother hiw.
Have you seen him since class?

“Yans"

“Whero did you see him?"

“I saw him goin' to the tuckshop
after class,” said Lord Mauléverer. -

He was stating the facts. Heo
seen Crum heading for the school sh

-after the Remove were dismissed. Ha

did not sdd that that was an r
since. He was bound to tell the truth
but he was not bound to add unasked
dﬂ%‘al’h' te grunted

ingate grunted.

“0Oh, all right!”

The "Greyfriars " captain  turned and
tramped away towards the stairs again.
Lord Maunleverer after him medi-
tatively. He had told the truth—his
lordship never did anything else—but
undoubtedly ho had given the prefect a
wrong impression, and he wonderad
whether, in his desiro to shield the new
fellow from punishment, he. bad sailed
a little too near the wind. That wan
rather & worry to his lordship, who was
particular in such matters.

As he was thinking it over fhe study
door opened from = within, and  as
Mauleverer was leaning on . it, the
natural result was that he fell back-
wards into the study—suddenly and
hard.

MD“, !.'l: hﬂ as

Crum stared down at him and buret
into & roar.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh gad! Ow!” Lord Mauloveror
sat up dazedly. “Oh, you silly ass!
Ow 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Crum. “Was
you leaning on_the door? Silly chum
to lean on & door that opens inward.
I'd just opened it. Ha, ha, hal”

Wingato of the Sixth, hall-way down
tho Remove staircase, hoard that voar of
langhter and came striding back,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Not a Licking !

INGATE ecame across the
W Roemove landing again with a
grim brow. Lord Mauleverer
picked himself up and dusted
his trousers.  Crum, I-n:runginﬁv_m tha
dnorway, glanced carelessly at Y ingate.

“Mauleverer, you young rascal!™

“Yans, Wingate!” said his lordship
resignedly.

“(enm was in the sludy all the
tirne!” exclaimed the captain of (rey-
friars nnqrilj.

tl’?uu'} .

“¥You teld me he was in the tucks
shop !

“ Nothin' of the sorf, dear mwn. 1
told you I saw him goin' to the tuck.
shop after class. So I did.” :

T Macsxer Lisrary. No. 1.030.
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Wingate let his ashplant slip down
into his hand. i

“Y?i}! knew in the
1] "5.“
“ And

ihat he was

u were smzdingh me on a
fool's errand to look for him in Mrs.
Mimblé's shop 1" :

“Yaas,” sighed nis Jordship.

“1 suppose you think it's rather funn
to pull & 8ixth Form man’s leg—what "
asked Wingate grimly,

“MNot at all,” said Lord Mauleverer.
“Judgin' by your looks, dear man, 1t
won't be funinjr at all.”

“Quite s0,” agreed Wingate. “I'm

goiog to give you six for wasting my
riméy you young sweep) I—"

Wgndga:tﬂ roke off and sniffed. He
shiffed agaln, and then stared inlo Lhe
study, where the atmosphere was
clouded with cigar smoke.

“ Bdmebody’s been smoking here I he
exclaimed., " Cigars, too! Great pip!
Was why you 'n;alra trying to keep
me ouf of the study, Maulevercr?

Lord Mauleverer did not answer. The
fat wgs in the fire pow, so to speak. He
had failed in his benevolent design to
save the mew felfow from a thrashing.
Win did not need sn answer; he
quite Onderstood how the matter lay,
and he furged a grim_ glare on Crum,

"You'ye been smoking here?"

T Jest that,” agreed Crum.

“ Smoking cigars ¥

L1 ND.J’

“It smells likd & cigar.”

“That’s what it is,” said Crum.

“What do you mean, then?" snapped
Wingate angrily.

“T mean wof I say,” answered Crum.
“You asked me if I'd been smoking
cigars. I ain't. I've been smoking a
cigar.. See?”

"Oh gad!” murmured Lord Maule-

Varer.

The fellow’s nerve in bandying words
with the capfain of the school was
AMAZING, 65 ly on such a topie!
Mauly could only gecount for it on the
suppozition thay Crum was so totally
igngrdnt of public school maoners and
custojna that he simply did not know
what ho was doing.

Wingate's eyes %Ieu.med,
“"¥Y¥our shady, fsreputable young
ascal ' he zaid. “You've been smok.

g a cigar in your study?™

“Yow've got it.M

“¥our Form master asked me to give
vou & look-in,” said the prefect. *“Heo
thpught that & queer young fish liko you
might be up to somelhing. It seemy
that he was right.”

“What's biting youi" asked Crum.
“T've smoked cigars before, and I'll be
¢emoking them agin.  Father lets mo
swoke cigars.”

“Oh; my hat! Then—" Wingatn
checked, himself in time. Tt was not
fittingg to state in the presence of the
son wyhat he thought of the father.
" Weﬁ, now youw're at Greyfriars you're
nc-t?fa smoho cigars, or anything else,
aen 2l

“No, I don't see.” snswered Crum.
“Who are you, I'd like to know "

“Who am I'1" repeated Wingate.

“¥es. Faip't taking orders from any
Lloke that comes butting in. Not if 1
know it."

“T am Wingate of the Sixth—captain
af the school—a prefect. You are &
junjoer boy, and juniors have fo obey &
prefect's orders.” Wingate, angry and
amazed as he wasz, was explaining ihe
situatign quite patiently to this weird
new Reémovite.

“I don't like the idea!" said Crum.

“You don't like the ideal?™ ejacu-
lated Wingate.

THE Macxer LisRary,—No. 1,080,

“No, I don't.”

“Well, whether wyou like it or nos,
that's that!” said Wingate. “I'd like
to go easy with & new kid who's becn
brought up goodness knows how ; but if
:.ruu?“amnke- again you'll be thrashed,
see

Wil 11" said Crum rebelliously.

“You will—and hard.”

“Who'll thrash me 7" demanded Crum.

“¥ will ¥

* You won't "' said Crum,

Wingate gazed at him in silence for
O moments, Lord Mauleverar
wondered whether he was dreaming.

“Ye 1 gaid the Greyfriars cap-
tain at last. ““What sort of a merchant

e they landed on ws this time?
Where do you come from Crum "

‘“Urum's Bhow and 'Ouse of Magic,
Qld Crum and Young Crum,” answercd
the new jumior cheerfully. ‘'Father's
Old Crum. I'm Young Crum.”

“Did your father ever thrash you for
your check 7™

““No, he didn't.” _

“Ah! That was an oversight,” aaid
Wingate. “I'll set that right, Btep
into the study.”

:‘fé was jest going dmvn.”] ;

'Btep into the study, 1 tell you.’

ﬁr‘Ehnﬂn’t'l" o Y

4 Eﬂt?;‘ roared Wingate,

¥, n"t ry
; TEE nexh mament Crum went spinning
iofto the study, under a helty shove from
the angry prefect, and sprawled on *he
cafpet. He roared as he sprawled, and
sat up gl‘a‘;htg. Wingate followed nim
in, gripping the ashplant, his eyes
glittering.

"*Now, you young rascal

“Blow youl” howled Crum.

Gl
“By Jove!” gasped Winggte. He

stooped and grasped the new jupior by
the collar, and heaved him to %q

Crum retreated across the study and
stood with his back to the wall. His
face was quite as angry as Wingate's,
Lord Manpleverer logked in at the door-
way, greatly distressed.

“(tum, cld bean,” he exclaimed, “da
take a fellow's word for it! You can't

1,

carry on like this. You can't really.”
“You shut your tater-trap,” res
torted Crum.
“ My—my what 1"
&l Tq-t-ﬁl"t-]'ﬂp‘ E”
“Oh gad!” Lord Mauleverer had

never before heard a mouth described as
a potato-trap. “Crum, dear boy—"

““ Swaller it!" jeered Crum. ‘

“ Wingate, the chap doesn’t know his
way about
“Go easy with the young ass.”

“"Get out of the study,”

lth AAS !_ﬂf

Lord Mauleverer ste
No. 1, but he lingercd outside in his
kind anxiety for the new fellow. Win-
gate fixed his eyes on Crum and pointed
to a chair with his cane.

“Bend over that chair, Crum,” he
saidh

“What for?" demanded Crum.

“Lm going to cahe you.”

“You ain'td’ said Crum.

His dark, magnetic eyes were fixed nn
Wingate's with a stran stara—a stare
of such singular fixity that Lord Maule-
vever, looking in, wondered whather
the new fellow was a little out of his
mind. There was such an intensity in
the gaze that the dark eyes seemed fairly
o burm :

Wingate, who was about {o stride
across the study to collar him, paused.
For some moments the captain of Grey-
friars scemed irresolute, and Maule-
verer's amazed glance turned on him in
deep wonder. Twice he zaw Wingate

ed out of Study

18 feet, &

ra,” said Lord Mauleverer.’

start towards Crum, as if resolved.to
collar him and cane him; but each tine
the prefect paused again and moved
back. Finally he stopped and stood look-
ing at Crum, all the anger gone from his
Em .and a dreaming exprestion replac-
ng 1t.

rum grinned.

“You going to lick me?"” he asked
jeeringly,

“Nol” said Wingatd.

““1 thought not! Get out of this
study "

“Yes, Crum."

“Chuck that cane out of the landing
window as you go downstairs.” :

“¥es, Crum.”

“Say you're sorry afore you go.”

“I'm sorry, Crum,"

“That']] jut Get out!™

Wingate wealked out of the study.
Lord Mauleverer looked at Crum's
%‘lr-inn‘ing face, and thdn looked after

ingate. He was wondering whether
he was dreaming this. The Greyfriars
eaptain went down the Remove staircase,
opened the landing window, and tossed
his ashplant out into the open air. Then
he closed the window and went on down
the stairg and digappeared, without once
looking back.

“Good gad!” gasped Lord Maule.

VETer. .

He almost pinched himeelf 1o make
sure that he was awake. What had
happened had not only astounded him—
it upnerved him. Wingate of the Sixth,
captain of Greyfriars, head prefect of
thd school, had obeyéd Crum'’s orders
like a fag oheying a Form master, or
rather, like a child cbeying a parent. It
was unthinkable, but it had happened
under Lord Mauleverer's doubting eyes.
“Good gad!” he repeated.

Heo looked at Crum.

“That's the stuff to give ‘em:"”
rinned Crum. “Didn't T tell you that
that bloke wasn't going to lick me!
didn’t come to Greyfriars to be licked,
gch]’ vou can lay to that. Now, you ‘op

Lord Mauleverer walked away, still
wondering whether he was dreaming.

— e

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Quelch Does Not Undersiand !

o UNTER "
B “Yea, sir?” said Billy

Bunter, hlinking apprehensively

at Mr, Quelch through his g
spectacles and wishing that he had not
wandered ncar Masters' passagh. Bunter
had had ﬂnmlgh of Mr. Quelch and
special instruction in Roman history for
one day.

“Kindly find Wingate and tell him I
desire to spesk fo him in my study,
Bunter,” said Mr Quelch.

“Oh, yes, sir!” &id the fat junior, in
great relief. He had feared that he
was to be callad on the carpet for some
of his many smz—Bunter had too many
on his fat conscienca to hear his master’s
volce without alarm. **Yes, str! Cor-
tainly, sir.”

William George Bunter rolled away
to the Sixth Form passage, and tapped
on Wingate's door,

There was no answer: and the Owl
of the Remove opened the door and
blinked into the study ihrough his
glasses. .

Wingate of the Sixth was there,

He was seated at the iable, wnocen-
pied, except thaf he was sfaring at the
table. There was g daged expression on
hiz face, and o wrinkle of deep and
worried thought in his brow. unier
blinked at him curicusly, wondering
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Ths Removltes really could not believe their eyes as Loder of
ihé Elh knelt Illlllrﬁﬁk]j' down and took off Crum’s boots.

“ Well, this beats it ! " murmured Squifi.
X [Aee Chapter 11.)

glddy magician, or what #~*

*“Is that now kid a

what was the matter with the captain
of the school.

“1 say, Wingate—" .

The Sixth-Former turned his head.

“Well " he asked.

“Mr. Quelch wants to speak to yoi in
his study."

“Oh, yes! Very well." _

The. Sixth-Former spoke mechanically.
That there was something on Wingate's
mind, anmﬂhinﬁ that weighed heavily,
even an obtuse duffer like Bunter could
ses. He wondered with ‘ggrﬂa.t. curiosity
what it was as he rolled away to the

Rag.

YE’inga.[ua left the study and proeeeded
to the Remove master's quarters. Mr.
Quelech gave him a sharp look as he
came in, .

“I expected you to come here, Win-
gate,” he said rather tartly.

“Did yin, gird”

“You have not forgotten, I presume,
that 1 asked you to make some cbserva-
tiorn of the new junior, Crum.”

“No, sir,” said Wingate. “I haven't
forgotten that.”

The Removre master’s eyes dwelt on
hing keenly. There wos something odd
and unusual in Wingate's look and
manner that did not ezcape Mr. Quelch’s
gimlet aye.

“Is anvthing the matter with won,
Wingate ! he asked.

“No, sir |- I—I think not.”

“You are not i1l 7"

“Oh, no, sir!”

“Wall, to come to the point,” said
Mr. Quelch testily. “Iave you ob-
served the boy Cromt”

“T went to his study and saw jum,
sir,” said Wingate. “He had been
smoking a cigar.”

Mr. %u?lﬂl jumped almost elear of
the floor. .

“Bmoking & cigar!” he exclaimed.
“Do you mean a cigarelte, Wingate "

- “No, sir; a cigar. Hp explained thal

his father allowed him to smoke cigars.”
" “Bless my soul! What kind of & boy
bas the Head been induced to admit to
this school ¥ exelaimed Mr, Quelch,

aghast. * Did you not intend to reporl
this to me, Wingate?"”

1] EI[‘]”

“No?" exclaimed the Form masier.
“I searcely understand - you, Wingate,
I asked you to observe this boy, being
uneasy. on account of the strange cireum:-
stances of his admission here. You find
him engaged in a perfectly revolting
action in oue of his age, and et vou
did not intend to report the matter to
me. What do you mean?” :

Wingate passed his hand over his
brow, as if in an effort to collect his
scattered thoughts,

“I—I certainly should have reporied
the matter to g-::-u, siv,” be said. "I am
quite awarc of that.” z

“Certainly you should. You punished
him, I presume?”

“No, sir. I was going to cane him,
but—but——"

“But what?" snapped the Form
master.

- He ordered me out of the siudy,
sir.”

Mr., Quolch stared at that answer, as
well he might, X

“ Are you jesting, W\ ingaie "

*No, sir. i

“You seriously tell me that this Loy,
g junior in the Lower Fourth Form,
ordered you out of his study, and that
vou obeyed the order ¥V

“Yog, sir. J=—I hardly konow why,"”
satd Wingate, “I have becn trying to
think it out, and it puzzles me. All I
know is that I felt that I had to go, and
I went. I ean't explain it."

Mre. Quelch's anger faded away, and
an expression of great solicitude took its
place.  Like evervone else at Grey-
friars, he liked Wingate, and hLe was
concerned for him now.

“T am afraid, Wingate, that yon can-
not be well,” he said gently.. “ What
vou say i3 most extraordinary. T will
not trouble you: further about the
matier now; you had better go to your
study and rest a little.”

“Yery well, siv,” said Wingate. “The
fact is, I don’t feel quite as usual, sir,

just now, though I havdly know what's
the matter.”

He loft Mr. Quelch’s study.

The Remove master stood [or some
minutes in thought. He was in & dv?lv
perplexed frame of mind, and hb felt
extremely concerned for Wingate. He
was, indeed, thinking more of the
Greyfriars captain than of Crum; but
he remembered that youth at last, and
left his study to seek him. Tes wa=
going on in Hall, and Mr, alch
glanced into Hall and found that 1
was seated at the table there with.-five
or six other Remove fellows. It was
soldom that more than half a dozen of
the Remove “tea’d ” in Hall; hardly a
fellow did so if funds would run to tea
in the study. Crum, assuredly, was
the only Remove man who ireferreil
Hall to his own quartérs. er gf the
Sixth was in charge of the table, and
he was spealking to Crum as Mr. Queleh
came guietly in.

“You frowsy young ruffian, don't
gurgle your tee like a grampus! Where
n gqmdncss* naine were vou brought
up?

. The other iuniqrs grinnéd, -and Crum
filished angrily.

Then there was a movement as Mr.
Quelch was seen, the Removites rising
respectfully to their feet. Crum did
not move; and Mr. Quelch signed to the
juniors to be seated again.

“Crum !" he said.

I ?HE, air.”

“ Stand- up "

" Yes, sir.”

Crum stood up.

His mapner to Mr. Quelch was ond
of great respect, The Form master
could not help observing that, and again
he said to himself that the boy's faults
were probably only those of a bad train-
ing and bad surroundings. His voice
was gentler as he proceeded.

“Crum, I hear that you smiocked a
cigar in your studfi' after class,”

ensation in Hall !

(Continued on page -16.)
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I.
D&WN broke silently over St.
Sam'’s.

There was no sound to be

heard, =ave the twittering of

birds, the clang of the rising-bell. the

bussle and bussle of a waking school,

and ‘the usuoal nolse the dawn makes
when it brakes.

It was a hopeless dawn for Mr. Lick-
ham, the master of the Fourth. Hevyy
of hart, and haggerd of face, he paced
two and fro in the punnishment-room.

The gound of the rising-bell smote
upon Mr. Lickham's ears like the nell of
doony. Ha was silent, but ho could not
keep his testh from chatlering. And
nold shivers were chasing themselves
down his spine. TFor in another hour he
was to be arranged bhefore the assembled
school and publickly fogged, and ihen
egpspelled.

he was innosent !

Thera -had been a nimber of cat
herglaries at Bt. Sam’s recently, and
suspishun had fallen upon Mr. Lick-
ham. It had fallen upon him so hevvily
that he was compleatly crushed,

Dr. Birchemall had caught him in the

act of eclimbing through snother
master’s  bed-room window, late at
night. 18 was a perfectly innosent

action, but the FHead, in his narshy.‘_ sus-
pishus way, had chosen to regard it as
qufrnf AMr. Lickham’s guilt, Without
issening fo  the Form  master’s
eggsplanations he had bundled him off
Tar MacxeT LiBrany.—No. 1,060,

"THE BUNTER HUNTERS!"

LOOK OUT FOR THIS

O b T Wig g T - ri-:jditm'fus fhings,-"*
o il oY B Rt . 4y ¢ said Mr. Lickham,
b N e by Vam SN ; ; ot with a sigh. “You
¥ ; :-F‘* p BTl v L had better run away
At o P | Gl . . ngw, my boys, in
P 'f:'d l:'“ o T *= .ﬂ.};ﬁ.‘ !'_'EP" cita tha old tirant
; £ s T should come along. I
’ﬁf: &3 “' hope to see you again
e before I look my last
2 upon  the hysterical
walls of 8t. Sam’s."
— — Jack Jolly & Co.
scuttled  away, and
The final slory in the Mr.  Lickham fele
amazing “ cat-burglar ™ T;':EI}: ?&‘Eh“ﬁr', 1{"‘“"
series, featuring Jack i mdr. M:f“éi;gsj
Jolly & Co., the heroes i Tyser came along, to
of St. Sam’s. ‘E tell him it was time
L for the eggsecution,

fo the puonishment-
room, telling him that he
would get it in the neck
when morning came.

Morning was
now, and Mr. Lickham
was in an aggerny of
apprehensgion.” .He

- coward,-like the cowered
he was, -at the pros
of being birched black

o 'eence of the whole
sehool, .

“Tt ig unfair ] he cried wildly.
“Tt is wunjust! T have never
carried out & cat berglery in my
life! My hands are clean!”
That was true enuff, for Mr.
Lickham washed his hands
mﬁululy once a week,

The condefomed’ master con-
tinned to tragp two and fro, and
fro and two; and.there seemed
to be no consolation for him in
this dark hour of dawn.

But  pressently there was a
nocking on the deor of the pun-
nishment-room.

""Who—who i3 thereat"
faltered Mr, Lickham. And he
had wvisions of two . stern-faced
masters, come to march him away in
custerdy to Big Hall,

*1t's us, sir—Jack Jolly & Co.!” came

the reassuring reply. And Mr. Lick-
ham_ recognised Jack Jolly's voice,
speaking through the kevhole. “We've
heard all about last night's affair, sir,
and we've come to tell you to keep your
pecker up. We beleeve in yon, sir—we
would steak a day's pocket-munny on
Your innosence !

“Hear, hear!” cried Merry. * You
are no cat berglar, sir. If you wanted
to bergle, you would do it honnestly
and openly, in broad daylight.”

“Of corze |” chimed in Bright. “You
bad no hand in this, sir, and old Birche-
mall has put his foot in it, as usual!
He's made a garstly blunder.”

“Rely on us to back you up, sir,
.tIh]i?ugh thick dnd thin!” cried Jack

olly.

My, Lickham was deeply moved by
these eggspressions of lu:,rnﬂ:;l.u He had
always been a most sine jentleman, but
now he was quite touched.

“My boys!” he said brokenly. “Youn
are taking a grate risk in coming up
hero to tell mo this. I thank you from
my hart for your loyalty. I shall now
be able to face my fate with fortytude.
As you know, I am lo be publickly
Eug%ud—-—-”

“The fAogging won't coms off, sir, il

? it said Jack Jn!lly.
eard of a Form master
It's riddikalus |

we can he
“Who ever

being birched ?

here

and blew in the pres- |

he took a scroodriver
from his pocket, and

roseeded to scroo up
] . 18 curridge,

“I1 ma veady, jentlemen,” he said,
with quiet dignity.

The two masters looked quite dis-
tressed as they led Mr. Lickham away
to ].:!Flrg Hall.

“We tried to beg you off, Licky"
said M]r. Ewishingh&m, “but the He?.;.:l
wouldn’t hear of it. e has a hart of

‘grannit.”

“Nero was a hero, compared with-Dr.
Birchemall,” said Mr. Tyser. .

The big bell was tolling for a General
Aszembly, and a sollum secen met  Mr:
Lickham’s gaze as he was marched into
Big Hall,

Il the 8t. Sam’s fellows were in their
laces, and on the raised platform stood
Dr. Birchemall—a majestick, awe-inspir-
ing figger, armed with thrée birchrods
tied into one.

The Head's eyes were hevvily
bandaged, and Mr, Swishingham
ventured to inquire weather somebody
had given him a black eye overnight.

“No, no,” said the Head.” “I1 have
bandaged my eyes in order to represent
Justiss. Not Mr, Justiss, but the
Goddess of Justiss. They say that she
ie blind, you know; and as I-happen to
be the instrument of Justiss, it behoves
me to be blind, too. Bavvyi”

:I savvy,” said Mr. Bwishingham.

Have you brought the prisoner
along 1" demanded Dr. Birchemall.

*“Yes, sir.”

“Then kindly hoist him on to the
sholders of Fossil, the porter, so that I
may proceed to birch him black and
blew 1™

Thero was a buzz of amazement in
Big Hall as Mr. Lickham was marched
towards the platform.

“Dr. Birchemall I” cried Burleigh of
the Sixth, jumpinﬁ' to his feet. “ What
are you doing of? You can't birch =
Form master !™

The Head frowned.

“The man Lickham is no longer a
Form master,” he said. “He has for-
fatted his right to remain a member of
my skollastic staff. He is a rascally
cat-berglar |

“Grate pip !” gasped Burleigh.

““ Last night,” said Dr. Birchemall, 1
caught him red-handed, in the very act
of braking inte Herr Guggenheimer’s
bed-roem! e has been in the habit of
bergling the ‘masters’ bed-rooms for
some time past. Apd now his game is
up, and he has been laid by tho heels!™

There was a drammatick paws.

“I never dona 1tl™

Mr. Lickham's voice rang out like a
toxin through Big Hall: It was the
voice of an innosent man, and most of
the 8t. Sam's fellows cheered loundly,
and made horrible grimmaces at the
Head. They were quite safe in doing
so, for Dr. Birchemall—ihe mstrument

“But Dr. Birchemall iz always doing § of Justize—was Llind{olded.
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“Silence I eried the Head sternly.
T mean, dry up! That 13 to say, put
a sock in it] ow dare you applayd
thiz gilty skoundrel? Have you taken
Lickham_on to ydur sholders, Fossl

“I'm fest a-goin' to, sir,” said the
school porter.

“Buck up, then!"™ :

But, before Mr. Lickham could be
hioisted on to Fossil's sholders, an eggs-
traordinary thin haﬁppaned.

Jack Jolly of the Fourth stepped out
from his place, and hurried towards the

latform, carrying in his arms a dummy
figger. It was an aﬂiF:.r of Dr. Birche-
mall, which had been left over from the
(fuy Forks sellybrations of last year.

5t. Sam's looked on spellbound &3
Jack Jolly, motioning Mr. Lickham to
stand aside, and exchanging a knowing
wink with Fossil, laid the dummy figger
gornss the porter’s sholders. Meanwhile,
the Head was fuming and fretting, and
clawing at his beard with-impatience.

“AlNl ready, sir!™ said Mr. Swishing-
ham.
hittle deseption, and was grinming from
here to here. “8hall I guide your hand,
sir, for the firsk stroke

“Do 1" said the Head.

And the next minnit lhe fogging
began.

Swish, swiﬂ’l’, swish !

“Yarooooo 17 yelled  Mr. Lickham,
who thought it proodent to pretend that
he was redeeving the strokes. “Ow!
Yow! Groo! EtcEp it ! Chuoclatt !
‘The spectacle o !
g}ing his own ufﬁgj was so commicle that
the St. Sam's fellows farely shreeked
with larfter.

"Hﬂ-. hﬂ-, hE[”

l;Hﬂ', hﬂ, l.!ﬂ!:l:l .

The Head quite misunderstood that
larfter. Ho natcherally thought it was
at the eggspensze of Mr. Lickham.

“Larf away, my boys!” he chortled.
“PBut it's no larhng matter for Lick-
ham ! Bwish! “He will remember
this lesson to his dyeing day!” Swish,
swish! “And he will bare the marks
of it for many & day to come!” Swish,
swish, swish !

Mr. Lickham continued to holler, and
to wine and plead for mercy. And once
e hollered in real Ernest, for ha hap-
pened to get too close, and the Head
Egu ht him a fearful swipe with the

10ChE.

“Yarococop!” roared Mr. Lickham.
And he danced up and down the plat-
form like a dervitch.

Not until he was utterly eggshausted
did the Head desist from hia eﬁgﬂg’t-
tions. And then Jack Jolly stelthily
removed the dummy figger, which had
h?-:; nearly all the stuffing nocked out
of 1t.

“There!™ panted the Head, snorting
like a pair of very old bellows, " Let
that be a lesson to you for life, Lick-
ham! You will now go and pack your
helongings, and shake the dust of St.
Sam's from your feet! You are
eggspelled in disgrace !

srinning all over his dile, Mr. Lick-
ham walked out of Big Hall. And as
he went he darted a greatfull glance at
Jack Jolly, who had saved him from the
fearful indignity of a 'himhingL.

‘Tho master of the Fourth had been
publickly cggspelled; but he had no
intention of shaking the dust of Bt.
Sam's from his feet just yet!

11.
4 NE o'clock!™ wlhispered Jack
Jollvy.
Tt was & Jdark and stormy
night, and St. Sam's was
buthed in bright moonlight. Every-

botly was sleeping the sleep of the just,
with tho eggseption of Jack Jolly & Co.
—gihd one gthoer,

He had tumbled to Jack Jolly's |

Our heroes were crouching behind one
of the old elms in the quad. Ever since
midnight they had been watching and

cat-berglar whoe had lately caused such a
sehsation at St Sarfi's,

It seemdd that their watching and
waiting were in vane, and Merry,
stretching his cramped lims, suggested
lt;lwi:. they gave it up and went back
o be

L Shush!” wispered Jack Jn:rll,y sud-
denly;: and he scezed his chum’s arm
and dragged him back into the shad-
dera. ik k! ° There's
climbing vp the Skool House wall [

Merry ]
Jolly’'s'glance. With baited breth, they
watched a sinnister, stelthy ﬁgcger, cling-
ing to the ivy of the wall, and climbing
up with the agility of a munky.

“The—the cat-berglar!” muttered
Merry.

“Mo, it isn't; i's Dr. Birchemall ™
breethed Bright.

“'Bame thing I said Jack Jolly. “Dr.
Birchemall and the cat-bevglar are one
and the same—a fact which I suspected

[

all  along. Look! He's crawling
through Mr. Swishingham's bed-room
window 1"

The juniors weaiched with fassinated
eves. In the moonlight they could
clearly detcct the figger of
‘respected headmaster, who was in the

r. Birchemall flog- ;

The spéctacle of Dr. Birohemall f ging

his own efflgy was 80 commicla that tha

8t. 8am’s fe Inwl-a r::;ulr shresked with
a s

act of cocking his leg over the window-
sill.  Another minnit, and he had
vanished into Mr. Ewiai:ninghn.m's room.

8o it's the Head who's been carryin
out these cat berglarvies, and he plante
the blame on to poor old Lickham !
egpsclaimed Merry. “ Shall we give the
alarm "

“"Not yet,” said Jack Jolly: " Let's
wait till he comes down again, and then
shadder him!™

“Good wheeze I

Trembling from head lo foot with
eggsitemoent, the juniors waited for the
cat-berglar to reappear.

They didn't have to wait h}ng. Dr.
Birchemall eamo slowly into view, on
the instalinent sistomn.  First his legs,
then his lean body, and lastly his head,
emérged from the open window of Mr.
Bwishingham’s  bed-room. As  he
climbed down the ivy, the juniors
notissed that he carried a book of some
sort under his arm,

“*That's SBwishingham's stamp-album |7
mutterad Jack J-:ﬁl:,r. “The Head has
pinched his wvalewable collection of
Brittish stamps. Some of them are
wortn lots of munny; they date right
back to the rain of Queen Vietorier !

“My hiat!”

Dr. Birchemall climbed down the ivy

with the agility born of long pracktiss,

samebody.
and Bright followed Jack,

their:

waiting, in the hope of catching the |

i

‘heimeor watched him. grimly.

1%

Not for nothing had he made a study
of “First Steps in Crime,” and
“Berglary for the Beginner.”

He dropped softly on to the flage-
?Lmdm of the quad, with a sickening

Sl :

“* After him!” whispered Bright.

“One minnit ! said Jack Jolly, “"Me
and Mevry will shadder him, while yon
go and wake o cupple of masters.: [
shall want proof of the old raseal's gilt,
and -lho evidence of three juniors
wouldn't be d enuff.”

. Bo Bright hurried away into the bild-
ing. He rushed upstairs to the masters’
slooping quarters, and awoke Mr.
Swishinghant and Herr Guggenheimer.

“ Buck up, sirI"” said Bright. “If you
want to recover your stamp-albom
there's. not 3 second .to lose.”

In a  state of dish-bill, the two
masters pelted down the starés, with
Bright- close -behind. On rcaching the
quad, they almost collided with Jack:
Jolly and.Moerry.

“Como’ quickly!” oggeclaimed Jack-
Jolly, ‘all agog with . cggsitemert.
“We've shaddered Dr. Birchemall. to
his lawn. He's digging a hole in the
ground  to berry tho plunder !

- “Grate pip!” gasped Mr, Swishing-
ham. Afd he led the way to tgu
Head's lawn. :

A strange secn was being enacted In
the moonlight.

Dr. Bimﬁemall. & ghostly, - sinnister-
figger, armed with a spade, was diggidg
awny as if for a wager. Ho had his
back to the masters and juniors, and
was - blissfully unconshus of their
approach. ' _

Mr, Swishingham and Herr Guggen-
- 1f looks
could have killed, the Head would have
Egtnh_ed headfirst "into the hole he was:
igging, "and .given up the ghost. At
last Dr. Birchemall stopped digging, o4
his spade- struck something with a
motallick chink.

Dropping on to his knees, he dived
hia hands into the hole, and brnug]lt—
theth up again full of munny, which
he gloated over like an old miser,

At this, Herr Guggenheimer could
contain himself no longer.

“My munny!” ho eggsclaimed. “My
German marks and fennigs, which vos
stolen!  Hair Birchemall, you vos &
theef and a blaggard! ock dor
Kaiser !” ;

S0 saying, the ipfuriated German
master sprang upon the Head like =
tigor.

r. Birchemall lept in the air as if
he had been shot. He gave a wild
ahireek of alarm and terrer. But hia
iron nerve did not desert him, even n

that erysis. _ _
“Hands off "™ he ecried. “Don't
touchh me! Don't lay so much asz a

finger on me! You should never inter-
fere with a sleepwalker, or the conse-
kwensca may prove fatnl!™

“A—a sleepwalker!” gasped Herr
Cuggenheimer, stopping short in sinaze-
ment.

Dr. Birchemall nodded. —

“I'm walking in my sleep, jentle
men,” ho eggsplained. “The strange
actiona which you have seén me perform
aro the vezzult of overstudy.” :

The Head did not add that the books
he had overstudied were * First Steps in

Crime” and “Berglary for the
Baginner.” ,
ﬁr, Bwithingham pounced upon his

stamp-album. Phie,
“Tir. Birchemall!™ ho cried. “You

bergled this from my bed-room!”
"%id 17" mermered the Head inno-
sently. *'Well, there's no knowing what
(Continued on page £8.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

Every fellow looked round, even great
men of the Fifth who happened to be in
Hall stared at Crum.

A Greyfriars fellaw
cigarettes wad regarded "as a young
bounder. A  Greyfriars fellow who
smoked cigars had never been heard of
hitherto. ' In that respect, at least,
Hpnry .Ghriata%her Crum was making
history at Greyfriars.

“Yes, sir,” answered Crum.

“¥ou are & new boy here, Crum, and
I am loth to deal harshly with you,”
said Mr. Quelch, “But you must Qr-
stand clearly that. if you have formed
such shocking habits you must cease
them entirely at this school. No boy
hers iz allowed to smoke. I reguire you
to give me’ your word that you will
pever smoke again at Greyfriars.”

Crum seemed.to consider that.

“S'pose I don’t, sir?"” he asked,

Another sensation in Hall! Fellows
‘their necks now -to_look
Form

who smoked

wera craning ;
at the junior who answered his
master in this style.

“What? at ‘did you say, Crum?”
ejaculated Mr. Quelch,

“B'pose I don't, sir?” )

“I refuse tb suppose anything of the
kind, Crump. If you refuse to give your
word, or iP you break it when given, I
shall punish you so severely that you
will femember it for & very long time.”

Crum eyed him in a very curious way,
with a strange gleam in his eyes. Under
the steady glare of the boy's strangely
magnetic eves Mr. Quelch felt, for a
moment, an odd sensation, as if his will-
power was weakening under »n will
stronger than his own. The mnext
moment the new junior lowered hiy
gaze, and Mr. Quelch recovered with a
start. He wondered what had so
strangely affected him for that moment.

“"Very well, sir,” said Crum at last.
“My father told me to obey all orders
I got from & master, sir.”

Your father gave you very good
advice, in that case,” said the Eemove
master dryly. “I advise you to bear it
in mind.”

“Yes, gir,” said Crum, with a touch
of earnestriess.” "I ain't never done
nothing, so far, that my father wounldn't
like. He's been e good father to me,
sir, and I ain't the covey to forgetb it.
T'll do whatevér you tell me, gir; and
if you want me ‘to give my word, I
promiss that I won't never smoke
again ‘while I'm at this "ere school, sir.”

“ Very good; I shall trust you to keep
that promise, Crum. If you have any
tobacco about yon now, place it on the
table.”

“Yes, sir” )

‘All eyes were on: Crum, as he turned
out & packet of Turkish cigarettes and
three fat Havana cigars, wrapped in
silver foil. Mr. Quelch gezed at them
blankly. He had taken cigarettes from
Skinner and 8noop more than once, but
potent Havana cigars were new and
strange in the Greyfriars Remove,

“Bloss my sonl!"- he said. * Loder,
will you ‘“have those—those things
destroyed when you leave Hall?"

Tee Magxer Emnam-.w*r{n. 1,050.

“Certainly, sir!” said Loder.

“You will take care te get rid of
them "

- Without fail, sir!™

Mr. Quelch left the Hall, He was
move perplexed than cver by the new
boy, recalling that strange moment
when his very will-power had seemed to
crumble under the steady stare of the
dark, strong eyes. There was something
strange about the new jumor—seme-
thing od¢d and bizarre, and Mr. Quelch
ucmlﬁ not understand what 1t was., But
somehow he was now less surprised than
lie had been before at the incident Win-
gatoe had related to him.

Crum went on quietly with his tea.

“Dirty little beast!”™ said Bolsover
mfcqur, who was sitting beside him,

rum glanced at ham,

""'n:m]’hat’-s biting you, long-lege?™ he

ed,

“ What !
reptile——" _
_HBwaller it !” gaid Crum, **Turn your
h]unrninﬂ; features some other way, will
you? ~They give me a pain in  the
weskit, "

Bolsover major gasped for breath.
Neover had the bully of the Remove been
answered in this strain before.

" Why, you—you—"" he stuttered.

“ Bilence there!™ rapped out Loder.
“Crum, you nasty little beast, I can't
understand why vyour. Form master
hasn't thrashed you. -But if you make
a row at thiz table I'll set you right.
Shut up !

Crum's lips opened for a retort, but
ha seemed. to think better of it, and
closed them again., Ha went on with
his tea, and when it was over, and. the
the juniors went out, Loder picked up
the cigars and cigarettes. He took them
away to his study—to get rid of them,
acgording to instruotions, . That evening
his chums in the Sixth,  Walker and
Clarne, sat with him, with the study door
locked, and anyone who had been able
to look into the study would have seen
the three black sheep of the 3ixth
gotting rid of Crun:'s cigars, in a man-
ner of which Mr. flu , or the Head,
would certainly not have approved.

But if Henry Christopher Crum’s
inside was hardened to potent nicotine,
Loder & Co. wers not in  the same
state, and later that evening Loder,
Carne, and Walker were seen looking
like ghosts, and obviously in_deep
trouble. They had got rid of Crum’s
cigars not wisely, but too well.

You cheeky little smoky

nt made
they

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
No Luck for Bunter!
i H OBRRID little beast!™
Wharton and Nu
those remarks when
cime inte Study No. 1 to prep
Bob Cherry,. and Mark Linley, and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh in_ Study
No. 13, and they did not come along to

But although a considerable time had
elapsed, the study was still reeking with
the fTumes of the cigar Crum had smoked

“Bo that's the kind of worm he is!
said Nugent. “Pooof! The room
smells like a fap-room.”

Mugent waved a book about, to clear
off the amell of tobhacco.

Wharton's brows were knitted. He
fellow, and had fu]'l.;.r intended to carry
out his Form master's request and kecp
& friendly eye on Crum. That youth's

“Filthy toad !"

The two juniors had “tea’d ” with
No. 1 till it was time for evening prep.
thero. "

Wharton threw the window open wide.
had felt quite kindly towards the new
bffensive roception of his kind offices

‘QGuelchy 1'd put on a of

o i e i i e

hed chilled him; and now the discovery.
his study reeking with smoke was

something hke the last straw. -

“We're not ing %o stand this,
Nugent,” he said quietly. “I want to
go easy with the fellow, but he's’ not
gc-ll?F.tn meake this study reek like a
pab, ™

“ No fear ! said Nugent emphatically.

Henry Crum came in' as ‘the juniors
were speaking.  He glanced at the op
windew and at the book Frank MNugent
was Waving in the air, sand grinned
sarcastically.

* Found 1t smoky " he asked.

“Yes," snapped Nugent,
i WF[!* 1 ain’t smoking ’ere: any
move,” sald Crum. “0ld Queleh asked

me to promise him not to-'do it Bny
more, and I gave him my word."

“I"hope you'll keap it,” said Wharton
dryly.

1 ain’t never broke my. word,"” he
said angrily.  And I can tell you T only
promised Quelchy bocause I'd promised
my father to pbey a master’s orders
erg—any master's. Quelchy couldn't
make me if I didn’t choose.™

“Rot!"” said Wharton-terscly,

= Egu ddm:’t bb:HHB me "

“Oh, don't Be-an ass,”. said the cap-.
tain of the Remove.  “You seem to hnfc;'
been allowed to do as you liked before
you came here;- but yon won't find it
like that at Greyfriars. Here you'll have
to do as you're tokd.”

“Think s0?"” jeered Crum. “Well,
you ve got it wrong, yourig feller-me-lad,

gep Tt

.and I'm going flt_:n d-} as'1 blinking well

choose, adn't promised
lelchy 1 r 'ere not."

You'd get it rammed downthe back
of your neek if you did,”

" ;ﬁ"hu'd I?:Iu it.!*t']

55 would, jolly - quick !"" snapnpe
Wharton. ) pped

“¥ou couldn’t!™

Harry Wharton made a step towards
the new junior. But he controlled his
tem rli::-nm more,

“Well, as it's not going-to ha
we needn't worry sbout thgt. " he Eﬂ?ﬁiﬂ
" Let it drop.”

“I've said you couldn’t; and I say
again- you couldn’t,” said Cyrum, in o
deliberdtely taunting tone.

“That makes twice,” said Wharton,
with & curl of the lip. “¥You can say it
agein if you like, and then again, and
keep on saying it till dorm, if it's any
good to you."

And he sat down at the study table
and sorted out his books, '

Crum- looked at him with hostile eyes.
He was evidently prepared for a
guarrel, and seemed rather to be seek-
ing one; but tho quiet contempt in the
Greyfriars fellow's manner put him at
& loss,

* Precious snob ! he said.

Whirton flushed, but did not look up
from his books. Frank Nugent glared

aeross the tabld at Crun.

“"You smoky, shady little heast '™ he
exclaimed. *“ You'd better ho!d your
checky tongue if you don't want the lick-
ing of ﬂ‘qur life. You're cheeking the
best fighting-man in the Form, if you
anly knew 1it.""
~“He don’t seem keen on fighting,”
jeered Crun.

“And do you know why that is*"
asked Nugent scornfully. “It's because
he could break a pasty-faced shirimp
like you inte little pieces if he chose
to hit you. That's why.™ _

“Oh!" ejaculated Crum,. apparentiy -
surprised by this statement. It was a
new view to him. "“He ain't rawin
with mo because he thinks he could |i
me, Is that it?. Well, he,couldn't lick
one side of me, if I didn't choose to lat
lf:i;n. I“;I’ur could any other bloke at Grey-
riars.
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“You brought 3 good opinion of your- get away from this bloomin oky sdy, old fellow—Ile o bessi]
salf alom uﬁt.h yvou when you came ?itl;l_-a "1::|-'I|3F you call a study.” RN Hgl g i ¥ '

here,” said Nugent.

“I know what I'm talking about,”
said Crum coolly. “I'm taking any
amount of old buck from the ma.-sterai
because I promised my father that
would, But'l ain't taking any from the
fellers, and don’t you forget it. 1f you
knowed more about me you'd keep &
civil tongue in your ’ead.”

Wharton looked up.

“Nobody here 15 uncivi! except your-
self, Crumy,” he said, *You seem to
want to make enemies in .this study.”

“1 don't,” said Crum. “I ain't got
no quarrel with that bloke "—he nodded
towards MNugent—"“but you turned up
your nose at my father, you did, and
you'ra a snobs  ¥You think I ain’ d
enough. for this school. Snob! That's
what you are!"

Wharton breathed hard. But the fact
that Crum waa resenting a supposed
alight to his father disarmed him. He
could respect the {ellow’s feeling on that
subject, i1l spite of his way of cxpressing
it. And tho fact that he could have
knocked Crum out—to all appearance,
at loast—with ong hand made him more
patient. A fellow under fifteen who
smoked cigars was certainly of little use
in a fajt fight; and there were few
fellows in the Remove who could stand
up to the captain of the Form with the
gloves on. That thers was an unsus-
pected hypnotio power behind Crum’'s
dark, glnting. eyes certainly did not
occur to Wharton for a moment.

“Look here, Crum!” he said qmgtly'.
“You've got 1t wrong. I wouldn’t take
tha tr'nuh?a to explain to anyone else,
but youYe new hcre, and it won't do
you any g to make enemies. You
fancy tﬁat I sl'gjmtﬂd your father; and
Itell you I nEJ’ meant to do anything
of the kind. Your father did not think
30 himself. He asked the Head to put
you in the Remove because it was my
Form.™ . _

Crum remained unconvineed.

“You looked at *im!” he said,

“Well, a cat may lock at a king!”
ssid Wharton, half-laughing. * Your
father didn’t seemn to mind.” ;

“He's an easy- mnp;ruid covey,” said

Crum. * You looked 'im up and down.
Hnti-:in?,: he dropped his blooming
nitches.

“Well, I couldn't help noticing that,
I suppose,” said Harry. “ For goodness’
sake, Crum, let it drop, and don't make
a fool of yourself. Mr. fiuelc}: has
asked me to lend yvou & hand, and 1'm
ready to do it. Like me¢ to put you
on to prepi” ]

“No, I wouldn’t; and ’sides, I ain't
get any prep to do.  Old Quelch has
given me o blinking book to read in-
stead, All about blinking Roman
kings and queens and such,” grunted
Crum. “You can go and cat coke with
your prep.”

“Right-lo |"

Whartonn and Nugeni settled Jdown to
work. Crum sat and read his book,
getting  his first insight inlo ancient
history, He did not seem to find much
of an entertaining nature in the lives
of Roman cmperors. He yawned and
grunted over ihe book for a Jong time,
and spoke al last.

"Lﬂﬂr{ ;ﬂl'l?,
hinished T

“ Not yet!” .

“Quelchy says T'm lo read this ‘ore
Llinking book o long as you're at
prep,” grumbled CUrwm, " Buck uwp for
oodness’ sake.”

“Weo're not lingering it out beeause
wo like it,” explained Nugent.  We
bave a vertain amount wo nmst de.’

“Qet an with i, then, and let a bloke

aim’'t  you  coveys

“Ch, my hat!”

A fat face, adorned by a
sﬂpeetmles, looked in at the doorway of
tudy No. 1. Billy Bunter blinked at
Wharton and Nugent, and did not, for
the moment, see Crum, who was sprawl-
ing in the armechair, with the table and
the two juniors between him and the
door.

“1 say, vou fellows!” began Bunter.

“Hook it! PrE.P!” said Harry,

“Blow prep! I'm finished !

“Blow away, then, while we finizh."

“1 thought that fellow Crum was
here,” szaid Bunter. “J] want to speak

air of big

to him. T say, you fellows, what &
freak! He, he, hel”

“Ring off, ass!”

“And his pater!” chuckled Bunter.
“That coat! That waistcoat! Those
spats! That hat! He, he, he!”

“Crum's here, fat  duffer!”

you
growled MNuogent.

7] Eh?u

Bunter jumped, as Crum rose into
view, and. glared across the table at
him, his face red with anger.

“Oh! I say!” gasped Bunter. “I—I
didn't know wou were there, Crum, old
chap! mean, I looked in for a
friendly chat! I say, I wasn't speaking
ahout you, old fellow, and not about
yvour father,either! I—I was speaking

Nugent's father.”

“What?” exclaimed Nugent.

“I—] mean, I was talking about
Wharton’s uncle—"

“My uncle!” ejaculated Wharton.

“I—=I—1 mean—don’'t be offended,
Crum, old chap!™ gasped Bunter, as
Henry Christophor continued to glare.
“The fact iz, old fellow, I admire your
father no end. First time I saw him,
I recognised him as—as one of Nature's
noblemen, you know. Fine old English
gentleman, and all that.”

*Oh, iy eye!” ejaculated Crum

“And I—I litke you, old Ealinw.”
said Bunter. “I came to ask you to a
spread 1n iny study! You'll come,
won't you, old bean?"

Crum_came round the table. Whar-
ton and Nugent grinned. They wera
aware that Henry Christopher was well
suppliecd with money; hoe had been
changing currency notes in the tuck-
shop that afternoon. Evidently Bunter
was aware of it, teo. There was no
doubt that William George Bunter
desired to make friends with the new
fallow—with & business eye on the
loaves and (fishes. Unfortunately, it
wag impossible to explain away the
vemarks he had made before he was
aware that Crum was in the study.

The new fellow reached Bunter—and
EFmped him by the collar. William
corge Bunter spun round in his grip.
*“J—I say, Crum,

—

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Wharton and
Nugent.

Bunter had  come there to make
friends with Crum, but he did not seem
to be get.tinﬁ on very well. 1t really
was unfortuniate, from Bunter's point
of view for the new fellow wa.:'? s0 to
speak, a Crum that had fallen from a
rich man’s table,. But the Owl of the

move had put his foot in it, as he
often dide Obviously, he was not going
to make friend:s with Crum now.

After the second bang of Bunter's
head on the door, Crum twirled the
fat junior into the passage, and reached
after him with a boot.

Bunter travelled.

His wild roars died away down the
Rerfibve passage; and Btudy No. 1 saw
no more of him, Bunter was still
rubbing his head wheén the Remove
went to their dormitory that night;
and he was carcful to give Henry
Christopher Crum a wide berth. He
had had enough of Crum.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Black Magic !

ODER of the Sixth glanced over
the Remove dormitory, and
scowled.  Loder of the Sixth
was not looking his best. Lodei

had got rid of Crum’s cigars, in Loder's
own way: and he was still feeling as
if he had had a bad Channel crossing.
Heo looked sickly, he felt sickly, and
still more he felt angry and irritable,
and anxious for some head upon which
to pour out the vials of wrath, Nobody
in the Remove being specially keen on
trouble with Gerald Loder, the juniors
enerally aveided ecatching his eve.

unter, who groancd as he sat on his
bed and rubbed the spot where his
head had smitten the door of Study No.

1, drew Loder's attention by that sound
of woe; and the bully of the Sixth
looked st him,

“What's that row about, you faf
image?” he inquired graciously.

0w napper hurts!”
Bunter, blinking at r apprehen-
sively. “It's been knocked! d}w! A
beast banged it on a door! Wow!"”

Loder pauscd.

With tho effect of a polent cigar
raking him fove and aft, as it were,
he was simply vearning to "take it
out " of somecbody. But even Loder
could hardly cane Bunter for groanin
beeause somebody had banged Ii]i:; hea
on & door. Still, as a dutiful prefect,
with & kind interest in Lower boys, ho
could inguire who had done the bang-
ing, and cane the banger; thus perform-
ing his duty and relieving his feelings

(Continued on next page.)

gaid

old chap—yarooh !”
roared DBunter.

Bang!

Billy Bunter's
bullet head smole
the study door. It
smote it hard. The
door did not seem
damaged ; bul Ilun-
ter's  head  scemed
vonsiderably  dam.
aged, to julge by
the wild roar that
rang algng the He-
MOVE PASSAE.

“Yarnooh! Yoop!

A greab chance Lo gave £4 and have o fanioua
SELDBY All-British Cycle. Sturmey-Archer -Speed
Gear, Dunlop Cord Tyres. Lyectt Saddle, Huans
1 Henold Chain, ete. Packed free.
H Direct from factory.
] delivery on payment of Small Deposit.
Terms, 3d. a day. Moncy refunded if dlssatisfied,

Carrlage puaid,
ITmmediate
Eazy

Free Trial.

WHRITE FOR FREE ART LIST.

“‘;;mq“ SEILLBY Mfg. Co., Ltd.
4 L Sl (Dept. 435),
Yaroooh! Help ! 21a, FINSBURY STAEET, LONDOM, E.C.2.

Iire ™
H-I

Murder!
roarcd Duander.




GRAND NEW FOOTER SERIAL STARTS ON PAGE 24!

at the same time. So that was what
Loder decided upon. It really did not
matter to- Loder just then whom he
caned, so long &3 he caned somebody.

“Who has been bullying you,
Bunter?” he asked.

“Ow! That beast Crum.»

“Crum 1" Loder of the Bixth had for-

ten Crum. “The new kid? Where
18 ha? He don't zeem to be here.”

{Crum had not yet arrived in the dor-
mitory. All the rest of the Lower
Fourth were' thére.

“Where is Crum, Wharton!” asked

er,

“He basn't come up.”

“I can see that he hasn't come up,
vou young idiot. 1 asked you where he
was,” snapped Loder. “Don't talk like
an idiot.”

Wharton's eves gleamed. He did not
know what was the matter with Loder,
but ho knew that the bully of the Sixth
was in & bad tomper, But bad temper
from had no terrors for tha cap-
tain of the Remove.

“¥You want to know where ‘he was?
he asked.

“Yea, and sharp.”

“In the Form-room.™

Loder stared.

I the Form-room, at this time of
Sk, :

“Oh, no; this afternoon,” answered
Wharton coolly.

" What do you mean?” roared Lodér.
“I'm not asking yau where the kid was
t]:{:{s afternoon, but where is he now

Bxcuse me. You asked me where
he  was, 'I:c.-ru:ler,.” answerad Wharton
gohmly. ‘I've told you where he was.

don't krow where he is”

“Hlm hﬂ-. h-l-.!'“

Loder took L&l‘ﬂﬂp on . his ashplant.

“Bo you're making a little joke, are
you'?” he asked grimly. “I'm not ask-
ing for little jokes, Wharton, I[—"

oder was interrupted by the
entrance of Crum. e new ftellow
lounged into the dormitory with _his

hands in his Fockets, and glanced round
him carelessly. Loder’s attention was
tranzferred to him.
cigar that was mazkin
excaedingly uncomfortable within; and
he wanted to avenge that cigar. He
fixed a grim look on Crum.

“This ‘erc. is the dormitory, I
s'pose’’ asked Crum:
- "This ‘ere is" said Peter Todd
gravely. “ You s'pose right.”

the

There was a chuckle from
“EBloke told me 1t was bed-time,” said

It was Crum's
Loder foel szo

Reamovitos,

Crum. *“I don't usually go to bed
till midnight. ’Arf-past nine! My
eyel But I told father I'd do as the

b ing masters told me! Bo “ere

ﬂﬁ'&ﬂ!”

“"Crum " ra out Loder.

“Hallo, vou!” said Crum cheetily,

" Why-did you not come to the dormi-
tory -with the rest of the Form ¥

“Inidn't want to,” answered Crum.

“You have kept me waiting.”

“*] don’t mind wvour waiting, old
eovey,” said Crum. » “Wait es long as
-ou like, =and welcome! Which is my
blinking bed 1

“Ro you think you can go to hed at
any time you like, Crum?"” asked the
prefect.

ol Gert'nl_'i'," answered Crum. “1
shouldn't 'ave came up now, only =&
bloke with a plate on his 'ead told me
to.” Thizs was epparently Crum's
description of & master's mortar-board,
“Look 'ere,” he went or, “you was
jawing me &t tea-time, you Ledgr.

't give me any more now. I don't
like it.”

“(Oh, my hat!” murmured Skinner.
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Loder's grip tightened on his cane.
He had needed some sort of an excuse
for using thst cane; and Crum
assuredly ‘was giving £xcuse

enough.
-"";.g:ru will take s hundred lines for
being late for dorm,” he said. “ And
I hear that you have beer bullying
Bunter.”

“‘Chat's a lie!"” said Crum,

i ‘lvh-ﬂ.'?."ﬂt ?l:l )

"B!inl-l::ilg, el I amn't & bully, and
nover was!"

“*Ind you knock Bunter's head on a
door?” _ '

%1f that fat bloke in the blinkers is
nsined Bunter, I jolly well did. TI'll do
it agin, too!” exe 3

“That kind of ruffianiam ian't allowed
at Greyfriars,” said Loder, “You will
bend over that bed, Crum,”

Crum- eved "him warily. -

“I don't want any troubls with you,
of. any¥ other bloke,” he said. *“Can’t
you leave a bloke alone? Tl tell you
this—I banged that fat freak’s 'ead for
slanging my father. I'd do it aginl”

“Your father? Do you mean that
fat jackanapes who broaght :
school 1 spmecred Loder. *
man, or whatever he 1s!"

hat oircus

Crum's eves Hashid.

“““,EEF endugh!” - he exclaimed.
“You shut up!”

“Bhut up!” repeated Loder blankly.

It was rather new for a Lower b
CGireyfriars to tell a Sixth Form prefect
to shut up.
“Yes, shut up, afore there's troubla "
said Crum.. “Let me alone, and I'll
let you alonal Hold your cheeky
tongue, and done with it!”

The Hemove fellows stared at Crum.
Even Billy Bunter left off rubbi his
head in his amazement. Only rd
Maulevorer did not share in  the
general amazement. After what he had
witnessod already, Ldrd Mauleverer
was prepared for hing from Henry
Crum. He had seen the captain of
Greyfriars obey an order from Crum,
like & fag obeying a beadmaster; and
he surmised that he was about to =oe
something of the kind  happen again.
His lordship fixed his eyes intently on
Crum.

Loder stood for some moments, as if
nonplussed. He was utterly astounded
by Crum's cool insolence. But if he
wanted & pretext for thrashing Crum he
had it now, in abundance. He gripped
the ashplant almost convulsively, and
started towards Young Crum,

Crum stood facing him, and his dark
oyes were fized on Loder’s. Thore was
a mocking grin on his face.

In the Remove dormilory there was
a breathless silence.

Nobod there liked Loder or
approved of him and his ways; but few
would have blamed him for giving
Crum a terrific thrashing just then. A
junior who talked to a prefect as Crum
fm.'l talked to Loder was asking for it
Mobody doubted that he was going to
get what he had asked for.

But Loder, as he strode savagely to-
wards tha new junior, was secn to
pause, as if the steady, unwinking stare
of the dark, powerful eves daunted him,
Ho wavered and hesitated, and finally
stopped: Crum, in his turn, advenced
towards tho bully of the Sixth.

The Removites gasped.

“I'm fed-up with you and your
check,” said Crum. " You 'ear that,
Loder!”

“Yes!” sard Loder moeekly.

“1 say, we're dreamwng this, you
men ! murmured Johnny Bull, in

amazoment. " Has Loder gone potty !
“Tha pottifulness is terrific!™ said

u to this

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, in blapk
amazomaoent.

“Give mo that said
Crum.

Breathlessly th: Removites watched,
Meckly as a lamb, Gerald Loder, pre-
feet and .Sixth Form man, handed his
cane over to the junior.

there cane!™

“"Now ‘old cut - your ‘and!" said
Crum.
Harry Wharton rubbed hiz eyes

Really, at that moment, he doubted
the evidence. Loder of the Sixth was
holding out his hend to be caned, as if
he were a fag of the SBecond Form.

Whack |

HEWI” elled Iﬂdezi ; : "

“Now shut up, an " shut up!’
said Crum. " You ’ear me:g’ %

“Yes!” gasped Loder.

Crum fluog the cane neross the dormi-
tory. - He siared round .at the spell-
bound Removites. They were locking
at him in wonder, in amazement,
almost in awe.

“Which is my blinking bed? he
demanded.

Bob Cherry pointed out Crum’s bed,

“Orlright!- You néedn't stare at a
bloke!”" . He sat down and bhegan to
take off hie boots. Then he called to
the prefect. ““Here, you, er'™

“¥Yes, Crum,"

"Come and take my boots off.”

“Yes, Crnm."

It was the climax! The Removites
really could not believe their eyes, as
they saw the bully of the Sixth knecl
meekly dewn, snd take off Crum's

“Well, thizs beats it!” murmured
Bquiff. “Is that new kid a giddy
magician, or what "

“P;I guess he's got me beat! said
Fisher T. Fish. _E) ]

“ Loder must be out of his mind!"
muttered Harry Wharton. *“What—
what in goodness’ name can it mean?”

Lord Mauleveror did not speak. But
his eyes wero fixed on Crum’s with the
same intentness as before. A suspicion
had been working in his lordship's mind
since the episode of Crum and Wingate
in the afternoon; and that suspicion
was now a certainty.

Loder - did not meet any of the
amazed plances turned on him. In
dazed silence. the juniors turned in;
Loder put out the lights and left the

dormitory. There was & burst of
exeited voices. .
“Crum, what's the matter with
Loder 1" -

Crum chuckled from his bed.

“That's telling!” bhe anawered.

“How did you do it, Cram?" asked
Vernon-Smith.

“Find out!™

“Look  here, Crum—" began
Hazeldene,

“Shut up, and let a feller go to
EIE’E]} lu

Crum evidently did not intend to ex-
plain in what mysterious Fi{ he had
brought the bully of the Bixth to heel.

It was long before the Removo slept
that night. Every fellow but one was
puzzling over the strange hﬂ[‘l}"‘ﬁnlng:
The exception was Lord Mauleverer,
who had thought the matter out, and
thought that ga saw light.  Bolsover
major and some of his friends had.
planned a ragging for the new fellow
in the dormitory that night; bul the
ragging was tacitly dropped; even Bol-
sover major was not keen on trouble
with Crum, after what he had wit.
nessed. No one in the Remove, of
eourse, believed in magic; but if this
was not & case of black magic, thera
seemed to be no accounting for it
While the HRemovites wondered and
pondered, Crum dropped off pencefully
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to sleep, and woke the echoes of tho
dormitory with & snore almost as
powerful ms William George Buntet's.

[

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Not Taking Any ! |
HENR'H’ CHRISTOPHER CRUM

was a marked man in the
E-rve:.‘friam Remove the next
ay.

Not & man in the Remove was likely

to forget tho incident of the dormitory.
A lellow who had ordered a Sixth
Form prefect to take off his boots, and
bad been obeyed, was, as the Bounder

S it, “somo lad.” ;
Il the circumstances attached to
Crum; and his coming to Grayfriars,

would have marked him out. in the
Remove; but the affair of Loder put
the lid on it, as it were.

Remove follows were eager to see
what might hap when FEoder saw
Crum the next day Loder could not

fail to be aware that he had. cut a
ridiculous ﬁgum in tho eyes of the
Lower Fourth; and could hardly fail to
know ‘that the Removites would talk
aboiit the occurrence and spread the
story all over Greyfriars. Burely Loder
would take the first opportunity of
giving Crum the thrashing of his life.
E[vqm fellow who knew Loder felt sure
ot 1t

And when, after breakfast, Loder waa
seen in the quad, with Crum in ‘the
offing, the two of them became thoe
contre of a fixed and almost peininal
attention.

Loder, as he came nlﬂngl the path,
glanced at Crum, and a perplexed frown
was observed on his face.

He locked as if he were puzzled about
something, as no doubt he was. ]

But ho walked on, without speaking
to Crum or giving him a second glance.

As for Henry [ﬁlriﬂtnphar, he took ro
notica of Loder at all.

“Weall!” said Bob Chorry,
dmgvbreath.

“What does
Nugent.

“(Goodness knows!" said Wharten.
“There's something jolly queer about
that new kid!™ }

“The q_uaerfulnuss ia terrific!"

“Loder’s letti him alone!” said
Johnny Bull * er let Crum canc
him and bully him! Is Lodor mad®”

“Must be, T should think,” said the
captain of the Remove. ' There's some-
thing in this too deep for me,”

Crum came into class that morning
with the rest of the Remove. His box
had arrived at Greyfriars, and he was
in Etons now, and loocked, more or less,
like the other fellows ‘There was
nothing special to distinguish him from
the rest of the Remove, oxcept a kind
of lurking cheek and impudencoe in his
mAannear.

That was unmistakable; and it |
an irritating cffect on some of the Re-
move men. Apart from that, Crum
soemed 3 good-temnpered and good-
natured fellow enough, and disposed to
bo friendly with anyone whom he did
not suspect of looking down on him_ or
hizs remarkable parent. But on tha:
topic he was extremely touchy, and dis.

sed te tako offence whether it was
mtended or not. '

There were snobbish fellows at Grey-
friars, as clsewhere; ond fellows like
Skinmer and Snoop and their kind
alfected to disdain a junior who was the
son of a showman; and Billy Bunter
was cspeeially shocked to know that
Crum had worked for his daily bread
from an early ape. Waork, in any ~hapo

with a

it mean?’ muttered

* Take your blinking features away, Bunter,” said Crum. ** They give me a pain.

And you ¢an take a jam-tart with you, you cheeky, fat worm—this ere one ! **

And Crum slammed a jam-tart upon the Owl of the Remove's little, [at nose.
(See Chapter 12.)

or form, certainly never had appealed
te Buntor.

But fellows like this were fow; the
greater part of Greyfriors did not care
two strawa about such things.

Harry Wharton, whatever might be
his faults, most assuredly had no taint
of snobbishness in his character; yet it
was upon Wharton that Crum’s resent-
ment was chicfly fized. He seemed to
have forgotten that Bob Cherry shared
in his resentinent ; it was, indeed, rather
difficult for even a touchy and suspicions
fellow to dislike the cheery Bob.
Wharton, more quiet and reserved than
his cheery chum, gave Crum a differont
impression. Quite without intending it,
he made the showman's son feel an un-
comfortable sense of inferiority, which
added fuel to the fire of a fancicd
injury.

All the Remove were soon awara of
Crum's enmity for the captain of the
Form. He lost no opportunity of dis-
laying it. Even in coming into Lthe

orm-reom he shoved rudely past the
captain of the Form, and grinned
sneeringly and  challengingly  when
Wharton turned to sce who had shoved.
Whearton. rather te the surprise of tlo
other fellows, kept his temper.

The obvious fact that he could have
knocked the rather weedy new junior
Lhalf across the Form-room with ono
sweep of his strong arm helped him to
keep his temper; & more hefty fellow
would not have escaped pumshment,
If Crum was aware of the reason cf
Wharton's forbearance, he gave no sign
of it. It was obvious to all the Form
that he wanted to provoke Harry Whar-
ton into a gquarrel ; which was surprising
enough, for any fellow could seo that
he was nathing like a match for the
captain of the Remove.

Crin did not join in the Form work.
Mr. Quelch sot him a special task, and,

when time permitted, gave him special
attention,
Towards hizs Form master, at leasf,

um's manner was without fault. Ha
was respectful and attentive, and
seemed anxious to learn.

Mr. Quelch was more and more molli-
fied as he observed it

Crum  was  absolutely without the
necassary preparation for enlering a

school like Greyfriara. Most of the
Form work was utterly strange to him;
and to get him into shape to join tho
Remove in the usual classes was a
special and not an easy tatk for the
orm master. Mr. Quelch had to do
the work that should have been dune
at a preparatory school or by a tutor
befora Crum came to Greyfriars; and
he had to do it in addition to attending
to a numerous Form—not all of them
EE anxious to learn as Crum seemed to

-1

It was not surprising that Mr. Quelch
was not pleased by such an addition to
hiz Form.

But the Head's inexplicable decizion
to admit Henry Crum to Greyfriara
and to place him in tho Remove left
Mr. Quelch no choice in the matter;
and having Crum on his hands he did
hia best with him. 3 )

Cértainly the now junior was quick and
intclligent. He proved to be pains-
taklop also, and Mr. Queleh was re-
lieved to find his task rather less diffi-
cult than he had anticipated., lad
Crum been as obtuse as Bunter, or as
lazy as Skinner, the Ilemove master
might havo despaived of making any-
thing of him. Tt he was neither lazy
nor obtuse: and in dealing with hia
Form master he gove no sign of the
checky impudence which secmed to ba
an inseparable part of his character
in dealing with others.

‘Tee Manxer Lisrary.—Na. 1,000,
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In moradng break, when the school
shop was ¢pened, Crum headed for that
ﬂhpb!ishnn,mt. IL. was already well
imuwal Lavat t}h.:-:l nh{_n:}mm'-ak :cm Wik
iberally sugph with pocket-money.
Old Crua L?-rﬂa a wealthy if unusual

tleman, and ;Ewng Urum seemed Lo

provided with all he wanted in the
wg_ of cash. ) :

illy Bunter blinked after him
dublously a3 he went inte Mus
Mimble's little shop, snd—still in a
dubiows eood—followed him in. Bun-

ter could pot help realising that Crum
had rob encouraged his advances—tho
banging of his'bullet head on o study
door was a hint strong enocugh even {or
the Owl of the Remove to see, :
But Billy Bunter was in his usual im-
pecunious state, owing to the non-
arrival of a tal-order that had been
long expected. Bo he followed Crum
in, and gave him a friendly fat grin.

"“PBe ing to feel at home here—
what *" -asked Bunter affably.
“"More or less," answered Crum.

“Bit of & change after the show, or
whatever it was—oh "

“No business of yourn!” answercd
Crum.

Bunter grinned.

“We don't say ‘vourn” here,” he re-
marked. " We zay ‘ yours,'™

“'Ave they turned you inte a
tegcher 1" asked Crum. "If they ave,
you ean give me lessoms, I not, notd
Catch on to that?” ;

“No offence, old chap!"” said Bunter
hastily.

“MNot -s0 much of your old' chap!”
grunted Crum, )

MI'U try those tarts, if you don'i
mind,” said PBunter, with a hungry
blink at the ample supply set out before
Cruim.

“You won't!} said Crum grimly.

“The fact is, old chap, [ want to bo
friends,” said Bunter. * Look here, you
haven't made any friends here, vou
know."

“"Dop't know that T want to,"” re
torted Crum.' A silly lot of snobs and
chumps, if you ask me!”

“I'm no snoob,” said Buntcr. “I'm
really not. old fellow,
down on Fou

low
bounder.™

because vou'ro a

*I know you can't help it," explained
Bunter genisily. *Brought up as
ou've been, how could you? I don't
lame you 1n the least, old fellow.
Most of the follows wouldn't touch you
with a barge-pole. I'm not that sort.”

DTI.:IET Etﬁ g at léirn. - , _

“Let’'s bo friends, o ean,” urged
Bunter. “I've got a lot of illﬂ’uencegi:li
the Form, and I ean sce you through.
I can help you a lot. [ say, I was cx-
pecting a lotter this morning——"
"o and toll some other hloke aboit
it,” suggested Crum.

“With a postal-order in 1t,” said Bur.
ter unheeding. “Owing to soine delay
in the post it hasn't come. It leaves
me in 4 rather difficult position. You'd
hardly think it, but I'm actually short
of cash at the present moment.” -
“¥ou look it!" remarked Crum,
“Bhort of the price of a cake of soap,
1 should say, from your 'ands!”

William George Bunter breathed
hard, The progress of his friendship
with this unpleasant fellow was wn-
doubtedly slow and difficult, He
decided to take Crum's remark as n
joke and gave a feeble chuckle,

“EHI'; he, he ™ "

“Got a pain enywhero?” : :

“ RS I{.;;" ¥ asked Crum

“Then what
far?"”

" Oh, really, Crum——"
Tae Macxer Lisnany.—No. 1,050,

are you making that row

I don't lpok

L

“You've got a lot of friends in the
school, ain't you?" asked Crum.

“Hwarms " said lunter.

“Go and talk to some of them, then,
and give me a rest,”

“Look here——"' roared Bunier.

“T'm looking,"” ~aid Crum; “and I sco
8 fat, vgly mug.”

Bunter could not help feeling that ho
was not getting on.  This unpleasant
beast seemed absolutely deal to the voice
of the charmer. But Bunter was a
sticker. Crum was, indecd, his onl
resource in the matter of tj'm postal-
order; that postal-order was too well
known st Greyiriars to sorve with any
but a new boy.

“Don’t be so huffy, old chap,” mur-
minred Buoter. “As 1 was saying, ['ve
been disappointed about & postal-order.
Now, I suppose you could hand me the
balf-quid, and take the postal-order
when it comes, What?"

“1 could,” agreed Crum.

“Thanks, old chap—"

“"Don’'t you ba in a ‘urrly," rinned
Crum. “I conld=—but I jolly well ain’t
going to!” '

“Ten bob ain't much to a wealthy
chap like you, m,"” urged Bunter;
“and the postal-order will be here this
afterncon.’

“It min't g0 much to me as it iz to
syou, that's a cert,” agreed Crum. " Bub
I'tn keeping it in my trousis-pocket, sll
the same,™

¥ Look here, Crum—>" -

“Zwaller it!" jeered Crum. I ain’t
lending you any money, you fat foozler)
Leave a bloke alone 1"

William George Bunter realised at

ast that thore was nothing deing. Ho
xed a scornful stare on Crum. That
stare started at Crum’s nose, and de-
soended to his feet; then it travelled wp
againt from Crum’s feet to Crum's nose.
‘]%Iiﬂ was what Bunter called looking a
fellow up and down, and it was sup-
posed to have a crusﬁmg effect, Often,
however, it failed of its effect—and cer-
tainly it failed in the present instance.

“ Anything wrong with {"{;ur blooming
oves? asked Crum. * What are you
rolling them about like that for? Going

P’Dt-t? H

“¥ou cheeky cad!” howled Bunter.
“You—you unspeakable, low bounder!
Don't talk to sne! I'm rather particular
whom I allow lo speak to me.”

“When they won't lend vou money,
you mean?” jeered Crum. *“Take your
blinking features away with you! They
give me a pain. And you can take o
jam-tart with you, you cheeky, fat worm
—this 'ere one!”

And Crum slammed a jam-tart upon
Bunter's fat 'ittle nose, and was about
to follow 1t up with another, when the
Owl of the Remove Leat a hurried re-
treat. He omerged, gurgling, into the
guad.

“Halle, hallo, halle!” roared Bob
Cherry  * You look jamimny, Bunter!”

“"Ow! Grooogi! Lend me your
handkerchief, old chap!” gasped Bun-
ter, *I'm smothered! Grm&;h! I'm
sticky! Lend me your hanky?

“There's one sticking out of your
ewn pocket, fathoad 1™

“1 don't want to make (hat all
sticky.”

“0h, my hat! 1t docsn't watier about
mine, - 1 supposa ™

“That’s 1t, old chep; hand it over.”

Bobk Chorry chuckled, and, sceming to
think that it did matter about his hand-
kerchicf, ho did mnot hand it over.
Bunter f.;lmgg-ed out his own and mopped
away jam and crumbs.

“That beast Crum shoved a tart on
my face,” ho gasped. “I'd *jolly weil
lick him for :il;i cnly—only & gentleman
can't very well lay hands on such & low

bounder, I HE, Bob, old {&Ilnwi d}fﬂu g0

in and thrash lLim. I'l hold your
jacket."”

“You'll hold jacket " asked Bob.

“Yes, old rﬁlnw," shid Bunter
cagerly.

“Wﬂllj.- ona ood torn  deserves
another,” said Bob; “I'll hold your
car!"

And he did.

“Yarcooh!"” roared Bunter. *Leggo,
vou beast! Ow, wow!"

Bunter jerked his fat ear away and
fled. A little later ho came on Harry
Wharton aod caught him by the sleeve.

- sa:]v, Wharton, old chap—"

“Woll, fattyi”

“That fellow Crum says you're a
stuck-up snob, old chap.”

“Does he?” said Wharton grimly.

“Yes. And a otifi-backed prig—-"'

“ Anything olse?™

“T!.ﬂ:ts and lots! You'll lick hiw,
x\'crnﬁ you, old chap?” .

“No,” said the captain of tha
Bemove; “I'll lick n;uu!"p ;

“Eh?  What? Tarcoooop!™ yoared
Bunter.

chap,

“lLeave off thumpmg 8
W, Wow,

you beast! Oh, my hat|
wow [ '

And Bunter fled once more, leaving
the captain of the Removo wckling.
Really, it was not Bunter's lucky day -

—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Forced to Fight !

66 My TOTHING in it!” said Skinner,
shaking hiz head.
“"The fellow seems
remarked Snoop.

“What's the good of that, when he.
couldn’t lick a dinner-plate?”

Harold Skinner was turning it over in
his mmd.l

Any fellow who was up against the
captain of the Form was ]:uras of a cer-
tain amount of sympathy and support
from the amiable Skinncr. Sympathy
cost nothing ; and support stopped shoct
of the point of getting Skinner into
trouble personally.

Naturally, it occcurred to Skinner's
thoughtful mind—thoughtful on such
subjects—to make capital put of the new
fellow’s obvious dishike and hostility to-
wards Wharton, Skinnor was the fellow
who mado the most ruthless fun of Old
Crum—his looks, Lis manners, his class,
or want of class; lis clothes, and the
way he wore them; his son, and his
son's check in butting into Groyfriars
School. Nevertheloss, 8kinner was pre.
Eared to give Young Crum his whole-

carted sympathy, and as much gupport
as was prudent in a row with the cap-
tain of the Remove. But, as he said to
Hnoop, there was nothing in it

Crumn was keen—he could not very
well have been kecner. His desire to
quarrel with Wharton and force him
mte & scrap was obvious to the least
observant fellow ; it was so opon that it
was becoming rather difficult for Harry
to avold trouble. Fellows were already
beginning to whisper that Wharton's
hot temper had given placo to cold feet;
that if he had rcasons for dodging a
scrap with Crum, they weren't precisely
the magnanimous reasons his friends
mado ouf.

Crum openly was of that opinion, He
was Eullfr persuaded that arton was
afraid of Lim, and did not concoal that
opinion.

Crum  was undoubtedly keen; wyet
Crum must have known that he had
simply no chance in & fistical encounter
with the captain of the Remove. He
was not a weakling, but his training had
been far from an athletic ono; and &

keen,”
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fallow who had been accustomed to
smoke without stint at Crum's o
nb!inualr could have little stamina. He
knew & little of boxing, but his skill was
nothing to Wharton's,

All the Remove belioved that Crum
would get the fight he was asking for
if he kep: on asking, and that he would
not by any means be happy when he
gol 1t.

It was a chance for S8kinner to buit
in and bring roatters to a climax before
the hostility had time to die a natural
eath, but Bkinner saw nothing in it
It was not of much use to bring aboul
a fight in which his champion would be
knocked out in ome or two rounds so
aasily that the victory would not even
add anything to the vietor’s laurels.

“Nothing in it, Snoopy,” Skinner re-
peated, with a yawn, as they talked the
matter over in_ the Rag after class,
“That moocher Crum is simply no good
against Wharton. He may have been a

t gun in Crum's 8how and House of
agic—whatever the dickens that may
be—but he's ne good when it comes to
scrapping with his Magnificence. I'd
sh him on like a shot if he were; but

o ain't " )

“That's all you know!” said a sulky
voice, as Crum’s face rose into view
over the high back of a big armchair.

“Hallot  Listening!" said Skinner,
wot at all dismmpﬂaar‘:ﬁ

“] sard vou,” scowled Crum. “And
T.can tell you I'll ?'i'l.ra Wharton the
thrashing of his life if I can get him op
to the scratch. He won't ﬂrghr-."

Bkinner eyed him critically. N

“Ho won't fight, because you amn't
worth it,” ho explained. * He's rather
afeaid—"

“Of me ! sneered Crum,

“No; of having to attend an ingunest
if be hit you."”

Snoop chuckled.

“You'll eee, wyon cheeky rotier,”

led Crum. “I'll bet you two to one
in quids that I knock him out.™

“My father isn't & showman!” sighed
Skinner. "1 can't afford to bet in quids.
But if you think you can pull it off,
I'll be your second and back you up no
ond. You may give Wharton & tap or
two before he slaughters you—and that
will be so much to the good.”

And Snoop chortled.

Crum sat down in the armchair again,
soawling. Ho knew what all the
Ramove thought «f his chances against
Wharton ; and h# ocould not have sup-
posed himself that he was a match for
the sturdy junior., But he was deter-
mined not to wait any longer. His
hostility to the captein of the Form had
intensified every day that he had been
at Greyfriars; and perhaps he had his
own reasoRs—roasons ho certainly would
not have cared to state—for oxpecting
to get the upper hand in the encounter.

‘The Famous Five came into the Rag
2 little later, in & cheery little crowd,
with =everal other fcllows—Squiff and
Toddy and Lord Maulevercr. As they
stood chatting in & group by the fire,
Crumm rozo from hiz chair and walked
acroza to them.

"You, Wharton I he snapped.

The captain of tHe Remove glanced at
him. His promize to the Remove master
to befriend the new fellow, if he conld,
tied Wharton's hands to a 'frmt extent,
and he had & chivalrous disinclination
to scrap with a fellow who was plainly
not hiz match.

But there was a limik to his patience,
and he was getiing very necar the limit
1o,

"Weall " ho asked.

“"T'va called you a snob a pood many
dmes" jeerod {Crrurn.

SIR HILTON POPPER

Theresa crustyold cod-
ger—Sir Hilten Popper §
to precis —who lives §
in the vicinity of Grey- %
friars. And Sir Hilton
Pnpper'a weakness is look-

| ing for_trouble, especially §
[ where Greyfriars boys are §
[ concerned, As a natural
| conseguence Sir  Hilton

opper 1nds trouble—in
fact: a whole pi!e - of
trouble; and th: person
, mainly responsibl: for it is
% youn: C um, the amazing
. new boy in the Remove ! §

Hnw this comes .lil:-uut,
and what part Com's
hypnotic powers play in §
it, 15 told, as only Frunk
Richards can tell a s hool

story, in next week's issue.

Look out for this title:~--

' THE
SCHODLBOY
HYPNOTIST!”

And be prepared for
something extra good.

ON THE WARPATH!

e b R R

OnDEK YOUR “MAGNET”? WELL IN ADVANCE !

“Quite so!” agreed Wharton, un-
moved.  “You're welcome to your
opinion. Is that all 7"

Some of the juniors grinned.

" No,” said Crumn doggedly, *that
ain’'t all! New I'm ecalling you a
coward as well."

Wharton coloured.

“The fellows hero know whether T
am a coward or not,” he said quietly.
“1 don’t value your opimon on the
eubject very much., If you're finished,
shut wup.”

“There's a draught in this room:.”
said Skinner gravely. “Anyhody pot
cold fect?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You'ro & snob and a funk,” said
Crum, “wend if you won't put your ‘ands
up for that, I'll pull your nose and sce
what that will do.”

And Crum stretched out his hand tg-
wards the captain of the Remove—anly
to give a ﬂgip of pain as it was kuocked
aside by Bob Cherry.

“(Chuck that, you rotter,”” said DBob.
“\Wharton, old man, Eau’ve got to lick
that cheoky cad whether you liko it or
not. If yvou don't, I jolly well will.”

“Hear, hear!" said Nugent.

“The lickfulness is the. proper caper,
my cstecrned Wharton,” said Hurren
Jainget Ram Singh. * Paticneo 15 n
eracked pitcher that may go too long
to the well.”

Wharton glanced round, and ihen
looked at ‘Crum’s angry, hostile face.
1T gave a curt nod.

“Pono!” he said quietly. “I den’l

wanl trounble with the fellow, and I
think I've shown that.” .

“You have!” grinned Bkinner. " No
mistake about that. You have”

“Shut up, Bkinner, you cad,” growled
Johony DBull,

"My dear chap, I'm ohly corrobarai-
ing tho statement of our respecied Form
captain—-a very true statement.”

Wharton took no heed of Skinner.

“If you want a scrap, Crum, I'm
your man,” he said. **' l:m sooner the
better—we moy us well gﬂt 1t over.
Here—after prep: nobedy's likely to
butt in then and stop us."

“It's a blinking go!™ said Crum.

He lownged away. Lord Mauloverer's
intent glance following him. His lord-
ship had not spoken, but he had been an
extremely intcrested spectator of the
seene, He spoke now,

“Wharton, old bean. I'd like to be
vour sccond, if wou'll let mo, dear man.”

Wharton nodded with a smile.

“"Right you are, old chap, if you think

vou'll have energy unnug'h left aftes
prep.” :

“Oh, yaas, dear man.”

“Mauly's job won't lest long/*

grinned Bob Cherry. “1 faney the
Urum bird won't want mors than one
round,”

“Think not?"” asked Maulgverer.

“Well, look at him!"

“Ie seems to expect to pull off a
Wil

“Blessed are those who don't expoct
ohuckled Johnny Bull. " ¥pu don't
faney he's got o dog's chance, Mauly

“T faney ho thinks he has ! said Lord
Mauleverer. "But I rather think he
will be licked, all thoe same.™

“What-ho "

l.ord Mauleverer walked away, ivith
a very thoughtful expression om his
noble countonance. The Famous Five
dismizsed the matter from their mingds,
and talked about more impeortant
matters. A serap with a fellow like
Flenry Christopher Crum was not an
alfair to make much of, in the opinion
of the Famous Five, But Lord
Maunleverer did not dismiss the matter
from lis mind—and it was fortunate for
the caplain of the Removo that ho did
nit }
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAFTER.
Falr Play !

17 RUM, dear man.”
‘ Lord Mauleverer tapped
Henry Christopher gently on
Remove

the in the

phsikge.

The Remove had not Anished prep
yet; but Crum, who did not join in. the
regular prep of the Form, was lounging
in the passage. Mauleverer, apparently,
had left his work unfinished. That was
not a new departure of his lordship's.
It was quite common with him to leave
"I'lill'.ilﬂl: unfinished, when he started it at
&l
Crum glanced at him, and nodded.

“ You're Wharton's second, I "ear,” he
snid.

“Yaas." N

“Vou're going to seo him licked.”

“I hope not, dear man,”

“You'll see!” grinned Crum.

“Yaas, I szhall sec,” ggreed Lord
Mauleverer genily. “That's what I

want to talk to you about, Crum. I'm
uttin’ into this matter to see a fair

ght. Cateh ont”
Crum gave Eim a rather surly look.
“Think I ain't going to fght fair?

arm,

he snapped.

“You ;:heak; duffer—"

“T'm not the fellow to be down on any
fellow . for anythin',” said Leord,
Mauleverer, " Bul I rather fear they

didn't teach you fair play where you
csme from, -Crum, wherever that was.
You koow, as well as every othoer chap
in the Form knows, that you've not t_ggt
a dog’s chance with Wharton in & fair
fight—but wyou've forgced him to ac-.raf:,
end yvou expect to win. There's only
one explanation for that.”

Crum eyed him silautly.

“1 was knocked out by what h:gpane,::l
between you and Wingate, en it
happened,” said Lor Mauleverer
guietly. “But I thought it over—I'm
a thinkin’ chap, you know, sometimes,
You played the same with Loder—and
that made it clear it my mind. I've
taken the. trouble to make a little
inquiry about Crum's Show—and 0ld
Crum and Young Crum. Sec?™

el -

Atill Crum did not speak.

I know,” went_ on Mauleverer
placidly, “why the Head let you into
the school. Your pater hypnotised him,”

Crum started violently.

“That's Crum's Show,” =aid Lord
Maulevercr. * Hypnotism—putting the
*fluence on people and makin’ them play
the goat. f‘va seon such shows, an' it's
a horrid, weird thing. You can play
the same tricks as your father, and you
can do it easily. It's a lgif}t that's likely
tp t you into trouble if you're not
careful. fuuigpnntimd Wingate, and
vou  hypmoti Loder—an you're
countin' on hynotising Wharton and
thrashing him while he’s under the
influence and unable to put up a
fight if you don’t choose. ou
dare to deny it.”

Crum set his teeth.

“"You meddling booby !™ he mutterad,
“If I blinking well chose, I'd put the
'Buence on you and make you jump out
of & winder.”

Lord Mauleverer smiled placidly.

“You'd find me a tough customer,” he
eaid. “You can’t hypnotise everybedy,
an’ I believe you can't hypnotise any-

on't

‘body at all, unless he's teken off his

guard. Anvhow, r:m'm not goin' to
p]l-ij' that dirty trick on Wharton., He's
a friend of mine; but if he were an
enemy, I'd see fair play, all the same—
a woakness of mine, old bean.”

“Mind you own business,”

“I'm making thiz my bizney. You've
forced Wharton into a fight, and I've
no objection in the world, if it's a fair
fight. Bukb it's got to be fair. First
gign I see of the 'fAuence on Wharton,
I'm goin' to explain to all the Remove
‘the dirty trick you're playin’, and you'll
get jolly near lynched, as well as kicked
out of Greyfriars when it comes to the
Head, as it's bound to if it's talked
about the school.”

“Ho you're threatening me!” snapped

“Yaas.”

And with -that cheery reply Lord
%{'Iauilmrarer walked away to Study
ﬂ- *

Crum. remained standing in  the

Remove passage with a black cloud on
his brow. :

He had not teken the trouble to deny
Meauleverer's aceusation; he knew that

TO AND
FROM

YOUR EDITOR.

Your Editor Is always pleased to hear [rom his readers. Address your letters:
The Editor, The MAGNET Library, The Fleeiway House, Farringdon Street,

London, E.C. 4.
| m P, 0
N next week's bumper issue of your A WEIRD NEW BOY!
favourite paper you will find in How do you fellows like young Crum

Plam of the usual Dicky Nugent

‘shocker ¥ a topping indoor game
which 15 . entitle “The Bunter
Hunters!” ¥You all know Billy's wesk-
ness for cakes; vou're all familiar with
his methods of snapping up a free feed.
Well, these two things form the start-
ing point of next week's Free Game.
From two to six players can take parct
in this novel game, and I can promise
vou plenty of oxecitement. All you will
need i3 a dice and & few counters,
Buttons will serve as counters if neces-
sary., Full particulars, rules, ele., will
he found in next week's MaGxeTr, boys,
so make certain of your copy—and your
FREE game
to-day!
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of the Romove? Isu't he the last thing
in new boys? Just you wait until next
week! Crum fairly makes thoe fur fly.
Sir Hilton Popper comes into the pie-
ture, and the crusty old baronet—
But there, I shall be spoiling things if
I tell you too much gt this stage. But
rest assured, chums, next week’s story
by Frank Richards iz well up to the
standard. '

e —

THE NEW SERIAL!

This week you have before vou the
opening chapters of our fu-utbafl story.
What do you think of this new featurc?
Drop mo & line on this subject: your
opinion will bo appreciated, whether it
be a favourable or adverse one. By
the way, talking of latters reminds me
that I want to tell “M.E.," whooever ho

Mauly read him like & book. Indeed,
it was not likely to be long before a
stmilar explanation of the new fellow’s
mysterious powers occurred to others.

Mauleverer, evidently, did not intend
to give him away z0 long as he played
fair. It was not in Mauly's nature to
¥i.1m anybody away. He had & wonder-
1

il capacity for minding his own busi--

ness.

But the fight in the Rag that evening
had to ‘be a fair fight, w:ﬁ-n no hypnotic
tricks such as Crum had played on Win-
gat-a and Loder, and au-:lil as old Crum

ad played on the headmaster.

Honry Christopher understood that
clearly.

He was still standing in the passage,
with & clouded brow, when 3kinner apd
Snoop came along and joined him.

“Right as rain, old bean?” smiled
Skinner. _

He winked at Snoop &s he spoke.

Crum looked ing but “right as
rain.”” He looked troubled and thought-
ful «nd doubtful.

8kinner had no doubt that he had
reflocted on the difficulty of the task
he had taken on,- and repented of his
temerity in challenging one of the
boxers in the Lower School of Grey-
friars. Bkinoer, cunning as he was, had
no suspicion of the real state of affairs.

Crum did not answer him; he seemed
sunk in thought.  Skinner favoured
Snoép with ancther wink, and Sidney
James Snoop giggled.

“Buck up, glgdg bean!” said Bkinner.
“Feeling & bit of a draught—what?
EHather too late to back out now.”

Crum gave him a glare.

“Who's talking about backing out?”

be growled.
,ﬁﬁ'm fellows would laugh wou to

death, you w,” grinned Skinner.
“You've fairly asked tor it.”

“Begged for it,” grinned Snoop.
“Buck up! :

Crum Fritted his teath.

“I ain’t backing out. I'm standing up
to the best man this “ere school can put
nF'm me, and chance it. If I'm licked,
I'm licked! © Think T ain't never been
licked afore ¥ He eniffed. “T ain't led
g soft life like you blokes 'ere. I'we
roughed §i—'ard, sometimes. I know
Wharton's going to beat me; but I'm
going to 'urt him all T can,”

(Continued on next page.)

is, that he writes & jolly interestin
lettor. What's mere, if "M.E.” wi
only add his full name and address to
his communications I shall be only too
pleased to reply to him personally,

WHO EATS THE MOST?

"qunll Reoader ® of Manchester is
very intrigucd to know whether Bunter
major chts more than his minor, I
don't think there's much doubt as to
which member of the Bunter clan eats
the most. Look at it this way.
William George Bunter is in the
Remove, and movites I take*it are
in receipt of more monevy than the
average fag in the Seecond.  Bunter
minor, a5 you know, is in the SBccond
Form, and I don't think his Form-
follows tolorate him half as much as the
Bemovites do William George. It fol-
lows, then, that Bunter major gets more
opportunities of shifting tuck—usually
other people’s—than does his minor.
But one of these days Bammy DBunter
may be promoted to & higher Form.
And then—— But let the future take
care of this question. “Loyal Reader ™
has had his question answered,

your €ditor.
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* I you don’t put up j'ﬂr ‘ands, Wharton,'" said Crum, * I'll pull your nose, and see what that will do!* Crum stretohed

out his hand towards the captain of the Remove—only to give a yelp of pain as it was knocked aside by Bob Cherry.
that, you roiter ! ** eried ﬁo ™

“Good man!"” said Skinner cordially.
“You've got pluck.”

“Which i3 more’'n wyou "ave!” said
Crum,

And thore was another gigglo from
8noop, in which Skinnor ﬁdg not join
this time.

Crum walked down to the Rag.

He was waiting there, with a dogged
look on his face, when Harry Wharton
& Co. camo in.

“T'm readyI” he rapped out.

“Bame here!™ said Harry.

“The samefulpess i1s terrifie,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh. “8Shut tho
door and keep out the esteemed and
exccrable prefects,®

The door was clozed, and a ring was
fermed. Wharton and Crum threw- off
their jackets and donned the gloves,
Lord !fdu.ulwerer gave Cruru one keon,
searching look and was satisfied. He
knew wgat' that savage, dogged scowl
meant—it ineant that the fellow who
had planned to win a fight unfairly had
at least pluck encugh to see it through
when he was forced to play the gamne.

Crum bhad no choice. A word from
Mauleverer was cnough, if he made any
attempt to use his strange hypnotic
powers. He could still have ealled oft
the fight. Wharten would willingly

have let the matter drop. But Crum
had pluck; he did not think of ealling

it L]

£ ] Timn !J‘J

Vernon-8mith, walch in hand, was
kecqgm' time.

The Remove fellows looked on, half-
smiling, at the first round. Now that
the two juniors were confronted, cye to
eye, foot to foot, it was casy to sce what
little chance Crum had.

But he fought gamely.

‘or three rounds he stood up to the
eapitain of the Remove, and lis atigek
was 60 hard and determined that
Wharton had to hit out, and hit hard,
and Crum's pumishment was pretty
Levers.

In the [ourth round he ecrumpled up
under a terrific uppercut, and the
Bounder, grinning, began to counk.

“One, two, three—"

Crum did not stir.

“ Four, five, six—"

Still the new boy did not move. That
upperewt had sent his senses swimming.
As through a hesze he saw the juniors
around him; from afar, it seemed to
his dazed brain, came the Bounder's
monotonous voice:

“Beven, eight, nine— Qut "

Crum sat up dizzily.

“All over,” grunted Belsover major.
"What a show! What on earth was the
fellow asking for it for, if this wasa the
best he could do?”

“Goodness knows ! grinned Skinner.

Lord Mauleverer smiled. He was
well aware that the fight would have
ended var% differently but for his inter-
vention. But Crum had fought a Fair
fight, and a plucky one, and Mauly had
nothing to say.

Wharton glanced at

the defeated

junior, hesitated, and then went to him. .

Crum gave hiun a glare as he staggered
up.

“Look here, Crum,” said Wharten
earnestly. “we've scrapped now, and
it's over, I tell you again that you were
mistaken. I never meant for a minute

to be disrespectful to your father, I give

you my word. Now give mo your paw,
old bean, and let's forget all shout it."”
Honry Christopher Crum looked at

" Chuck

b. (See Chapler 13.)

hiin for & long moment before he spoke.
His faco grew redder and. redder, -

He spokeo at last.

“Father told me you was a decent
n:haqi * he said slowly. “Father knew,
I tell yed, I'm sorry. I meant to—to—
to—never mind what, but I'm glad X
was prevented—now. I never liked you,
because I knowed you was a better cha
than I was, and I'm sorry. If wyou'll
shake 'ands, I'll be glad.”

Wharton smiled

“There's my fist,” he said

He shook hands with Crum. DBob
Cherry helped the new junior on with
his jacket. Crum went slowly to the
door; but he storped to apeak {o Lord
Mauleverer before he went out, in a low
voice unheard by the others.

“It was a fair fight,” he muitered.

0 Y.I.IB.."

“I've been licked.”

L LS ?HE,J-

“I deserved it.,” said Crum.

13 ?ﬂ.ﬂ.ﬂ-."

“And—and T'm glad! I ain’t such a
rottor as you might think,” mutterad
Crum. “Fm :ﬂuf you put a spoke in
the wheel—honest ™

“1 helievae vou, old hean,” said Lord
Mauleverer softly. “Forget all aboub
"

Crum nodded, and went out of the
Rag. The fight was over, and with_it
ciidded the strange new boy’s feud with
the captain of the Remove.

THE EKD,

(There wifl be another magnificent
fona complete alory of Harry Wharton
d' o, in next week's MAaNET, entitled
“THE SCHOOLROY HYPNOQTIST
Don't misz it, chums, whatever you do /)
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AMAZING NEW STORY OF LEAGUE FOOTBALL!

) 4 BAD PATCH! The Storrpdene boys have lost nine moalehes right off the reel ; no wonder their
in the dumps ; no wonder thelr chairman thinks it high timce somebody gingered up the Villa.
ut this moment that ** Tinyg '' Scannan, the man of iron, should make hkis bow at Bedwell Pork !

mre down
And fate decreos

THE QPENING CHAPTERS OF
A THRILLING SERIAL STORY
DEALING WITH THE UPS-
AND-DOWNS OF THE
STERRYDENE VILLA F.C

i,

Ons Down !}

& with some men, so with some
A foothall clubs—each. strikes a
“had patch " at some time or

other. :

Take the case of Storrydens Villa.

The famous Midland club had started
the scason in fine style, winning match
after match with a ragu’lnrity which had
speedily placed them at the top of the
Jeague table; then, when it looked as
though they eBuld deo nothing wrong,
they had entertained the lowly Bowland
Rangers at Bedwell Park, and had gone
down to the tune of five goals to nil!
They had actuslly been outplayed and
soundly trouheed E..iy a mediocre side that
was perched precariously upon the
bottom rung of the league ladder, a2
side that not notched a single point
from the opening of the season until
their memorable mesting with the re-
doubtable Yilla.

That spectacular victory over the
champions crealed e stir throughout the
football world, but nobody—least of all
the Storrydens fans—was greatly per.
turbed about the matter. )

“Our boys rhust have been a hitstale,”
was the general verdict. *'Wait until
Haturday and see what they do to Nor-
castle!”

B0 the fans waited, and they received
a rude shock when news came through
from the North to the effect that the
home zide was leading by twe clear

Is at half-time. Ans !u{l time score
did nothing to dissipate the gloom, for
MNorcastle succeeded in  beating the
visitors' by four goals to one.

Things went from bad to worse after
this unexpected reverse, and seven weeks
ba.gaa:d without Storrydene gaining a

oint.

g Nobody in Storrydenc was in anywise
elated about this unhappy state of
affairs. of couregs, and the local Pross
and the club’s supporters had many
harsh things to say about the rot that
had set in; but the person whe never
lost an oppoftunity of really “slanging '
the Fln}'nrs- was Bir Aubrey Ailen, fhe
portly, purse-proud littla baronet who
practically owned and controlled the
club.

This gentleman, who had made a for-
tune out of rat poison, was something of
a despot. 8 pompous, self-made man who
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rofesstonal footballers as

locked upon )
s0 much dirt beneath his Eh-ganthr-shud
feet, and the fact that he made no secret
of his feelings with regard io the Soccer
ro did nothing to endear him to the
'ig;rhskc-f “He ll:}:a’;hHehﬁIu, tlhu Storre-
a skipper, a a other players.
dce‘gp?uur r five of the lads were
all for open ravolt, for they were ettmg
hoartily sick of Ailen"s coarse insults an
bullying abuse, and certain it is that
there would have an serious trouble
up at Bedwell Park had it not been for
the soothing, level-headed influence of
Hefty Hebble, ]

‘‘Stick together, boys,” was the big
follow's advice, when the others ldoked
as though they were going to get out
of hand., *"We're a happy EiliH:]uz amily,
you know, and our leek iz bound to
change in a week or so!  As for Sir
Strawberry, lot the fat rotter get into the
corner and bite his chin!"™

The other fellows would growl and
scowl as they saw the wisdom of their
skipper's words, and so things wont on.

'IEI?:n came the home fixture against
Tormouth Vale, a game that looked like
B “gift "—even for Storrydene Villa.
The Vale, like the ¥Villa, had gtruck a
bad patch, but their troubles had almoat
overwhelmed them when Dai Johnson,
their *crack " centre-forward, had been
injudicious enmjsilntﬂ break a leg in a
motor-cycle accident.

“Tormoulth won't stand an carthly ("
declared the Storrydene fans, brighton.
ing up at the thought of winmng a
E‘nahi;h. “Our boys will be all over
em !

Haturdaij', a day of light breezes and
bursts of sunshine, brought perfect
Soccer conditions, but Sir Aubrey Ailen
looked even less amiable than usual as
he strode towards the dressing-room with
the i1dea of giving the plavers their
Saturday aftornoon lecture. It was his
invariable rule to burst in upon the
lads about twenty minutes before the
kick off, and it never occurrcd to him
that his blusterinf tirade of threats and
abuse did a great deal towards putting
meny a fellow clean off his game.

Hefty Hebble and his men reeeived
the portly little martinet in stony silence
on the day of the Tormouth match, and
Ailen snorted aggressively ns he camo
to a standstill and glared round through
his gold-rimmed monocle. Completely

bald, with Hat features, beady eyes, and
a waxed moustache, he looked singulxrly
unlavely at that moment.

“T'm sore you lot will be distressed
to hear that I've received a great shock
to-day,”™ he said, in his most offensive
manner. “As a matter of fact, T don't
know "ow—h'm—how I"ve survived!”

HEfti; Hebble thrust his tousled head
through the neck of his jersey and re-
garded 8ir Aubrey in that guiet. clear.
eyed way, that never failed to irritate

e little, portly baronet.

“Well, haven't you got ﬂ.'t'l_'!il'fhil:lﬂ to
say !" snapped Ailen. *“I mentioned
thilb I've received a great shock to-day
BT ey

“Quite so, sir," nodded Ecebble.
“Yhat about it¥"

He guessed that Sir Aubrey was tey-
ing to be funny at their expense. and he
saw ne reason why he should encourage
the humorist.

“What about it!" echoed Ailen, turn-
ing a_dull shade of purple. “I'll tell
vou what ghout it! Caring nothing for
the consdquence, indiffefent to the fact
that the shock might prdve too much for
me, & man in the chib came up to me
and assured me that there was an out-
side chance of .you fellows winning =
match thiz afternoon! Think of .
Hebble! He actually said that yvon Lot
might beat Tormouth Vale! And this
in spite of the fact that you've not won
a match for cight or nine weeks!” Hae
rubbed his pn%%}' hands together and
creased his flabby countenance into a
mrirthless kind of grin.  “I tell you
straight that the shock almost proved
fatal I

His grin vanished as he looked round
at the hard-eyed young men whe rofused
to share his crude joke.

“A win for the Villa would be such
a novalty that I'm sure I should expire
on the spot!” he said, with heavy
SArCASH.

“T assure you, sir, that we shall all do
our utmost to bedt the Vale !"

It was Terry Carson, the fair-haired
voungater who flled the contre-forward
position, who made the remark, end
there was something in the quietly
spoken words which brought an ugly,
suspicions light into the baronct’s beads
cyes,

“What d'von that.

mean by you
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cheeky young pup?” he demanded,
Elﬁ‘i‘i‘ﬂl‘lﬂﬁ. ) .

“Exactly what I said, sir,” returned
Terry, with a bright smile, *“We shall
certainly go out of our way to win this
afternoon 1™

“Huh !" snorted Bir Aubrey. “That'll
be a change, 1 must say! Of maurﬁﬂ
he ran on, taking' a stcp towards the
smiling youngster, “if 1 thought you
were trying to be funny because I said
1 should expire on the spot—"'

“0h, sir, how ecould vou suggest such
a thing?" broke in Teorry Carson, in
mock dismay. *Why, we wounld rather
lose match after match than the slight-
ost harm should come to a hair of your
head! That is—I mean to say——"

But it was too late, and a mighty
roar of laughter echoed through the
dressing-room as Sir Aubrey ran o
podgy hand over his shiny, bald pate.

“Ha, ha, ha!” e 7

“TPerry's put his foot in it again!”

“Is that meant for impertinence, you
pup?” snorted Sir Aubrey, his well-
uonrished Lody guivering with rage and
indignation.

“No, gir, T assure you—"

“Then held your tongue!" spapped
Ailen fiercely. ‘" And you lot had bettor
stop that cackling,” he ran on, 1gf[m‘:mg:
at the other players, “’cause Lwve gob
something to say to you! I'm fair sick
nf paying you good wages week alter
week and getting nothing in return, and
if you make a mess of things thjs after-
noon 1 shall want to know all about it!
I'm not keeping you lot in luxury for
the fun of the thing, and I don’t l!{':lll[‘.'ﬂt-
a bunch of bonc-lazy football pro's as
a hobby: so the best thing you can do
iz Lo puii your socks up and beat the
Vale by about tén goals to nil! They're
the weakest side in the league, so it
ought to be a walk-ovey for you!’

His little eyes were snapping as he
looked across at the big-limbed, well-
proportioned form of Helty Hebble,

“1 hope I am not asking too much of
you, gentlemen !* :

“Not at all, sir,” answered Hebble in
hie quict, unruffled way. “ Anything in
the nature of an apology iz wholly
unnecessary !’

“Apology '™ ecxploded Bir Aubroy.
“Do I Imﬁ as though I'd apologisé to
s lot of lazy, good-for-nothing shirkers
who don’t try to win matches? 1 tell
you straight, Hebble F'm getting about
fed-up with' keeping you as pets, and
if you don't brighten up your ideas
between now and this evening I shall do
something drastic! That's a fair warn-
ing, mind you, and I mean what I say !
“The door opened, and the referee
popped his head into the room. '

“You fellows ready?’ he asked.

“Bure ! nodded Heft Hebble.
“We'll come along at onee !

“Don't [arget!” warned Bir Aubrey,
as ithe footballers trooped out of the
dressing-room.  * You cither win hand-
somely this afterncon or put up with
the consequences! I'm a man of my
word, and I won't stand any move dilly-
dallymg from a lot of work-shy, feeble-
minded oals who—"

“Oh, go and bite your chin ! growled
the Storrydene skipper.

“What did you say, Hebhl ¥ Tumed
Bir Aubray.

“1 remarked to Graee, sir,” velurned
Helty, “that wo might win "

“Alight win!” cehoed Ailen, with a
sport. ““Bea to il that you do win, my
good fellow 1™

The ground appeared {o be packed as
the loeal side trailed across the cinder
rrack, but 1t was a vory hall-heartoed
cheer that groeted Hﬂﬂly Hebble and his
warriors, Uruil 1o tell, the Borrydene
fans were gelling dopresged and  dis-
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lﬂ'ni?tlcd at the Villa's long spell of ill-
W,

“Don't make any mistake to-day,
boys !" roared a voice from the grand-
stand. *“You ought to cat "em—bools
an' all "

“Bhut up, What's-name !" shouted
another wag. “Do you want 'em to die
of heart failure?” '

“Ha, ha, ha 1" .
A crooked little smile flitted across
Hefty Hebble's rugged countenance as

a de ufa of cheff and derision came
from all parts of the ground.

“ Anyone would think that we don't
try—that we like losing matches!” he
En}d, turning to Terr:,r arson. “Bnakes
alive, I shuﬁ be as sick as mud if any-
thing comes unstuck to-day! Still, I
don't see how it can——"’

“ Anything can happen in a {ooter
match, old mman!” declared the fair-
haired youngster sagely. “You ecan ba
perfectly sure that we shall do our best
to lick the Vale, and we can't possibly
do more than that! - I woander what old
Ailen meant by his ithroat 3

Hefty Hebble shrugged his broad
showlders.

“Goodness knows ! e said. “As a
matter of fact, I rather doubt whether
he knows himself 1"

‘This was a shrewd surmise on tho part
of Hefty Hebble, for the bavonet had
uzsed his threatening worde without
having any definite plans in mind. All
he knew was that something drastic had
got to be done in grder to stop the rot,
but the exact nature of that particular
something was elusive—very much in
the nir,

Bir Aubrey was a good judge of a
foothaller, and he had grace enough to
admit to himself that Hebble and the
others were first-class pldyers; but what
annoyed him to a pownt of fren:y Was
the fact that such a workmanlike side
should have struck a really bad patch,
"This meant that someone had to bear
ithe brunt of his displeasure, so it fol-
lowed as a natural sequence that it was
the players themselves who came in for
his splenetic outbursts of insults and
abuse.
~ Bir Aubrey. a fat cigar between his
lips, hie fat hands clasped behind the
tails of his morning coat, was standing
on the clubhouse balcony when Hefty
Hebble and the visitors' skipper tossed
for choice of ends, and he mutiered
savagely and scowled in disgust when
the coin fell, and 1t was secen that the
luck was with Tormouth Vale.

An ouiburst of ironical cheering was
taken up on ell sides as the Villa lined
up and faced the watery sun, though it
would take a student of mob psychology
to understand why the erowd adapted
this curious attitude lowards the local
lads—unless, of course, thrre was a grain
of humour in the thonght that Storry-
dene’s troubles had started cven earlier
than usual—Dbefore tho kick-off, in that
they had lost the toss!

Tilting his glossy silk hat io the back
of his head, Sir Aubrey chewed upon
his cigur and watched the opening slages
of the game through narrowed eyes, and
it looked as though he would smiccumb
to an attack of epilepsy when, after a
little under nine minules’ play, the Tor-
month outside-right slammed home o
croez-shot from the fringo of the penalty-
arca and gave his cide an carly lead.

"G'ﬂ"ﬂ"ﬂ' 12

Thoe thunderouns voar 1hat went up
must have been heard all over the town,
and the Tormouih Vale supporters
looked like mental cosezs as they flung
hats and sticks high into the air and
cibraced cach other with the touching
fervonr of long-lost brothers,

“Yale—Vale 1"

“That's the tickel, lads!™

“Well plaved, Bobb i

As for Bir Aubre aﬁm he ‘was be-
huving (ke & man demented as he stood
v toe viubhouse hbaleony and shook
cienched fists above his head.

“¥ou bone-lazy scoundrels!” he
shouted, his voico husky, his beady eyes
protruding. “ You're not trying, 1 tell
you—you're not trying 1"

This peculiar point of view seemed Lo
amuse the crowd, and the enraged
baronet showed unmistakable signs of
pique as his wérds were receeived with
a cataclysm of derisive merriment.

“ Never mind, old son !

“ Better luck next time!"

The optimistic prediction may have
been made in all good faith, gtit- the
fact remains that luck seemed (o
vight against the Villa from that very
moment. Even Bir Aubrey must have
known that they were trying despor-
ately, straining every nerve and muscle
in order to get on level terms with
the visitora; yet, strive though they did,
something unforeseen always happened
just when it looked as though they
unﬁiht pierce the enemy defenco.

Tight-lipped and determined they
continued to struggle duapurnteiy for
the next forty-odd minutes; but they

‘were still & gosl down when a dong-

drawn-out note of the whistle sent th
back to the dressing-room for IL wﬂi!
carned breather,

— e T

Payment By Result!

T was destined that the second half
of that mémorable game should be
evon moro disastrous than the first,
for within three minutes of the re-

start the visitors' centre-forward found
the net with a fecble shot that Gordon,
the Storrydeno custodian, ought to have
saved “on his head.” = As it was, he
elipped and stumbled at the critical
moment, and the crowd ripped out a
wild cheer when the ball hit his legs and
ﬂ;llﬂl _into the net. The goal was &
1K,
‘Well played, Gordon!"
“When did you sign on for the Vale,
old mani” '
““Set 'om alight, Tormouth |
Buch was the disgust of the Storyy-
denge  supporters that theﬁ remained
stlent for tho most part, shaking their
heads and shrugging their shoulders in
n hopeless manner which suggested that
nothing cowld surprise them. But there
was one individual—a mountain of a
man_in the front row of tho grand-
stand—whese  full-bodied, stentorian
bellow made itself heard even abave the
genoral din. .
a

“Thiz ain't football!™ yoared,

: s!anﬁimi up and almkin; a leg-o"-mutton

fist at F
robbery ;
profences |

The scathing words were greeted by a
deep-throated rumble of laughter,

“You've said it, old son!”

“The littls 'un’s quite right 1™

The latter remark brought anolher
burst of merriment from the crowd, for
the *“*little 'un " was & burly, hi?vlimhml

cenlloman who must have weighed -any-
thing up to eighteen stane. The massive
licad, square and close-cro » was sef
ppon & short, thick neck, whilst the hard-
hitton countonance was as remarkable as
it was unlovely, The heavy fealnres
wore battered and irregular, a queer
assoriment of facial defects, the rars
Leing as large as cabbage leaves, and the
nose the size of a cherry. Indeed, taken
all in all, tho big-limbed individual was
no Adonis, ; :

Yet, in spite of s unprepossesxing
appearance, he gave one the impression
of power, of strength, for ‘there was

Tug Macxer LIBRARY.— Mo, 1,000,

ofty Hobble. *'This is daylight
:_;;a:-u‘m gaining moncy by false
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somethipg about the set of the enor-
mous jaw which suggested that the big
fellpw made it a hard-and-fast rule to
gﬂté{is own way in everything.

“Pyt your ks into it, you ~“ﬁ
trashI" he shouted, as the players line
up ofice more. “I'd like to be behind
you with & whip, by thunder!”

“That's the stuff, guv'nor!”

*Ginger ‘em up!”

The pgigantic fellow was senwlinﬁ
ferociously as he grunted and drop
back into his seat, but less than five
minutes passéd before he was on his feet
again, shaking his fist and roaring abuse,

For Coyne, the E_.mrrd;.ldun_a inside-
right, had distinguished himself by
missing what looked like being a certain
goal. Finding himself confronted by an
untenanted goalmouth, he had lost his
head completely, and in lashing out in
wild fashion he had scnt the leather
sailing high over the crossbar.

This was the last straw, and the vast
erovwd rose in its might, and to the sky-
splitting uproar was added the stentorian
bellow of the purple-faced giant in the
grandstand. ‘

“It's robbery—daylight robbery!"
shouted the big fellow, * WI:iy da you
people - put u]ﬁ:ll_ with it?" he demanded
marse . *Why do you patronise such
g club? 8how a hit of spirit and get
vour money back! You don't call this
football, do you?"

And the answer came from all parts
of the encloshre:

[ 18 N{} | LR

Snorting fiercely, the big-limbed
fellow sat down again as the players
lined up for tho “fitth time that after-
noon, and for the rest of the -game he
sat perfectly still, his massive shoulders
Yienched, his square, closecropped hea
thrust forward in the manner of a giant
tortoise. And he neither moved nor
spoke when, on the stroke of long
whistle, Gordon essayed to clear with a
swing punch and merely succeeded in
duﬂcﬁlting the ball into his own goal-
Moth.

The local fans, on the other hand, gave
tongue in no uncertain manner, and the
packed ground was in a state hurder_:&g
upon pandemonium when the worried-
looking ref put the whistle to his lips
and brought the game to & close.

Sitting grim-faced and statuesque,
like some great, unlovely gargoyle, the
giant in the grandstand thrust his
massive jaw forward and stared into
space, and 50 absorbad was he in his own
thoughts that he appeared to be oblivious
of the people who were sgueczing past
him on the way to the exits.

“Buck up, matey!” cried one jovial-
looking sportsman, .%Eving the big fellow
a hearty slap on the back. *It's no good
being  downhearted, Hi!
*Old on!™

Bt the frantic appeal camas too late,
for he was gripped and swung clean off
his feet. He must have weighed all of
fourteen stone, yet he mlght have beon m
feather-weight to judgo from the effort-
less manner in wi';ich the other fellow
was holding him at arm’s-length above
his bullet head.

“Parhaps thiz will teach you to keep
Tour hangz to yourself !” growled the
stter, scowling up at his wild-eyed
vigtim. *“Take that, you cheap trash!”

He paused for e sccond, bubt for s
second only: then, swaying alight:f. he
thrust his mighty shoulder forward and
sent hiz fourteen-stone burden hurtling
clean out of the grandstand!

“Got anything to say to that?" he de-
mnanded, turning upon the crowd that
was surging round him. ‘" Anybody plse
looking for trouble?” He snorted con-

'canse—

d ¥you

temptuously as no one scemed eager to
take up the challenge. ““Then get out
of the way!" he growled, barging for-
ward and thrusting his way through the

press,
Boaching the exit at the far end of
the stand, he passed down the stone steps

and made his way towards the block of
offices, and so ferocious was his mien,
and so ugly the red light in his little,
close-set eyes, that the uniformed atten-
dant made no attempt to impede him as
he kicked open the door aud strode into
the red-brick building.

Coming to a staucgti]l before an oak
door marked “8ir Aubrey Ailen—
Private,” he ta with a foree which
threatened to split the wood.

“Go away!” camo a throaty voice
frm? within, *Clear out, whoever you
ara +J:|'

“Open up " shouted the big-limbed
fellow, rattling the handle. "I want to
have a word with you, Ailen!"”

“Go away [ camo the baronct’s angry
ballow. “I'm not to be disturbed!™

Crash !

The thrust of & mighty shoulder sent
the heavy door flying back upon its
hinges, and the gigantic stranger looked
anything but apologetic as he strode
across the thrashold and faced Bir
Aubrey Ailen. The portly baronet was
quivering with white-hot fury as he
glared at the intruder, and strange,
stuttering noises came from him in his
offorts to articulate.

“What deo you mean by 1t, you
seoundrel 7' he rasped st length. “*How
dare you break my door down and force

our way into my private office Hang
it all, for two pins I'd phone through to
the ﬁalica and give you in chargn! Do

ear that, you impudent scoundrel I

“Sure ! answered the stranger, nod-
ding his close-cropped head. *“8iill, I
don’t advise you to go near that tele-

hone "

“D.do you dare to threaten me,
fellow 7"’ . stammered Ailen, his beady
eves glinting. “D-do you dare—"

“Bure !” repeated the other man. “'I
happen to be made that way, as you'll
notice before you're much older! Sit
down, Ailen!” he ran on hospitably.
“I've got somothing to say to you!”

An anxious, uneasy expressioh crepl
into 8ir Aubrey's eyes as he searched
that unlovely countenance for signs of
insanity, but it did not take him long to
convince himself that his wvisiter was
sane enough, oven though he might
become viclent at any moment. Also,
he found that he was interested in the
stranger-—and this, in spite of the fact
that he wished to be alone,

“I'm busy——" he began, for it was
against his principles to allow anyone
to dictate to bim, . .

“I know you are!" cut in the big
fellow. “ But sitting here, moping like
a.sick lhen, o't goin' to get you out
of your mess! 'I'm the man you want,
and I've got a proposition to put vup to
you !

“I'm afraid 1 doo’t know what you're
talking about,” said Ailen, “and I'm
not in the mood to waste any more timo
on you! For one thing, you're not the
man I want; and for another, I don’t
wish to hear anyt.hmg about your pro-
position! Clear out!”

“Just a moment!” growled Lhe
stranger, sweeping books and papers
aside, and, Hemhmg imself upon the
odge of the Hat-topped desk, " I've got
a whole lot to say to you, Ailen, and
you're goin' to hear it! I make it &
cast-iron rule to get my own way in
mmr;rthing, go 1t ain't likely that I'm
goin’ to break the rule for you or anyone

What's more,"” he added, ~1

my own way by sheer force when gentle
persuasion fails!” He showed his
square teeth in a grin, **Not that I've
much use for gentle persuasion when »
punch will answer the same gurpﬂau =

Sir Aubrey looked anything but joyous
as he jammed his gold-rimmed monocle
into position.

“Really,” he gaid, “I don't under-
stand what you're driving at! As I said
just row, I'm very busy——"

“I know you mre—wondering what
you're goin’ to do about the rot that's
set in!" He grinned again ag he saw
the tell-tale light that crept into the
baronet's davk eyes. “You think the
Villa should have won this afternoon,
but I tell you that they won't win
another match wuntil there’s some
discipline in the side—iron discipline!
The fellows are too slack and easy-
going, and they won't do any good until
they're gingered up! What they want
iz & master—a man who'll rule "em with
& rod_of iron, n man whose word is
law—and it's because I'm the man
you're looking for that I've come to you
this afterncon ™

He atraightened himself wvwp and
stretched his magnificent frame.

“I've been o man-tamer all my life,
Ailen,” he ran on, " and you've only got
to mention my name in the Transvaal
to see the Kalirs turn green about the
gills! But they all come the same
to me — niggers, Chinks, Dutchinen,
greasers! If you gave me a gun and
& whip I eould rule the Congo single-
handed, so it stands to reazon that a
bunch of professional footballers min't
Ec-in' to give me much tronble! Ailen,”

e continued earnestly, “give me com-
plete control of the team, and I'll have
the Villa winning matches in less than
a fortnight! T'll make these fellows
play until they drop in their tracks—
mﬂ.ﬁn ‘em, I say! What I don't know
about husain§ blacks isn't worth know-
ing, and——-

‘But these pro's of mine bappen Lo
he white men,” put in 8Bir Aubrey,
showing signs of interest

The other man gave him a contemp-
tuous laugh,

““ White men, are they " he grunted.
“ From what I've seen of "em, they don't
seem to have an ounce of backbone and
grit amongst the lot of 'em! 'What
they want i1s & master, Ailen, and thal's
what they're goin' to get!

“One moment!” he said,  as Sir
Aubrey was about to say something.
“You're gein' to make me skipper,” he
announced calmly, “and we're going to
come to & little private a.rranﬁemeut by
which you pay me ten pounds a win!
Each time the Villa wins a maltch I get
ten pounds, but for a draw or a defeat
I get nothing! I don't ask for wages;
1 just want to work on that basis—pay-
ment by results! That's a straightfor-
ward proposition, Ailen, and I reckon
you ought to jump at it!"

The stranger’s forcelul manner Lad
earried Sir Ailen clean off his feel, and
it was with & sudden start that the
baronet realised that he knew noihing
about the fellow—that he had never even
set cyes upon him until he had forced
his way into the private office.

“Not so fast, my man, he said,
waving o podgy hand—"not’ zo [fast!
I'll admit that I like you idea of ruling
the plavers with u red of ivon, and I'l)
g2 a bib further and sav that you look
like a persoen who could run the teram on
those lines. but you seem to forget that
I know nolhing whatever about you,
For instance, I don't know your name.”

else !
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Gordon, the Storrydene custodian, ought to have saved ** on his head.”® As it was, he slipped and stumbled at the critical

moment, and the ball rolled into the net.

“AIn't one name as good as another §°*
asked the big fellow, twisting hig heavy
features inte a toothy grin. * Call me
Scannan, if you like—* Tiny " Scannan.”

“"Where de yoa come from ! pressed
8ir Aubrey, after s long, thoughtiul
pause,

His. visitor made a vague gesture with
& large red hand.

“The world's a mighty big place!” he
returned arasivalﬁ. - Then, changing the
subject : “ But what about this proposi-
tion, Ailen?” he asked

“I should like you to remember that
my name is Bir Aubrey Ailen!” re-
proved the portly baronet, with a
return of his old pompous manner. I
would 'ave—h'm I—have you know that
my employees are cxpected to treat me
witl]? lthut respect which is mine by
right "

E*Su I'm an employee, am 11"

“Well, I won't go so far as to =ay
that, Bcannan,” answered Ailen, “but
I'll admit that I'm considering tho
matter. Now, then, what do yvou know
about Soccer 7"

" Everything " re'pli&d Tiny Scannan
promptly. “And I'm one of the finest
all-round players 'in  the countr
to-day I o swayed across the des
and stabbed the blotting-pad with a
thick forefinger. “Do you think I'd
want to bosz the show if I didn't know
the gamie inside-out?” he demanded
almost fiercely. “Do you think I'd
want to rule ﬂ":is tired trash if 1 wasn't
a better man than the whole lot of em
put tegether 77

-He sat up and smote his massive chest
with hairy fists, much in the manner
of the gorilla that he so closely re-
sembled.

“T'm & man of iron, Ailen, and it's as
8 man ¢f iron that I'm goin’ to carry
out my job ™

“1 quite underztardd that, my dear
fellow,” =zaid Bir Aubrey, with a
characteristic change of tone, “but I
think you ought to know that the job
isn’t going to be mearly so simple as
ou imagine! T'll admit that you'll be
andling common football pro's, but [
must warn you that some of our fellows
—Terry Carson and Hebble, for in-
stance--are threatened with intelligence

muttered savagely: and a wove of

and a fair measure of breeding ! I—er—
mean to say, you can't put them on the
same level as vour niggers—"

“Can't I, by thunder ! cried Tiny
Seannan, slipping off his perch and
towering above his well-nourished em-
ployer. “We'll dashed soon see about
that, old man! Physical force counts
with all men, no matter whether they're
white, black, brown, or yellow, and it's
physical force that's going to count in
running this outfit !

He clenched his fist and shook it
above his close-cropped bullet head.

“Etorrydene Villa’s golng to win
matches, Ailen,” ha vowed, his sonorous
voice ringing through the room, “or
Tiny Scannan will want to know the
reason why! And let any man oppose
my will,” he ran on, working himself
into a passion, "and I'll ecrush him,
smash him. break him.—like that 1"

And a massive cut-glass inkstand
went whizzing through the air, to crash
inte ‘the fireplace and shatter into a
seore of plecos.

The sound of breaking glass came
faintly to the ears of the players in the
dressing-room  but Hefty Hebble and
his men little guessed that the smashing
of that inkstand was a portent—an
omen of all the trials and troubles that
were in store for them!

and Sir

It was Monday morning,
Storry-

Aubrey Ailen, chairman of
dene  Football Club, was scated
befora the fat-topped desk in  his
private room up at the Dedwell Park
ground, The newly-created baronct
was not a picture of manly beauty at
any time, for his waistcoat was too
rotund, and s dark eves too small and
shifty ; but on this chilly morning he
lpoked particularly wunlevely. “There
was & tell-tale spot of eolour wpon the
high checkbones of hiz Aat featurcs, and
the staccato tapping of his pudgy
fingers upon the surface of tho blotting-
B ? sugpested that ho was impationt as
We

a3 aNgry.
Gnawing at one ond of his waxed
moustache, ho plared across at tho

moon-faced clock npon the wall and
-
through his

controllable  fury  swoept

(See page 25.)

portly figure as he waited for the hour
of ten to strike. The austere minute
hand was almost perpendicular, and
tho cyes of Sir Aubrey glowed dully as
the moments ticked slowly away. Tﬂm
forty seconds scemed like an cternit

to the man at the desk, but at lengt

the sedate, monotenous chimes began to
echo through the room,

Dong—dong—don

“Hurry, can't you?" muttered the
barvonet, addressing the peevish remark
to the timepicco on the wall; and his
thick fingers closed tightly round ihe
massive silver inkstand in threatening
fashion,

Mockingly indifferent to Sir Aubrey's
bellicose stare, the moon-faced clock
struck in its usual ponderous fashion:
and it had chimed several laborious
notes when a anarl broke from the foot-
ball magnate, and the inkstand wend
whizzing through the air with vicious
foree, sending a large gquantity of best
Llwe-black spurting in all directions,
and weaving a new pattern on the
expensive carpet,

Crash |

The heavy silver missile struck the
target full in the face, smashing the
glass into & score of pieces and smother-
mg the dial with ink; but ‘he clock
showed commendable strength of purs
pose by ignoring the cowerdly assault
and completing its striking with irrita-
Ling pPrecizion.

Dong—dong—dong !

It seemed to get the last word in,
after all, and the enraged bavonet half
rose from his armchair and seized a
thick chony ruler.

The fighting blood of the Ailens was
rouscd,

“Defy me, will you, wyou lyin
Swizz i he shouted, taunting the elock
with the faet that it was a minute slow.
“Take that!”

The next moment the ruler flashed
across tho room and buried itzelf in
tho ink-stained dial?

{4 great wyorn his, ehwwms—ichatd
But youw'll like it even betler when you
rvead next week's gripping instulment.
You can only make certain of readin
it by ordertng your copy WELL IN,
ADVANCES) '
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FAMOUS FOOTBALL CLUBS.

(Continued from poge 2.)
them—VYincen! Matihows, the cenire-
half, and the heaviest man in this Leavy
side. - He bumps the scales down ot
ﬂlirh:cn slone. This scason be played
‘for the Rest in an Iup::matmnﬂ- trinl
‘match, and if he continues to develop
may geb a Cal =oon.

Tho left half-back, Flarry Green, and
a vonsistent worker, has already several
Caps in his wardrobe. There are fow
hel,l..m Ioft half-backs in the country. He
went to Sheffeld from Nuneaton just
after ho had - been married, and the
chango followed the introduction to his
wifo of & Sheflisld t:-ﬂir;-lﬂl “How would
vou like to live in Shoffeld?"” asked
the Bramall Lane official. “I wouldn't
mind,” zaid tha lady.  And Ggm'gfe
Hem':.' was duly approached and signed
01,

A Veteran, But a Live Wire Still!

It iz in the forward line where we
find real notabilities of the United
team, however, aud the great porsonality
of the side—perhaps the greatest
porsonality in modern foothall. His
pamg—you, would guess-it if you I-:nnw
anyihing about football—is ~ * Bill
[]ﬂiespm‘ From hiz place at inside-left
'he organizes and conlréls the- forward
work of the United. - He has captained
the side for vears, and played for reland
oy l:apta.ill for years, tod. Time aftor
time Zhefficld . people * have said . that
l:hey could manage without Gillespie—
‘that he was getting old and that sort of

thing—bat they have had.to bring him
back. One man can't win the Cup, but
it was Billy Gilleapie who did most
to i;ré‘lp Ehnﬂgald United to win the Cup
in

No wonder opponents always try. to
stop Bheffield's left wing, for Gillespio
has o HBying partner in Frod Ttmstaul,
who is high up in the list of
scorera scason after scason.. You 'l.e
to watch very carefully when he gets
going along the wing, otherwise you
wouldn't sece him, and goalkeepers have
to watch when he cuts in and shoots,
otherwise they mjght get hit_ and
knocked senseless with the ball. He is
as etrong as any with his left fool.
From Scunthorpe and an English Inter:
natiohal.

Shooting Stars!

In the centre Harry Johnson, son of
2 former Bheffield Upited player of
other days, can best be described a3 &
live wire which somotimes getz discon-
nected. That means consistency iz not
his strongest point. But when he iz in
form then pity the opposing defence.
Against  the Wednesday in the recent
Cup-tie to which I have referred he goi
thres goala,

~John Blair, the inside-right, has the
distinction of b&m% the only Beottish-

rn player regularly in the team. He
was obtained from Tottenham Hotspur
earlier -in the presont season. A fine,
np&tandmg footballer of the impetuous

pe. ‘To complete the team iz’ Albert
gﬂrt-ndgﬂ an outside-right discovered
by Colin. Veitch when at Neweastle,

“COURT IN THE ACT!"
(Fontinued from wpage 15.)
a man will do when he's sleepwalking,
He 1sn’t responzibul. for his actions.™
HBut you aré wide-awake now!”
“Oh, ves!. I havo just woke up,” said
the Head, rubbing his eyes and blink-
ing around. “Dear me! 'To think
that I pinclied all this mundy. and stuff
in my sleep and that ;:lcu:lr d Lickham
Wwas {lalilﬂ'-l'.l for it! shall have to
canzel his egpepulsion, and make him a
hanzom apology.”
“YWou will ¥ said Mr. Swishingham,

ﬁrlmly I ;..:'.Lu dan’t we'll jolly well
and you over to justisa! I consider,
Dr. Bmhamnll that you are a skoun

drel of the ﬂcn::pesla ye. ~ Howaver, "if
vou will give Mr. Lickham redroas——"

“A new suit of clothes?” ventured the
Head.

“No. A publick apology, and com-
pleat reinstatement. If -vou will do
this, wo will prnm:ga to say nothing
more gbout the matter.”

“Mum's the word!” said ithe Head,
with 4 sly wink. *“And I, in turp, will
prommis not to de any more sleepwalk-
ing!"

Thus ended the mistérious affair of
the cat berglaries ot 3t Sam's,

THE “END

(“THE BLNTER HUNTERS!
Look out for thig- _fﬂ'-?ﬂnﬂfiﬂﬂ 'FHE’.F
indaor mbh: pums i Mext week's
Magwer, ‘chums )
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