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A LONG PULL_AND A STRONG PULL!

{See e Tinmeorons complefe sehiool story. fenturving Havey Wharton & Co., aof Groglirinrs  divaele.)



2 THE ARSENAL'S VICTIMS IN THE CUP-TIE, BUT STILL CHEERY—STOKE GITY!
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IDN'T the exploits of Jack. the
riant killer, thrill you when
vou were—well, a bit younger
than you arve now? They cer-

tainly used to thrill me. This Jack
gowng out to kill the mighty giant, 1t
made my blood chase through my veins
a bit faster, and my heart beat thirteen
to the dozen, as they say.

Just in the same way docs little Jack,
as ihe giant killer in modern football,
afp&nl to us. And the giant killers of
the Cup competition this season have
heen Stoke City. Nobody thought of
the team as hkely to do well in the
Cup competition. They were expected
to be knocked out in the early rounds,
But they stuck it, slew one giant after
another to the sarprise of everybody.
And doo't we love the valiant? Don't
we applaud the “dark horse™? Of
course we do!

0Old Stagers!

But it was just like SBtoke to confound
us all and spring those surprises by
staging in the Cup and knocking out
the giants who were cxpected to “send
them to sleep.” Right to ihe sixth
round the "';étukera“‘ staved in, and
then were put out by the guns of the
Arsenal. And they went out fighting.
There is ne club which has done quite
such  a comprehensive circalar  tour
ihrough the Leagues as Stoke. Perhaps
TOu0 &n’t. remember it—of course you
don't—hbut it is a fact that Stoke werc
among the original
twelva clubs which
ﬂi-tﬂ.rted thitl*‘mlbull
eapne.  Lhey wero
cnﬁegd Stoke then;
the dignified title
was added gutte
recently.

If the iruth must
be told, Btoke didn't
pull up many trees
in those early days.
Instend of the other
clubs proving likeo
clay in the hands of
the potter, it was
the Btoke cluh
which- wa = twisted
and turned by vary-
ing fortune. They
soon hod o turn in
the Second Leaguce,
and later fell nio
the Third Division.
Once they dropped
out of the big
Leagues altogether,
but managed to got
back. A couple of
seasons ago they
finished at the
bottom of the
Second Division. g
and, of course, had
to make “Paddy's
rise™ and gpo into
the Worthern Third,
They [orthwith pro-
coeded to win the
championship of the
Northern Third.

Reading from left to right,
Swpencer, Williamson, Wilson.

and this season saw them back again in
the Second Division, and making a bit
of a noise, I can assure you. At one
time they were at the top of the Second
Division, and the supporters of the club
hegan to  dream eams  of Tirst
Division football in the Potteries once
more. But they did not maintain their
early season form. However, about the
middle of the season they “came back ™
with a vengeance, and when somebody
whispered the word Cup to them they
immediately sat up and took notice.

Wonderful Achievements !

It was a fine performance to beat
Bolten Wanderers, twice winners at
Weamnbley since final ties were played
there. It was an even betler per-
formance to go to Manchester in the
following reund and beat the City by a
aal to nothing, in front of seventy-odd
thowsand spectators. It was a cheeky
vietory, worthy of the club, and
achieved by team spirit imore than
individual brilliznce.

Now let us examine some of these
* Btokers ¥ who have made Cup history
for the club this season. They are a
mixed lot, but the blend 15 a good ane.
Goalkeeper Bob Dixon iz one who
knows how to snatch his chance, He is
s miner, who first played for Sunder-
land, but when they could not find a
place for him in their premier eleven
he moved to Stoke. In 1924 an
emergency goalkeeper was wanted to fill

MIGHTY MEN OF STOKE!

phota shows !
Front row :
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This Week:

Stoke City F.C.

One of the original twelve
clubs which started the Foot-
ball League.
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an  International's place — that  of
Kenneth Campbell, Dizon jumped in,
and satished, In front of Dixon

there plays another “ Bob "—surname

MeGrory. You arve gquite right, he is of
Scottish birth. He 15 also captain of
the side, a great defender, and to him
as much as to any one man did Stoke
owe  their remar{:abla Cup progress.
Burnley hm_u&lat McGrory from Dum-

arton wn 1820, but let hum go to

toke after a season. Burnley's loss has
been 3toke's gain. No finer full-back
in football than the popular * Bob.”

Successful Experiments!

At left-back there is William Spencer,
rather on the light side for a full-back,
but certainly all there., He went {o
Btoke from a Bunday-school League
elub at Hebden Bridge, which is in
Yorkshire, . And there iz all the grit of
Yorkshire in Spencer’s make-up.

Mr. Tom ather, the secretary-
manager of Stoke, has made some
highly successful experiments in moving
men from one position to  another.
Both the wing halves, who have done so
well, for instance, were teviomﬂx for-
wards. On the right is Len Armatage,
ance a eentre-forward of The Wednes.
day, and later with Leeds and Wigan.
His grandfather used to play ericket
for Yorkshire; now Len plays fine foot-
ball at right-half for Stoke.

At left-hall there is another exz-for-

{Continued on poge 28.)

Back row : Armitage; McGrory (captain), Dixan,
Cull, Bussey, Johnzon, Davies, Archibald, Sellars.
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IUNDER THE 'FLUENCE! Youny Crwn’s hypnotic powere come in exivemely wacful when Harry: Whorlonh & Co.
fall foul of 8ir Hillon Popper, a governor of the achool. Certginly Crum's amazing gift gets them off a floggind
af the very least, which surprises no one more than Sir Hilton Popper himself !

An Amusing New Long Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co., and Crum—
the amazing new boy in the Greyfriars Remove,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Looks for Trouble !

ENRY CHRISTOPHER CRUM,
H tho new fellow in the Greyiriars
Remove, stood at the window
of Study No. 1 and looked oub.
His face was not bright. :
It was & sunny epring.day, and in the
padrangle below he could sce many
checry faces. The echo of cheery voices
floated up to him as he stood at tho
windaw of the Remove study.
He could see Harry Wharton & Co.
of the Remove—five cheery-faced follows
whoe evidently found life worth living.

It was a half-holiday at Greylriars
$chool that afterncon, and Crum could
guess that the Famouns Five were dis-
cussing what they were going to do with
the afterncon. .

Wharton and Nugent were his study-
mates in Study No. 1; but, apparently,
they did mot recall his cxistenco that
bright afternoon.

Crum could really hardly blame them
for that. :

He had not made himsclf very agree-
able to hi= study-mates—in fact, he had
made himself rather disagrecable in
MANY Ways, :

But he had a feeling of being left ouk.

He wished that he had a friend among
the crowds of fellows that passed under
his gaze,

Crum had arrvived at Greyiriers in
extremely pecaliar circumstances, He
was, In many reapects, o very peculiar
fellow—only Lord Maouleverer, in all the
Remove, being aware of the full extent
of Cram's peculiacity.  Fe had arrived

with a store of self-satisfaction, a con-
siderable amount of conceit, and not a
small quantity of impudenco.

But even & week at Greyirviars hod
made a difference to Crum.

He was no longer so sell-salisfied.
Hiz conceit had diminished. e was
not so cheoky,

And lie felt lonely.

Whon he had travelled the road in
Crum's Show and House of Magic with
his father he had had a busy time. Qld
Crum and Young Crum had denc well—
s well that Young Crum was now at
Greyfriars, though the wheole school was
amazed to see him there. Young Crum
lLiad never felt lonely *on the road.”
At Greyfriars he was alone in o erowd.

Ho scowled down at the unconscious
heads of the Famous Five.

They seemed so pleased and so jolly,
so satisfied with themselves and one
anather, that the sight of them accontu-
Ett:dl Crum's feeling of being left on the

cach.

Crum felt ag if he would have hiked
to punch their unoffending heads.

“He, he, he!™

That fat cachinmation in the doorway
of the study caused Henry Christopher
Crum to turn round from the window.

A Iat face, adorned by a pair of ex-
tensive spectacles, grinned mte Study

No. 1 at him,

“Ile, he, he! chuckled William
Glz-c-r_ge Bunter. "“Left on your own,
what?"

Cruin scowled.

It was o fact that he was left an his
awn, but he did net like being reminded
of the fact by Billy Bunter.

By FRANK RICHARDS,

Indeed, if he was not particular as to
his friends, here was a friend ready-
made for him; for Billy Bunter would
have become his bosom pal on the spot,
on the trifling condition that Crum
cashed — in advance — his celebratoed
postal-order, which had not yot arrived
at Groyfriars, though long expected.

But if Crum was feeling hig solitude
he did not want that solitude to be re-
lioved by the company of Billy Bunter.

There wero things that were wowse
than loncliness. William George Bunter
was one of them,

“Feclmg it a bit, whatf” went on
Bunter agreecably.

" Bhut 16! smd C

Bunfer chuckled.

At Greyfrianrs they often said “Shut
up ! biat they never szid “Shuat it!™
Henry Christopher Crum had brought
his own variety of the English language
to school with him.,

It veally did not maiter very much
whether a fellow said “Shat up!” or
“Shut it DBut Bunter chuckled with
lofty scorn. YWhatever wns unlike whné
Bunter was used to was inferior.

“Stow the cackle!” growled Crum.

Bunter fairly chortled.

“Btow ! was an expression never
heard or dreamed of al Greyfviars till
Cruan canic.

“0Oh, my hat ! said Bunter. " Where
on carth did you learn English, Crum?
I mean where didn't vou learn it?  Ie.
he, hel”

“"Where did you learn to go off like o
cheap alarmeclock?” counter-guestioned

Crum..
Tre Macser Lisrany., o, 1.051.
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Bunter [rowned.

“ Anyhow, get out!” said Crum. *1
ain't lending yow anything, if that's
what you're arter. Bo sling your ook 1”

Billy Bunter controlled his wrath, in-
dignation, and disgust with a great
offort. He. felt all these emotions, but
he repressed them. He had not comae
there to quarrel with Crum. He had
come with quite o different object.

“Draw it mild, old chap!"” said Bun-
ter.,  “Don’t fly out at a chap, you
know. You see, old fellow——"

"Not so much of your old feller!”
eajd Crum, :

“I dide't say old feller; I said old
fellow !” retorted Bunter, unable to
resist that lunge.

“And I said git out!” snapped Crum.
“I said git out, and I blooming well
meant git out 1" _

It was one of Crum's ways to lapse
into & rather untutoréd pronunciation
when he was angry or exvited. He
really know that fhcrﬂ were five vowels;
different from one another. Ususlly he
Eut the second yowel into " get.” When

e was angry he changed it for the third
vowel, They never said “git " at Grey-
friars. They might have done so, per-
haps, without the skies falling. 8till,
they never did, This was one more
trifla that distinguished Henry Chris-
topher Crum from the rest of the Lower
Fourth. Neither did they ever say
& h!numinﬁ.” It was an unknown adjec-

oW3

tive. Fe had been heard to say
“blinking.” Really they might just as
well have said *“blooming.” But, again,

thay never did.. ;

Billy Bunter openad his mouth to ex-
plain- this to Crum as offensively as he
could. But he checked himself in time.
~ "Well, old chap——"" said Bunter,
instend,

“Stow it!™

"1 looked in to speak to you——"

“¥Yon necdn't *ave took the trouble.”

“You mean I needn't have taken the
tL*ﬂuhlc.” Bunter simply could not help
ihat.

“'Ave they made you a blooming
Form master?” inguired Crum un-
pleasantly.

“Eh? No!” _

“Then don't you begin teaching a
eova lessons. You may get & buzzer on
the boko if you do!”

Billy Bunter's brain was not a speeci-
ally active one; but ho guessed at once
ihat a buzzer on tha boko implied a
punch on the nose, and he became still
mora circumspect. He did not want a
*buzzer ** on the boko! ]

“Don’t got waxy, Crum,” ho said
soothingly. *“I looked in to speak to
you, wondered if you'd'like to walk
down to Friardale with me,”

“No, I wouldn't.”

“Unele Clegg gets in fresh tarts to-
day,” remarked Dunter casually. “His
jam-tarts are jolly good! I'm standing
treat, of course.”

“Of coursel”™ mimicked Crum. “I
know 'ow you stand treat—I've secn you
at it. Comes rather expensive to the
blokes you traat.”

“Look here——" roared Bunter.

ik !ﬂuk ]I.t- !H

Crum turned to the window again.

Billy Bunter glared at him with &
glare that wos almost polent enough to
crack his big spectacles.

Here was a gentleman wasting  his,

half-holiday on a low boundcr, and the
low bounder only told him fo "ook it—
not ¢ven to hook it!
Bunter realised that
nothing doing. ]
Crum, who had plenty of money in his
pockets, evidontly intended to keep it
ihere. Even the fascinating socinty of

Tue Magxer Lierary.—No. 1,051,

there was

Williamm George Bunter was not, in his
cyes, worth the necessary c:pm;d}iture.

Bunter's wrath, hitherto prudently re-
strained, now burst all bounds.

“Haven't you dropped something,
Crum " he asked.

Henry Chriztopher
again.

“MNot as I knows on ! he grunied.

“X thought I heard something drop
jeered Bunter.

‘Crum, puzzled, glaneed round the
floor. He saw nothing there that he
might have dropped.

“Well, what was 1t 7"’ he snapped.

“An aspirate | explained Bunter.

“What 7

“We generally say © hook’ at Grey-
friars,”” the Owl of the RKemove ex-
lained. “'Ock may do for Crum’s
how—ivhatever that iz—a . cireus,
suppose ! We say ‘hook® here.”

rum glared at him,
“You say ‘ook ‘ere,

glaneed round

jar
L]

do youi™ he

cxclaimed,
"He, he, hel No; we sy hook here
—not 'ook 'ere! He, he, hel” cachin-

nated Bunter. .
Crum made a stride towards him.
But he checked himself. His first m-
tention had been-to collar Billy Bunter
and toss him into the passage. Crum
was not much of a fighting-man; but
anybody could have bandled. William
George Bunter. But another idea
occurred to Crum, and he grinned.,
“Bo you think it jolly funny to chivvy

s bloke what nover had your chances

about dropping his blinking h’s,” " he
said. “Awfully funny, ain't it? Well,
what's sauce for the blinking -goose, is
sauce for the blooming gander!”

Bunter stared at him.

Crum's eyes were fixed on the Owl of
the Remove, his keen, dark, magnetic
eyves, with a strange glint in them, hold-
ing the eyes of the fat junior as if by an
irresigtible power.

William George Bunter, vaguely sur-
prised and alarmed, would have backed
out of the study, There was something
in the powerful gaze of the showman’s
son that frightened him. .

But he did not back out. He did not
movo,

A will stronger than his own was
holding him. A drowsy look came over
Bunter's fat face. His mind and brain—
such as they were—were in the grip of
the schoolboy hypnotist,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Under the 'Fluence !

OQUNG Crum grinned
i antly. ;
In his days on thie road with
Crum’s House of Magie, Youn
Crum had been the valued assistant o
Old Urum in the exercise of tho weird
trickery of hypnotism.

Young Crum’s powers in that peculiar
jine far exceeded those of Old Crum.
That strange power secimned to have
been born in Henry Christopher,

Lord Mauleverer bhad found out
Crum’s power; but he had not talked of
it. Hia Inrdafnp was not a fellow to
give any fellow away. So long as the
schoolboy hypnotist did no Darm,
Mauly considered that it was nonc of
his business. No other fellow had auy
auspicion of it; least of all, William
George Buuter, or certainly he would
not ]!J;a'.'a ventured to taunt the show-
man's sou. _

“Now, you fat noodle,” said Crum,

unpleas-

“*vou're under the 'fluence, as wo usced

to call it at the *Ouse of Magic. You
don’t catich on, and you won’t mnmmhm_r
nothing abont it afterwards, you fat

chump. You're going to 'ave a lesson,
you are!”
Bunter only blinked at him. His fat
mind scemed to have gone to sleep,
“Now, you'll clear out of this study,”
“said Crum, “and, until I tell you to
%:tﬂp;??uu’ll drop your h's, same as I do.
o0 ]

“¥es, Crum.”

“Every word that’s got an h on the
front of it, you'll drop that h off.”

“¥Yes, Crom.”

“P'r'aps the blekes will chivvy you,
sama a3 you've done me,” said Crum,
with a jeering chuckle.

"Yes, Crum.”
“Now git: out !”
EBil]g unter rolled out of Study
0. 1.

To all appearance, Bunter was normal
~—that-is to say, as normal as ever he
was, His circomference could not be
called quite normmel, © He' looked, and
felt,” and ecven thought, the same as
usual. But his fat brain was in the grip
of tho hypnotist.. He did not know it,
but there it was. DPeter Todd, sirelling
along the Remove passage to the staire,
i:lny ully tapped Bunter on the hoad as
16 passed. Bunier jumped.

“Ow! Leave my ’ead alone, you
-as5 1" he exclaimed.

Peter stopped to look at him.

“Eh? What did you say " he ssked.

“Leave my 'cad alope, you fat'ead!"

Peter's gaze-grew more concentrated.

“What's this game, Bunter?” he
inquired.

“Eh? What game?".

“ Are you mimicking that chap Crum,
or what ™ - s

“I don't know what you've driving at,

Toddy,” said Bunter crossly. *'Ook it,
and let me alone |

“What?” ejaculated Peter..

“'Ook it I" snapped Bunter. :

And he rolled on his way, leayin
Peter Todd, slaring. Peter siare

hard, ip great surprize. He was ncous
tomed to all sorts of vagaries from Billy
Bunter; bot this was really surprising.
Why Bunter was deliberately dropping
his {i‘s was & mystery to Peter.. Bunter
was slovenly in his speech, as in most
things; but he had never been %mlty
of _that particular kind of slovenliness
before.

“Gone polty, I suppose.” concluded
Peter. Aﬂﬂfali he hadn't far to go.”
He caught a chuckle from Crum, in the
doorway of Btudy No. 1, as he went on
towards the stairs, and glanced at the
new jumior. I

“Funny, ain’t it?” grioned Crom.

“Caught it in your study, what?"
asked FPeter.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Crum. *Jest
that. He caught it in this study, and
no giddy ervor! Ha, ha, ba!”

Billy Bunter rolled dewn the Remove
staircase with & discontented frown on
his fat face. Crum had failed him, as a
horn of plenty, and Bunter was in his
usual stony state. - It was more than an
hour since dinner, and as Dunter had
caten only cnough for three, lhe was
already hungry, . He rolled away in
search of Lord Mauleverer, but with
little hope of Endin%him. His lordship
was elusive when Bunter was looking
for him.

But as he reached the big door of the
House, Harry Wharton & Co. came in.
Bunter fixed his attention upon the cap-
tain of the Remove at once,

“1 say, Arry, old chap!” he
exclaimed :

The Famous Five Stﬂf]lﬂd.

“What !" ejaculated Wharton.

“Hallo, halle, hallo! Dropped :ome-
thing 1 asked Bob Cherry.

“Qh, don't be an as=, yon know,”
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said Bunier., *'1 say, 'Arry, my postal-
prder "asn't come !

“What the thump do you mean by
calling me "Arry 17 demanded Harry
Wharton, staring at the Owl of the
Remove. .

“"Eh? DBecause it's your name,” said
Bunter, blinking at him. * What the
tllmi:lip do you menn?"

“My pname's Harry, [athead !

“Well, I said "Arry, didn't 1"

"Iz this a noew game?” said Frank
MNugent. “Arc you following Crnm's
example, Bunter, and chucking your
h's :nplll:r over the shop 1"

“What do you mean, you fathcad?"
demanded Johnny Bull.

“Fat'cad yourself I rotorted Bunter.
“I'm not a‘;‘renking to you, Bull; I'm
spoaking to Wharton. I say, "Arry, old
follow, I've becn disappointed about iny
postal-order. It cught to 'ave comoe this
morning, but for some reason it 'asn’t.
Look 'era! You might oblige a pal
with "arf-a-crown.” .

The Famous Five fairly blinked at

Buntor. What this oxtraordinary etyle
of speech whight sibly mean they
could not guess. Cortainly they wore

not likely to gucss that the Owl of the
Remove was under the influence of hyp-
notism and unconsciows of what he did!

“Potty, I suppose,” said Johnny
Bull, after a pouse,

“Lock 'ere, Bull—"

"What do wvou mesn by
manded Wharton,  * What
deing it for?"

“I don't know what you're driving
at 1" said Bunter peevishly, “ Will you
lend me 'arf-a-crown Lill my postal-ovder

it
Bl

eliz-

Yot

boot.”
"Elp [ ** yelled Bunter.

r=ra

comes? A fellow dou't like being stony
on & 'arf-'oliday.”

“He's pulling our leg. I suppose,”
said the captain of the Remove, utterly
mystified. “It's some sort of a joke,
though I can't catch on to it. Cheesc
tt, Bunter, and roll off.™

“Look 'ere, "Arry——"

“If you call me "Arvry again, fothead,
I'll jolly well bump vou, and bump a
little szense into you,” exclaimed the
captain of the Removo.

“Well, Wharton, then,” said Bunter.
"“"Look ‘ere, Wharton, will you lend mo
‘arf-a-crown—I 'aven't a brown about
me. Do you 'ear?”

That did 1t! That Bunter was de-
liberately inystifying them, sccking in
some occult way to pull their leg, was
the only pxplanation the Fumious Five

eould think of. 8o they collared
Williamm CGeorge Bunter and saf him
down on the fleor. Leaving him

spluttering, the Famous Five went up
the stairs,

“Ow!” gasped DBunler. " DBeasls!
"Orvid beasts! On! T say, you fellows
—vah! Rotters!™

Dolsoyer major came along
Skinner.' and stopped to siare down at
DBunter and grin.

“Taking n rest, old fat bean™' asked
Skinner. “Find vour weight a bil
heavy to carry about®"

“Ow! i lort!” pasped Dunter.
“NYou're what?”  velled DBolsover
major.

“'Lirt.”

“Tia vou mean hort. vou [rabjous
fathead ¥

“Yes, that's what I  swid—"uwrl,™

wilh

** 80 you're *urt, and you want a "elping *and up, Bunter ? ** said Skinne..
“1 suppose this is some awfully deep joke? I'll lend you a “elpin:
‘““ Bame hiere,’ said Bolsover, raisi
“* Yaroch !
Owl of the Remove found that he could get up without a * *elping "and,”

and he fled for his life.

“Ow! Wow !
'Elp ! " The

his foot.
Fire I Murder !

(See Chapler 2.)

o

asped DBunler. “You mighlt give =
ellow a "elping "and wp.”

“A 'elping ‘and!” said olsover
major, gquite dazedly. *“Has 4ihe {al
idiot gone off his rocker?”

“0Oh, really. Bolsover—-"

“You're "urt, and you wani o 'elping
‘and upi” said Skihner, staring at the
Owl of the Remove., I supposa this is
somo awlully deep joke. 1'll lend you o
’a'ﬂ.'.-ing boot."'

Samo here,” said Dolsover.

They did!

“Dwt! Wow! 'Elp!'” yelled Bunier.
“Yarooh! Fire! Murder! "Elp!”

Buntcr found that he could get up
without a helping hand. He got up
guite quickly, and fled for his life,

————

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Sir Hilton Asks-For It!

13 ALLOD, halla, halla1™
Bob Cherry's clicery and
powerful voice boomed iwmuo
Study Ne. 1.

Crum turncd round from the window,
ate stared gloomily at the Famous Five,
In his glum meditations, waiching the
cheery Groyiriars crowd from the stud,
window, he had forgotten Bunter.

“*Allo!” he said glumly.

“Iding anyvthinmg this  aflernoon,
rum B askod Harry = Wharton
amicably, * Aunything specinl, T mean?”

““Nol® growled Crum.

“We're going for a vamble up tho
river., Like to como?” :

Tie Macser Liprany.—No. 1,061,
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Crum’s face brightened involuntarily.

The Sark rolled bright and shining
between freen banks and woods that
were glowing with the green of spring.
Crum had flready thought of takin
a walk there; but he had felt disincline
to alone. In thé cheery cempany
of the Famous Five it was a differcnt
mat ter, 2

“I'd like to come,” he answered, “if
I ain't butting ip."

“What rot! E‘{:mn along.”

“The  pleasurefulness of your
csteemed company will be terrifie, my
worthy and ludierous Crum!” zaid
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh solemnly.

Crum grinned. J

“T'll be jolly glad to come,” he said.
"1 was feeling rotten lonely this after-

noon. ¥ou ain't beariog me  any
grm{‘gﬂ. Wharton 1
“Why should 17" said Harry.

“We 'ad a scrap,” said Crum. “ You
eol the upper 'and, I know—but I drove
vou into it, and you didn't want it.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Thet's all right—I shouldn't bear &

grudge, I hnpa; if you'd got the upper
hand,. We don't remember a scrap long
at Greyfriars.”
" *“¥ou're a decent sort of covey, dyuu
arel” said Crum. “My [lather said so
when he was *ere, but I ’ad it up sgin
vou, and I was wrong. Jest wait a
minute while I get my “at.”

Crum was looking very cheery when
he walked out of the House with the
Famous Five. Thore were two or three
snobbish fellows in the Remove, like
Skinner and Bunter, who mado ill-
natured fun 'of old Crum and young
Crum ; but Henry Christopher had been
0. very bumptious that there was

erhaps some excuse for them. 8till, ho
wad never bhad anything of the sort from
Harry Wharten & Co., yet he had been
“up against ¥ Wharton from the be-
ginning. His opinion was that Wharton
carried his “’ead ™ too “’igh,” as poor
Crum expressed it; and Wharton did
not know hew near he had been lo
having his colours lowered in that fight
in the Rag. It was Lord Mauleverer's
intervention that had prevented tho
schoolboy hypnotist from putting the
“fRuence ¥ on and winning tho fight
handa down.

"To do Crum justice, he had repented
of having planned that excecdingl
shabhy trick, and was glad that he hac
been stopped in timo. He had had a
rough lifé on the road, and had not
lesrned thera to be scrupulous; bub
Greyfriars was doing him good. Mr.
Queleh had placed him in Wharton's
study, ]m?mg that the influence of the
captain of the llemove would be bene-
fictal to the queer now huf_, and un-
doubtedly 1t was turning out like that at

last,

“Whither bound?” asked Vernon-
Smith, meeting the little crowd of
juniors as they walked down to the

gates. .
“Up the river,” said Harry.
“Coming, Smithy 7"

The Bounder looked at Crum.
“Taking your crymmy friend along "
he asked sarcastically.

Crum flushed. ) |
*“Oh, chuck that, Bmithy,” said tho
captain  of the Remove sharply.

‘e Crum'’s coming with us, and if you
don’t like his company, yvou can leave it
alone, and ours, too.”
“Thanks—I  will”  drawled
Bounder.
The IFamous Five and their com-
nion walked on. Crum cast a venge-
ul lanee back at the prinning
Bounder. .
“That bloke's got too much weck:”
he grunted.
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““0Oh, Smithy's all right,” said Bob
Cherry cheertly. “He's ot his little
?ga{-'a:--hut, bless you, wo've all got our
little ways”

* Cheeky "ound 1" muttered Cruom.

The Co. did mot answer that. That
epithet was not used at Greyfriars,
though they did not like to: tell Crum
so. They were rather more particular
on such poinis than Willlam George
Bunter.

“I could make 'im eat dirt, if I
liked 1" muttered Henry Christopher
vengefully.

“Bottle it up, old bean,” said Bob
Cherry. " Brag isn’t really a good dog,
yvou, know."

“I ain't bragging. I could do it.”

“0Oh, cheese 16, Crum,” said Johnny
Bull, " You were saying the same about
Wharton, till you had the scrap in the
Rag. What's the good of swanking?®’

*Look "ere—" hegan Crum.

“Well, how could wvou do it, if vou
come to that? demanded the plain-
speaking Johnny., “You couldn't touch
one side of Smithy in a fight."

“Couldn't I growled Crum. “ That's

all you know, If 1 chose——" Heo
broke off abruptly.

*“Peace, my infants, peace!”™ mur-
mured Eob Cherry. “Why argua?

Who's going to race me down (o the
river

“Go it!" said Harry cheerily. And
the Famous Five and Crum raced down
to Lthe green, sloping bank of the Sark,
and the argument ended.

But Crum’s rupgged face was still
clonded. The Bounder's careless in-
solence evidently still irked him, and he
was brooding on it. Bob Cherry's
cheery voice broke in on his meditations.
Bob had no use for glum looks, or for
brooding over petty grievances,

“We'ra trotting as far as the island.”
he said, **We can take the short ecut
back through the woods.”

“What about old Popperi”
MNugent.

* Blese old Popper.”

“Who's old Popper 1" inguired Crum,
Hi1s thoughts coming from the im-

rtinent Bounder to the matter in
wendl, a5 Bob intended that they should.

“Bir Hilton Popper,” explained Iioh,
"Lord High Emperor of Popper Court,
up the river, and a governor of Gray-
friars, worse luck. A terrific old Pooh-
Bah who would shut everybody clse aut
of the county of Kent if he could, and
focls sore because he can't.”

“Oh, my eyel” said Crum. “And
we'ro going trespassing on his land,
aro wo i

“No fear! Trespassing is wrohg—
and being the nice fellows we are, wa
wouldn't think of such a thing for
worlds—not for whole universes,™ said
Bob Cherry. "There's a public right-
of-way through the woods from the
izland in the river 1o the Courtfield
road. If old Popper closes up a right-
of-way, it's up to the public to open it
again. We're members of the public—
and we'ré not taking any 1”

“Talk of angelst” ejoculated Nugcnh
“Hero's the jolly old hird himself 1*

A tall, angular gentleman camoe
striding along the tow-path.

e was a thin geotleman, exiremely
angular, and his riding-clothes set off
his angularitics to great advantago.

An eyeglass gleamed 1n his eye, and
there wasz a riding-whip veder his arm.
The oyegluss turncd at once on  tho
juniors.

Sir Hilton Popper frowned at them.

He had had some litilo troubles with
the Famous Five of the Remove.

sir Hilton, bemg a miember of the
governing board of the school, he
really nmoght have concoded a point, to

asked
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Greyfriars mon, at least, -about the dis
uted right-of-way scross his extensive
ands. But concession of any kind was

not in the old baronet's nature. Grey-
friars men, as well as common mortals,

were excluded from the csiates.

Many local inhabitants felt very sore
about the closing of the right-of-way,
which had existed from time im-
memorial, and was cloarly marked on

old maps of the district, and ‘was
rumoured to bhe actuzlly specified in
Domesday Book itself. But Sir Hilten

was o great man locally—a great land-
owner, & magistrate, and 151 sorts of
important things; and his will was low
i such matters, Greyfriarz fellows
who wanted a short cut to the island in
the river, and were barred from using
1t, said many unpleasant things about
the lord of Popper Court. Dr. Locke
had é;lauq-:i that disputed path out of

unds, n _order to aveid {riction.
Naturally, the Greyfriars fellows did
not like that.

Harry Wharten & Co. capped the old
baronet quite respectfully as he came
strididg up. As a governor of the
achool he was entitled to that salute.

Crum did not follow their example,
appareutly not thinking of it. He
starcd at the baromet, perhaps not
baving seen one before, and being
curjous to know what one was like.

Sir Hilton stopped,

His ﬁlum gleamed at Crum.

“Un , old bean!” whispered Bob
Chierry. " He's a governor of the -school,
yvou know.”

But it was too 1ate.

8ir Hilton's eyos glittered through
the monocla at Crum. Sir Hilton's
most  precious  possession  was | his
di nitj. and he was casily coffended,
Indeed, he scemed to spend a good deal
of his time looking for cffences.

“Good-afternoon, siri” said Wharton
meokly., “Nice alterncon, Sir Hilton.”

“1s that & Greyiriarz boy ™ asked
Sir Hilton, with a gesture at Crum.

* ¥Yos—new chap named Crum.”

“Crum! Good gad! Crum, if that is
your name, do you not know that you
should raise your hat lo a governor of
the school to which you belong 7™

“Mever thought of it, sir,” said
Crum, "I don't mind raising my 'at.”
And he unroofed, as Bob expressed it

“Your what?" ejaculated Sir Hilton,

“My 'atl”

“Good gad!” rcpeated Siy Hilton.

He stared hard at Crum, evidently
astonished to hear & Greyiriars mau
allude to a hat as on 'at.

Crum returned his stare coolly, Cram
had as much impudence as Sir Hilton
had dignity, and he was not to be
stared out of countenance, oven by so
%reati.: a man as the lord of Popper

Oure.

“Don't stare at mo like that, boy!”
snapped Sir Hilton, rather disconcerted
by Crum’s steady gare.

“You're staring at a bloke yourself|”
relorted Crum.,

“At a—a what?¥

" Bloke.”

“Good gad!” said Sir IHilton, for tha

third time. “Wharton, who 15 this
boy ?*

A new fellow in the Lower Fourth,
sir.

“T mean, where does he como from "

“1 haven't asked him, sir,” s=aid
Wharton demurely. "I didn't think it
was my business, sir.”

The juniors smiled, and Sir Hiltoh
frowned more pnrtnntuusli{. Wharton's
reply was quite respectful; but 1t cor
tainly hinted that Sir Hilton was ex-
ceeding the limits of hiz own business.

“Don't bo impertinent, sivl” snapped
Rir Hilton,
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“Boy! Crum, 1f that 1is your
name——"

“It's my blooming , name, right
enough,” said Crum surl'ﬁr. Y“What's
the matter with it, if you come to
that?” _

H It—it—it is Four—your what "

“My blooming name.”

“(iood gad!” said Bir Hilton, for the
fourth time. *“Where do you come
from, Crum?"

“"Ome "
This reply seemed to petrify  Sir
Hilton. ¢ jammed his monocle “a

little more tightly in his cye, and fixed
it on Crum with the glare of a basilisk.

“’Ome!” he repeated. “Ome! Do

you mean home?

“I moan wot I say='ome.”

“And where s your home?”

“Cram's Show,” answered Crum.

“1 don't understand you. Who is
your father?™

“Old Crum.”

“Good gad! I mean, whe and what
s he?” .

“He's a man,” explained Crum, with
cool impudenee. “Showman by trade,
and a better man nor you any day.”

Harry Wharton & Co. stood silent.
There was nothing for them to say, and
they could only wonder how this pecu-
liar interview was going to turn out,

“Do you seriously tell me that your
father 13 a showman?” demanded the
baronet.

“ Jest that.”

“And vou arc at Gresfriars?

“Not "arf!"” assented Crum.

“"Good gad! What iz wy old school
coming to?" ejeculated RBir Hilton
Ponper. " Upon whose recommendation.
boy, woere you admitted lo Greyfriars
by Dr. Locke?™

"Nobody’'s.™

"Good gad!
said Bir lgiltu:n Popper.
my comprehension.”

“You den't catch on, what?” asked
Crum.

"1 certainly do not understand vour
prescnce ab Greyfriars School, if that is
what you mean. I do not understand it
at all.”

"I don't s'pose you understand any-
thing much, from the look of yvou,” said
Urumt deliberately. “You don't look
what I should call a brainy bloke, old

Ld

I must lock into this,”
“It is beyond

c'udge-r.”

"Oh, my  hat! murmured Bob
Chicrry.

5 Wfia-n-t?" gasped Siv Hilton.

“You've been asking me a blinking
lot  of questions,” grunted Crum.
“B'pose I ask you a fow., Who are you,
anyway

“Good gad!™

“What did your father do for a
living ¥ continued Crom.

Sir Hilton could only gasp.

“What sort of o cheeky old codger do
vou call vourself?”

“Here, chuck it, old bean!” gasped
Bob Cherry; and he grasped Crum by
the arm and fairly dragged him away.
That sort of {alk, to a governor of the
schiool, was a-little too unnerving.

Sir Hilton stood staring after the
juniors for some minutes, molionless,
ws if rooted to the tow-path. Then,
with a purple countenance, he sivode
away—heading for Greyirviars. Harry
Wharton & Co. continued on their way
t}:'F the river—Crum grinniog, and the

amous Five looking very zorious. No
doubt Sir Hilton 'opper had asked for
all he had received fromm Crom; Lut it
was not  always possible to give a
governor of the school all that he asked
for. That Sir Hiltou had gone lo lay
n complaint before the Fead, the
juniors did not need telling; and they

anticipated serious trouble for Henry
Christopher Cram.

=

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise ‘for the Head !

ILLY BUNTER blinked through
his big spectacles at a tall,
angular figure that strode in at

; the pates of Greyfriars and

rinned.

“’Ere's old Popper!” he remuarked.

Two or three fallows glanced at ihe
newcomer — more glanced at  Billy
Bunter.

Bunter, still under the strange spell
that the schoolboy hypnotist had laid
upon him, had been dropping h's right
and left that afternoon.

_ The fellows had supposed at Rrst that
it was some sort of weird joke on the
part of the Owl of the Remove.

But it was clear that Bunter did not
realisc what ho was deoing. He dropped
his aspiratos as if to the manner borm.

He dropped them as Crum d
them, unecensciously. Want of training
made Crum apparently unsble to dis-
tinguizh between the different sounds of
“homoe ™ and “'ome.” DBunter was now
in the same state.

That he had “caught it ” from Crum
seemed the only explanation. It is a
fact that slovenly spepch is “ eatching,”
like a discase.

Fellows who heard Fisher T. Fish
talking in his native language, some-
times found thémselves inveluntarily
“guessing ¥ and * reckoning.” arton
and Nugent, who wers in Crum's study,
had been heard to say ™ blooming,” fram
continually hearing that weird adjective
on the lips of Henry Christopher, Many
fellows dropped their final g's, becausc
Lord Mauleverer always said “ huntin',”
and “shootin’,” and so forth.

Dropping h's was a much more serious
matter, and muech more eurious, A
follow might drop & final g and neo
harm was done; but if he dropped an

]

initial h he was liable to be booked for
trouble with his Form master,. Really,
the ohe offence against the King's Eng-
lish was not much morg seriuu?ﬁlm tﬁu
other; but it was a matter of custom,
and custom rules overywhere, ‘and
cspecially at a school does it rule
sUpreme.

“Look here, you fat chump, vou'd
bettor chuck that,” said Bq[uiEJ Fre ou’ll
get into trouble with Quelchy if you do
it in class.”

“Eh? What 'ave I done® asked
Bunter.

“Can't you say have?" demanded
Haozeldene.

“I said 'ave,” answered Bunter

“Oh, my hat!”

“Don’t you even know that vou're
dmgﬂmg h's all over the shop®” asked
Squiff, staring at him.

“0Oh, don't be an ass'” said Bunter.
“'Oo’s dropping h's?"

“You are, you fat idiot " said Hagel.
dene.

£ {I}ih, really, ’n:hml—---"

“Hea's gat 1t from Crum.” said Poter
Todd. “That must be it.”

“0Oh, cheese it!” snapped Bunter.
“You know jolly well that I nover drop
my h's. It sounds 'orrible when Crum
does it—simply 'orrible ™

“Ha, ha, hal*

Billy Bunter snorted, and rolled away
from the grinning Removites.  Sir
Hilton Popper, striding up towards the
House, heckoned to Bunter.,

“Poy 1"

“ Yez sir,” said Bunter,

“Is tho headmaster within$”

“¥Yes, sir, the "Ead's in 'is study.”
answered DBuntor.

_Sir Hilton started almost convul.
sively.

“ What—what did you say "

“The 'Ead's in ‘'is  study, sir.”

answered DBuoter, wondering why Sir
Hilton was staring at him  in  such
amazement. “1 saw 'un go in thore, sir.
'K's usually in 'is stody on a ‘arf-holi.
day, sir.”

(Continved arerleaf.)
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“Good gad!” .

Sir Hilton's expression was so alarm-
ing that Bunter backed away. But the
nlg- gentleman signed himn to stop.

“Bunter—I think your ypame 18

Bunter—-" S : _
“Yes, sir.  William George Bunter,
8ir.” :

“ Do you belong to the same Form as
& now boy named Crum ™ '

“¥og,. gir. 'B's in the Remove.”

“Youn have been a long time at Groy-
friars, 1 thiok?" ] .

“Tvo been Cere quite o long time,
F.ll.'."

“ Hus your Form masicr never cor
recled your speech ¥ ’

“Eh? No, sir. 'E's never 'ad any
roason to that I know of, Sir ‘'Ilton,”
answered Bunter :m:hgna.ntlli. )

“Ng doubt you have picked up the
horrible prenunciation of that boy Cram,
perhaps unconsciously,” eaid Sir Hilton.
“Come with me.”

“Eh? Where to, sir?"”

“Ta vour headmaster.” -
«J—1'd rather not see the 'Ead, sir,
stammered Bunter, “'The "Ead ’-u.‘]’ﬂn_t
like being interrupted, sir, when 'e’s in

’is study. R

“Come with me!” anap‘:}lmd Sir Hilton ;
and Billy Bunter quaked, and followed
the haronct into the Houso. ;

Dr. Locke Inid aside Sophocles with
& sigh when Sir Hilton Popper was
anneunced. Parents and governors
were the clouds on a lcadmaster's
horizon.

To docline to Mﬁla gg;rm-]:_ﬁ- m{:i _th-;
school. was impossible. Bir Hilton- wa
shown into the Head's study. Sopho-
cles had to be given a rest, and the
Head came back unwillingly {from
ancient Greece. T

To his surprize, William George
Dunier of the Remove followed Bir
Hilton into tho study, looking very un-
casy. Bunter did not know what he
had to fear, but he felt the natural dis-
inclination of any Lower boy to enter
the awful presence of his headmaster.
Headmasters—in fact, all masters—were
safer at & distance, in the opinion of
tho Lower School. _

Dr. Locke rose politely io greet his
visitor, and begged him to be scated,
with one surprised eye on Bunter. Sir
Hilton did not seat humsclf. He stood
and towered ominously. .

“Dyr. Locke, I have a complaint to
niake.” .

Dr, Locke really did mot need telling
that. He seldom or never saw this hpnr-
ticular governor of Greyfriars without
hearing & complaint of some sort about
somebody or other.

“Indeed, Sir Hilton.”

“I have been treated with the grossest
discourtesy by & Greyfriare boy, a—a--
a person of the extraordinary namo of
Crum. Cruml” ropeated Bir Hilton,
with biting contempt, as if the name
itself wera an offcnce.

“The boy can searcely help his name,
Sir Hilton,” remarked the Head, with &
faint smile. )

He did not add that Popper was a
name rather out of the common run.
That certainly would not have had a
pacifying effect on the lord of Popper
Clourt.  Still, he conld not help thinking
that if a gentleman bore the remarkable
name of Popper, it did net lie in his
mouth to deery even so unusual a

patronymic as Crum,
“Perhaps nof, sir,” snapped Siv
Hilton. “ But am surprised —

astounded, in fact—io sec that such a
——a—a person is admitied to the school
to which I once belonged. As a
governor of the school, sir, I havg a
right to ask how it is that this boy is
here I

Tue MacxeT LIBRARY.— No. 1,051.

The Head coloured. .

Sir Hilton indubitably had a right to
ask that question, but no right whatever
to ask it in presence of o Lower boy.
He soemed to have forgotten that Bunter
was there.

“If you desire to discuss that matter
with me, Sir Hilton, or any matter, 1t
will be best left until we are alone”
said tho Head iecily.

“This boy 1s concerned in the matter,
sir,” grunted Sir Hilton. "I find a boy
who treats me with discourtesy, who
tells me that his father is a showman,
and who epeaks the most uneducated
English, admitted to this school. I find
that his horrible mispronunciations are
imitated by the other boys.™

“MNothing of the kind has come to my
knowledge, sir.” o

“Then 1t iz my duty to bring it to
your knowledge, Dr. Locke, and g::r that
purpose I have brought this boy Bunter
to’ your study. I spoke to this boy in
the guadmnﬁlm sir, and found him
speaking in the same manner as Crum.
"The boy’s horrible Ianfua "’

“His what?” ejaculated the Head,
horrified. :

“Perhaps I should say his horrible
pronunclation.”

“Certainly you should say so, if that
is what you mean,” said the Hoad
tartly.

“His horrible pronunciation,” said
Bir Hilton, “is spreading omong the
other boys, as i proved by this boy
Bunter.”

“1 cannot think so—-="

“Heoar the boy speak, and judge for

yourself,” said Sir Hilton. * Bunter,
speak to your headmaster.”

“I1—I—I 'aven't anything to say to
the 'Ead, sr,” stammoered ﬁunter.

“There! You hear him, sir!”
Dr. Locke fixed his eyes on Bunter.
“Bunter, what do you mean by

il;;ealcin in. that manner? e
manded sternly.

“In—in what manner, sir?” gasped
the bewildered Bunter. '

“ How dare you drop your aspirates in
speaking to me?"

“I—I 'aven't, sir.”

“What! You arc doing so now!*

“]—I didn't mean to, sir. I don't
‘ear It myself, sir. 8¢ far as I can
'ear, I'm speaking the same as usual,”
stuttered Bunter. “I think it's ’orrible
to drop k’s, sir, like that ‘orrid fellow
Crum, sir.” .

“The wretched boy has evidently got
into the habit of it, and dees not even
notice it himself,” szaid Sir Hilton, with
a snort, ]

“7T 'aven't, sir,” gaspéd Bunter. *]
should be very careful indeed, sir, not
to %t into such & ‘orrible 'abit’

“Bless my =soul!” said the Head
blankly.

“¥You hear him ! snorted Sir Hilton.

“T hear him,"” said the Head.

“I'm sure you don’t 'ear me drop-
'E’E"E h's, sir,” said Bunter snxiously.
‘I've never dropped an h, sir, all the
time I've been ‘ere. 'Why, sir, my Form
master would be ’orrified if ‘e’ eard any-
thing of the kind, and 'e would give
any fellow a jolly good ‘iding, sir,
e;o(gyt Crum, ‘oo can't 'elp it!"

"“Bless my_soul!” .

“C.cccan I go mow, sir?" ventured
Bunter. “It's a 'arf-'oliday, you know,
sir, and I was going out with
'Azeldene.”

“You may go, Bunter.”

Bunter went—promptly. He folt o
good deal like Daniel geiting safe out
of the lion's den.

Bir Hilten remained ien minutes
longer, in irate discussion with the
Head., His statcments certainly seewmed
to be borne out by the facts, so far as
Billy Bunter was concerned, at least.

Neither was the Head able to give any
satisfactory explanation—even to him-
self —as to why he had admitted
an unknown, untrasined, uneducated
stranger to " Greyfriars School, being
blissfully unconscious of the fact that
“Old Crum ™ had hypootised him c¢n
that occasion.

The two gentlemen parted at last
with mutual dissatisfaction; but that
was not ot all a new exporicnee.
Nobody ever felt satisfaction in an
interview with Sir Hilton Popper.
‘After the baronet was gone, Dr.
Locke remained in deep thought for
zome time—Sophocles lying unheeded
on his table.

Finally the Head rose and went along
to Masters’ Passage to call on Mr.
@Queleh, the master of the Bemove, who,

as Crum's Form master, was chiefly

concerned in the matter. .
In putting the ‘Huence on Billy

Bunter, Crum had certainly not fore-

seen all this, and it scemed likely that
his nxtranrciinnr;.r prank at Bunter's
expense would recoil upon his own head.

= o —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Out of Bounds !

HENPIFFING I” -said Crum heartily.
They did not say spiffing at
G::ﬁd}h::u_s. though often they

said ripping, or topping.

Put the Famous Five did not heed
Henry Christopher Crum's original mode
of a:ﬁrming himself., They did net,
like Bunter, consider it their business
to set Crum right unasked.

Had he requested their kindly assist-
ance in the matter it would have been
different. But Crum never thought of
doing so—he was quite satisfied with
himself as he was.

The juniors hed enjoyed their walk up
the sunny bank of the Bark, and now
they were resting on the green grass,
azing idly across the shining river to
@ island in the stream.

It was a warm, spring safterncon, and
the woods were green, t.?lla birds singing.
The Sark flowed with a ripple and a
murmur through fhe whlsfermg raeds;
overhead the sky was of deep blue,
dotted with fleecy white clouds.

t

No wonder Crum had pronouncod
that it was “spiffing.” Bob Cherry had
produced a packet of toffee, which waa

Ea.ssed round the -group, and duly
isposed of,

In the pleasant shade of the trees, by
the -sunny river, it was agreeable to
linger, especially aiter & long walk; and
the juniors were in no hurry to stark
ome. They had to be back for
but there was plenty of timeﬁ_lif

o

for
tea;
they took the short cut through ¢l
Court woods. They had not quito
decided to tuke this short cut; all ot
them realised that, even with undoubted

right on their side, it was wiser to keep

from oxasperating a governor of the
school to which lﬁny belonged.

Probably they would not be seen
taking the path; on the other hand, they
might be seen, and that_meant more
trouble with Sir Hilton Popper. For
that crusty old gentleman hiumself they
cared not two straws; but for the Head
they did care, and still more did they
care for the Head's cane. :

The matter really was decided [er
them against their will. Thoy chatted
of all sorta of things as they rested by
the river, and awocke suddenly to tho
facl that time had possed more rapidly
ihan they had supposed.

The Famous Fivo werc booked for tea
in Squiff’s study: and Sampson Quiney
Ifley Field would be expecting them at
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Sir Hilton Popper, who had completely lost his temper, was thrashing Crum withouf merey, and the haE:ess junior was yelling

and wriggling and struggling.

chap like that. Come on, you fellows ! **

tea-time, And even by the short cut

thﬁ wero likely to be a little late now.
hdﬂharry ooked at his watch and
up.

et & move on, you slackers!" he

exclaimed. “We'ro late!™

“The latefulness is rather torrific!”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Bingl,
rising and stretching himsell.  “The
estecmed Squilf will be warting for us
il we walk back 1o the tow-path.”

“That does it]" said Nugent, *“Ii's
the short cut now, and blow Bir Hilton
T'opper and his giddy kecpers and the
whole bag of liz koavizh tricks!"

“"Hear, hoar!” pgrinncd Johnny Bull.

“Hold on, though!” said Huarey
Wharton, hesitating, " Crum’s pot him-
solf into a row with old Popper already,
by checking him. I'm jelly certain the
ﬂ]"d scout ﬁﬂ-ﬂ- been to the Ilead and
yurncd about 1t already. Crum doesn’t
want any more trouble than he's lopded
alrcady.”

HTot!" said Crum,
for thoe old codpor ¥
alore I checked "1, 1 8"pose !

“Greyiriars governors can check any-
body they like,” said the captain of the
Remove, langhing,  *Groylriars nmen
are supposed lo take it smuling.”

“That don’t =uit me,"” said Crom,
“I win't taking lip from ‘im, I can tell
vou! Crosty old codger! Look 'ere,
I'm, going back by that short cuk, and
chanee it, and wyou fellers can pleaso
yvoursclves!™

“PThat setiles it, then!"
“Come on!™

Crum’s face was thoughiful
walked on with
Remove.

jum

“Think T care
Ha checkod e

suid Harry.

ag ho
tho chums of ihe

* Governor or no governor,’’ said Wharton, his eyes gleaming, ** he
The next moment the Famous Five were rushing on the scene.

He had onjoyved his afternoon, there
was no doubt of that. Dut a ramble up
the river, and a packet of toffce shared
out sitting on a grassy bank, scemed
to him, all the same, a tame way of
spending time,

Crum’s lifo, before. he had come lo
Greviviars, had been foll of movement,
bustle, and cxecitement. He had scen
more of life than any Greyiriars man--
indeed, more than most Groyfriars
niAsters.

e had done his “turn ™ in Crum's
Slhow belore crowded houses, ho had
listened to clieers, he had been. stared
at by a sew of eyes. Certainly that
kind of excited hife was nol gond far
a lind of his years:; bat there ik was-
that had been his way of living, and lic
missed it sorely.

Fven had he been abla to take' his
place: in Greyfriars School as a normal
member of a Form there, he would
have muissed tho excitement and glitter
of his old life. Az it was, lig missed all
that he had lost more than ever.

In Cram's Show he had been Young
Cruni- -he had been somebody. At Grey-
friarvs lawe was nobody.

A dozen or more people employed by
hi= father had treated him with great
visspogt, At Greyfriars  he  was
patronised even by a fellow like Bunter.

IIe was still outside the erdinary work
of the Lower Fourth, and under speeial
tuition from Mr. Quelch. Ho had a
vast leeway to make up; and though he
wax quite clover cnough te make it up
il he liked. ho c-ertainlgf did not like.

Indecd. the prospect of sponding whain
leris ol “Greyfriars, oaway from the

not going to lick a
(See Chapter 6.)

bustle and ghtier of o public ﬂil"—
formor's life, dismmayed him. It i
been his father's wish to place him at
the school to “make a gentleman ™ of
him, as Old Crum cxpressed it.

Young Crum had one 1 gquality, ut
lenst—he was an  aftoctionate and
respectfiul son. iz father’s wish was
law to him. But he wished from tho
bottom of his heart that Old Crum had
not made so0 much money with the
Housn of Magic &8s to cause him io
desira to “make a gentleman ™ of Lis
gon, who felt as if he were likely to be
bored to death in the process

It was an odd situation enough; for
every  Greylirinrs man  whe noticed
Crum's existence, felt that he was re.
markably lucky to get into the school:
while Crumn felt that, whatever he might
have deservied for his sins, he hadn’t
guite deserved] that !

“Penny for ‘em, old bean!" exclaimed
Ttob Cherry, clapping the thoughtiul
Crumn on the shoulder.

“Ouly  jest  Uinking.”™
colouring.

“¥ou liked coming np the river?®"

“Oh, ves! I+ spiffing round ‘ete!”
aaid Cruni.  “Only—" Ee pauscd.
Then e langhed. *“Course, you blokes
are uscd to this sort of thing. You
don't feel like scrcaming when you're
shut np in the class-room.”

‘Lﬂll, my hal! No, do you?" asked

said Craum

“Sometimes” confessed Crum,
“Mind, I'm going o stand it! I ain's
going back on father. Dut—but 1t's
rather 'orrid. Father wants me to stick

Tur Macxrr Tasrary.— No. 1,051,
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Greyfriara—and I'm geing to stick it, if
it kills mal”

“Oh, my hat!" said Bob blankly.

To the Famous Five, Greyfriars was
one of the most delectable spots o
carth, if not the very most delectable,
= 1t was rather surprising for them to
hear that thiz fellow was heroieally
“sticking " it simply for his father's
sake.

“Tastes differ,” said Harry Wharton,
with a laugh.

“They does!” agreed Crum. ]

“The differfulness of tastiness 13
terrifie,” remarked Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh. “My esteemed chums came
with me once to wvisit .my nalive
country, but they did not recognige its

terrific superiority over this excellent

and ludicrous island.” i
“Oh, draw it mild, Inky!" said
Johnny -Bull. “You don't mean to say
that wyou think India & patch on
England.”
ha naboh of Bhanipur chuckled..
easteemed Johuny, the patchiul-
ness 15 a boot on the other leg,” he
oxplained gently.

“Ha, ha, $ha!"

“Way in!" said Beb Cherry, as ho
stopped at & fence by the tIDW%a;-l:h,
which barred off a green and shady
wood from the river bank.

Once there had been a stile at this
spab; but the Qt.ih; had been removed
by the autocratic orders of Bir Hilten

opper, and the high ferice had re-

laced it. Over tho fence showed a
Fl.rgrﬁ board which warned the public
that trespassers would be. prosecuted.

“Cheek |” remarked Wharton, with
a glance at the board. “Come on|"

he juniors clambered over the fence
and dropped on the inner side. ‘The
footpath was still in existence, though
overgrown with thiock grass it could
still traced through the old beeches
and oaks, The juniors followed it,
ke;]eq i

ing & wary eye open for keepers.
at they wore not ™trespassing " on
s public footpath, though it had been
closed by a local autocrat, was certain.
It was extremely unlikely that such
trespassers wouié be prosecuted, in
spite of the warning painted on the
big board. Nevertheless, the chums of
the Remove hoped to get throygh un-
feen. The Head had placed tnat foot-
ath obt of schoel bounds simply to
uaﬁ: the peace with Sir Hilton Popper.
Still, the fact remained that he ﬂ:ul
placed it out of bounds.
the Head mcant & caning.

For a giarter of 2 mile the juniors
followed the woody path without meot-
ing & soul, Then, in a sudden turn of
the woods, they came on—and also ran
into—a tall, angular figure that was
striding afnng'-—and they and Sir
Hilton Popper stopped dead and stared
ab one suother.

A report to

e

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Handling a Great Man !

IR HILTON POPPER starcd
He scrowed his cyeglass more
firmly into his eye, and stared
again,

He scemed scarcely able to  believe
his eve, or his eyeglazs, as he heheld
thﬂrﬂ-re;\rfriars juniors on .the forbidden
path, ;

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Nugent in
dismay,

“"We've done it this time!™
mured Bob Cherry.

“The donecfulne:s is terrific.”

It was—and the expression on Sir
Hilton Popper's face was growing
terrific also,

THE Macsxer Liarary.—-No. 1,051,
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Wharfon compressed his lips with
annoyanoe, The juniors had guessed
that Bir Hilton had gone to Grey-

friars;- and really, they might have .

guessed that he was likely to walk back
to Popper Court by way of the short
cut throngh his own woods, It was
guite & likely thing; had they thought
of it. But they hadn't.

P"El-n I find-vou heraaT!l:’ said Sir Hilton
opper, at last, assing in m
woods, ‘bogad I TIEEIR SO
“We're not trespassing, sir,”’ said

Bob. ¥1It's a public footpath.”

“Bilence !" hooted 3ir Hilten, *“ How
dare you bandy words with me? You
saw the board, I presume—you can
read, I Eu)ﬁpﬂw. Greyfriars is going to
the dogs—but I s pnm_ﬂrpyfriirsngo 3
still learn to read? Did you read the
board, or did vou noti™

“Oh, yes!” saigd Wharton carelessly.
" Esteomed sahib, let the frown of
wrathfulness be avérted by the voice of
sweet reasonableness,” suggestéd
Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.
a terrific hurry to return to school—"

“¥ou are out of bounds, as well as
trespassing 1"

Sir Hilton was right there, and the
juniors made no reply. It was not of
much use, after all, to talk to the angry
old gentleman. They knew that he was
going to report this fresh delinquency
to the Head; and all the talking in the
wide world would have made no differ-
ence to that. So the Famous Fixc said
nothing; but Crum, the irrepressible,
took up the tale.
~ “Look 'ere, old codger, you come orf
it [" he said. "¥You may be a "igh and
mighty old covey when you're at ‘ome;
but we don’t want eny more of your

e

old buck, ece? Come orf U™
“Good gad!"” gasped Bir Hilton,
staring at Urumn as if fascinated by hia

remarkable flow of language.

“You're too blinking ‘'igh and
mighty, that's wob you are,” said Crum,
“You think tee much of yourself, old
covey. If you ask me, you've got the
manners of a og!"

" Bhut HE’ vou ass!” breathed Bob
Cherry, aghast,

“Rats " retorted Crum., “I tell you
I've 'ad enough of his old buck! 1
ain't taking no more, and that's that!”

Bir Hilton gasped.

“¥You young rascal—

“Swaller 11" jeared Crum.

I*I‘[?W" impertinent young =coundrel,
“Oh, chuck it, long-legs!" sa:d Crum,
“Wha-a-at 7
“Long-legs!™ said Crum.

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the Famous
Five involuntarily. The expression on
Sir Hilton Popper's face was too much
for them. It was true that Sir Hilton’s
lower limbs were of rather unusual
length; but it was absoluicly certain
that no one had ever ventured to
address him as *“long-legs "' befare,

“Good gad!™ Bir Hilton spluttered,
and grasped the riding-whip he carried
under his arm. “I intended to report
vou to your headmaster! But yon,
Crum, if that is vour name, 1 shall
chastise personally. I shall thrash you,
sir, for your insolence [

Possibly Crum had had some ides of
Euttm the 'fluence on- Sir Hif’[un, as

@ had done with Loder of the Sixth on
one occasion when s licking impended.
If 50, he had no time for anything of
the sort. The baronct fairly jumped at
him, and . grasped him by tho collar
with his left hand, and with the right
lashed the whip across hiz back.

There was a wild howl from Crum.

"Ow! VYow! VYou old feol you,
Iegﬁu a bloke!™ _
hack! Whack! Whack!

ing in

“Yaroooh! 'Elp!” velled Crum.

The Famous Five hesitated: Their
natural impulse was to go to Crum's
help; but the liare idea of laying hands
on a governor of the school was appall-
mg. That it meant a flogging was cer-
tain; it was very probable that it might
mean expulsion,

But 8ir Hilton, who had completely
lost his temper, was thrashing Crum
without merey. The haploss Crum
yelled and wri%glpd and struggled.
e - ain;%Iy wig not to be s without
intervention, :

“We've got to stop him!” said Bob
breathlessly.

“Go it!"” said Wharton, his -eyes
gleaming. “Go it, and chance it! "8
not going to lick a chap like that!”

It was neck or nothing now. The
Famous Five made a rush, and the tall
baronet went over beforo that rush,
E['.I‘I'_H.WI.II]E'. on the grassy path.

Oh, gadi” he gasped, as he
sprawled. .
Crum tore himself loose, panting fer
breath. :

“ Hook it#” exclaimed Nugent,

Sir Hilton wae sprawling and gasp-
ing; but he was likely to get on his
feet vory :g.lit:kljr; and the juniors
assuredly did not want a battle-royal
with him. They started up the path at
& run.

But Crum did not “hook it* with
the.others. He turned on the sprawl.
ing baronet, hig face red wich rage.

“Crum 1" yelled Bob,

Crash !

Crum's clenched fist crashed down oo
Sir Hilton's hat, smashing it over his
€Ars,

Crash | went his fist agsin, fairly jam-
ming the hat down over the hawdejla:ruﬂ
baronet's head,

Bob grabbed him by the arm.

“¥You fathead | Come onl!"

“Lﬂgio! I'm going to give him &
oner! I'm going to give him beans!"
howled Crum.

*Come on, you frabjous chump !”

Crum was dragged away.

Sir Hilton Popper sat dizzily up.
The 3Umnrs,hglmcmg back from a dis-

tance, saw him struggling wildly with
his hat.
Tha’y ren on; Bob keeping hold of

Crum’s arm. They were glad enough
to reach the fence on the Courtfield
Road and clamber over it, and leave
the lands of P per Court behind.
“My hat! We've fairly done it now!”
roaned Bob Cherry, as they started
own the road to Greyfriars. “ That's
put the jolly old lid en.”
“You thumpw&’ ass, Crum!” growled

Johnny Bull. hat did you want to
cheek him for?"
“Didn't he cheek me?” demanded

Crum,

“(Oh, rats!™

“What can the old covey
wﬂj ?JI

“Report us to the Head, ﬂmldg'ct- us
ﬂmﬁg:r: , if not sacked,” growled Johnny
Bull, “Wea may bo bunked from Groy-
friars for this.”

“The -bunkfulness is terrifically pro-
bable.”

“1 don't care & tuppenny straw if I'm
bunked,” said Crum. “I'd be jolly glad
to get back to the show.”

“Very hkely,” grunted Nugent.” “ But
it's different with us.”

“1  dossay it is,” assented Crum.
“Lask 'ere, I'll try and fix it for you.
I'll fix it so’s it's all right. I'll make
that old bloke let you alone.™

“You will 7" ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“ Jost me,” sald Crum.

“QOh, don't be a silly ass!” snorted
Johnny Bull. “I'm fed up with your
bragging. Cheese it "

do, any-
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" Look 'erc——" roared Crum. .

“0Oh, don’t let's rag,” said Harry
Wharton hastily. “That won't do any
g:n-::_c! The harm's done now. Come
on !
_ The juniors tramped on to Greyfriars
in silence, the Famous Five deeply
troubled and Crum sulky. Both
were glad when they reached the school
and parted company.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Tea In Squifi’s Study !

i H, 'ere you are!”
That was Billy Bunter's
grecting to the Famous Five

~when they came into the
assa go.
id not seem ‘ploased by the

Remove
They
greeting.
"The prospect of a terrific row for
handling Sir Hilton Popper was weigh-
ing on their minds, and at any time
Williamm George Bunter's presence was
not particularly grateful or comforting.
In the circumstances, his absurd joko, as
they regarded it, of dropping- his h's,

had an irritating -effect,

“I've been waating for you fellows to
come in,” said Bunter reproachfully. “I
ray, you fellows, -did you know Bir
"UHton Popper Tas been "ere to seo the

!End -l}.u
“¥ou burbling chump!”

Johnny Bull. “Chuck 1£1™ :

. “But e 'as,” said Bunter , in surprise.
I went with "im to the 'Ead. 'E was
in & 'orrible temper.™

*Cheese it!"

ic II'Dﬂk }EII'E [T .

Bunter was brushed aside, and the
Famous Five went on to Study No. 14.
Bquiff was there, and tea was rea.df'.
No. 14 belonged to Squiff, Johnny DBull,
and Fisher T. Fish; but Fish was, for-
tunately, absent. Fishy was “ t_eamgi i
out with a fellow in the Fourth who
owed him money. . _

HMTrot in, old beans!” said Raquiff hos-

growled

ﬁlrtably. “You're a bit late. Anything

D ned 7 :

ﬂ::-t.s of things,” said Harry ruefully.
“We've handled SBir Hilton Fopper, and
he will come along about it in the morn-

ing."

ﬁﬂh_ my hat!” ejaculated Field.

“] say, you fellows *—Bunter blinked
in at the door—" Toddy's gone out.”

"“What about it, asst"

“1 mean, there's no tea in my study,”
explained Bunter. '

“Tea in Hall,” growled Johnny Bull,

“I've 'ad m lten in ;&ll,:uéai:lf Bunter

vishly. “What's the g tea in

PE?I to me "

“You priceless chump!” szaid Bob.
“That idliﬂtin trick of vours is hegin-
ning to get on my merves. Crum ocan’t
help it, but you can. Drop 16!” :

“] don't think Bunter can help it
either,” chuckled Squiff. "“He's becn
at it all the afternoon. He must have
caught it from Crum, like measles.”

“What rot! He can help 1t if he
likes,” grunted Johnny Bull.

““Blessed il I know what you're talk-
ing about,” said Bunter, blinking at the
juniors. *What can I 'elp?” 1

o ]Zlmppmg vour h's, you foozling
dummy ™ .

“'00’s dropping "is h's ¥

“You are!” hooted Johnny.

“0Oh, don’t be an ass, you know,” said
Bunter. “That's just what old Popper
told the 'Ead; and the odd thing is
that the 'Ead secems to think 1 was doing
it. vou know, though I told "im I wasn't
likely to fall into such a ’orrible "abit."”

“Oraat Scott!™ said Bob, staring at

the fat junior. “I really believe ho
can't hnIJ'u it. DBut n thing like that
ean't .Tr:n.h;,* be cutching.”

parties

¥ Look 'ora, don't play the goat,” said
Buntor crossly. “If I'm drop 'n% h's 1
can't "ear it, and I suppose I should "ear
them drop, same I 'ear Crum’s. I'm not
deaf. Look 'ere, I didn't come 'ere to
’oar your rotten joke; I came to tea.”

“ Potty, I suppose,” said Bob.

Bunter rolled into the study. The
fact that Peter Todd was gone out, and

THE BUNTER-HUATERS !

RULES OF THE GAME,
(See pages 14 and 15.)

1. The game I8 a porsuit of Bunter by
the Famous Five, Bunter having stolen
a cake from the tuck shop, on the pretext
that he wil go to the post office, cash'a
postal order, and return and pay for the
cake. If during the chase he manages
to eat the cake, cash the order, ete,, and
return to the tuck shop. without having
been canght, Bunter has won, -

2, Moies are decided by throws of a
dice, each FI&,\'E: throwing in turn,
Bunter starting firet. The players are
represented by counters. unter sets
out from the tuck shop, thus gaining a
start over the “ Co.,”” who start from the
shaded square by the school buildings,

" snd follow along the path to the tuck shop
a8 a preliminary to getting on the trail
of Bunter, .

. If another of the Famous Five,
while still on the path to the tuck shop, -
throws a number which brings him to a
square already ocoupled by another
player, he can move only to the vacant
square behind him.

4. Bunter, and' each of the Famous
Five, mus! visit the numbered squares In
numerieal order, A throw of the exact
number necessary to reach these squarea
iz required ; §f & higher throw is made,
the player must travel beyond the num-
bered square, or in whatever other
diraction Ia allowed by the rules, which-

ever i preferred.

5. For any one throw of the dige
Bunter can move in any direction into
ihe adjoining squares : i.e., he may move

horizontally, vertically, o onally In
ong throw, or in any combination of
these directiops, but may not pass OvVer
any square more than once In so doing.
His final move to-reach the fnishing

nt must, however, bé made horizon-
ally or vertically.

6. For any one throw of the dlce the
Famous Five may move horizontally or
vertlcally @ ie., In one direction only.

7. When a throw made by any player
would carry him over the edge of the
board, he may turn in either diréction
along the cuter row of squares, FPlayers
can move on any aguare, irreapective of
paths, ete., but the river can only be
crossed the shaded bridge squares.
If any of the Famous Five t B D
number which carries him beyond the
bank, he falls into the river, and must
return to the starting-polnt,

B. If Bunter throws a number which
brings him to a sguare already occupled
by another player, that player must
return to the starting-point. If fwo of
the Famous Five land on a square
already occupied by Bunter before he
can move to another, Bunter ia eaught,
and the Famous Five win, If Bunter
reacheas the tyck shop finizhing point
uncaught, he Ia the winner. If two of
the Famous Five, having duly visited
all the numbered squares in order, arrive
at thetuck shop. and Bunter arrivea later,
gtill nneanght, the * Co and Bunter
depd-heat.

conscquently could not sland tea n
Atudy No. 7, scemed to Dunter o suffi-
cient reason for teaing in Study No, 14,
Whether his company was desired thero
was a trifle lizht as air that did not
worry William George in the least. He
did not partieularly want an  entho-
saskic weleome; what he wanted was a
sproad. i

“ Another fellow {o come yet,” snid
Squiff. *But we won't wait for lam,
Mauls may have gone to sleep and for-
golten all about tea™

 was

" indeed caught from Crum, though

. about it.

-

“More for usi” sald Dunter, with a
fat grin.

e ghut up, Bunter!”

Thoere was a tap at the door, and Lord
Mauleverer's mild and  pleasant coun-
tenance looked in.

“I hope 1'm not.late,” he remarked:

“What a hopeful nature!” grinncd.
Bob, Cherry. “We're late, and’ you'iv
later.” '

“Awlnlly sorry, dear men,” said his
lordship. *“I seem to have én:-ed off on
my sofa."

“Better late than never, old bean,™
said Bguiff cheerily. Take a PEW.
Ilon't take all the table, Bunter.”

“0h, really, Squiff, look 'ere——"

Lord Mauﬁemrer glanced rather clri-
ously at Bunter and sat down. This
his first experience of Bunter's new
style of pronunciation, which he hn{:
no
in the way the juniors surmised.

“Pass the "am, old chap,” said Bunter.
“I say, Squiff, this is good 'am. I like
'am, old fellow."

Lord Mauleverer looked bewildered.

“Is that a new game?"” he asked.

““Oh, Bunter's been at it a long time,”
said Squiff. “Either he thinks it's
awfully funny, or else heo's caught it
from im and can't help it.”

“0Oh gad!” said Mauly. ..

“Don’t take any notice of their silly
rot, Mauly,” said Bunter. Thnf:ru
making out that I'm dmppmg h's liko
that 'orrible bounder Crum. Of course,
I ’aven't ever dropped an h in my life.
I'm not hkely to El'g such a thing, [
’Dpcnll

“You what ™ ejaculated Mauly.

“‘Ope,” said Bunter. “Why, only
this afternoon- I was chipping Crum
I thought it was only kind to
nut the *orrid bounder right, you know,
the way 'e was dropping h's all over
the 'Ouse. 'E didn't like it. *E's un.
grateful,”

Lord Mauleverer stared fixedly af
Bunter. That the fat junior was uncon
seious of the h's he dropped was clear,
and that was very remarkable—very
remarkable indeed. The other fellows
couldn't account for it; but Mauleverer,
who knew more about Crum than tho
other fellows, had a strong suspicion
that he could account for il. _

“You'd been chippin® Crum about
droppnin’ h's had you?” he asked.

“Yes. Felt it my duty, you know, to
‘elp the poor brute to pick up the way
wo talk "ere,” explained Bunter.

“And it was after that yon began
dropping h's?” . ‘

“Eh? I *aven't begun dropping h's
Nobody's ever "eard me drop an h, aml
nobody's cvor likely to 'ear me do it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” i

“ Blessed if T sece nn;-thmi o cackle
at!” howled Bunter. “Look 'ere, I'm
fed up with this joke, if it is o joke. so
don't let’s 'ear any more of it. Fuss
that 'am again, will you'”

Lord Mauleverer seemed very thought
ful during tea. More Lhan onco his

lanco rested curiously on  Bunter.

Villiam Ceorgo Bunter, s usua),
annexed the lion's share of the conver
gnlion, which made the absence of his
aspivates still moro mnoticeable. Hyw
avoided the s so deliberately that 1
reomoed impossible that he could be una
ware of what ho was doing, yel
obviously he was unawarc of it. Lord
Mauleverer had his own thoughts on
the subjeet ; but the other fellows really
wondered whother Billy Bunter's fal
intcellect had taken a turn [or the worse.

Lord Mauleverer left the teaparly
before the others, and ho went down
the Remove {mssngn looking vory
thoughtful. IIe inguired for Crum,
only to learn that Crom hwd gone ont

Tur Magsnt Linrany.—No. 1,061,
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again soon after <oming in with the
Famous Five. Lord -Mauleverer waited
for Crum to come in again, and there
was a rather grim cxpression on his face
as he waited. Mauly had undertaken to
koep Crum's peculiar secret, on the ex-
»ress condition that Crum played no
nypnotic tricks in the -Remove; and

rum had broken that compact—his
lordship was pretty thoroughly con-
vinced of that. And Mauly had a bone
to pick with Henry Christopher Crum
when that extraordinary youth came in.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Whip Hand !

IR HILTON POFFPER snorted.
S The butler of Popper Court
conghed deferentially.

“A young gentleman of the
nome of Crum!"” ojaculated Sir Hilton.
“He has the impuilenme to call on me
herg! Good gad! Turn him out!”

The butler made & backward step.

“Dr stay! No; admit him 1" snapped
Sir Hilton.

The butler retired to admit the young
gentleman of the name of Crum,

Sir Hilton snorted again.

It was near tho time for Sir Hilton's
dinner, and at that time of day Bir
Hilton was never very goodstempered.
Just now his femper was at ita worst.
What had happened in the Court Wood
had cxasperated him to an extént that
was quite terrificc.  Not only had his
land been trespassed upen, ng ﬂu‘liy had
he been answered hmil: with fmpudence ;
but hands had actually been laid ug{m
him—the hands of common mortals had
been laid uwpon Sir Hilton Plpper,
Baronet !

When such things occurred it was
time for the skies to fall—tine for the
whole universe to give a shudder. The
skics had not fallen—the universe
given no perceptible shudder. The stars
m iheir courscs rolled on their way os
if the bandling of Sir Hilton Popper
was & trifle hight as air. But a whole
active voleano of wrath was heiling
within Sir Hilton Popper.

If the indifferent universe paid no
liced to~such o happening, ot loast, Bir
Hilton himself knew how cataclysmal it
was. Punishment, of course, had to fall
heavily on the offenders. Baoiling in oil,
no doubt, would bave met the case.
Whipping at the cart's tail would have
Leen, if not adequate, at least appropri-
alo. . Bix monthe' hard labour would
not have satisfied the baronet, but would
have relieved his feelings.

These punishments were, unfortun-
amiiﬁ.;, out of his power to inflict. But
hio had resolved to demand the expul-
zion of all the fellows concerned in thoe
onlroge—outroge was a mild word fofb
it. And if Dr. Locka refused, Sir Hilton
wias determined to place the matter
liefore the governing body.

He was surprised=—hbut, on reflection.
not surprised—for a young gentleman of
the name of Crum to be announced at
Pappoer Court.

The young scoundrcl had come to
apalogise, to beg for mercy, to plead
for pardon, of course. Well, he could
npologize, bep, and plead; but it would
not avail him. When he eringed at the
haronet’s feet ho thould be told to pack
liis box in readiness for o prompt de-
parture from Greyfriara. Sir Hilton
vas inflexible on that point. The young
gentleman of the name of Crum was
“for it," and so were the other young
gnntlemen of the names of Wharton,
herey, Bull, Nugent, and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, if Sir Hilton had
hiz way. ,
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“Master Crum!”

The young gentleman of the name of
Crum entered the library.

Sir Hilton screwed in Eis eyeglass and
transfixed the young gentleman of the
nameo of Crum with it.

The butler softly retired, leaving the
young gentleman of the name of %I'Eﬂl‘l
alono with the baronet. Bolow stairs,
the butler confided to the first footman
that the old blighter was in one of his
worst tantrums. The language of the
butler below stairs differed considerably
froin his language above stairs.

“1 have ordered you to be admitted
here, boy!” grated 3ir Hilton, his eye-
glazs gleaming at Crum. "I will hear
what you have to say! But I warn ‘i’uu
that it will be useless to ask for pardon.
You will be expelled from the school
which you disgrace, and to wlizlmh ou
ought never to have been admitted !”

“That's rather *ard on a bloke, ain't
it?" asked Crum.

He stood before the baronet—not
cringing, as Sir Hilton had expected.
But there was something a little stealthy
gud furtive in his manner, and his eyes
scanncd the baronet’s red, angry face
curiously. Sir IHilton, as he met the
deep, powerful eyes of the young gentle-
man of the name of Crum, felt a pecu-
liar gense of uneasiness, which surprised
him. He cast it angrily aside.

“'Ard! Bloke!” he repeated alter
Crum. *“Good gad! What Janguage for
A Greyfriars boy! Some wretched deni-
zon of the slums!”

“And ‘spose I was!” growled Crum.
“I suppose no covey is born in tho
ﬂu;‘.ua of his own blooming cholce, is
i g

“Bilence!” rapped out Hir Hilton.
“Do not dare to argue with me! If
you have anything to Eﬂli" say it! Mot
that you can bave -anything to say in
extenuation of your pernicions conduct!
Thml!al is impossible. 8till, I will hear
you.

Again that strange thrill of uneasiness
undar tha steady, potent eyes that
seomed to have a strange power and
fazcination in their glimmering depths,
8ir Hilton made an angry movement.
Overbearing, autocratic, Bir Hilton had
nover feared any man in hiz life—unless
it was the moneylender who held mort-
gages on a_ considerable part of his
property. Yet the strange and disturb-
ing feeling was on bim’ that ho was
fearing—what? A boy—a schoolboy—a
disreputable young rascal who did not
respect his betters, who could not even
spenk the King's English correctly. It
'ﬁ.‘_aa .?.Ibhﬂurd! What was the matter with

im

indeod ¥ -

o made & movement to rise from
his. chair, but he did not rise. SBome-
th}ing was coming over him, he knew not
what.

It secemed to him that the steady,
staring oyes dilated and gruw strangely
larger; that stranpe fires burned in their

was tLhe matter with him,

depths., Again he made an effort, and
again he failed. He geemed glued to
his chair.

A smile passed over Crum's face—a
smile so sardonic that it was like a dis-
figurement on a face so youthful.

Crum's hands were moving now,
weaving strango patterns in the air
before the baronct's starting eyes.

“TI'va got you where I want- you, I
reckon ! ﬁri:nned Crum. *“8hut your
eyes, you blinking old codger !

Sir Hilkon closed his eyos,

“Dpen them agin.”

Sir Hilton opened them.

“That'a the styla!” jeered Crum.
“You're & tough old game-bird, you
are: and if youw'd knowed what was

coming, I dessay I wouldn't ’ave got
away with it. But you're fixed now,
you old image you! You'ro inﬁ to do
jest what I tell you! Got &t

“Yes!” whispered Sir Hilton,

It seemed to be some other voice that
had spoken as the I':;lﬁlm baronet sat
and stared at the schoolboy hypnotist.

“You're going to the school in the
morning,” said Crum.

di Y%;l

“'Ave you let ‘he 'Ead know "

“I have télephonad to Dr. Locke to
expect me.”

T3 { o | PR LE ]

3 %::“tn!d im what's 'appened?

“I1 thought you might 'ave,” agroed
Crum. * Mischief-naking old codger,
you are! Ain't youl"

M ¥Yes, Crum.”

Crum chuckled.

“Well, when you call to see the 'Ead
to-morrer you're Emng to tell him that
it was all & mistake.”

‘*?H; ['EI]'.I!."

“You're going to tell "im you're very
pleased with all the fellers you met in
the wood to-day, and specially with
me.

i Y'Eﬂ, Clrum, "

“You're going to tell 'im you was
mistook about rae, and you think I'm a
credit to the schopl, and jest the kind of
¢hap that Greyfriars wanis.”

“¥Yes, Crum.”

“That'l do, old covey. Now, order
the car to take me back to Greyfriars.
I've walked ‘ere, ‘and I ain't welking
back.”

“Yes, Crum.”

8ir Hilton rang the bell.

An astounded butler received the
order for the car to take Master Crum.
back to Greviriars col. In a dazed
statec of mind, the butler transmitted
that order to the chauffeur.

Crum lounged out to the car, & good
many eyes upon him as he went. The
chauffeur touched his cap, eyeing him
oddly.

“Greyiriars Bchool; and get a mmove
on, cocky,” said Crum.

“QOh! Yes, sir! gasped Sir Hilton's
chauffeur.

He got & move on.

Crum alighted at the gates of Groy-
friars, and walked in wﬁistlingu .rﬁ'u
strolled across to the House, and as he
entered, a light touch fell on his
shoulder.

“Waitin’ for you, dear man,” sid
Lord Mauleverer.,

——— amam

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Mauly Chips in!

ORD MAULEVERER linked his

arm in Crum's, and walked him

,i“m“&'-. Crum gave him

& quick, suspicious glance, but

he went without demur. In a window

recess, out of the hearimg of other fel-

lows, his lordship stopped, and rcleased
Crum's arm, :

“Well, what's the blinking trouble?”
inquired Crum, *Looking for a row
with a bloke?™

“Yaas ¥

“Oh!" said Crum. “Well go a cad.
Give it & blinking name !"

“You'vea been playin'
Bunter.,”

Crum started, and then grinned.

“'Ow 'do you know it?"” he asked.

“You've got to chuck it,” said Lord
Mauleverer.

“Uot to " growled Crom.

“Yaas," said his lordshi lacidli?

Crum eyed him, o gm-& cal like &
eheoky, bristling terrier eyeing s placia
St. Bernard.

AWAY

tricks  on
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Crum turned on the sprawling Eirﬂtillt;:q
rash !
The junior’s clenched flst crashed down
on Sir Hilton’s hat, fairly jamming it
down over the bewildered baronet’s head.
“You fathead !™ cried Bob Cherry.
“I'm going to give
howled Crum.

Popper, his face red with rage.

“Come onl™
him beans first ! "

(See Chapter 6.)

“ You buitin' in ¥ he snapped.

e *Ea“ !”‘

“Can't mind your own blooming
business ¥

Lord Mauleverer skilfully concealed a
shudder. That . adjective, which Cruin
used so liberally, had a painful effect
upon his noble nerves. He really won-
dered what a fellow's sense of hearing
could be like, when his own oars wera
not offended by it. He never dreamed
of saving so, however. Lord Maule-
vorcr's manners were polished, and, in
fact, rather unigue in the Lower Fourth
Form of Greyiriars,

“This is my bizney,” he explained.
“7 told you I wouldn't give away your
trickery if you kept off the grass in the
Remove. You're not keepin' off ihe
grass, You've got to let Bunter alone.™

“What does the fat-idiot matter ¥

“MNothin® at =all,"” zaid his lordship
thoughtfully. “I don't see how any
number of Bunters could possibly matter
anythin® at wll.  DBut there's such o
thing as playin' the game.”

Crum snorted.

“I'vo 'eard a lot about playing
game since I come to this 'ere school,”
he said. “Call it playing the gamo to
chip a covey about dropping his h's ¥

“Certainly not!”

“Wall, then, Bunter asked for it, T
= pose ¥

“Yaps. All the same, you musin't

lay these tricks—they're barred in the
ﬂomm‘e. You agrecd to that, you
know, on my undertakin’, on my s%df.-, to
say nothin® about your hypnotism.”

“Wall, Dunter riled me, with his
sneaking rot,” said Crum. “But I don't
mind letting ‘im off, if that’s what you
TTTe T P

the -

-

“Yuas, that's what I mean. Let Lim
off, and leave him alone, and that will
be all serene.”

“It's & go,” grunted Crum surlily.
#1 ain't any objection, fur as that goes.
But “—his eyes glittered—" you'vo got &
nerve talking to mo like this, yon ‘ave!
You know what I could do if T liked.”

Lord Mauleverer shook his head.

“You couldn't bypnotiso me,” he
answered calmly. " You couldn’c hyp-
notise anybody who kpnew what you
were up to, I'm jolly sure of that! Yon
can try it o. if you like,” added his
lordshap cheerily, looking Henry Chris-
topher straight in the eyes.

“0Ohb, rats!” said Crum., “You're a

ucer bird, vou are. All the blokes
think you & silly ass, and yet you're the
only feller here that’s spotted me and
found me out. There's a lot wore in
you than meetz the eye.”

Lord Mauleverer smiled fainily.

“*Why don't you give me away?®”
asked Crum abruptly. “You don’t want
me ‘ere. If the 'Ead koew my father
put. the ’Aucnce on lnm to meke him
fake we in, he'd jolly soon boot me out.
Yourae 2 lord, you are, and I'm a blink-
ing showman., You could get me
shifted out of the school Why don't
vou do it?"

“1 don't want Lo. old bean.”

“Why not, then*"

“Why should I do you an ill turn?"
asked Mauleverer, in surprise. “I've
never willingly dene any fellow an ill
turn, that 1 know of.”

“Fellows of your own class,” sawd

Crum, “*But I ain't vour class. You

look down on me."”
“What vol ™

“Mean lo say you doa't!"” demanded
Crum, staring at him.

“Certainly not! Why should I%”

“Even that fat doffor Bunter does”
said Crum. _

“1 hope you don't imagine that I
have anythin' in commeon with Bunter,”
said Lord Mauleverer, rather stitfly.

Crum nodded thuu%htfullj.

“I g’pose, being a lord, you're above
it, ho said. "It's jumpqd-utp blokes
like that Bunter that go in for snob-
bery. You're a good sort, Mauleverer,
on are! I'll do jest what you want.
i'il sea that ot chump at onco and put
him right, Look 'ere! I know I'm
rough sort of covey beside you. I know
I keop putting my foot in it. If you'd
Ei'm me a tip occasionally, I'd take it

indly.”

“My dear chap,” said Lord Maule-
vorer gently, “I'd be over so willin', if
there was anythin' I could do.”

“I wouldn't be riled, whalever you
was to tell me,” said Crum.

“You wouldn't think it a check "

“No fear!”

Lord Mauleverer paused.

“You

off your chest.”

*Yaas. Bot—"

“No good telling me not to chuck my
h's around,” said Crum. “Whea I
forget to shove 'em in, they get left out
sort of natural., Anything clee?”

“If you really wouldn't mind——"

“Go it.”

“You're quite surei”

“¥Yes, yes.” X s

“Well,” said his Jordslip hesitatingly,

(Continued on page 10.)
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got somuthing un_:,,:ﬁllr mil;_ﬁ“m
now,” said Crum, with a grin. "' Gel it
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(Continued from page 13.)
1"l risk it. If you'd find some other

adjective to use instead of—hem—
blpoming——* ] - 2

“What's the matter with blooming?

" Nothin', really. Only a matter of
form,” said Lord Mauleverer hastily
“Don’t think me impertiment. Fou
asked me, you know."

Crum grinned. - . :

“T'Il take your tip,” he said. “I
don't see anything wrong with bloom-
ing, myzelf, but-I'll be blooming careful
in future."

“That's right, -old bean.”

“You jest tell me if you 'ear me use
the blooming word agin,” said Crum.

“0Oh, begad | You've just used it !"

“My 'at! So I hava! Iit's a hln-n:p-
ing bhabit,” said Crum ruefully. “1'll
try to break it off.  But you know how
blooming hhm:d”it is to break off a
bleoming habit.

“I? n%.ust be,” agreed his lordship.
“ And now, about Bunter—" )

“Oh, I'll set that silly ass right in a
brace of blooming shakes!” said Crum,
and, with a nod to his amiable lordship,
he walked away, le.a.\rm%}.'[.urd Maule-
verer smiling, and doubting whe!;her
Crum's conversation would not continue
to be in a blooming condition.

Crum went up to the Remove passage,
and met Bunter as he came a.wg from
Study No. 14. The Owl of the Remove
blinked at him through his big spec-
tacles, and grinned

“I 'ear you've
fearful row with
said, _

*0Oh, you 'eer that, do you?"” grinned

t the fellows into a
g?r 'Iiton Popper,” he

“They're expecting a 'orrid time to-
morrow, when the old ass comes alon
to complain to the 'Ead,” chuckle
Bunter. * What are you staring at mo
like that for, Crum? What the thump
are you waving your 'ands about under
my nose for, you ass?'.

%unter blinked in amazement at the
schoolboy hypnotist. Crum did not
answer him—he was concentrat: his
strange power on the Owl of the
Remove. The door of Study Neo. 14
opened again, and Harry Wharton &
Co. came along the passage in a cheery
crowd

“Hallo, halle, halla!” chirrnped Bob

Cherry, “You've got back again,
Crum ? Feeling happy about to-
morrow 7" '

“'Appy enough,” answered Crum.
“There ain't going to be sny trouble
tO-MOrrow, fou blokes.™

“I wish I could beliove that,” said
Ha})ﬁg harton.

“Belisve it or not, thero it 12"
answared Crum. "You'll find {to-

morrow that old Popper has taken quite
a fanoy to you lot”

“What the thump do you mean?”

“Jost what I say.”

*Telking out of the back of—your
neck” won't make matters any better,”
sald 'Frank Nugent tartly.

“1 ain't talking out of the back of
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my neck!” grunted Crum. “T knows
what I'ra talking about. I've been over
to zes the old' bloke, and -sguared il
with him,” _
“You'va squarcd it with Sir Hilton
Popper 1" exclaimed Wharton.
“Jest that.” -
. “I'll belisve that when we're let off,”
zaid Bob Cherry. :
“That'll be to-morrow,” said Crum;
and he walked away. :
“The zilly ass is talking out of his
hat,” said Bunter.- “How could he
square it with Sir Hilton Popper !
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry. “THave you been going round
picking up those h's you dropped ¥
"6h, really; Cherry—"
“] knew it was a silly pranR!”
runted Johnny Bull. “He's chucked
ropping them now." -
5 ﬁ‘] really, Bull-—"
“Well, if it was & joke;
if I see it,” said Nugent.
the joke come in, Burter ™ ,
“T.ook here, you fellows, don't ﬁla:'r
the goat!” said Bunter peevishly. “I've
told you I'm fed-up with it. T haven't
dropped an h in my life, and you
jolly *well know it! Go away and eat
coke, the lot of you!” i
And Bunter rolled away, leaving -the
Famous Five staring. Whatever was
the cause of Bunter's mysterious
affliction, evidently he was cured now.
Crum was once more the mﬂf fellow at
Greyfriars who dropped his b's,

I'm blessed
“Where did

' THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Alarming !
HC(}ME in!” snapped Mrz. Quelch,

The master of the Grey-
Hemove was
CT0SS,

He was looking very cross.

His talk with the Head on the sub-
jeck of William George Bunter had
anncyed the Remove master. Rl

Complaints mncernm&tlt;ﬂ boys in his
Form annoyed him. ﬁlmnta from
Sir H{_j{tun Popper specially annoyed
him. He did not like that particular
governor of the school, and had little
patience with the irascible old gentle-
man. At the prezent moment most of
his crossness was concentrated on Billy
Bunter. He had sent for the Owl of
the Remove to come to his study,

That Crum's slovenly pronunciation
might prove ”mtﬂhm?‘ ¥ among care-
less fellows Mr. Quelch knew was pos-
giblo: but he was a firm believer in the
cane as a corrective for such careless.

friars looking

ness. That a fellow might pick up
slovenly ech without being able to
help it, he did not believe for =a

moment. A fellow could help it if he
liked ; and Mr. Quelch was prepared to
help him to help it, with the help of
his cane. . _
The Head had asked him to look into
the matter, as was his duty. Br.
Quelch bad sent for Bunter after tea, to

look into it; and his cane was lying
ready on the table.
If Bunter k's in My

] drnﬁped
Queleh’s henring, Bunter was likely to
hear something drop, so to speak, ﬂim-
self.

The Head had stalod that DBunter
soemed unaware of this curious defect,
and unable to pereeive it or correct it
Mr. Quelch had his own opinion about
that. He was convinced that alter
Bunter had been made to bend over he
would correct his speech on the spot.

Billy  Bunter entered the study
uneasily. He blinked approhensively at
the Remove mastor

Dunter did not know why he had
been sent for. But he naturally ex-
pected  trouble of some sort.  Fven

i B

Bunter could not suppose that ho had
been sent for because his society was
pleasing. :

As for the topic of his aspirates, that
did not enter ﬁis mind at all, Under
the 'fluence he had, s it were, picked
them wup agrin. He had not
rem suspicion that this was what
Mr. Quelch wanted to see him about.

As he came to the Form master's
study he revolved in his fat mind o
series of sins that might have come to
Mr. Quelch’s knowledge—and wondered
which of them it wasz. H's never
cotered his mind at all.

Mr. Quelch fixed his eyes on the [fat
junior. - Not believing for & moment
that Bunter had dropped aspirates un-
conseiously, he was annoyed at being
put to this trouble. He intended to
dictate a sentence full of h's to
Bunter, to repeated by the fai
Junior; and if Bunter dropped a single
one of the h's the cane was to ir
featured in the next scene.

What would have happened had
Bunter been still under the 'duence, and
still dropping aspirates, cannot be said,
No doubt it was fortunats for both
Bunter and Crum that Lord Mauleverer
had chipped in in time.

“Bunter |” rapped out Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir, it—it wasn't me, sirl®
ventured Bunter,

_ That scemed to Bunter a safe open-
ing, whatover 1he accusation was poing
to bae.

“Whatt  What
Bunter **

“I—1 mean, I didn't do it, sir®” said
Bunter.,

“You did not do what "

was not you,

".ﬁ.n}'thin% gir. JI—I wasn't there!”
stammered Buntor.

“Where?" demanded Mr. Quelch,
mystified.

* Anywhere, sir!” gasped Bunter.

“1 do not understand you, Bunter.”

"No, sir. 1 mean, yves, sir! M-may
I go now, sir?” inguired Bunfor ner-
vously.

“Remain where Bunler.
Listen to me.™

“¥Yes, sir!" groaned Bunter.

“You will repeat this sentence after
ma, Bunter—° Henry Herbert Higgins
had & hap‘p:.r holiday.’

Bunter fairly jumped.

He gazed at Mr. Quelch, his little
round eyes bulging in amazement be-
hind his big glasses.

Had Mr. Quelch told him that a pie
had been missed below steirs, Dunter
was prepared to advance the “theory
that it had beoen takgn, dish and all, by
the housekeeper's cat. Had Mr. Quelel
told him that Wingate of the Sixth had
missed a cake from his Eliaudj, Bunter
was ready to suggest that it was one of
those daylight burglars you read about
in the papers. ad Mr. Quelch in-
formed him that Mrs. Mimble, at the
tuckshop, had complained about an
over-due account standing to Master
Bunter's debit, ithe Owl of the Remove
might have attributed it to Lhe good
lady’s imagination, or even to the stoni
which Mrs. Mimbla took, not because
she liked it, but because the doctor
ordered it.

Had Bunter been accused of anfl-lnin :
in fact, he was ready to deal with the
matter with a disregard for veracity as
complete as if he had been speeially
trained for the diplomatio service.

Eut when Mr. Quelch teld him that
Honry Herbert Higging had had a
happy or an wunhappy holiday, or
whether he had had a holiday at all
Bunter wae fairly flabbergasted.

He bLlinked almost dazedly at Me.
Qu-&]ith. :

Fou are,
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“You hcar moe?” snapped the Form me—Horace hung his hat on a hook'in  * lchy 1
master. ' the high hall.” “Quelchy ! shouted the three juniora
“Oh dear!” gasped Bunter. “Yes, “Wha—a—t, sir]” togéther. - ,
i “ Are you deaf 1 “Yes—ha's after me I believe. Hide
“] am waiting.” “ Nunno, sir.” m¢ somewhere I gasped Bunter. “He
- “We-a-waiting, sir?” “ Horace hung his hat on a hook in the may have a knife,
“Yes, walting! ‘Henry Herbert ]IIE]’I- hall I"" thundered Mr. Quelch. “ A—a—a— knifo "
Higginz: had a happy holiday,'” said D—d—did—he, sir?” gasped Bunter. . “¥Yes—or a pistol I”
Mr. Quelch. “You wunderstand, I *I—I daresay he did, sir. o you A pistol!” gpasped Wharton.
presume 7 " mean Coker of the Fifth, sir?” “I shouldn't wonder—you know what
“MNunno, sir! I-—I don't know the " What?" ghricked Mr. Quelch. madmen are!” gasped Bunter.
cha “Horace Coker, sir—1I suppose you * Madmen "
W hat mean Coker, sir, but I—I don't know  “ Yes: he's gone mad.”

=% Never heard of Lim, =ir!” gasped
Bunter, : _

“You utterly obiuse boy!" cxclaimed
Mr. Quelch. “Ido you suppose that I
am telling yon that Henry Herbert
Higzins is & real person?”

unter gazed at him. He did not
suppose 1that Mr. Quelch was telling
him that Henry Herberi Higgins was
an unreal rson. He could
account for Mr. Queleh’s remarks atvall,
oxcept on the supposition that tho
Remove master had gone ocut of his
mind. Inveoluntarily the Owl of the
Remove backed a little farther away as
that alarming thought entered his fat
hrain.

“Repeat the words alter me,” snapped
Mr. Queleh. " Repeat after me—Henry
Herbert Higgins had a happy holiday.”

1t was morely a test of aspirates, Eimﬂ
But he did

Bunter only understoed it.

not understand it,
“Repeat  that

Bunter.™

“Oh, dear! ITenry Flerbert ITiggins
had a happy holiday, sir,” gasped
Runter.

Mr. Quelch bent his head a little, to
listen with deop atiention. Every
aspivato came out quite clearly.

1 thought so!" ana Mr. Quclch.

IIis remark refer to his fixed
opinion  that DBunter ecould pronounce
wspirates if "he liked. To Bunter it
i&amedi tl,h&xt he wafi mgnlrringﬁu hﬂm

a wlidey enjoye Tenry Herbert
IILE."FI;:EHE.I I'IE?bli}kad uﬁ'ﬁs Form mastor
in growing alarm.

“1 thought so—in fact, 1 was certain,”
siiapped Me, Queleh,

“Were you, sir ¥ gasped Bunter.

“Yes. You have dared to delude your
leadmaster—to doceive Dr. Locke ! ox-
vlaimed Mr. Quelch. " ¥You deliberately
gave him a false impression, Bunter.”

*“ I=-] didn’t sir,”’ gasped DBunter. “ I—
| never told the Head anything about
IIenr;,' Herbert Higging, sir.™

“What!"

“On my word, sir!'" stuttered Bunter.
* I—I never heard of him, sir, before you
wentioned ham. I nover spoke of lum to
the Head, siv.”

“ You utterly stupid boy.”

“0Oh, sir! I assurce you—T didn’t know
the chap had bhad a happy holiday, sir,
and I never told the Head ho hadn't,
wir," groaned Bunter. ; '

“ Bilence, you absurd boy! Bless m
ecul, tlis boy's obtuseness 1s past al
snderstanding, ' exelaimed Mr. Quelch.
“ I repeat, Bunter, that you have deluded
vour headmaster on this subject.”

“I—I haven't, sir,” stutternd Bunter,
“1 never :aid a word to Dr. Locke, sir,
about any chap having a holiday——"'

' Bilenee ! You are perfoctly well awava
af the matter to which I am alluding,
Bunter, and these contemptible attempts
at pravarication will not serve you.
will test you once more. Say alter
wip—"

TAfter me ! gospod DBunter.

“Will you bo silent until I have fin-
ihod 7 thundered Mr. Quelch. ™ Stand
where you are, Bunter! What do you
-wan by hacking away towards the door
while T am spraking to von? Bay ulter

sentened  abt onoee,

not

anything about his hat, sir."

' BHHFEI lu i

“It—it wasn't my fault if he hung it
up in the hall, sir,” pleaded Bunter. “I
-] can't help what Coker does, sir.”

It was too much for Mr. Quelch. With
a glare like a basilisk, he jumped up and
grasped his cana.

£k lllltﬂl."—'—‘"

" ¥Yarocooooh 1"

Fully convinced now that hiz Form
master had gone mad, Billy Bunter tore
open the door, and

“Who has?" roarcd Nugent.

e %uelch:r P

“You fat chump!™

L -8 a hatter,” gurgled Bunter.
“I tell you, I've been frightencd out of
my ‘wits! Think of ma, alone in his
gtudy, and C%uﬁl-nhy suddenly going mad !
Oh,, J{:arl say vou fellows, where can
I hide? If he's after me, he may havo
a chopper or something.”

“¥ou frabjous, footling

[oozling
(Contmued overl m}”.}

fairly leaped into
the passage. .
“Bunter!” cried

Mr. Quelch.

Like the ancient
ladiator, Bunter
ieard but he heeded
not. As fast as his
fat little. legs would
carry him, he flew
down the passage—
leaving Mr. Quelch
standing staring at
the open doorway,
the cane In  his
hand, and an ex-
pression of petrified
amazement on  his
face,

THE ELEVENTH
CHAPTER.

' Dangerous !

14 E'S mad!"
H gasped
Bunter,
dF Dau s
ous! Help! ide
moa! He may be
after me this minuto !
Hni!f g
arry Wharton,
Frank Nugent, and
Henry Christopher
Crum stared
blankly at the fat
jumior, - :
The threa were 11
Study Mo, 1,. Whar-
ton and Nugenk |
beginning prep, and
Crum cngaged upon

ATHLETES
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a paper set him by
Mr. Quelch. Bunter
boalled into  the

study like a fat
rabbit into a
burrow.
Paorspiration  be-
dewed his fat face,
and his eyes seemed
almost . bulging
through hiz specta-
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“Keo him off,
vou fellows.™
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chump !” exclaimed the captain of the
Remove. “ What do you mean, if you
mean anything?"

Bunter did not answer. His head was
bent at the' door, listening with painful
intensity.

“I—I believe I can hear him coming,”
ha whispered. * Creeping along, you
kn&w%t&nlthd}'—hke a madman, ]?l:l-l.l.
know. Suppose he's got a chopper?
Supposc ho's got a poker? Where can
o chap hide ?” _

Hiding-places for frightened 'juniors
were not provided in' junior studies ot
Greviviars, DBunter blinked round des-
pairingly : and finally plunged under the
study table. From, bannath that article of
furniture, his voice came in thriling
tones.

“Daon't tell h].m I'm here! I say yon
fellows, keep it dark! He's dangamus!
1 just escapéd with my life.”

‘Well this. beats lt, " gaid Frank
Nugent. * What on earth 1s the fat idiot
bur liﬂg about ¥ ‘What has happened,
Buntoy 7"

“HKeep an eye on the door,” said
Bunter. * Detter take the poker to him
if he comes in.’

“ Tako the poker to our Form-master !
sivid Whaﬂ:ml, duzedly.

pod

“He's mad, you know, You'rs allowed -

to brain, a maniac, if he goes for you
with & chopper or mmathmg,” gasped
Bunter. * Very likﬂlﬁrehe s got a chopper.
Ha sprang at me like a tiger. I nipped
out of his study just in tlma fo escapo
his clutches.”

“ Bomebod '5 mad, I think,” grinned
Crum. *“I it's Bunter."

“Oh, 1'-‘.=allj', rum-u-—”

“Lﬂmn aut from under that table, Fou
i'rah ous ass,” exclaimed Wharton,

o fear! He may pap in an mmutm
I s::,jy, Tou fellu::wa& stand I:-:.f a chap ! He's

your know—ravi ITIE

Wharton stared at the f{at Hhgure
crouching under the table. He- was
utterly mystified.

“What has happe:m-d you chumg;
he asked. “"Have you e:n to soo
fueleh 2

“¥es,” groaned Bunter. “Of course,
I didn't know he'd gone mad then, or L
wouldn't have gbne. Oh, dear! He
heq;an. to babble—"

Babhble 7"
*Vos, like & lunatic, you know, as soon
3 I got into the room. Babbling of all
surta of gqueer things.”

“Well, what did he say? asked the
amazed captain of the Remove.

“You'd hardly believe it, not having
seen him,” said Bunter. 'I‘lrat. of all ko
told me that a fellow named Higgins
had had a happy holiday.”

“What? velled the juniors.

“"He did!" gasped Bunter.
very words.”

“Well, my hat!”

“Thcn he made me say it alter him,
ag if it wers a lesson, you know, made
me say t}mt. thu.t -chn.p, Higgins, whoever
he iz, had had a happy he 'T1 day. What
do-you think of that?”

The three juniors in Study No. 1 did
not state what they thought of it
I};‘xd&fd they did not know what fo
think

“Then he sard that-I'd deceived the
Head about'this chap Higgins,” went on
Bunter, *I told him I'd never spoken
to the Head about Higrins, and he grew
excited—just like a lunatic, you know.
Glared at meo like & tiger.”

“Oh cruymbs !

“Then he began talking about Coker
of the Filth!” breathed Bunter.

*Cokoer ofthe Fifth?”

*Yes—spoke of him as Horace, too.
Form masters never speak of fellows
by +their front names, like thoy do iIn

THE Maigxer Linrary,—No. 1,051.

"Thoze

- gsked  Wharten,

a girls’ school, you know—but Quelchy
did—he called him Horace.”

“Cireat pip!”

*He said that Cloker of the Fifth had
hung his hat up in the hall,” continued
Bunter. *“Nothing .to do with me if he
did! I told Quelchy so, and he sprang
s ﬂén ! d Wh

“Bprang at you!" pazpe arton.

" Llilm- 8 tiger!™

£ I':Ihaw jrr

There was a foolstep in the Remove
passage; and -Bunter gave a squoal of
terror.

“1 say, vou fellows, keap him off.”

The- study door opened. Peter Todd
looked in, with a puzzled expreszion on
his face. Bunter, crouching under the
table, making himself as amnll as
possible, scarcely breathed.

“You ' fellows seen nnv.t.l:l:lmr of
Bunter ?”  asked Toddy.  “Quelchy
wants him. * He's come up to my study
after him.”

“Anything the matter with Quelchy?”
without answering
Peter's question.

“Well, he locks rather wild,” said
Petor. ' Bunter seems-té have got his
rag out. - Looks in a rare bato.

“Not potty 7" asked Nugont.

“Eh? What?” Peter stared at him.
“Not, mnore than usual, that 1 noticed.
But in a frightful wax. He wants
Bunter, and waniz him bad."”

“Oh dear! I say, vou Fellows, keep
him off."

Pater Todd juraped, as that plea pro-

ed from undér the study tablé. Tt
ml.her startled: Taddy.

“Is'Bunter here, then he exclaimed.

“Ow! No!"” howled Bunter. “I'm
not here~—I méan, don't let that lunatic
kuow I'm here. Be a pal, Toddy—keop
him off. Look out for his knife!”

“Hisx what?” yelled Peter,

“ Knifo!"

“Is Bunter mad " .Btul:tﬁrﬂd Tﬂrddlr

“He says Quelchy is” said Harry,
“Blessed if I can make head or Lail of
it. - From what he says, Quelchy must
hava heen tail-l:mg' jolly queerly, at loast.
I can't make it out.”

There was a footstep in the passage
behind Toddy.

“Podd! 'Have you found Buntep?”
Without waiting for an answer to ‘his
question, Mr. n.%uﬁlnh pushed Poter aside
and looked i tudy No. 1. “Wharton !
Have you seen Bunter? T faar that
there is something wrong with the bo
ho has acted very strangely—I fear tI:at,
ho requires medical attention. Can you
tell rite where Bunter 137 'T must find
lnm lmmadlamlp"

* Bloss my soul! What—who—where
—— . Bless my soul, the boy is under
th::u :;.}ahllu! Bunter, oome out ak once !

E w ..FJ

“ Do you hear me, Bunter " thundered
Mr, velch.” “Emerge from your
hiding-place at once, Bunter! 1 com-
mend you to emerge !

Mr. auﬁlﬂ].'l commanded in' vain.

Billy Bunter did not emerge.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Neot a Lunatic !

b BUHTEH!"
Oy 1
ki Eu (kL

" E{:E..-p him, off ["

o Upnu my word ! said Alr. Gueleh.
“This is too much! The boy must be ill
-—mentally afﬁml‘ad I fear, 'That would
account for the ahsurd prank he played
upon the Head, in affecting to be unable
to pronounce the aspirate. Bunter, calm
vouieself,”

“0Oh dear!®

Cdiately.

' “Buntm, calm yourself :
He tugged. Bunter héld on like grim

“¥You will be taken care of, Bunter
A doctor will be telephoned for imme-
Emorge ™
Btill Bunter did not emerge. Not for

worlds would he have emerged. Mr.

Quelch seemed calm now, certainly: but
Bunter was not at all auured t he
might not break out again . a.t m:n
moment, neither did he feel sure that
Mr., Quah:h hadn't & knife or a chopper
hldden under hig scholastic gown.
“Emerge at onece, Bunter!” rapped

out Mr. Quelch.
0w eap-off I
Mr. Quelch, under the wondering

starec of Btudy No. .1, stooped, and
read'le:cl under the table fﬂr Bunter.
“Yaroooh |
Bunter yelled in panic ns his fat
lmlt!a was gru.spud and Mr. ‘Quelch
a-.n to j:ru :
E held on to the leg of the table. -
Mr. Quelch pulled, and Bunter held
on; and the table began to rock.
“Leggo!” shricked Bunter. “T won't
boe  murdered! Yaroooh ! Hcelp!
Murder!- Fire! Police! Help!”
“The ‘unfortunnte boy seems quiin
insane,” sjaculated - Mr. Qualeh.
'E-ﬂm'ﬂ j2¥

death. Mr. Quelch exerted = his
strength, and Bunter clung to the tablo
legﬂmu a limpét-to & rock. |

ethingz had to- nm It was the table
that - wont,

Crash t, .

Bunter came out like & fat winklo
out of a shell, bringing the table log
with him, and naturally up-ending the
table in the process.  Over went the
table, scl.tl:armg books ‘arid- papers and
inkpot and pens far and wide,

"U'i:l crumbs ! ejactulated Nugent.

H]EI pt"” rmrei:i: B&nm‘;‘. -I! o

" Bless my sou and up, . Bunter!”

Ba Bped MFr., Quelcl

unter stood ' ul:r—-—aa soon as his fat
enkle was released. He made a frantic
Jm}lﬁ to get behind Wharton.

“Keop off 1" he velled, I tell you 1
won't be murdered! I'm not going lo
be murdered by a raving maniac!
Yaroooh!"

“8hut  up, you smlly owl,” breathed

Wharton,
“Shan't! Feep him off! Call the
Call all the fellows! Seize

Head |
him'!™
Mr Quelch gazed at Bunter. '
Have you goj's seen Bunter lile this
hefore ™ he ga.sped

“Nunno, sir,” stammered Wharton.
 Ho—ho—he secms to be—be frightencd
sbout something, sir.”

“It has come on very suddenl; ;_!.r ' suifl
Quelch aghast, *“The poor boy's brain
soems to have fa.ﬂud him all of a
sudden, and entirely.”

“0Oh!” gasped the juniors,

“Keep him off,” breathed Bunter,
keaping careful I behind the captain of
tho Remove. ind heé doesn't spring
at vou! Madman always think other
chaps are mad, you know !  Look out for
his chopper—I believe he's got & chopper
under his gown! (et hold of the poker.
Nugent "

“Bunter scems—scems afraid of you,
sir,” stammered Wharton. “He—he—ha
thinks vou've gone mad, sir, for some
reagson.”

“I noticed that he was very strange
in his manner when ho.entered my study
a short time ago,” said BMr. Quelch.
“Ha spoke in a very disconnected way.
stating that he had dene nothing, and
had not been anywhero—most odil state-
ments. Then, when I gave him an
exoercise to repeat, to test 18 pmnunﬂm
tion of aspirates, he developod excite
ment—and finally flew from my study.
It i3 oxtraordinary that he had never
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out of his mind.
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I

shown any symptom before of this con-
plete mentnl breakdown.”

Wharton startec.

*"You—you gave him an exercise in
aspirates, sie?”

“Yos; a sentonce to ropeat—in fact,
two szentences,” sald Mr. Quelch.
“Fhinking that he was affecting not to
understand me, I was abhout to cane him,
when he fHed “from my study in a
positively frantic manner.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" velled Wharton.

“What—whal? This iz not a laugh-
ing matter, Wharton!” thundered Mr.
Queleh, *How dare yon, siri™

“Ha, ha—1 mcan, sorry, sic!” gaspoed
Wharton. “ Bunter misunderstood you.
sir! He's the biggest ass in the Form.
sir!  He—he—he thought you were
wandering in your mind, sir—"

“Nonsensc '

“Bo he was!” yelled Dunter.
Fold me a cha
a holiday, EDE
him."

Dy “Ha
named Higgins had had
told e to szay it after

“He told me Coker of the Fifth had
hung his hat in the hall,” gasped
Bunter. *Then he was jumping at mo
simply beeauso I said Ilmu]dtl*t- halp
what Cokuer did, Oh dear!”

“Ha, hg, bal™

“Bilence ! hoomed Mr. Quelch, in

ab wrall, " How dare yon laugh!

s it possible—is it barcly possible—thut
this absurd boy i3 so wtlerly stupid as
he affcets to bo? 1 made no meniion
of Coker of the Fifth Form, Bunter!”

“You did!” shricked DBunter. * You
called him Horace.”

“Bless my soul! The boy is mot in-
sane, but lus stupidity is really alarm-
ing! DBunfer—=

“Keep off 1

“Listen to me, yon obtuse, stupid
boy!" roarcd Mr. Queleii: T sent for

“ Repeat this sentence after me, Bunter : -* Honry Herberi Higgins had
a happy holiday.’ ”* The Owl of the Remove fairly jumped. He gazed
at Mr. Queleh as though he feared the master of the Remove had gone
“*Oh dear ! ** he gasped. (See Chapter 10.)

|

you because you affected, in the Head's
prosence, to unable-to pronounce the
aspirate.’ I geve you an execrcise obn
aspirates to repeat, to test you. Cannot
you understand ¥

“"Ha, ha, ha!"

‘FEEIEHW !."J

“I didn't—I raver did—I wasn't!"
gasped Bunter. It was a joko of these
fellows making out that I dropped
h's, and I'd forgotten all about it. Oh
dear! I—I thought you'd gone mad,
sir—""

“"How dare you!l!"

“"0Oh dearl” _ i

Even upon Bunter’'s stodgy brain it
was dawning that there had been a mis-
apprehension, and that his Form master
was not, after all, mad.

“ Evidently. this im:rm.'lihli obtuse oy
misunderstood me,” soid Mr. Quelch,
broathing hard. “I will be more ex-
plicit, Bunter. Dr. Locke informed mo
that you had imitated the slovenly pro.
nunciation of this bey Crum, and re-

-guested me to look into the matter.™

“Oh!" gasped Bunter.

“'That is why I ordered you to repoat
o sentence in which most of tho wards
began with an asvirate.”

8 Gh E“

“ Do yon understand now "

“0Oh! ¥Yes! I=I thought you were
palmy, sir!”

“What!"” .

“[—-1 menn potty, sir—that iz to say,
dotty—I mean, mad, sir!"

Mr. Quelch breathed hard and deep.
The Removites dared not laugh again;
ithe expression on Mr., Quelch's face id

not encourage merriment.  But  they
had hard work 1o contrel thewr
emotions.

“Bunter, I will oxcuse your stupid
misupprohension, on the ground that
you aro the most obtuse boy in the

.

S

o

—

Stupidity such os yours amounis

sehool.
to a discase, I fear! Come out t'rqm

behind Wharton at once!”

“If—if you don't mind, =ir
rather stay herel" stammered

" {bey me at once |”

Bunter still hesitated, and Whartan
grasped his fai shoulder and slung him
towards Mr. Quoleh.

* Now, DBunter, say after me Henry
Herbert Higgins had a happy holiday.”

Even Wiﬁinm George Dunter umnder-
stood now. His fat intellect worked
slowly. Still, it worked.

“Henry Herbert Higgins had a bappy
holiday }” mumbled Bunter.

Crum grinned. He was glad that fe
had taken the 'Auence off now. .

“Horace hung up his hat on 2 hook in
the high hall!™ smapped Mr. Queleh, .

“Ves, sir.”

““Repcat the words!” rumbled Mpr,
Queleh.

“{dh1 Horace ]mnf;
hook in the high hall!” mumbled Billy

Bunter.

“Precisely!” Mr.  Quelch's  eyes
glinted. “{’nu have prouounced cvory
*h?* without difﬁeull‘a}', Bunter, Ewi-
dently you were deluding the Head. 1
shall not punish you for your stupidity,
Buntor—that wmﬁd be unjust.™

“0Oh, thank you, sir!” gasped Buntoer.

“*But I shall punish you for deluding
yvour headmastor.™

i ﬂw 1?'

“Fortunately, I Thave Dbronght my
cano with me,” said Mr. Quelch, taking
it from under hiz arm. ‘ _

Bunter did not sce anything lortunate
i that circumstance,

“Bend over that chair, Bunter!™

“Oh dearl”

William George Bunter slowly and
rcluctantly bent over the chuir. M
Quelch proceeded to feature thoe cane.

THe MagxeT L1BRARY.—XNo. 1,051,
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up his hat on o



Whack, whack, whack!

“Yow-ow-ow 1" -

“1 think that will deo,” said M.
Quelch. i
For once Bill
agreement with
thought so, too.

My, Quelch tucked his cano under his
arm aguin, frowned at the juniore—pro-
bably guessing that they were only re-
streining . their mirth with great diffi-
culty until he had gone—and walked
out of the study.

Harry Wharton closed tha door aflter
hirn. ‘Then there was a yell.

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Oh dear!™ gasped Nugent.
ha, ha!™

*Ha, bha, ha!® .

Study No. 1 rang with merriment.
Billy Binter groaned deeply; the enter-
taining side of the matter was quite lost
on him. DBut his groans were drowned
by tﬁa peals of laughter.

“Ha, ha, hal™

“Ha, ha, ha! Oh, my hatt"

The study door suddenly reopened. A

im fmce looked in: gu:idan silence
ell on the study. .

“May I inguire "—Mr. Quelch’s voice
was like ice and steel mixed—"may 1
inquire the cause of thiz unseemly
merriment 1

Mr. QLtmlch pauged, like Brutus, for a
reply. Like Brutus, he did not get one.
The juniors stood dumb. The sudden
reappesarance of Mr. Quelch had upon
them rether the effect of the grisly
figure that drew Priam's curtains at

Bunter was in full
is Form master. e

' HI]-,

dead of niﬁht. . .

*“What has *just occurred 18 not a
matter for merrimént,” Mr. Quelch
procecded.

His' pupils did not agree with him
there. But they did not say so., From
of old they knew that Mr. Quelch had
to be given his head,

*“Wharton, you are head boy of the
Remove! Have you any explanation 1o
uﬁsr-?" inquired Mr. Quelch,

Nunno, sir! We—we—we were just
—ijust laughing [*' stammered Harry.

“No doubt! A more serious mood
would ba more #tting!” said Mr

deleh. *“It is my duty to make that
clear to you, Wharton. Hold out your
hand [

Swish !

g 1

Mr. Quelch tucked his cane under his
arm once more, and once more de-
parted. The juniors in the study waited
till they were sure that he was at a
safe distance bofore they laughed again.
As for Wharton. he did not want {o
laugh sny more. He was as sorious as
Bunter now.

NS R

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Sword of Damocles !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. did
not look their brightest the fol-
lowing morning.
That morning, they knew,
S8ir Hilton FPopper would call ab the
school.

Thers was ne doubt about that.

They had no doubt that the ol
baronet had already let tho Head know
of the terrific outrage that had occourred
in the Court woods. They had no doubt
that he had warned Dr. Locke of his
fortheoming call, npon s matter of un-
usual seriousnoss.

It was an awfnl prospect.

Tha juniors had handled the baronet.
There was no denying it. They had
laid hands on him-—hard, too! True, he
had been thrashing a Greyfriars fellow,
but the Head was sure to see at & glance
that Sir Hilton would not have been
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thrashing Crum, had not Crum been
on his land. True again, it was a public
right-of-way aecross the Court woods
from the river. But, on account of thn
dispute, the Head had placed that path
out of bounds, Could the jumors deny
that they had been out of bounds? Evi-
deontl t{my couldn't. The whole affair
was their own fault.

There was the rub!

A governor of the school had been
bumped over in his own grounds, and
the bumpers had practically nothing at
all to say in their own defence,
© "Veon sge, it was our own fault!”
Bob Cherry remarked ruefully, ss the
Famous Five strolled in the qrum.'l after
breakfast, “We asked for it!”

“Tha asldfulness was terrific!” agreed
Hurrco Jamsct Bam Singh. *“ We ought
not to have transgressed the esteemed
boundfulness I

“Tt would bave been all right if that
fool Crum had bean civil to that other
fool Popper 1" growled Johnny Bull.

“That's s0,” agreed Wharton. * But
he wasn't. Perhaps we ought to have
let old Popper thrash him! But he was
laying it on too thick!™ =

“We had to stand by Crum,” said
Bob Cherry decidedly. “He was one of
us for the afternoon, and we had to
see_him through.- But he's landed us in
a fearful- row, and no mistake about
that [

¥ Flogging, muttered
Nugent. ;

harton made a grimace. _

“1 only hope we shall get off with a
flogging all round ! he said.

““Oh, my hat!”

The outlook wae serious enough. All
the RBomove knew that it was serious.
Frionds sympathised; others fellows
seemed amused. Skinner said how
sorry he would be to see five fellows
sacked sll at once, but he did not look
vory sorry; he looked quite amused.
Bilf;r Bunter told the captain of t
Remove that he was going to have
Study No. l—when Wharton and
Nugent and Crum wera gone. DBunter
seemed to take it for granted that they
wWere going.

Indecd, the serious view taken by the
other fellows made the Famous Five
realise, much rhore clearly than on the
previous day, what an extremely grave
gtate of affairs it was.

Bumping over. a governor of the school
might be a delightful dream for happy
moments, but actually doing it was
something awful—quite outside all
known limits.

Indeed, now that they pondered over
it, the Famous Five hardly knew how
they had found the nerve to do it at all.

in the quad they caught a ghmpse of
the Head coming away irom the chapel,
and Dr. Locke glanced in their direc-
tion,

He did not speak or beckon to them,
but his glance was enough. He had
heard from Sir Hilton Poppor,

He was leaving the matter over till
the baronet called. That was all. His
gplance showed how gfave it was.

They had seen the same expression on
Mr. Quelch’'s face at the breakfast-
table. Mr. Queleh knew, and was
taking a frightfully seriocus view of it.
In fact,sall the school knew, and every
ona took o szerious view. Wingate of
the Sixth gave the chums a commiserat-
ing glance; Loder of the Sixth gave
thom a sardonic grin: Temple of the
Fourth asked them what train they were
catching, with a clleer;f smile. It was
some satisfaction to sit Temple down in
tha deepest and muddiest puddle that
could be found at short notice, but the
satisfaction was slight.

Ag for Crum’s assurance that it was
“All right,” and that he had " squared ™

at least!™

SEEN THIS WEEK'S BUMPER NUMBER OF THE " PUPULAR"?

it with Bir Hilton Popper, the-.chums of
the Hemove did not -heed that at all.
It was so cobviously impossible, s0 far
a3 they could see, that they put it down
to sheer nonsensical brag.

It was not a happy morning to the

ha{)lesa delingquents.

‘hey wished that the ireful baronet
would coine along and get it over, so
that they would know the worst. But

the lord of Popper Court seemed in oo
hurry. He hmf not arrived at Grey-
friars when the bell rang for classes,
and the Famous Five went into the
Form-room with the rest of the Remove,

All eyes turned on them in the Form-

FOiI,

Mr. Quelch gave them & grim lock,
but did not speak to them. He, like
the Head, was leaving the matter over
till Sir Hilton ahwldg call and lay his
formal complaint. Skinner smiled &t
the chums of the Remove, the cheery
smile that usually  haunted Skinner's
face when other fellows were in trouble,

“You chape not gone yet?!" he in-
quired, as if in surprise,

“Oh, shut up, you rotter!” growled
Bob Cherry.

“ Choese cad !
Johnny Bull.

“I 5By,  you follows,"”.
Bunter, * do you think
flogged as well as
sacked 1

The next moment a wild yell rang
through the Remove Form-room. .

* Yaroooooh !

Mr. Quelch stared round angrily.

“ Bunter, what——"

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow I"

“How dare you, Bunter !”

“Yow-wow! Bome beast stamped on
my foot!” wailed Billy Bunter. “Ow!

ow! I'm hurt! Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow ]
Oh, you beast, Toddy !

"’lfudd, did you tread on DBunter's
foot "

"'H-Em-—-g'es, sir "

" Take fifty lines for your clumsiness !
Silence, Bunter 1

Peter Todd had not been clumsy; he
had stamped on Bunter’s foot with
malice aforethought. The expression of
“nﬁumh on DBunter’s face made Peter
feel that it was worth fifty lines.
Bkinner drew his feet hastily away from
the vicinity of Peter. He suspccted that
Toddy was going to be clumsy again.
But like the ancient mariners who
cscaped Scylla to fall into the perils of
Charybdis, Skinner escaped Peter's
stamp, only just in time to receive a
hack on the shin from Squiff.

Skinner gave & howl.

it, you grunted

murmured
on will be
sacked, or just

“Bless my soul! Bkinner——"

“Ow! Field hacked my shin!"
howled Bkinner.

“Field, take fifty lines! BSilence in

the class!" hooted Mr.

Any other fellow who had felt dis-
posed to chip the amous Five on the
subject of their misfortunes decided to
hold his peace., Most of the Remove
considered that it was no subject for
chipping.

In first lesson that morning there
were five clouded faces in the ﬁemuuu.
Crum, who was equally *booked ™ with
the Fameous Five, if not more so, looke:d
as conl and contentod as vwsual, and avi-
dently had no appreohensions whatever.

Looking at Crum, the Co. wondered
whether, after all, there might ba
something in  his boast that ﬁe had
“squared * it with Sir Hilton,

rtainly he did not seom apprehon-
sive in the very least

But how was it possible ?

Lord Maploverer could have told
them . had he known what was in their
minds. Crum eould have told them,
but he was kﬂﬂ;}ling his strango sccret
sery carefnlly. They decided that there

Quelch.
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eould not possibly be anything in it;

yot they could not understand the

Ehtiuus confidence of Henry Christopher
runi.

First and second lessap elapsed, and
there was no summons for the Famous
Five to repair to the Head's study. 8ir
Hilton had not called yet. The Remove
were dismissed for morning break, and
still nothing had hapnened, and the
sword of Damocles was still suspended
over the heads of the chums of the
Remave,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Unexpecied !

ORACE COEKER of the Fifth
Form grinned as he spotted five
thoughtful-looking _Ezun'lvm'a in
the quadrangle. Coker of the

Fifth- bore down on them, the grin still
on his rugged features.

“For it—what?” he asked agreeably.

Five separate and distinet glares were
turned on Horace Coker. Harry
Wharton & Co. were not in & mood for
nnﬁ of Coker's “rot.”

very hour that had elapsed had

added to and intensified the trouble an
their youthful minds. Every fellow who
mentioned the matter seemed to take it
for granted thet they were going to be
sacked. It was not consoling or comfort-
ing. The topic was painful, even from
sympathetic friends. From Horace
it was intolerable, .

“What did you ux]!:mnl:?" queried
Coker. “From what hear, you've
assaulted a governor of the school—
thumped him! Is it truc that you gave

8ir Hilton Popper a black eye?”
“No, it isn't, you silly chimp!”
sna Bab Cherry.
”I{:‘lt you bumped him over in his own
ark :
P Yeos, and serve him right
“Well, my hat,” said Coker, "1

slway: knew you were a cheeky gang
of young rascals, but that's the limit—
the absolute giddy limit! You'll be
bumping over the head next, I suppose,
if you're allowed to stay at Greyiriars [”

“We shall be bumping over a silly
a5 if he doesn’'t shut ur and sheer
off I" growled Johnny Bull.
"Don't be cheeky, Bull! I don’t
want to thrash you, considering what
you've got coming,” said Coker mag-
nanimously. “You'll be sacked, of
course. I suppose the Head's waiting
for old Popper to blow in before he
bunks d}-ﬂu. 'mn rather sorry,  Still, you
can't deny that vou're the cheekiost fags

at Greylriars. You've checked me more Baoh

n once,”

Harry Wharton & Co, exchanged &
glance, and then started on Coker.,

If they were really goin
from the school they would never have
a chanco of rat.igmg Coker of the Fifth
:ga.in; and the present opportumity,
therofore, was not to be lost. ker had
spocially come up and asked for it, and
the Famous Five proceéded to give
Coker what he had asked for.

There was s roar from Colker as he
went down, sprawling, under five exas-
peraled jumiors.

He struggled wildly.

“ive im jip!” growled Bob Cherry.

“The jipfulness is terrific!™

“Rag the silly ass!™

“Yarooogh!” roared Coker.
Gerroff | I'll smash you!
ulanfl}t.er youl Ow! XMy nosel
ttl{ mt!  Yooop!”

follows gathercd round in o langhing
erowd] to watch Coker of the Fifth going
thron gh it. S8ome Remove fellows kindly
lent » hand. Coker, i a dizzy state,
hardly knowing whether he was on his

“lLeggo!
'l jolly well
Oh,

to be sacked b

L T,

" THE BOUNDER’S FEUD!

Herbert Vernon Smith,
better known as the
Bounder of Greyfriars,
doesn't like YOUng Crum
of the Remove, and makes
no bones about telling
him so. What's more, the
Bounder, in his pigheaded -
way, 1s convinced that

rum has come between Ji#
him and Lord Mauleverer. §.0%
Once Smithy allows that B
thﬁug]‘lt to take root, all §
that 15 evil in him comes
to the surface. Crum has Ji2
got to be taught a lesson §%
—a  lasting  lesson — ¥
Emlth]r 1s  determined §
upon that. Read how the
Bounder sets out to do
this in next week's grand
story, entitled :

“THE NEW BOY'S|
ENEMY !

By Frank Richards.

Order your MAGNET ﬂ
to-day, boys ! g

the next, struggled and roared and bel-
lowed. In the midst of the excitcment,
Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth, came
rolling up.

e at is thie?” exclaimed Mr. Prout.
“Cease this at once. At ones, do you

hear 1%

Mr. Prout stared almost in horror at
Coker, when that youth was relcascd.
Cokor seemed to consist chicfly of mud
and dust and a powerful voice.

“Coker! Silence! Go and make

oursclf tidy, sir! As for you Remove

oys,” boomed Mr. Prout, “this 13 1
keeping with the rest of your conduct. I
understand that vou have assaulted a
governor of the school !

“ Do you, sir?" asked Bob Cherry.
“1 do!” boomed Mr. Prout.

“Well, my hat! Fancy Mr. Prout un-
derstanding anything, you fellows ! said

“What?" roared Mr. Prout, purplo
with wrath. “ Upon my word! ou
are impudent, Cherry! Noubtless
coanse you are awave that vou are
about to bo expelled from the school
A very proper mgasure, in my opinian—
a vory praper moeasure indeed ™

And Mr. Prout stalked wratlhifully
E“rﬂ}r.

“YWou fellows are nsking for it, and
no mistake,” remarked the Bounder,
“Haven't you got enough on land
already "

“May as well be hung for & sheep as
a lamhb,” said Bob. * Let's o and rag
Loder of the Sixth, you men. If we've
going to be bunked, we may as well give
Loder what we owe him first.”

“We'll wait till we're suro we're going
to be bunked,” said Harry Wharton,
laughing. :

“No doubt abont that,” seid Skinner.
" And I must say that there will be a lot
of dry eves at Greyfriars when you go.
Hero, keep off, you rotters! Yaroooh!
Yooop! Yow-wow.ow!"

And there were wild yells as Skinner

head or his heels, or in this world or suffercd for his sins.

" Hallo, hallo, hallo!™ exelaimed Bob
Eh?jrf’? suddenly. “ Here comes the old
ir

“'Ere he comez ! grinned Cram.

The tall, angular figure of Sir Hilton
Popper had appeared in the offing. He
glanced at the crowd of juniors as ne
stalked towards the House,

They capped him. A governor of the
school had to be capped. Crum kept his
hands in his pockets and grinned im-
pudently. His eyes were fixed on Sirv
Hilton Popper, with a very curious
expression in them.

ir Hilton pauscd, and came over
towards the gronp. He came slowly,
with & aIightFF ﬁ-erpie:ed cxpression on
his face as if he did not quite know
himself the reason of his own action.

“Good-morning, boys!” he said.

“0Oh, good-morning, sir!” gasped
Wharton.

“I think I met you in my woods yes
terday, Wharton ?” said the baromet, in
a genial tone.

“VYos, sir,” stultered the caplain of
the Remove.

“1 trust yvou had a pleasant walk
there 7 Eﬂ.i{{ Sir Hilton Fopper.

Wharton gazed at him blankls.

If the stone dryad that adorned the
fountain in the quadrangle had stepped
down from its stono pedesial and made
that remark Wharton could scarcely
have been more astonished.

“T have called to speak to your head-
master about vou,” went on Sir Hilton,
as Wharton did not answer,

Wharlon really could not answer. The
baronet had iaken his breath away.

All eyes wore fixed on the lord of
Popper Court. MNever had the Remove
fellows been so astounded.

Te the best of their recolleclion, they
had never scen Sir Hillon in & genial
tempor before. Now he was more thaa
geniel.  His crusty face was amﬂ_lnﬁ-—
breaking up into a million wrinkles
under the unaccustomed relaxation.
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“I am going to tell Dr. Locke what F
think of his boys,” rcsumed the baronet.
“ A splendid set of lads, 1n my opinion—
a credit to my old school.”

“Ok, sir!” gasped Wharton.

“I have the honour to be a governor
of this school,” went on B8ir Hilton
Popper. “I am proud of it, chiefly on
account of the Remove boys—the finest
get of lads I have ever scen!”

# Oh, my hat!" —

“I shall tell Dr. Locke so,” said Sir
Hilton. “1 am very pleased with you
and your friends, Wharton—very pleased
indead I )

“ Are vou, sir " gasped the captain of
the Remove, wondering whether he was
droaming this.

. l‘.":srtmaginl . Very pleased indecd,”
said Sir Hilton. “You are a credit to
the school, Wharton.”

“Oh! Yes. Oh'

Crum lounged forward.

“ Pleased with me, too, sir "
with & cheeky grin.

Air Hilton pazed at him. He scemed

he asked,

perplexed for & moment, as if seeking
to gather his thoughts,. Then he
nodded.

* Perfectly, Crum,” he answered.

“Think I'm & blooming credit to the
school, sir?"

The juniors waited 1in breathless
amazement for Sir Hilton's reply. They
were still more amazed when it eame.

“Undoubtedly. I am glad to scoe you
at Greyfriars, Crum. regard your
presence here as a distinction to the
school.”

“'Har, 'ear!” said Crum,

Sir Hilton, raising his
turned and walked awa
Ho left the juniors dum
menlt.

inning.
at sli %rtl}',
to the House.
with astonish-

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER !
Sir Hilton Popper Astonishes the Natives
ik R. QUELCH!™
“" You will kindly remain,”
said the Head.

“Certainly, sir”

I, Locke was glancing from his study
window.

From that window he had & view of
the angular figure of the lord of Popper
Court approaching the House with long
strides.

The Head was worried and perturbed.
Mo interview with 8ir Hilion Popper
cver brought him any satisfaction. The
coming interview was likely to be even
more unsatisfectory than usual.

For once, the irate old gentléeman had
a really sorious complaint to make, as
he had told the Head on the teléphone
the day before. Had it been merely a
complaint  that OCreyfriars boys - had
invaded the disputed right-of-way apross
the woods, the matter would have been
a light one. But Sir Hilton bhad stated
that he had been roughly handled by
Groviriars boys—that they had actuslly
assaulted himn as well as answered him
hack with unexampled insolence.

That was not & light matter. He had
demanded the expulsion of the guilty
parties. He had stated that, when he
arrived at the school to place the matter
formally before the Head, he txpected
to soe the delinguents expelled in his
presence. He had hinted very plainly
that if the headmaster disfereed he
would place the matter before the
governors of Grovirmare offieially. The
whole matter of Crum’s presence in the
school would then come up for mnguiry.

It was a dismarving prospect t‘c:l the
Head.

He was deoply angry with the juniors
who had brought this trouble upon
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him, Flogging them all round was &
foregone conclusion. DBut sacking six
Greyfriars fellows in a bunch was
another matter. Five of the fellows,- at
least, were among the best fellows in
thoe school, even if a little unruly at
times. Yet an awault—an actual
assawlt—upon s governor of Greyiriars
was an offence that counld hardly be
expiated by any lesser punishment. .

o wonder the Head was worried.
And no wonder he desired Mr. Quelch
to stand by him during the interview,
which looked like being a rather stormy
one. There was n certain grimness in
Mr. Quelch’s character which the
Head's character lacked; Mr. Quelch,
undoubtedly, was much more fitted than
the headmaster to deal with a gent’e-
man like Sir Hilton Popper.

The Head's brow was clouded and
troubled ; Mr. Queleh's was grim. To
sce half & dozen fellows belonging to
his Form “satked,” was rather too
much for the Remove master. Apart
from his concern for the fallows them-
golves, and the reputation of the Form,
Mr., Quelch dreaded the comments that
would bo passed in Masters’ Common-
room—the keen remarks of Mr. Hacker,
the obtuse sympathy of Mr. Wiggins,
the ponderous l:]l:vil-trl:mnmg';n:: of Mr. Prout,
He almost shuddered st the thought of
facing the Common-room after six
fellows in his Form had keen expelled
from Greyiriars,

* A most painful matter, Mr, Quelch,”
said the Head, with a sigh,

“Nery " gaid the Remove master, I
think, however, that expulsion is much
too severe a punishment.”

“"Yot .if -the boys have actuall
sssaulted a governor of the school—"

“I have no doubt that Sir Hilton's
statement 1s cxa%ggrn.ter.L Hiz state-
ment concerning Diinter yesterday was
absurdly exaggerated, as I have proved.
The boy was playing a foolish prank,
sir, in affecting to drop his h's— 1
have proved it. Indeed, I ¢an hardl
blame the boy for playing even a fool-
ish trick on a man go excessively inter-
fering as Sir Hilton Fopper.”

The Head sighed again.

“I agree with vou, Mr. Queleh : but if
Sir Hilton 15 not zatisfied, the matter
must go before the governing board.™

“Let it go before them, sir, rather
thar. allow a single governor to dictate
yOnr Fﬂ[ic}', " said the Remove mastor
warmly,

“Quite s0; but—the boy Crum-—1="

Mr. Quelch was silent.
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There was the diffeulty. How was
the Head going to explain his action in
admitting young Crum to the school?

In that, Mr. Quelch eould not hel
him; for Mr. Quelch himself was still
i a state of wonder on the subjeck.
Obviously, Henry Christopher Crum
was not a fellow of whose presence at
Greyfriars the governors wnﬂ,l.’d approve.

dir Hilton per was announced,
and he cntered the Head's study with
his heavy tread, '

The Hoad greeted him oourteously as
usual, Mr. Qualoch stood grimly silent
with an inimical countenance, only
bowing his head very slightly.

"Pray be seated, Sir Hilton,”
mured the Head.

3ir Hilton sat down.

To the surprise of the two masters,
he was not- frowning. The expression
on his face was so genial that the Head
WAas riliu?nd. 5

“I have just spoken to some of your
boys in the qungz?anglﬂ-, gir, " snidytha
baronet. “Boys in your Form, My,
Quelch., A splendid set of lads!”

“Eh?" ejaculated the Head.

“What?" stuttered Mr. Quelch.

“Greyfriars is not deteriorating, sir,™
said Sir Hilton Popper, almost beam-
ing. “The old sclmulpstill has the good
stuff in it—what?* '

“Bless my sonl " said the Head.

Mr. Quelch could only stare. This
certainly was not what the two masters
had been expecting from Sir Hilton
P{;{xpﬁr.

remarkable change seemed to have
come over the baronet. He seemed to
be acting under some unusual benign
influence this morning.

Benign or not, he was certainly under
the ’fluence. It was the schoolboy
hypnotist who was speaking through
Zir Hilton's square jaw. The hands
were the hands of Esau, so to speak, but
the voice was the voice of Jacob. DBut
none of the gentlemon in the Head's
study had the slightest suspicion of that
state of the case—least of all Bir Hilton

PD]'.I{H}I' himself. )
The Head {fairly

L] _I_I LA

stammered. “'I—I was under the im-
pression, Sir Hilton, that you had called
this merning to lay some—some com-
plaint befora me.”

- “Coneerning boys in my Form!" said
Mr. Quelch, |

"With regard {o some ocourrence in
your woods yegterday afternoon,” said
the Head.

“Bome alleged assault by Remove
bog_a," said Mr. Quelch grimly,

ir Hilton locked puzzled,

“Good gad! I—I1 seem to remember
that I had seme such intention,” he
admitted. “Really, I had quite for-
gotten it, Dr. Locke!"

“Forgotten it!" ‘The Head spoke
almost dazedly. When Sir Hilton Popper
forgot that he had a complaint to make,
it was time for the skies to fall.

“"Yes, quite!” Apgain a quecr, per-
Flexed look came over the baronot's
ace, as he made an effort of thought.
“¥es—thera was certainly something—
iaa, certainly, DBut, after all, a trifiol

oys will be boys, Dr. Locke. Boys
will be boys, Mr. Quelch.”

“Quite so!" gasped the Head., “I—
I am glad to hear you take this—this
lenient view, Sir Hilton.”

‘“Not at ﬂ-h, sir,”’ said Sir Hilton. "I
have no complaint to make! Far from
it. I do not precisely remember what
I said to you on the telephone yester-
day, Dr. Locke—but if it was anything
in the nature of a complaint, please
dismiss it from your mind,"

“1 shall do so with great pleasare, Sir
Hilton,” said the f]'eud in  wondor,
“May I assume that the matter is ab
an cnd, then®"

mue-
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**T am very pleased with you and your friends, Wharton,** said $ir Hilton Popper, ** very pleased indeed ! ** Crum lounged

forward.

“ Ahzolutely 1 gaid the baronet. "I
Jdid not call here this morning to make
any complaint, Dr. Locke. I simply
desired to expross uE' opinion, sir, that,
wnder your rule, Greyfriars is never
likaly to fall below the very best of its
traditions.”

“Dless my soul!”

“Aud to say to Mr. Queleh that I
iliink very strongly that his Form is a
credit to this school, sir!™

“You are very kind, Sir Hillon ™
rasped the Remove master.

“Not in the lcast, sir! As a governor
of Greyfriars, 1 amn bound {o express
vhat opinion. A finer sct of lads I have
never seen. 1 would particularly men-
tion five boys namel Wharlon, Nugent,
Bull, Cherry, and the Indian boy,
whose name I forgel. With such boxs
as these in the school. siv, Greyiriars is
not likely lo deteriorate.”

Dr. Locke and Mr. Quelel gazed ot
%ir Hilton as he enumerated the junlors
whose expulsion he had domanded the
day before. They could not speak.
Astonishment overcame them,

“There is ono other lad I would
mention,” added Sir Hilten Popper.
“A young goentleman of the name of
Urum,™ -

“Crum #” rvepeated the 1lead.

“Crum 1" purmarced Mr. Quelcl.

“A fine lad ™ said Siv MHilton,

“Oh 1

“T seem  to remember,”  saul  SBic
lilton, with another curious cffort of
thought, “that I cxpresscd some unve-
“Mlecting disapproval of this boy's pre-
seniee i the school, 1hr, Tocke.™

** Pleased with me, too, sir ? ** he asked, with a cheeky grin.
The Removites walted in breathless amazement for Sir Hilton's reply.

“You did, sir!" articulated the
Head, *'In a—a—a somcwhat emphatic
manner, sir 1*

“Wo all make mistakes,” said Sic
1lilton genially. * This boy Crum called
on me at Popper Court yesterday, and
—and explained the whole matter. I
do not scem to remember all that was
said, but he explained the wheole circum-
stances 1o my entire satisfuction. I
havo the greatest admiration of ihat
lad, sip."

“Oh M stullored the Headl. )

A splendid boy ! said Sic llilon,
with enthusiasm. “A credit o Grey-
friars, if any boy can he said to be &
erodit 1o the ool.  Almest, 1f not
quile, & perfect character, sir”

“Bless my soull”

Sir Hilton rose,

“I will not waste your time [urther,
sir. I felt bound to call wnd expross my
favourable opinion of these boys, and of
Greyfriars ‘in general, sir,  Splendid
lads—splendid lads !

And, shaking hands very cordially
with the Head and My éuﬁ-iuh. Sir
Iilton Popper took hiz leave.

When he was gone, the two scholastic
gentlemen looked at ono another. For
a2 long minute they looked al one
another in silenco.

“Bless my soul ™ said the Head at
last, in a faint voice

“Extreordinary I said Mr. Quelch,

“8ir Hilton TPopper ' secmod to—to
have channged considerably, M.
Quealeh,™

"For the beller :ir," said M
Queleh,

** Think I'm a blooming credit to the school, siy 2 **
“ Certainly ! " said Sir Hilton. (See Chapler 14.)

“Undoubtedly for tho better—very
much for the better,  We have had
quitc a—a pleasant chat. Sir Hilton
can ba very agrecable. Mr. Quelch.”

“ Very agreecable indeed, sir.”

”ﬂsr%ir Hilton desires the matier to
bo dropped, I presume that nothing
more need be said sbout it,” seid the
Head. “Since he expressed hmmself as-
very pleased with Wharton and (he
others, there can scarcely be any occa
sion for punishment.”

“Nonc at all sir.”

“A very happy ending, Mr. Quelch,
io an episode tli)la.l. might have been very
disagreeable indeed."”

“Undoubtedly, sir.”

Mr, Quelel left the Head's study,
wondering. Ile left the licad wonder-
ing. The change in 8 Hilton Popper
was & change for the botter, Dut it was
VUIY SUTPrisimng. :

The bell rang for third lcsson. .

Ilarry Wharton & Co. came in witht
the Remove. They had scen Sir Hilton
Popper depart, and what was to happen
next was as yet unknown, From whet the
baronct had said to them in the guad,
they drew hope that matters wounld not
Lo so bad as they had expected, that the
sword of Datumfm was not, after sall, to
descend upon their devoted heads. But
they came into the Form-room very
uu-:as:lﬁ+ ;

To their amazement and relief, Mr.
Queleh did not speak to them, or even
look at them specially. Evidently there
was going to be no trouble. The

. (Tentinued on page 28.)
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2« START READING THIS NEW STORY OF LEAGUE SOCCER TO-DAY, BOYS!

HOSS OF THE TEAM! Directly * Ting* Scannan, the new captain, drops in amongst the Storrydeng boys things
begin to hum, for * Tiny "’ declares that he's going to ginger up the teamn from the very beginning —and he does !

JRON

NALTER EDWARDS

4 i ) b o B
A thrilling story dealing with the R '.'- _ ': NS

adventures and misadventures of the
Storrydene Villa F.LC,, introducing
“ Tiny " Scannan, who turns the scale
at eighteen stone, and packs a punch
that a world-beater would envy!

Sir Aubréy Means Business!

4 Q0D shpt, Sir Aubrey!” cried a
G- langhing voice from the door-
way. ““What will Yyou have,
gir? Cigars or nuts? A pipe-

cleaner or & row of howses "
The baronect flushed. and started

violently as he realised that his show
of childish petulance had not passed un-
noticed ; he jammed hiz gold-rimmed
monocle into  position and scowled
acrcss at the knot of young men who
were grinning at him from the open
doorway.

The newecomers were greatly amused.

“Hm! Ha!” began the portly
baronet, adopting that hoavy, ipompuus
manner that he reserved for try-
in? occasions, “H'm! I supposs it
wil! surprise you people to hear that it
is customary to knoek at a door before
bursting in upon & gentleman’s privacy !
You seem to add deliberate rudeness to
your ‘other failings ™

The latter part of the remark was
addressed to Terry Carson, the Villa's
vouthful centro-forward. :

The hrown-cyed youngster flushed. _

“Pardon me, Sir Aubrey,” he said,
lookiag straight at the baronet, " but
we did knock—twice——"

“You are nn-g, nddﬁng l;‘_-::!ibalrutu
lying—" began 8ir Aubrey bitingly.
I"'I‘he I:-Ed’ngtelling the truth,” put n
Hefty Hebble, the burly skipper, taking
a quick step scross the carpet. “ You

wers 80 absor in your game of Aunt
Sally that—" !
“No impertinence, sirl” shouted

Ailen, going red sbout his promineat
SaTE ang thumping the top of the desk.
“Y oprdored you people to be here at
ten o'clock—"

“And we're here,” grinned Hefty,
“with the fresh morning dew still moist
upon our flowerlike faces!™

A deep chuckle broke from the other
footballers, making & noise like a damp
squib.
q‘."The onl ﬂ%wer vou resemble is a
sunflower, ﬁ'ehh- e," said the baronet.-

“Oh, how do you make that out?”
growled the burly back, suspiciorn in bis

“ & sunflower is big, u%l_}r. useless, and
—er—seedy !” answered Bir Aubrey.
The insult brought a hot flush to

Hefty's broad foatures, but he was not-
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quick-witted enough to frame a suitable
retort.

The baronet, an unpleasant smile
creasing his fleshy features, ran on, not
alto or displeased at having scored
off Hefty Hebble.

“I have one or -two things to say to
you ple thia morning,” he said, sink-

clgar-case. o inside and close the
door; you have plenty of time for
lounging about with' your hands in your
pockets when -you're on the field of
play ¥

There was no mistnkinﬁ the sting in

the words, and the tight-lipped players
a:chanqu' glances. They guessed what
was coming.

Sir Aubrey, meanwhile, was regarding
the footballers throngh a haze of cigar
smoke, hiz dark eyes nparrowed, his
whole manner offensive. )

“Contrary to your expectations, I
have not summoned you for & wholesale
distribution of medals,” remarked the
baronet, with heavy sarcasm; ““though
I am the firat to admit that you, as the
world’s worst footballers, are entitled
to some form of recognition! I neod
hardly tell you that I am snything but
satitfied with the manner in which you
have been playing of late, for durin
the past itwo months you have playe
ning matches, snd lost them all in
masterly fashion! This stato of affairs
won't do: there has got to be an altora-
tion! We've got to stop tho rot! 1
employ you people to win matches, not
to lose them; but you are inclined 1o
losa sight of that unimportant fact!
You get your wages each ﬂ.turda-;.', and
that 1s w{mm your interest ends!™

This was a cowardly blow below the
belt, of course, and Hefty Heobble locked
positively da:lﬁamus as he rose from his
chair and walke
desk. :

The big fellow fixed his hard, honest
eyos updn the portly little baronet; and
Ailen, shifting uneasily, felt anything
but n::ﬂmfﬂrtal:ﬁn.

“T'm & straightforward, ordinary kind
af chap, Sir Aubrey,” sald Hefty, "and
I call &2 spade & spade, s0 I want to
know exactly what you mean by that
last remark!" ]

The baronet smoked in silence for
some scconds, his mocking gaze upon
Hefty Hebble's broad features.

#1 dislike your tone, Hebble,"” he re-

ing into his E%ggl;mir and feeling for his,

d across to Bir Aubrey's

marked at length; “I fear you are apl
to forget vourself when you address me!
I am the chairman of the elub, &
baronet, and a gentleman of somo
standing in—""

“What exactly did ﬁ mean by that
remark?" demanded Hefty, his heavy
jaw jutting forward in uncompromising
fashion, hiz mighty fist thumping the
top of the highly-polished desk.

Ii{e logked as companionable as a
rattlesnake, and the baronet decided

that the moment for cvasion had

arrived. . .
“Maybe 1 spoke lightly, without

weighing my words,” said Sir Aubrey,

somowhat hurriedly; “but I shall not
try to hide the fact that I am anything
but satisfied with the present state of
affairs! As I have alegady pointed out,
| smi,; you fellows to win matches; yet
you have lost ninpg games in succession—
g performance of which you are justly
proud, . no doubt! Our opponents are
delighted, of course; but I am afraid
I cannot add my voice to the chorus of
sdulation! You are-all very handsome
and ornamental, but I cannot afford to
keep e¢loven cxpensive pets!” .

Sir Aubrey was iunh% gloatingly
as he glanced ruunﬁt at the set faces,
for he kuew that he had touched the
footballers wpon the raw. Also, he
knew that they were young cnough to
wince bencath the lash of sarcasm.
crude though it might be.

Torry Carson was tight-lipped as he
gazed straight st the baronet.

“We've certainly lost a few games of
late, Sir Aubrey,” he said, speaking
a;;inkhf: “but you mustn't forgot that

ere isn't & team in the country that
doesn't strike its bad paich some time
during the scason. It's inevitable; it'
to be oxpected! What is more, Hoppy
Hawkins has been out of the team for
over a month, whilst Craye and Baltle
have been down with a bad go of flu!
Every club has to take tho rough with
the smooth; and you wou't improve
matters by trying to be funny at our
expense ! ] ]

“Fxactly!”™ put in Sir  Aubrey.
waving a podgy hand. “I admit all
that, my desr Carson; but I had hoped
that & young man of your peculiar
talents would be able to thlr.l the side
togethor by sheer force of personality!
Yot your displays have been singularly
wept, if I may say sol”



LOOK OUT FOR STARTLING DEVELOPMENTS IN NEXT WEEK'S INSTALMENT {25

This was a lie, of course, and the
]x«umrzgaim- flushed. He made no remark,
lowever, =

“Also, my cloguent young friend,”
continued the baronet, lhoroughly en-
joying the youngster's discomfiture,
“pertnit me to remind you that I am ad-
dressing my remarks to Hebble. I did
not ask for your immature opimion upon
the matter that iz under discussion.
II'm! Hal” :

It was only with the utmost diffeulty
that Terry managed to hold himeelf in
.cheek, and hLad 8ir Aubroy been a
youngor man ho would have been
teeated to & most inleresting fivo
minutes, : . ;

“J have decided upon a drastio re-
ferm, Hobble,” continued ihe baronct—
‘“a reform that. is long overduc!
Nominally, you are the captain of iheso
—pr—incamfetﬁnts, but I have found in

vou none of those points and dualities
that make a leader! You are too casy-
going, Hebble; you know nothing of

discipline—that iron rule, without which
any team must sursly go to the dogs!
Your word should be law; you should
give orders, and seo that they are
carried omt—by foree, if ‘mecessary!l
Force! Do you hear? In a word
Hobble, you lack the supreme gift o
leadership; you are no gemeral. You
are no more quelified to skipper: a sido
than is an overgrown hobbledchoy of o
schoolboy—young Carson, for instance!”

Hefty -Hebble _ grunted, Terry
swallowed hard, the other players
seowled and looked dangerous.

“Go onl” growled the burly back,
nodding his head. *I can guess what's
coming! You're going to drop me and
appoint ono of the other fellows! Well,
good luck to you! Being captain under
vou i a pretty thankless task, anyway!
You mean to drop me?™ _

! _Tl;u smiling baronet inclined his sleek
iead. N

“Your perspicacity does you mbmle
credit, Hebble,” ho observed suavely;
“ it ia most acute of you lo have got
the - drift of my few veiled remarks!
H'm! Ha! . Y&s!.l:_I have dewd&:]i to

point another skipper i your place,
umfjr dear fellow, but I am compelled,
most reluctanily, to overlook the claims
of these—er—leaders of men!” Hp
nodded towards ihe scowling players.
“1 am going to appoint a man of iron,
who is & born master of men, s man of
iron, who will be obeyed—even if he
has to get his way by shecer physical
force I i N

Eleven faces were alight with interest,
nf course.

It was ‘Lerry Carson who spoke,

*“That sounds intercsting.” said the
brown-cyed youngster, a f{riflc grimly.
“And who i3 this little Bismmarck on
wheelg 7" P

“One mowent ! smiled Sir Aubrey.
“1 feal sure hie will be charmed to make
your acquaintance !

His podgy ﬁn%era woere already press-
ing the ivory bell-push on ihe desk, and
4 moment later the door opencd, an
z soared-looking office-boy entered the
100,

“Send My, Scanvan in!” snapped the
Laromet. ““And look sharp1”

The door clozed again, and the young-
ster seuttled away down the corridor
like a frightened rabbit.

“And wheve did von bump up against
this superman with the mailed fist and
the cast-ivon {eeth, Sir Aubrey " asked
Terry Carvson quielly. :

A tinge of angry blood crept into the
loothe!l magnaic’s fleshy features, and
ho war shout to make a blistering velort
when {there came the zonnd of heavy
[ool=teps [romr without.

S This 15 my Man of Iron ™ announeed
¥iv Aubrey, with an unpleasant grin,

 three, but he was ablo to

A moment later the door was kicked
ﬂg)-an with a vicious force that
threatened to wrench it off its hinges,
and Hefty Hebble and his men gasped
in amazement as they caught, their first
ghmbgae of Mr. Tiny Scannan. _

“My only hat!" burst out Terry
Carson,

The Boss !

i OME inside, my dear Tiny!"
said Bir Aubroy, his heavy
features alight with evil glee.
“Allow me to mtrodude you

to the other members of the side! Boys,

this is Tiny Scannan, your new captain [*
“The Man of Iron?" queried Tercy

Carson. ;

The baronet nodded.

- *“The Man of Iron, with brass knobs
on.” grunted Hefty .Hebble, studying
the stranger with shrewd eyes,

Coming to an abrupt halt, Mr.

Scannan placed his hairy paws on his
hips and looked the -plavers up and
down, and what he saw did not secwn
to impress him.

Ho grunted.

“A bright lot, I must say!” he
rowled, his voice welling up from the
interior of his boots. “'Morning " he

ﬁddﬁd grudgingly, nodding Lis bullet
aad. !
The players murmured a veply to the

belated greeting, and continued to stare
at the man of iron.

Tiny Scannan was a moan of six feet
carry his
height because he was almost perfectly
proportioned. His massive shoulders
wore broad and his chest was of re-
markable depth, and his head, which
was close-cropped, was square and
cnn::mm:.gr.

His mighty limbs were encased in a
light tweed suit of pronounced sporting
cut, and his groy bowler-hat, which was
4 shade too small for him, was tilted
over ono eye, giving him a rakish
ApPOeATANCE,

The Man of Iron had not theught fit
tp remove lis hat on entering the room.,

Terry Uarson and Helty exchanged
glances,

“I'll bet you a tanmer it's & fixture!”
growled the latter, producing a coin,

T bet it Jan’k!™  said  Terry,
taking his cue. *“D'vou mind holding
the stakes, siri™

Without waiting for a reply, the
voungster placed two coins in Scannan's
big an.

*What's the game—ch 7" growled the
Man of Iron, s black scowl upon his
indeterminate featuros,

Terry ignored the queslion.

“ Excuse me, sir!” he eaid, smiling
sweetly; and he reached up and re-
moved the litile grey bowler. **There
you are!’ he said, turning to Hefty.

*The bob's mnine !**
“Look here, yon checky young
hound——" shouled Seannan throatily,

suspeeting that he was having his le
puﬁ’::i. & .

e o L T T SR
]

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

After swinming maleli offer mafel il o
regilurily which '.iuu ploaced thew at the fop of the
feagite, the boys of Sterrpdene F.C, soddenly
sirike a bad palel aind lore wine mielches right
nff the reel,  Dizsalizfied with the stote of offairs,
Sir Aubrey Aifen. a portly, pursesprovd baromnet
whd ehatrrran of the elub, thinks i high time the
feam &8 gingered wp,  Me e romirafing thus
when “ Liny " Sewnnun, @ lovgh customer,
furning the scafes at efghlecn stone, & info
the breach wand guaraniees o siem the rot fhat hae
eel iat b Begheell Park.  1he following Monday
moriing siuet prier to the urrmrl;;f_ma Storrydend

s b Lig o ot fen o'clock, Sir Aubrey, tnit
fierat of rhildish {mpatience and anger, lrris
un inkwell and a ruler af the [peffensive elock
ont his wall,  Juad of that sropeit the office deor
opeis fir eiilpedf The pleyers,

(Mo Read 04)

He was short-tempered and touchy,
and he did not take kindly to being the
victim of a practical joke, His fellow-
men usually cringed before him, but-
Terry and the othets merely grinned.

It was & new experience, and the
Man of Iron did not like it.

“Your hat, sir|” smiled Terry, re-
turning. the bowler snd bowing low
before the scowling giant., “You didn't
take it off, s0 one or two of ua thought
iv was & fixture 1"

“Beoldered on, y'know |” put in Helty
Hebble brightly.

The new skipper's little ayes held an
ugly, red glint as he glared down into
Terry's upturned face. Ho loocked a
very tough customer at that moment,
and he it was who was going to vule
Storrydene Villa with a rod of iron!
~ “All I hope,” mused Helty, scrateh-
ing his ear thoughtiully, *is that it
keeps fino for him "

And, strangely enough, the other
players were thinking likewise. 'They
would not be compelled to put up with
a bullying tyrant—if tyrant Scapnan
were—for they could ask to be placed
on the transfer list, of course; but most
of them liked Storrydene,. and had
become part of the ﬁa.p v family at
Bedwell Park. They had no desire to
secck & new club, even though 8ir
Aubrey threatened to make drastic
changes; also, it looked as though there
were stirring times ahead.

Tiny's heavy jaw was jutting like the
loe of a boot as grunted, strode
across the carpet, swept some papers
aside, and scated himself upon the top
of Sir Aubrey's desk, thus giving the
baronet an uninterrupted view of o
broad back.

He then narrowed his eyes and
%'lnm:nd round at the eleven smiling
ACDE.

“Porhaps it will be as well if we get
to know each other at once!™ said
Scannan, his decp voice reverberating
through the room, his manner trueu-
lent, It was obvious that he meant to
put the footballers in their place once
and for all. *“I signed forms for this
club over a week ago, and I signed on
the understanding that I was to be
skipper. Well, I'm here, and you'll
probably noticoe a few changes within
ihe next few hours! I'm used to being
obeyed, and every time I give an order,

every time I speak—"

“You say something!” remarked
Torry Carson quictly,

Tiny Scannan gulped noisily, hia

prominent Adam's apple shooting down-
wards like a lift.

' 8Bhut your mouth " he growled, half
rising from his perch and thrusting his
face forward. “I shan't tell you again!
I don't allow insubordinetion! Let's
seo ! Where was 117

“You were telling ns what a fine
fellow you arg!” said Terry helpfully,

SBitting perfectly still, Tiny Scannan
tried to sear the youngster with a blis-
termg stare; but Terry merely smiled
Iike a cherub, :

“1in nzed o being obeyed,” continued
e now skipper, avoiding Terry's.hrown
cvesy "I'm used to giving erders, and
having "emeobeyed at the double! I'm
BOSE ] That's what it amounts to! I'm
hoss of the team, and as boss I mean to
Lhave my way in everything !

“Hear, hear!” murmured Torry.
“What did Mr. Gladstone say in 1066 7"

Muttering savagely, Secannan swung
round upon Sir Aubrey Ailen,

“What's the maticr with this kid 7 he
shouled, very red in the face. * I3 lie up
tho pole®™

"I have, on occasions, detected winmis-
lakable signs of insanity,” answered the
Laronet.
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“%Well, I advise him to get sane at
once,” growled Tiny, “for l've got a
spepial treatment for idiots!” ‘There
was a threat in the words, but Terry
continued to smile. “There's mme:c}ling
wrong with this side,” continued
Beannan, “and I know what it isl
You're glack ! You want gingering up !
What's more, I'm just the feller to do
the gingering | Got that?”

The players nodded, and Sir Aubrey
grinned and rubbed his hands.

“We may as well start as we mean to
go on,” concluded Beannan, looking at
his watoh., “It iz now four minutes to
eleven: I expect to find you fellows in
the dressing-room, and ready for prac-
tica, on the stroke of the ‘hﬂurl_ That
givee vou four minutes in which o
chango. Seatter [

A Slight’ Misunderstanding !

THERE i a comfortable billiards- ()

room in the clubhouse up at Bed-

well Park, and at half-past

elever: tho door of this apartment
was kicked violently open. The kicker
was Tiny SBcannan. '

The vicious kick split one of the
panels; the sharp report disturbed the
quiescent air of the room.

Standing stetuesque upon the
threshold, Secannan glared round the
room, and what hé saw appeared to
increase his displeasure.

Terry Carson, Hefty Hebble, and two
or three others were .
but nobody took the slightest notice of
the fuming figure in the doorway.
Indeed, his noisy arrival seemed to have
passed unnoticed.

Tiny Scannan licked his lips and
str:iﬁglcF for speech; then:
f_ I [:

Terry, who was 'in the act of potting
a ball, straightened himself up and
cupped his right hand round his car.

“Did you fellows hear anything?” he
asked, & puszzled light in his brown eyes.
“Can 1t be the cuckoo, or 13 1t =
charabanc calling to 1ts }'ﬂung? As a
student of human nature and animal
lit'e,HI am deeply interested——"

1] i !:J

The long drawn-out roar, which must
have becn heard in the street, threatenod
to crack the ceiling; yet still the
plavers were deaf to it

“There it is again,” declared Terry,
shaking his head. “I'm sure I heard
something ! It was a mournful cry,
gentle and caressing, the song of the

hedgehog in full bloom! It must be,

for—"

Terry was allowed to say no more, for
a muscular hand closed round his neck
and jerked him bedily frem the floor.
Wriggling, he screwed his head round
and smiled up into the blazing eyes of
tha new captain. 1

“Yon pard mae!” roared Tiny
Heannan, dropping the youngster and
thrusting him across the carpet.

“Dear me,” smiled Terey, “if it isn't
Mr. Cannon! And how is Mrs. Cannon
and all the little air-guns 7

“Cut that out!” roared the skipper,
his queer assortment of features going
purple. “Didn’t I tell you fellers to be
-in the dressing-room on the stroke of
gleven? Didn't I give that order?™

The players exchanged glances of pain
and amazemoent,

“¥ou certainly said eleven o'clock,
sir,” smiled Terry Carson, “but we
thought wvou meant eleven o'clock to-
morrow morning! You see, we always
have a lazy day on Monday! It's the
rule up here!™

laying snooker,

Tiny Bcannan, breathed hard.

“Oh, is it?" he asked. “Well, it's a
rule that's going to be altered—and

uickly ! You fellers are going to

ange and get on to the fisld, for 1
want to see how you shape! That's an
order, and it has got to be obeyed to-day
—not to-morrow | Seatter!™

Sighing sadly, the players replaced
their cues in the rack and made their
way to the dressing-room, ant less than
a quarter of an hour found them kicking
a ?.111 about upon the smootl playing

1tch.
Pﬁnannan, also, had changed, and he
looked & mountain of a man in his black
and white jersey and white shorts.
Physically, at any rate, he was undoubt-
cdly the greatest player in the country.

Standing apart, he watched the other
fellows as they testod Gordon, the re-
serve goalie; then, Gordon having
muffed an easy drive from Terry
arson, the Man of Iron muttered
fiercely and strode across to the goal.
“Out of it!” he growled, g‘iﬁnﬁ
Gordon a viclous shove. “You ca
vourself a goalkeeper, but you should
try your hand at keeping white mice!
w&;'m up against a hot side on Saturday,
s0 I shall and take your
place ! :

Gordon was a yYery surprised young
man as he removed his cap and ran his
fingers through his tousled hair.

“You!" he _as?’?d. “I ‘dide’t know
you were a goalie!

“T'm evervthing,” fFrunted Tiny
Scannan, “and I can do most things
better than the other feller ! F'rinstance,
I. know K more about °*keéping’' than
you'll ever learn! Let her go, Carson !”

Smiling s grim little smile, Terry
worked himself into his favourite nngﬁe
and sent a tricky oblique shot across the

oal-mouth; and a roar of ironical

drop you

aughter broke from the other players £

when Scannan, taking matters in
leisurely fashion, let drive with a
mighty fist—and missed the twirling ball
by fully six inches! X

It had been Tiny's amiable intention
to troat the shot with spectacular con-
tompt, so Terry, guessing that such was
the case, had put any amount of spin
into the shot.

*Wall saved, sir !

“(0h, pretty play ™

“Tan't little Scanny clever [

The professionals were all schoolboys
at heart, and they thoroughly enjoyed
the mild " rag.”

Seannan, however, was a&nwling as ho
fishad the ball out of the net and hugged
it against his thick chest.

He fixed his smouldering eyes upon
the cherubic countenance of Carson.

“1 suppose you could do that again?”
he asked, a sneer in his deep voice,

“Of gourse he could,” put in Hefly
Hebble, “He could do it on his head!
Try him "

Still scowling, Tiny threw the ball out
to Terry, and the lean-limbed youngster
ran forward and took a rasping first-
time drive; and another roar of laughter
burst from the onlookers when the
leather caught the Man of Iren full
between the eyes and sent him reeling
backwards into the yawning net.

(] Guﬂ-l !fj‘ L

Hefty and the other fellows were not
callous, but they could not help think-
ing that this was & case of poctic
justice. Tiny Scannan had done nothing
but throw his weight about from the
moment they had set eves uwpon him, and
now he was being taken down a peg or
so by the very youngster he had tried
to humiliate.

“Borry, old man!" ghouted Terry.
“Quite an accident, you know!"

Looking somewhat dazed, the now
skipper scrambled to his feet and
stoadied himself against an upright ; and
he was an unlovely spectacle as he glared
round at the smiling faces. 3

“Go on—grinl" he growled, PRESIOE
the back of hiz hand across his =oiled
features, “"Maybe I'll give you some-
thing to grin about one of theae d:?'s!“

He was looking straight at Hefty
Hebble as he made the remark, and the
burly back coloured.

“¥ou can please vourself about that,
Seannan,” he said; and the quietly-
spoken words amounted to a challenge.

A tense silence followed, all eyes being
upen the new skipper; but nothing
happened.

“That'll be all to-day,” said Scannan.
“I shall expect you here in the morning
on the stroke of nine-thirty !

“Rut we nover get here till ten, old
man,” put in Grace, the right back.

Scannan grinned—unpleasantly.

“Don't ;;.rma?" he asked., “Just turn
up at ten o'clock to-morrow and sce what
happens! I'm boss now, you know, and
I'm going to run the team on my own
lines! Half-past nine is your time, so 1
advize you to be here to the tick! Any-
body got anything to say?”

-Tﬂa-rﬂ was another tense
another battle of wills.

“Yes, I have, sir,” said Terry Carson,
speaking with quiet deliberation.

A wave of angrx blood overspread the
scowling features of the man of iron.

“Huoh! You have, have you?"” he
asked. *And what have you got to
say ! Come on; out with it !

“I reslly don't like to ask you,” said
the voungster, “but have you got any
cigaretto pictures "

A yoll of laughter echoed round the
round, and it was a very angry Scannon
who detached himself from his men
and strode away towards the clubhouse.

“Wh-what can you do with a blighter
like that ?” asked Gordon, a few seconds
later. **Are we going to stick it 7"

Hefty Hebble grinned.

“'Course wa are,” ho zaid. “We're
iﬂing to get & lot of fun out of Sar

ubrey’s Man of Iron!”

silence,

Iron Rule !

INY BCANNAN had takeu lus
cold shower by the time Hefty
Hebble and the others clattered
into the dressing-room, and the

manner in which he greeted his men was
savthing but effusive.

“"Why the blazes don't vou move yvour-
selves?” he demanded. “You're pro-
fessional footballers—not a crowd of
rheunmatic slugs! No wonder vou can’t
win matches; yvou're too dashed - tired
to move! B4ll, I'm going to alter all
that, my beauties! Tho Hefty Hebhble
rest-cure 1s at an end "

No said anything, although Terry
Carson had the greatest difficulty in
checking the hot words that rose to his

lips. The players, as a matter of fact,
found plenty to think about, for it was
already obvious that life at Bedwell
Park was going to bo anything but a
bed of reses during the Tiny Seannan
regime; and Hefty, for one, was wonder-
ing what would the .outcome of this
arﬁitrar}' rule.

Tiny Secannan was a bully and a
tyrant—there could be no two opinions
about that, and the question was—
how long would the boys stand
this despotic business? Hebble him.
zolf was all for staying with the Ville
and fighting tho matter to a finish; and
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* 1’m sure I heard something,” said Terry.

he meant to air his views at the [rst
possible moment.

Very little was said as tho players
changed, for it was impossible to carry
on an ordinary conversation wlhle
Scannan was nosing about the dressing-
room, his little eyes missing nothing ;
and the footballers wondered why, =co-
g that he was dressed, he did not elear
out and leave them to themselves,

They were soon to know.

It was Hefty Hebble's habit to smoko
three pipes a day, and none smoked so
sweetly as the one that followed the
morning kick-about, so his broad features
were wearing a smile of contentment as
he thumbed tobacco into hiz seasoned
French briar and preparcd to light up.

“No, vou don't!” grunted Scannan,
- striding across the dressing-room; and
the next moment he snatched the pipe
from Hefty's lips and OQung it through
the open window. *1 don't allow smok-
ing!"” he declared.

The i1ncident happencd with - such
startling suddenness that cven Hefty
could scarcely. appreciate what had
actually taken place; but his heavy
features became as hard as grapite as
he felt & warm trickle of blood Howing
from his lacerated under lip.

He looked from the open window
through which the treasurcd pipe had
disappeared, to the grinning face of
Tiny Scannan, and there was a strange
expression 1n his clear eyes that should
have told the new skipper to  tread
warily.

“Is that wour iden
Scannan T azked Hefty,

“No,” ho answered; *‘that's my
idea of diseipline! You fellows have pot
a lot to learn, and the sooner vou pet
to know my ways the better it'll be for

ou! I don't allow drinking, and I
fdon't allow smnl-:imi—mtjrwuy, not when
I'm about, and you'll find that I'm about
a good deal! As a matter of fact, it was
m arder to mmpress my views upon you

of a joke,

the new captain. (See page 26.)
that I chucked your pipe through the
window, Hebble! I'm bosg—"

“¥oes, you've said that before,” put in
Hefty quietly, *And now I suggest that
you take a little walk and feteh iy pipe,
Zcannan,

“If you take my tip, Hebble, you'll
leave your pipe where it is, for I don’t
allow—="

“T'll put it another way,"” said Hefty.
“Arc you going to fetch my pipe or
aren't you? That's a fair question !

“Am I Dblazes!”  grunted Tiny
Seannan. *What do you take me for?™

“I'll tell you,” returned Hefty., “I
take wou for thoe most poisonous, ill-
bred apology for & man that I've ever
run up against, and I've met some real
bad "uns in my time! ° Just becauso
vou're big and vgly, Scannan, you think
vou can chuck your weight about and
frighten everybody stiff, but you're
going to find out that—"

“8tow it, you hound!” roared Tiny,
tn:-wm'm? above Hefty with upraised fist:
and Hefty, thoroughly roused, planted a
snappy punch in the region of the giant's
watchchain.

“(J-0-0-0-ch I"" wheored Seannan, sway-
ing backwards; and Hebble helped him
on his way by planting a swift punelh to
the thick-lipped mouth,

Smack !

A right and a left followed in quick
SUCCOSS] 0N,

Hmack, smack!

Hefty felt vicious, for he prized that
mipe, o birthday present from Carson.

Crashing against ' the door, Tiny
Bcannan swayed from side to side and
glared across ot Hefty Hebble: and
ceven then he could not believo that any
human being had dared to strike him.

“Had enongh 7 asked Hefty, glancing
at his knuckles.

The quict question seemod to rob the
now skipper of every vestige of sanity,
for ho spluttercd and primaced az ha
thrust lus massive head forward and

] ** It must be——"" He got no furiher, for a muscular hand closed round his
neck and jerked him bodily from the floor, Wriggling, Terry screwed his head round and smiled into the hlazing e:,rea‘qi

padded aerozs the Hoor, his litite oyes
lixed upon the man who had hit him.

‘"Have—have I had ecnough?"” he
hreathed, showing ugly, yellow teath.
“MNo, I've not had enough, so I'm com-
ing up for more! I'm almost afraid of
myself at this moment, you fool I

"Good ! grunted Hefty, watching hie
man as a cat watches a mouse, " That's
where wo differ, Seannan, for I'm not
afraid of vou!”

This defiant attitude was very heroie,
of course, but the other playors feared
for the burly back. Hefty Hebble was
no weakling, but he was little more than
a light-weight compared with Tiny
Scannan. Hefty was in great peril at
that moment, for ono punch from
Scannan’s mighty fist was capable of
doing permanent - injury—or  worse,
Also, it was quito lih{!i\f that Tiny did
not know his own terrible strength.

Torry Carson saw Hebble's peril, and
he was quick to act.

“¥You're not going to serap in here,”
he said, stepping between the two men.
“Go into the gpym if you want to fight.
Bottle it with the gloves !

Scannan gave a mirthless, unpleasant
laugh, and locked down into the young-
ster’z hrown oyes. '

“Huh, so you're poing ta lock after
vour pal, ara you?" he asked. * You
think you'll save him from a hidling,
eh? Well, you little rat, let me tell you
that no man ever hit me twice and got
away with it! T'm hoss of this show, and
I'm going to let you =ce exactly what
happens to any fool whe gets on the
wrong side of ma! Hebble's nsked for
it, and Hcbble's going to get it; and
you're going to follow Hebble's pipe
through the window unlesz von move in
double quick time! Got that?”

(Phere will be another thrilling instal.
ment of thiz great footer serial_in next
week's MAGRET, chums. Make sure of
reading it by ordering your copy well in
el vance.)
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FAHﬂUS FOOTBALL CLUBS:

(Cgad frreged Frose pags 4.

ward in H:H'I‘l} Hellars, Tlis player is
fltnltgh{ |n sopne Lo Lo the most pnhaim'.l
footballer in the side, and these foiks
are not very far wrong. . Harvey has not
Enown any other firsi-class club apart
From Stoke, ns he joined the elub as an
inside-forward from Ledgate Park.
Having pleaty of forwards and notl too
tEany h*;fbudn, Mnnug’m M athier tricd
sellars in the middle line, The expori-
ment was an inmnediate suecess,

Foven Tom Williamson, the
lialf,
ihough e had already Lieen turned into
i hulf-back before Stoke szeenred him
frotn Blackburn Hovers., Thus in the
Votiers' middle line there “are throe
fellows who have all been forwards, o it
ouglt to follow that they know how io
wive the right sort of passes, ’1ht~:. do.
Tom Willizmeon is also Scotch, but the
speetior : football  in ].tm,ftaml doozn't
find lim wanting.

Sure~footed Wilson !

Already it will be scen that Stoke, not
having too much money, have been
compelled to look for. players wnom
other vlubs did not particularly want to
keep, And  some extremely  wise
chotees bave been made. A case in
point is Chavlie Wilson, tho centre-
forward who similes all the thme, and
.l.-hfnn a pold tooth.

Wilsen hads had ‘rather a remarvkable
career, atd there is no man in present-
clay ﬁ.‘-mhml who has a record equal to
his.  ‘Peftenham  Hotspur's  manager
Tound him just aficr the War. o was
with' the Spurs when ihey won ibo
champiohship of the Sceond: Dhvision.
Homehow ‘or other it was decided that
he mig h‘ﬁ flL Hu{hltr*fleld Town betper
ihan the Spurs’ aitack; o to Madders-
Fiw I \xﬂut-\\'ileun for a big fve. He
matle good. and hélped fhe =ide to win

oceptre-

twa  Fiest Dividion thawmipignslips  in
sticeession.  Then Huddeirstiitid® thought
that  they eould <o withaik - him, =0

Wilson packoed aap, lis kit-bage and wont

has been a forward in s time,

PHIGE
TWDPEH'L'-‘E

T

lo Bloke, to help il to win the

'rlmmplmﬂhtp of “the " Northern *Third

Divizsion. Bo you see that within fhe
few vedrs since the War
l::ou with three different teawms which
wou the championship of three dilferent
Leagues.

Wilton 15 great at the p;'m]l-r'mmg
business, and though soree say that he

has only one foot for shooting purposes,

that docsn't matier much if he gers as

many goals with that one fool as most
players get with {wo, does it?
Worthy Pupils!

On his right "I-"rllsfm has a voung pair

of raiders in Call, the outside man, and.

Both of {hese

Bussey, the inside- r:ihi-
the Btoke club,

wero fmmcl as lads

atul were developed by thém,
COn T the  left there iz rather more
experience,  for Ilobert Arch E'Eju!r.iuu

there 15 almost a team of “ Dobbies ™ at
Btoke—has played for-many clubs, and
in many countries. He is a wee mite
af a foothaller who used to play for the
Wolves anmd - Hull City, He haz bean
with the c¢lub for six years, ‘A capable
reserve  forward i1 Richard Jehoson,
who was once with Liverpool.

These " Brokoers ® have a ground of
which thevy have 2 right to’ ba proud.
A few inonths back the purchase of the
land on which the club has played [or
fifty vears was completed. Formerly it
hz-l-.':mg{-d to the Keclesinstical Commis.
sioners, and the club only had it on
lease, Now it i thélrs, but there is one
thing they ecan’t do with it—play foob
ball or ‘other games on Good IFriday.
There was a clavse in tho purchase
agrecmoent  forbadding  Good  Friday
gunes on the ground for all time.

Thére used to bo a similar. embargo
concerning Cliristmas Day football, - but
this hipe now gone, The gi.ﬂ],m-.] will
uf-{-ﬂmmmlm ¢ fifry’ thouvsand people, and
is capable of b-_-mg enlarged to hold even
more. . The eapacity is udt éften tested
in” r}mau days, of course, but the time
miay come whin- Stoke 1:'-1!] neod all the
"1-1"\'_'4]1]111'!:}['&1.1{:]‘ they |hmf-ea,:.—1'. ‘hen they
p:n:-t hick o the Firdt Division !

Wilzan has

s THE SEH[II]LBI'.I’I' II'I’PHIHISI B

(Continued: from page 25.)

thunderbolt Lad ‘pessed without Litting
them, as it were
The matter was Pnded
the “sack Y'—
it was not oven a
It was all over!

i ja‘:'l e,

The. Famous Five were slill wondering

when they came out with the Hemove
after thivd les:on. o were the rest of
the Form.

“1 say, wvou Fellows,
manags Y inguired Ll].]."r Bunter.

But Harry Wharton & Co. could nob
answer Ehat quesiion.
the faintest idea how
managed, But a lirtle

had been

later they

corncred Crum in the quad and asked

“That's

him questions.

“Wo're lot off,” said Harry.
all right! But how did you know,
Crum ¥
be all vight, How did vou know ?”

Crum grinned.

“Well, I knowed ! he answered.

“We know you knpwed,” grinned Bob 3

Cherry. “Buat how 2" 4
“Phe howfulness 1z a terrific mystery,”’

remarked Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh
“How did you know, Crum?”

manded Julmn,l,l Bull,

¥ Didnte T tel

the old Todpe e 7 grinned Crum,
CEYEE T bt howt" exclaumed Nugent
Crim ﬂhuch]ml
“That's telling !” he answered.
“Well; tell .ne, fatheoad!

W hartﬂn lmpartu.nth “You sgrem to

have gr.}t us off zomehow—that secm

clear. *XWe're obliged. But how

vou do zt"r‘"

- “That's telling ¥ -was Grum':&- only

WREWET.

“And that wae all the sptizfaction that
the Fameis Five covld obfain from the
Schoolboy Hypnotist,
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