AMAZING ESCAPADES OF SCHOOLBOY HYPNOTIST !

(See the special school story inside.)

EVERY BATURDAY.
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KEEPING THE ENEMY AT BAY!

‘A vigoveus incident from the grand long complete gchool storvy of Harvy Wharton & Co. - inside.)



2 BEATEN BUT NOT

DISGRAGED !

NOTTS FOREST’S ORIGINAL IDEAS!

HEN the cartoonists depict the

W Notts Forest club they draw

a hold, bad forester, cummﬁ

out of the wood, duly arme

with & “shooter,” and looking to the

right and to the left for possible

victima, The picture is a fitting one,

too—one to which the Forestera of

Nottingham tried hard to live up to
during the present scason.

They have adopted a bold liey,
gone out looking for victims, and some
of those victims have been made to
realise how deadly was their shooting.
Last week we dealt with dne of the
dark horses of this season’'s Cup compe-
tition. There haven't been many, but
we deal this week with another of the
dark horses—the only survivors, bar
Stoke, from the Second Division left n
the Sixth Round. Of course, they went
out of the Cup in that Sixth Round,
but to stay in so long and against such
mighty opposition, was no mean feat
on the part of the Foresters.

¥ must tell what they did among
other things—madae it gquite certain that
this English Cup wouldn't go to Wales

ain. They knocked out Cardiff City,
who won last year, at a time when
everybody in Wales was quite confident
that the trophy would be won by the
Cardiff tecam for the second time in sue-
cossion. That was one fine feather in
the cap of the bold Forester.

Football Thinkers!

You may not know it, hut I'm tellin
you now that the Notts Forest foothall
club has abeut a= meny claims to dis-
tinoction &8 any
othar [ootball club
in tha country. In
fact, I don't know
any ground on
which more actual
history has been
made than on the

round of the Notis
%‘ﬁresh club, In the
first place, the first
time a game of
foothall was con-
trolled by a referee
who had a whistle
waa on the ground
of the Motta Forest
club.

In the old days all
football teams

layed with tweoe
E&lf-b&cks and six
forwards. It was
the Forest ¢lub
which was the first
to try the experi-
ment of playing
three half-backs
and only five for-
wards, That shows
thera wera [ootball
thinkers cmmegted
with these Notting-
ham Reds in the oid
dava and there
have been thinkers
comnected with the
club ever since

: uading from leftto right, photo shows ! Back row:
McLachlan, Harrigon; D, Willis {trainer}.

RS, €
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Another point. They used to have in
their ranks a famous International
forward named Widdowson. Now, this
fellow took such a lot of stopping that
opponents were not always too gentle in
the methods they adopted. They went
for his legs. So Widdowson had the
idea, of using shin-guards, and was the
first footballer to wear them.

And as a last story from the past,
before I deal with the Neotts Forest
players of to-day, I must just tell vou
that the club has played so-called
“Toglish ® Cup-ties in Ircland, Secot-
land, and Wales, as well as in England,

of courso.
A Cheap Team!

Forest aroc now in the Second
Division, and I am alraid must stay
thero for another season at least. But
they have known the sweets of the top
class, and will do so again in the
future, because they have the sort of
fellows at the head who won't be
denied. Mixed with their Cup exploits
this season they have also deme fairly
well in the struggle for Becond Division
points.  Their teamm is a mixlure of
youth'and experience, but iz, genepally
speaking, & cheap team, because Notis
have not been among the fortunate
clubs which have been able to spead
money without having to wonder
where it was comung from.

Dextority is wanted in a goalkeeper,
and the custedian of the Forest should
have this quality at least His pame 1s
Dexter. Ho is a Nottingham fellow,
too, and T might tell you that when he
first signed on for the Forest it was
agreed that he should carry on his

CARDIFF CITY’S CONQUERORS IN THE F.A. CUP.

Front row :
Wadsworth,

s
Belton, Burton
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This Week :

Notts Forest
E.C.

An interesting survey of the plucky

Second Division team which fought

its way into the Sixth Round of the
F.A. Cup.
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trado until such timo as he was wanted
regularly in the Notts team. They
know what a good goslkceper means
at Nottingham, for the Forest have had
Sam Hardy in‘the team. And they also
know that young Dexter 15 & good one,

In front of this fine goalkeeper are
two fing full-backs who fake a bit of
passing. On the right is Bill Thompson
—a full-back by adoption, as it were.
When he was at Derby, and-}a!aymg
for - Derby -E‘auntﬁ i the Victory
League just after the War, hie was an
outside-right. Now, at Nottingham,
they have made him into- a full-back,
but he can stilt shoot. He was called
up to take the penalty "kick when the
}%mat met Cardiff City in the Fifth
Round of the Cup. He tock it and won
the match for his side. .That's the sort
of fellow he 15—without nerves, and a
draughtsman off the fcld, ns well as
on the feld. Thompson's pariner,
Porcy Barratt, first went into the
premicr eleven a matter of five years
ago. He was then on the right, but has
moved to tho left to make room for
Thompson. Barratt iz the younger
brothor of tha cricketer who plays for
the county of Notts. A well-built lad,
and a worker for ninety minutes., Thesa
two full-backs of the Forest still try the
ofl-skda move. at times, just to show
Nottingham, the original home of the
off-side trick, that it can &till bo
carried out with succoss.

A Fine Half-Back Line!

For some time as centre-half Forest
have had one of the finest footballers

{Continued on Page 2B.}
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THE BOUNDER AT HIS WORST !
wntil ke hos humiltiated him.

boy hypnotist, o victim with a trump card up his sleeve, 5o to speak !

Once Herbert Fernon-5Smith gefs kis ** Enife Toalo anyone, fie never rests condent
But for all his asiunieness and rascality. the Bounder finds in ypowng Crun, fhe achool -

A Rousing New and Extra-Long Story of Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars, with Crum

of the Remove well in the limelight.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Nice for Mauly !

1 AULY ™
M « Lord Mauleverer sighed.
He sighed deeply.

The voice of Cruin, of the

Remove, calling him in the Remove pas-

sage, seemed to have a dispiriting effect
upon his lordship.

He did not answer.

He was sitting on his sofa in Study
No. 12 in the Ilemove, his noble head
resting lazily against a cushion.

He had a view of the wall of the
stude. By moving his head a few
inches he might have had & view of the
green quadrangle, the old elms of Grey-
friars, and the shady eold Cleisters
beyond. But moving kis noble head
meant exertion: nob much, it is true,
still, it meant some exertion. So Lord
Mauleverer did not move his noble
head. It remained where it had hap-
pened to fall on the cushion.

It was a sunny spring afternoon. 1t
wgs o hali-holiday at Greviriars. Mauly
had been thicking of taking a walk
abroad. . ]

He owas still thinking of it when
Crum's voice called in the passage. No
doubt he would have gone on thinking
of it till tea-time had hie not been inter-
rupted.

Mow he wished that he had gathered
his noble energies for the effort of
detaching himself from the sofa and
walking abroad.

He knew that Crum was going to ask
him io go out.

He had been thinking of going out.
Put he did not want to go out with
Crurn.

Any other fellow in tho Remove who
did not want to go out with Crum
would have zaid so plainly—probably
verv plainly. They did not minee their

words, as a rule, in the Greyiriars
Remove. They called a spade a spade,
and would not have dreamed of refer-
ring to it as an agricultural implement.
But Mauly was net quite like the rest
of the Remove. His manners were un-
exceptionable. This placed him rather
at a disadvantege in dealing with his
Form-fellows. e was polite even to
Billy Buuter. To Crum he was unvary-
ingly courtepus—chiefly becauss he
could not stand Crum,

“ Mauly I ;

Crum’s voice was neither musical noz
cultivated.

It worried the sensitive Mauly a little,

Not for worldse would he have let
Crum know it. But it did. )

He answered not. Perhaps hoping
that Crum would pass the study by, and
conclude that he was not there.

If that was hiz hope, i1t was ill-
founded. The door flew open, and the
face of Henry Christopher Crum looked
e oh 1
cheerily.
what "

Crum. the showman's son, had been
two weoeks at Grevirviars now. He had
improved in maopy respects. In others,
he hadn't.

Hometimes, in a careful mood, he
would not deop a single aspicate for
hours togethor. Sometimes he would be
ro very carciul with them that his L
soutided like two or three ordinary h's
rolled into one. But sometimes Lo for-
got the aspirate entirely, and spoke in
the variety of English that he had been
accustomed to use when travelling the
road with Cram’s Show.

That morning, in class, he had been
very caveful. Mr. Quelch. the Remove
master, had noted with sati=faction that
Crum  was  improving. Pa:rhnpn tho
long-sustained effort had tired Crum

are!
‘par

sgaid Crum
me  {ooting,

'Ere  yon
“ Didn't

By FRANK RICHARDS.

Or perhaps he folt entitled to let him.
self go on a half-holiday. At all events,
he let his aspirates go.

“Tired, old chapi” he asked, looking
in at Mauleverer,

(13 Yaaﬂ,”

“Fecling up to a walk?"

_I.I.]urd !'-ﬁu.ﬂemrnr supprecged another
zigh.

“Yaas, if you like.”

“Come on, then, old pippin.”

L] T‘l l-E. L Fd
. Lord Mauleverer detached
from the sofa.

Had it been any other fellow, Mauly
would have answered in the negative.
But he was vary punctilious about hurt-
g Crum's fechings.

%rum had a lot of ways that were not
Greyfriars ways, He dropped his h's
with reckless profusion. o used such
adjoctivez a3z " blooming "—and even
“hally.” He whistled through his tecth.
He wore a necktic with purple spots.
He jingled money in  his tronsers
pocket. He even talked about money—
an awful offence.  Almost every nerve
in Lord Mauleverer’s sensitive pervous
:-:i.'stem was jarred by Crum. Aond for
that very reason Mauly was unvaryingls
kind and courteous to Crum. Fellows
like Skinner, and Snoop, and Bunter.
and Angel of the Fourth, sneercd ai the
showman's son, and turned up  thei
nosez at him in snoblish scorn.  Lord
Mauleverer could not have horne to b
classed with Skinner, and Suoop, and
Bunter, and Aubrey Angel. Anything
was better than that—even Crum. :

Crum was largely unconscious of his
deflects, but not uneonscious of the
estimation in which many fellows held
him. The consequence was that he wa-
suspicious and touchy. He ware hi:
heart upon hig sleeve, as it were, for
daws to peck af, i

Tur Macxct Lisnany.—XNo. 1052.
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Ta any other fellow Mauly could have
gaid “I%u! Blow away, old bean!”
But he knew that Crum would have
taken that permnallyil He would- have
thought at once that Mauly was looking
down on him—like a snob of Skinner's

sort. :

& Lord Mauleverer smiled as cheerily
as he could, and walked out of Study
No. 12 with Crum.

Three or four fellows glanced at them
in' the Remove passage. Some of them
smiled. The contrast between Crum,
with his purple-spotted necktie, his

nick, jerky manmer, and the placid
gi r, was striking. Vernon-Smith
was in the doorway of Study No. 4, and
he called to Mauly as the two juniors
came along.

“ Hold on a tick, Mauly.”

“Yaas, dear man?”

Lord Mauleverer stopped. He was
always more willing to stop than to
move on. With all his good quealities,

there was no doubt that Mauly was
slackest slacker at Greyfriars. He had
reaﬂuced laziness almost to a fine art.

Crum stopped, too, but the Bounder
took rio notice of him. Smithy did not
like Crum: and when Smithy did not
like a fellow, he never left any doubt on
the subject. Smithy’s opinion was that
it was sheer cheek on the part of a
fellow like Crum to shove himself into a
school like Greyfriars; and Smithy had
stated that opinion alond more than
ones. He saw no reason for conceal-
ing it.

“We're havin' a boat out this after-
noon, Redwing and L,"” said the Bounder.
“ Reddy’s gone down about it now."”

*“Yaast" )

“Waeall come with us, old bean,™ said
Vernon-Bmith, “We won’t ma e you
row, You shan’t even steer. Comun’?

Lord Mauleverer was interested.
Sitting in s boat gliding along a sunny
stream appealed to -him more than

lking.
N Nor {des, Smithy,” he

“Naot a bad
assented. - 4

“Rightha! It's a go, then?

“Yans, if Crum wnﬂid like a boat
instead of 8 walk, What do you say,
Crum "

Lord Mauleverer's own manners were
50 good that he always seemed taken by
surprise by other fellows’ bad manners,
He was obviously with Crum, so Smithy
could not po@aihi’;r have asked him with-
out including Crum; so it seemed to his
Lqrdship. Smithy promptly undeceived

1.

Béfore Crum could spoak, the Bounder
interjected :

“We don’t want Crum.”

Crum flushed angrily. ;

“Eh?" ejaculated his Tlcrdshlp.

“Wae don’t want Crum, J say.”

Lord Mauleverer gave Bmithy one
look, linked his srm in Crum’s, and
walked on down the passage with the
thowman’'s son. ;

Vernon-Smith flushed crimson.

Some of the fellows in the passago
laughed. The Bounder, crimson with
mortification, cast an angry glare round,
sﬂtnlk&d into his study, and slammegd the

00T

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Fallen Among Foes |
men ¥ said Bob

. ACE you
R Cherry.
“Too warm!” said Johnny

Bull.
"M;r esteemed chums, the warmful-

ness 1s mot really terrifie,” remarked

Hurree Jamset Ham Emgh.
“Not to vyou, Inky,” said Harry
Tre MAiGNET mear.—!‘:?a. 1062,

Wharton, with a laugh. “Not quie so
warm as Bhanipur. Byt warm.”

“8lackers!” said

Bob Cherry was
sfternoon.

In that respect, the afternoon resem-
bled every other afternoon and morning
in Bob's exuberdnt existence.

It was undoubfedly very wgrm for a
spring afternoon. There was indeed a
breath of summer in_the air. Hurree
Jamset Ham Singh did not notice it—he
found August rather chilly, in com-
parison with hiz native Innrf!', and In
the spring, Hurree S8ingh was not likel
to complain of the heaf, but of the cold.
Bob Cherry naticed it, but Bob did not
care whether it was warm or cold, so
long as he was in motion,

The chums of the Remove were walk-
ing to Cougtfield, and taking a cut
across the w green cgmmon. Walk-
w was rather foo slow for Bob Cherry.

alking did nat use up ten per cent
of the supershundant energy within
him. Had it béen a blazing midsummer
day, Bob would probably have sug-

sted & race across the common. And
it was poly warm.

“Blackers ¥ repeated Boh. “ Look
here, I'll give any man tep yards, and
beat him tg the copse on the other side
of the ridge.” 3

Three of the junlors shock their
heads. DBut Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
nodded cheerily. -

“¥You on, Inky?’ asked Bob.

“The answer is in the esteemed affir-
mative,” said the Nabob of Bhampur,
“but 1 shall bedt hollowfully if I
start ten-yardfully in advance.”

“Two to one in doughnuts that you
dﬂﬂit !u

“Done 1"

“You slackers van crawl along after
us, and yow'll find us in the copse,”
said Bob. :

“Right-ho 1. said Harry Wharton,

“Get on, Inkyl"

The Famous Five halted. Frank
Nugent paced off tem yards for the
nabhob’s stark, Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh walked to the startimi-plaaﬂ,
stnpﬁed ere, and glanced back,

ft. eady, my esteemed Bob!” he called
on

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“The readifulness is terrific,” he
answered, i playful imitation of the
nabob’s remarkabla English. “Drop
your hat for the signal, Wharton.”

“ Right-ho I

The captain of the Remove gave the
signal, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
and Bob E}herrieatarted.

Like a deer, the lightly-built and fleet-
footed Indian junior raced away
through the grasa, His feet hardly
seemed to touch the earth as he flew.

After him came Bob Cherry, at a

ull of energy that

good speed; but his comrades grinned g

as they saw him go. Bob was a good
sprinter; but in & footrace he was not
hkely to beat Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh; and the Inug start made it a
certainty for the nabob. Not that Bob
cared much one way or the other; what
he wanted was & race.

“Two to one on Inky!” said Frank
Nugent, a5 the Co, walked cheerily on
behind.

“No takers!” grinned Johnny Baull.

Bob Cherry was going strong.  But
the nabob’s start of ten yards had
drawn out to fifty, by the time he
topped the ridge in the distance.
HErreﬂ Singh disappeared over the
grassy ridge, while Bob Cherry was
still breasting the rize in the full view
of the following juniors,

There was a cheery grin on the
nabob’s dusky face as 1](1& went over the
ridge and ran fleetly down the slope

Ponsonby.

on the cther side, heading for the thick
copsa at a little distance. e

nder the trees ahead of him, sitting
in the grass in the shade from the sum,
were three fellows, and Hurree ﬂm?lh
caught sight of them suddenly a2z he
neared the goal.

He recogrised three Highchiffe fellows
—FPonzonby, Gadsby, and Monson, of
the Higholiffe Fourth.

The next moment he sighted two more
fellows—Vavasour and Drury—leaning
against a tree and smoking cigarettes.

For a moment the nabob slackened
speed.

Ponsonby & Co. were staring towards
him, apparently surprised to see the
Greyiriars fellow tearing towards the
copse at top speed, for no reason that
they could sce,

It was only for & second that Hurree
Singh paused. The copse was the goal
of the race, and it made no difference

to him- that the Higheliffe nuts had

selected that seclude md.shnm
to play nap that half-holiday.
Wharton & Co. were gener o0
fighting terms with Ponsonby and his
friends; and any member of the Co.
who fell in with the Higheliffians -was
likely to be booked for trouble, if the .
odds were heavily against him. But
the rest of the Co. were not far behind,
in this instance, in case of trouble.
the dusky nabob ran swiftl
towards the group of staring Hig
fellows.

“It's that Greyiriars nigger!” said
“What the thump i3 he
tearing up here fori®

“All on his own, too!” said Gadsby,
with & grin, laying down hiz cards.

“Understudying. Dantel, and putting
into the lion’s den!” chuckled Monson,
“We'll give him a reception.”

“What-ho!” grinned Drury.

“ Absolutely I said Vavasour.

Ponzonby jumped up.

“Collar %dm as soon as he gets here,”
he exclaimed. “We'll give him the
ragging of his life, and he can tel] the
other cads about it when he gets home.”

“ Make a giddy example of him,” said
Gadshy.

Ponsouby & Co. were all on their
feet now, waiting for the nabob to come
up. They were astonished to gee him
racing towards them, fairly throwing
himself into their hands. But they were
glad to see it. To catch one member
of the Famous Five “on his own,” and
make an example of Lhim, was an idea
that nijpealed to Ponsonby & Co. vexy
stroagly. ]

The nabob came sprinting up, panting
after his dash across the common,

He stopped under the  shady

branches; and as he stopped, the five
Higheliffians  closed round  him,
rinning.
“(Glad to sce you!"” chortled Gadsby.
“ Absolutely !” simapered Vavasour,
“Thiz iz really kind of you!” said
Ponsonby. *“ Dropping right into our
hands, and saving us the trouble of look-
ing for you! I was just thinkin' that
it would pass the time pleasantly if we
could drop on some Greviriars cad and
ragrlll;'mf b i '

ol esteem onsonby——

“Collar him!® :

The five Higheliffians cloged in on the
nebob with a rush. Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh's hands went up like light-
ning: and Ponsonby ﬂva_n yell, and
Vavasour a howl, as hit out. But
the odds were too heavy; in a fow
moments the nabob was sprawling in
the grass, with the Higheliffians sprawl-
ing over him, clinging to him like cats.

Got him!™ pan Drury.
“git on the cad!™ shouted Ponzonby,

on,
liffe
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* This is really kind of you ! ** said Ponsonby. * Dropping right into our hands and saving us the job of logking for you."

“ My esteemed Ponsonby——""

Ram Singh’s hands went up like lightning, and he hit out.

"Bouash him! Bang

(Lt
H

rubbing his nosze,
his head on the groun

“Yow-ow-ow !” roared the nabob, ns
his hapless head was banged, with a
migii}t:r bang.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

*{yive him another!™

#Yaroooop !"” roared the nabob. * You
estoemed and ridiculous rotters, give a
chap & chance! Fair play, you ludi-
crous outsiders '™

“There's a deep puddle in the copse,
& bit back,"” saul Ponsonby. " Yank
him along! We'll smother bumn!"

“What-ho I”

-And the nabeb, yelling wildly, his
arms and legs Aying in the air, was
rushed bodily into the irces.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Catching Tartars !

» OB CHERRY came over the
B grassy ridge at top speed, and
caie charging down the slope
towards the copse, The little
scene going on under the trees burst
upen him quite suddenly,
“Dh, my hat!” ¢jaculated Bob.

Bob had DLeen going srong, still
Lopi to overtake the nabob on the
alt:{)eng}afure goal was reached. But heo
redoubled his speed now: it was not a

race to win, but a ¢hum to rescune from
the hands of the encmy. Bob Cherry's
long legs fairly twinkled as he few
down the slope.

Ponsonby & Co. did not find the
nebob caszy to holidl; and they had no
ciy'l:s for Bob. They had not the
slightest idea that he was coming, till
ho burst on them like a thunderbolt,

Bob did not stop to talk. Mo charged
at the five Higheliffians like a bull, lit-
ting out right and left,

]gia right caught 1"onzonby on the
car, hiz left jammed into Vavasour's
nack. Don and Vaiasour went down
yelling.

“Oh gad!" exclaimed Drury.

Hurree Jamset Ram f:!:mpih Was
dropped as suddenly as if he had
becomne ” red-hot to the touch. He

sprawled, panting, in the grass, while his
captors turned to defend themselves.

“It's that beast Cherry!™ gasped
Dreary.
“1lown him !

*Lome on, you rotbers!” roared Bol,

The Highelithans came on fast encugh.
Five fellows elosed in on Bob Cherry,
and he was hard beset till the nabol
serambled up breathlessly and came to
hiz aid. DBut the odds were still Gve to
two, and the two Greyfriars fellows were
hard put to it.

Harry VWharton, Nugent, and Johnny
Bull reachied the top of the ridge at a

“* Collar him !** The five Highcliflans clpssd in on the nabob with a rush., Hurree Jamset

(See Chapler 2.)

walking pace. But as scon as they had
a view of the copse, and whal was
going on  ther®  their leisureliness
dropped from them like & cloak.

“"Highelific cads!" cxclaimod Whar-
ton. “Come on!"

The three juniors fled down the grassy
slope as if they were o the cinder-path.

“Oh gad! Here's somo more of
them !"* panted Drury.

“0Oh erumbs!"”

“Hoolk it!" muttered Monson.

But it was not casy for the High-
clifians to haok it. In catching Bob
Cherry and the nabob they had eadght
a pair of Tartars. 1"onsonbr & S
wore willing to retreat now—in fact,
cager—bub retreat was cut off, As they
backed away, Bob Cherry charged at
themn, the nabhoeb following himm up, and
the Highclifiaus were still hotly en-
gaged when the rost of the Co. arrived
on tho scene.

B"Il.;}iﬁ'n 'em socks!™ roared Johnoy
ull,

“Back up, Greyiriars!"

“"Here, you keep off 1" yellod Vava-
sour. “Only a joke—absolutely! Obh,
h‘;f gad! ©Obh, my hat! Yarocooh!"

Vavasour crumpled up in thoe grasp of
Frank Nugent, yelling,

Ponzonby made a rush o eseapo, and
landed in the arms of Johnny Buﬁ‘ And
Jolinny proceeded to put I"on's head in

THE MacNer Lipany.—No. 1052
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chancery, with awful results to Pon's
handzome features.

F‘;ﬂ{mrtuu had tackled Gladgsh:f,ﬁaﬂ::
a was putl up & losing ng
uﬁa.tchxmg all thﬂutlfmﬂ for a chance to
kAR

Monson and Drury had to face Bob
and Hurree Jamset Rem Singh, and on
equal terms they found themselves
simply nowherk,

The copse rang with wild howls and
vells, an(r the Highcliffe nuts received
what was comng. to them,

“Oh gad! Keep off "

1] Lﬁ%ﬂﬂ I
(1 HE F !_ﬂ

“Pax ! L?ggn ! Help!”

Five hapless Higheliffians sprawled

in the grass, TFive Greyfriars fcllows
looked down at them and panted for
breath and grinned.
“Is that nﬁl?” demanded Johnny Bull
grufﬂ;.ﬂ “(all that a scrap? Look here,
£

Tou ows, get up and have some
mgre 1

Wwl Owl Ow!l?

“The morefulness is ready and
terxific !

H'gq -GW-HWE“

“¥ou're not Anished yet, Poni"
Abparonits 'the Higheliffe quintett
ren ¢ Highcliffe quintette

\x'ergpgniahﬂfl. They lay in the grass
and gasped and groaned and moaned
and nursed their streaming noses and
caressed their shaded eyes. Ponsonby
& Co. felt as if they had been under a
traction-engine, and they did not want
any more,

"Look here, are you getting up, you
worms?” demanded Wharton.

“Ow! No! Yow-ow!"

"o away " moaned Vavasour., "“Go
away! Wow! Goaway, please! Wow-
wow |7

“My esteemed chums,” said Hurrea
Jamset Ram Singh, “the oxcellent and
disgusting rotters rI:usu.ngnau:'l my elegant
napper on the ludicrous earth. he
painfulness is teryific. Who is saucy to
the e must be saucy to the gander,
as e English proverb says. The
Bangiuloess of the esteemed nappers is
the proper caper !’

“Hear, hear | chuckled Bob Cherry.

“How many bangs did they give you,
Inkﬁ" asked the captain of the Remove,

& [y esteemed nappér was banged
twicelully.”

“"Then their estecrned nappers are
goin to be banged twicefully!™
Ehlmﬁlﬂd Wharton. * Collar the ecads!”

“Keep ofi "’ yelled Ponsonby savagely.

“¥You shouldn't esk for these things,
old bean,” explained Bob Cherry, as
he grasped Pon. *“If vou don’t want
them, why ask for them?”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!™

Thera was a feeble resistance from
Ponsonby & Co. as they were seized.
Then five heavy bangs happened, and
five fearful yells floated through the
copse and across the common.

“"Once morefully!” chuckled
nabob.

Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!

Ponsonby & Co. sprawled in the grass
and roared. Thﬂif had asked for it;
but never were five festive youths so
dissatisfied .at receiving what they had
asked for.

Harry Wharton & Co. walked cheerily
on their way and disappearad across the
commaon in the direction of Courtlicld.
But Pon and his nutty crowd did not
stir.  They lay or sat in the grass,
moaning ; and it was quite a long time
before they picked themselves up, still
mumbling dismally, and trailed drearily
away,
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Treed !

LK T
Crum made that remark,
He did not notice Lord
Mauleverer's wince, but
he added at once:

“I moan hot, old covey.”

Lord Mauleverer smiled.

Crum had pursued and captured the
missing h, as it wero: but he might
as well have left it glone, if he was
going 19 follow it up with “old covey.”

"%t—] mean hot!” repeated m

cheerily. “ You're looking a bit fagged,
Alaunly.™

“Yans"”

“Take a rest?”

“Yaas”

Crum was full of energy, but he was
& considerate fellow. JI Lord Maule-
verer wanted to rest, Crum was willing
to rest. He liked Mauleverer’s com-
Eﬂ.nj’. Crum rather liked the sound of

is own voice—paerhaps because he hadn’t
a musical car. He talked a great deal
Lord Mauleverer was wiiling to talk,
too, so [ar as that went. But if a
fellow interrupted Mawly, Mauly rang
off immediately. If a fellow wanted to

on talking, Mauly let him without
emur. The result was that Mauly
never got his hali of the conversation—
and gencrally did not get a gquarter.
With Crum, he did not get more than
& tenth, -

He did not mind. Lord Mauleverer
never secmed to mind anything. Only
he was bored.

8till, as Mauly's beautiful manners
made it impossible for him to reveal the
fact that he was bored, it did not matter
to Crum.

The suggestion of taking a rest was
very welcome to Mauleverer.  There
was & possibility that he might be able
to get a little nap while Crum went on
talking, Thus both parties would be
satished.

The two juniors were a mile from
Greyfriars, and had been strolling across
a rather secluded part of the common.
Crum looked round for a favourable spot
for a rest. An ancient tree, with a
long, low, thick branch looping towards
the ganum:l, caught his eye, and he
stopped.

“ora,” he said—""1 mean here.”

“Yaas, old bean.” y

Crum swung himself actively on the
branch. He sat there and swung his
feot & couple of yards from the ground.

Lord Mauleverer followed in a more
leisurely manner, and ensconced himself
where the branch joined the trunk.
Between the jutting branch and the
trunk was quite a cosy corner, into
which his fntlﬁﬁd lordship settled very
comfortably. He leaned his noble head
back on another branch behind him,
and half closed his oyes.

Crum's tireless wvoice ran chéerfully
on. Crum did not know that he was
boring the dandy of the Remove, and
Lord Mauleverer would not have let
him know it for worlds. Besides,
Mauly Jdid not mind heingh hored very
much. He was used to ainf bored.
Most things bored his lazy lordship.
Crum was a bore, but not so bad as
Billy Bunter, for instance. Mattors
might have been worse; and it was
Mauly’s way to look on the brighter
side of everything. ;

Crum’s talk ran chicfly on himself,
and his life beforo he had come to
Greyfriars—when he had been *Young
Crum,” plaving his part in ithe House
of Magic with his fathery, “Old Crum.”

Nobody at Greyiriars, oxceptin
Lord Mauleverer, knew that Crum ha

that he was a hypnotist of weird and
remarkable powers,

That was Crum’s secret; and Maule-
verer never thought of giving it away
in the Remove.

Keeping that secret, Crum had to
exercise rather & restraint upon his
desire to talk about himself and his
adventures; but with Lord Mauleverer
who knew the secret, there was no need
of such restraint. So Crum let himself
go; and had Lord Mauleverer lstened
to him attentively he would have
learned the whole history of Youn
Crum’s life from the first day he coul
remember, until the present date when
they sat together on the swayin
branch of the tree on Courtfigl
common. He would have learned the
history of Crum’s Show, and the
marvels of the House of Magzic, in
which the two hypnotists, father and
son, had travelled far and wide gather-
i:‘g in the shekels, as Crum described
1

Many shekels had been gathered in,
and the Crums were rich now—one of
the results being that Old Crum had
becorne ambitfous to place Youn
Crum at a famous public school, an
“make a ﬁt}t!emm * of him. The
process of being made into a gentle
man, 45 Old Crum eg;rassed it, worried
and bored Young Crum, who longed
for his old exciting life on the road.

All this, and more—much more—Lord
Mauleverer would have learned had he
listened attentively to Henry
Christopher Crum.,

But he didn’t.

Mauly’s  polished politeness  con-
strained him to listen; but he did not
listen with attention.

Crum’s leng narrative entered one of
Mauly's noble ears, and passed out of
the other noble -an.r,h_le&v%?]g little if
any impression upon his noble memory,

It really did not matter. Crum did
not, like Brutus, pause for replics,
Perhaps ho was afraid he might get
some 1f he did., He rattled on, and
Lord Mauleverer, resting peacﬂfuhy in
the fork of the tree, gazed dreamily
across the sunny commop, and gradu-
ally dozed.

Five dusty, untidy fellows, rubbing
swollen noses, appeared in si i'.li.'. tramp-
ing wearily along by a path that led
by the old treo. Lord Mauleverer did
not see them, and Crum, who saw
them, did not heed them. He had
heard in the Remove of Ponsonby & Co.,
but he had never seen those bright
youths, so far, and, apart from grin-
ning at their dilapidated looks, he gave
them no heed.

But Ponsonby gave heed to the iwo
fellows sitting in the treo,

Ho recognised Mauly at once, and
recognised him as a pal of the Famous
Five. Crum ho did not know; but he
know from his cap that he was a Grey-

friars man,

Pon's eyes gleamed evilly,
He had made a grievous mistake in
setting

upon Hurree Jamset
Singh, under the impression thatﬂm.
nabob was alone on the common. But
there was no mistake this time. For a
mile on every hand, the common was
deserted. There was absolutely no one
in  szight; apd tha two Groyfriars
juniors were at the mercy of the
savagely exasperated Higheliffians., T
was true that these twa jumiors had
given no offence; and were not even
awarc of the scrap that had taken place
in the copse an hour before. Dut any
fellows in the Greviriars colours were
game to Ponsonbhy & Co. The High-
cliffe nuts had been defeated, licked,
and severcly punished; and they wero
yvearning for vengeance, Here was

cengaged in a hypnotic show, and vengeance ready to their hand.
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“Croylriars cads!” said Ponsonby,
between his teeth.. “That drowsy ass
Mauleverer—a pal of Wharton's. This
is where we come 1n.”

Monsun cast & searching eye around.
Monson did not want to make anocther
lamentable mistake.

*It's all right,"” said Gadsby, "Tho
coast's clear, Come on.”

“We'll give those cads all that we've
had, and a little over,” zaid Drury
vengefully.

“ Ahsolutely,” grinned Vavasour.

And the five Highelifians marched u
to tho old tree, and halted, and looke
up at the two juniors six feet over their
heads. .

Crum stared down at them.

“You'll know me agan!”
remarked derisively.

“Get down!"™ zaid Ponsonby.

“What for?”

“Becauso I tell you to.”

“And who may you be when you're
at ‘ome " asked Crum contemptucusly.

“My hat!” said Gadsby. “Who's
this merchant? I say, young shaver,
where did you drop your h's¥”

Crum’s eyes flashed.

“Mind your own business, you 'og,
and go and eat coke!”™ he retorted.
“Take your blooming face away with
vou. It worries a bloke.”

Ponsonby & Co. stared. In their
surprise at this elegant flow of language
they almost forgot the aches and pains
from which thoy wero suffering.

“My hat!” said Pon. *“This must be
the morchant that Skinner's told us
about—{fellow named Rum, or Chum, or
somethin’. Thoy let in & queer lot of
hiightem at Greyfriars.”

“"Crum ! said Gadsby. I remomber
Bkinner telling ns. me sortk of a
eircus clown, or somethin’.”

“Clown yourself, ugly mug ! retorted
Crum,

e \gh}a-a-t?“r s

“Ugly mug '™ sal Fum,

“Ch, my hat!” )

Lord auloverer opened his eves.
He blinked at Ponsonby & Co. and be-
came very wide awake all of a sudden,

“Oh ﬁu{]! Highcliffé c©ads!”™ he
ejaculated.

O Ighelife!™ said Crum. *“0Oh, I've
'eard of the blekes. 'Orrible sct of
blackguards, I've "card.”

“'Ave vou really "eard that?” asked
Gadsby, in plaviul imitation; and there
was a chortle from the Nuts.

“ Look 'ere—" roared Crum.

“Geot down !’ rapped out Ponsonby.

”Ehl.n’t!”

“You fellows walk on,” suggested
Lord Mauleverer placidly. “It's really
too hot for ecrappin’, Leave it till next
wintor.™

“Are vou gettin' down 7

“No, dear man. Teo much {rouble.”

“We'll jolly soon have you down,”
said Monson.

"Precious sct of rotters you are,” said
Crutn. “Mere'n two to onc. Is that
what you call fair play at 'Igheliffc?"

“Pull that cad down, Gaddy.™

Gadsby made a jump to cateh at
Crum's legs. Had he suceceded in
vatching hold, and dragging Crum to
the ground, the showman's zon would
have had an cxtremely unpleasant fall,

But Gadsby did not gel hold.  YWhat

he

ke got was & sudden drive of Crum’s

boot which caught him on his ear.

Gadsby gave a  fearful  well, and
staggered away, clasping his head in
angiish.

“Ha, ba, ha!"™ roarved Crum, while
[ovd Mauleverer grinned. " Cowne and
‘ave auothor, l'r:l.!l.-l’tf}’qu

Gadesby did uet spply for another.
One scemed to be enough for Gaddy.
T'onsonby made a zbride forward. but
siepned back again hastily.

He gritted his tecth with rage. Once
on the ground the two Groylriars fel-
lows would have no chance against the
ctowd of Highcliffians. But attacking
them where they. were was another
matter.

“Come on ! invited Crom.

“Yaa:, come on!” drawled Lord
Mauleverer.  “Waitin® for you, old
beans, if vou insist upon trouble this
warm afternoon.”

Ponsonby's eyes ghttered.

“Find somo stones for me, you men,”
he said. ““I've got my catapult in my
pocket. I fancy Lthat will shift them.”

“I—1 say, that’s dangerous,” mutlered
Vavasour.

“Shut up, you fool.™

Yavasour shut up. Gaddy and Mon-
son and Drury immediately began
searching among the grass roots for
suitable stonés, while Ponsonby took his
catapult from his pocket. Catapulting
follows with stones was an exceedingly
dangerous gawme, and damage might
have been done which would have
landed Cecil Ponsonby in & reformatory ;
but when the evil in Pon was roused,
he was utterly reckless of consequences,
Pon's nose was swollen, and one of his
eyes was darkening, and his handsome
mouth had a list to port. Somehddy
had to pay for those damages, if Pon
could manayge it,

“AMy 'ab ! said Crum, staring at the
catapult, and Lord Mauleverer's face
became very grave.

Ag soon as sharp stones began
whizzing at them, wit:f: almost the force
of bullets, it was obvious that the
position in the tree wounld become un-
tenable. There was nothing for it but
to jump down and put up the best fight
they could against heavy odds. And
that, as both the juniors knew, meant an
unavailing . struggle and a record
ragging. Lord Mauleverer made up his
noble mind to it.

“Come on, Crum,” ho said. " We'va
pot to fight & way out, dear man. Pluck
docs it.”

*101d on,” saild Crum.

“ Ay dear chap, when a thing can’t
be helped, il's better got over,” said his
lordship. *I don't want a rapgin’—

but still more I don't want an cye
knocked ocut by that hooligan.”

“0ld on, I tell you,” answered Crum.
“Leave it in my 'ands, Mauly, and I can
fix it. You know 'ow."

! ejaculated his lordship,

He had forgotien  Crum's
h:.'gnuim POWeTS,

rum’s ¢yves were already fastened on
Ponsonby's, with the strange gleam in
them that was always visible when the
schoolboy lLiypnotist was putting on the
“’ﬂl-l-E.'il'EE-”

o I"‘I sy,
Mauleverer. .

Crum did not heed, and Aauly was
silent. Whizring stones from the cata-
pult were rather too much of a pood
thing, and justified the use of Crum's
strange pift in  defence. 8o Lord
Mauleverer held his peace and loft the
matter in Cenm’s hands, e watched in
silonce, and saw the dawed, perplexced
look that came into Ponzonby's byes, a
hint that he was passing. all. uncon-
scionsly. vnder the power of the scheol.
boy hyvpnolist.

weird

Crum——" stammered

—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Under the *Fluence !

(1! ERIL voun ave, Pon!" .
H Gadsby came up with a
handful “of stones. AMonson

and Drury followed him with
anolher supply.  DPonsonby, standing
with the catapult in his band, was
staring hard at Crume.

He made a movement, as if to turn
his eyes to Gadsby; but did not turn
them. They were held by Crum, as if
his strangely-gleaming, netic ayes
fascinated the Hig‘huﬁﬁ‘ﬂ fellow. ILike
a helpless rabbit under the gaze of a
serpent, Ponsonby stood motionless,
staring dazedly at the junior in the tree,

Cruin gave a sardonic grin.

“You, DPonsonby!” he rapped out.

“¥es, Crum!” whispered Ponsonby, in
a voice strangely unlike his own.

“Throw that catapult up te me.”

“That's likely!” grinned Gadsby.

“ Absolutely ! chuckled Vavasour.

“Here, what are you up to, Pon?”
roared Monson. To the utter amaze-
ment of his comrades,. Ponsonby tossed
the catapult up to Crum.

_ Crum caught it and promptly broke it
mto pileces, throwing the fragments at
the Higheliffans.

“What do you mean by that, Pon?”
shouted the amazed Gadshy. “ Have you
gone off your rocker®”

Ponsonby did not heed him. His eyes
wore still fixed on Crum, and he stood
os if waiting further orders. His com-
rades stared at him almost in stupe-
faction.

“He's potby !” muttered Drury.

“ Absolutely ' gasped Vavasour.

Crum grinned. _

“You, Ponsonby! You go for them
blokes and punch as 'ard as vou jolly
well can ! he called out.

“¥Yes, Crum!™

If the Higheliffe nuts had been

astonished before, they were aslnost
petrified now.
_ Ponsonby obeyed the order of the
junior in the tree as if he were some
sort of cunning mechanism set in motion
by Crum’s voice. TIndeed, with the
hypnotic influenes on him, Pon was
little more.

He swung round on Gadsby and
struck him full in the face.

There was a wild yell from Gadsby.

The sudden, unexpected blow, with all
the strength of Ponsonby’s arm behind
it, fairly up-ended Godsby and sent him
spinning. Hao crashed down in the grass
& couple of yards away, gasping.

Before he had touched the ground,

Ponsonby had hit out at Monson,
sending that youth staggering back-
wards.
_ Drury and Vovasour sprang back just
in time to oscape Pon's attack, but he
followed them up, hitting out furiously.
The two sstoundeti Highcliffians put up
their hands in  feeble defonce, too
amazed and nnnerved by Pon's outbreak
to guard themselves against his fierce
drives. Vavasour tock to his heels and
sprinted away across the common, and
Drury, after a fow moments, joined
Gadsby and Monson on the grass.

“Oh, gad!” murmured Lord Maule-
verer, in wonder—almost in hovror.

Crum chuckled.

"o for them I he shouted.

“Cream! Chuck it—"

“Rats! Ain't they asked for it?™
grinned Crum.

“Yans; but—"

“Aly eve! Thiz "ere iz a show!™
chortled Clriom. “*Go for 'oem, vou rotter
—give 'em jip !

Pensonby obeyed: he could not help
it.  He was amazed at himself, but dis-
cbedience was not peossible to him. He
rushed at his throe comreades as they
eerambled up. attacking thoem fereely.

“Tl¢’s mad!” panted Gadsby, " He's
wad ! Mad as a hatter! Collar him!"
“AMad or not, I'll smash him!" yelled

AMonson.

There was o toereifie scrap uwnder the
tree, Ponsanby fghting hord with the
thiree of them attacking hnm like tigers,
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“This is where we come in, Mauly!”
grinned Crum.

“Yaas, deer man.”

The two juniors slipped from the tree
and rushed into tho conflict. Gadsby
and Monson were driven off under their
attack, and Drury was left to Ponsonby.
'Phe threo amazed Highelifians retreated
fast. They could secarcely believe their

cyes at sceing Ponsonby lined up
against them with the Greyiriars
fellows.

“Hoolk it I panted Monson.

And the three hooked it, tﬂnringl away
after Vavasour, who was already
vanishing in the distance.

“Stop ! shouted Crum, as Ponsonby
was rushing in pursuit of the fugitives.

Ponsonby stopped.

"Ves, Crum!” he breathed,

“Let him off, Crum!” muttered Lord
Mauleverer. “I know he asked for it,
and deserved it; but it’s too thick.
This sort of thing is outaide the giddy
limit, you know.”

“I'm going to make ’im crawl through
a puddle,” said Crom.

“As a favdur to me, old bean, don't.”

“1 jolly well will

Tord Mauleverer set his lips.

“Vou won't!" he said quictly.

Crum gave him a glare. He was an
obstinate youth, and he did not like
contradiction. The strange power that
he held in his hands had given a very
domineering  tendeney to Crum's
character—a domineering tendency that
had been a good desl resented in the
Remove, though the feollows did not
understand its cause. Crum’s temper
was very easily roused, it was
ronsing now.

and

“You telling me what I won't do!™"

ha exclaimed. “For twe pins, I'd do
the same to you that I've done to that
covey, and chance 1t "

“Von couldn’t!”™ answered Lord
Mauleverer calmly, “and 1 don’t think
you're rotter enough, Crum, if you
could. You've gat to lot that fellow
off nowl”

“T won't!" roared Crum,

“You willt"”

Crum stared at him fixedly., Lord
Mauleverer’s well-cut lip curved in a
uﬂhtﬁmEtuuua smile. He was not afraid
of the 'fluence; he did not believe that
the hypnotic power could be cxercised
on any fellow who know what was
coming sand was on his guard ageinst it,
Apparently he was right, for Crum’s
fixed starc lowered at last, and his lord-
ship smiled again,

“I ain’t putting it on you—I don't
want to!” gmw[cﬁ Crum, unwilling to
admit deféat. " But I'm goiog to make
that covey crawl on his "'ands and knees,
and so I tell you !

“"You're going to let him off, and at
ﬂﬂml“ ‘

“Who's geing to make me?” roarcd

rum.

rrI A& !I‘I‘

“¥You!” Crum snorted. “Think you
can lick me?”

““¥Yaas., But, apart from that, I shall
givo away your secret if you use it in
a blackguardly way. You've stopped
those cads raggin’ us, and that's enough.
Now chuek 1t!”

Crum’s eyes gleamed. _

*“You'll tell on a bloke?” he snarled.

“I shall certainly give you away, if
you step owver tha limit,” said Lord
Meuleverer ecalmly. “I ghan't keep a
secret that is nsed for raszeally purposes,
vou may be sure of that."

Crum breathed hard.

“'Ava vour own way, and be blowed
io youl" he maléped; and he called .to
fgnwnhy and made strange passes hefore
is ayoa.
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Thae dandy of Higheliffe scemed to
wake up as from a dream. He stared
round him, seeming astonished to find
himself alone on the common with the
two Greyiriars fellows.

“Oh, gad! Wha " Pon backed
away. " Where are m pals?  What—

what has happened ?

Ho broke oft, stammering.

“They've cleared off to Highcliffe,”
said Lord Mauleverer quietly “You'd
better clear off after them, %"ﬂnmnbyi"

Ponsonby, mpystified and ed as
he was, seemed to think that good
advice. He promptly cleared eoff.

Lord Mauleverer glanced at Crom.

“Timo we got back to teay” he re-
marked plecidly. .

"o and eat coke!” growled Crum.

And he drove his hands into his

Eu-oli_kbm. and slouched off by himself.
' d Ma

uleverer gazed after nm for a
few moments, rugged fis noble
shoulders, and then turned in the

direction of Greyiriars, and ambled
n}va¥. Possibly it was not a blow to
his lordship to bhe deprived of Crum’s
) the walk home to
Greyiriars.

— -

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Hunts for Trouble !

o ALLO, hallo, halle!” sang ont
H Bob Cherry.
Vernon-Bmith glanced

round sourly.

The Famous Five, coming back [rom
Courthield, came on Smithy and Tom
Redwing, walking up to thé school from
the boat-house. Bob Cherry hailed them
cheerily.

“Had o good lime on the river?”
asked Wharton, with rather a curious
glance at the clouded faces of Lhe
chums of Study No. 4. Redwing looked
worried and Vernon-Smith decidedly
bad-temperad.

“0Oh, all right!” said Smithy. *‘Not
so bad., BSeen Mauleverer ¥

“Mauly ¥ No. I don't think he went
out of gates,’” said the captain of the
Remove. "He was snoozing in lis study
when we cleared.”

“0Oh, yee! He went out with Crum,”
sald the Bouunder, with & smouldering
gleam in his eyes,

“Crum! I dido't know Mauly wos
chummy with Crum!”

“He isn't. The rotten outsider fast-
ened on him, and Mauly is too soft {o
shoo him off ! snecred the Bounder.
“¥ou know Mauly."”

Harry Wharton made wvo reply to
that. The Bounder’s look aud tone
were exceedingly disagrecable; and it
was easy to sec that something had hap-

ned to ruffle him seriously. Redwing
ooked uncomfortable.

The juniors walked back to the school I

together, the Bounder tramping along
with his hands in his pockets, his brows
knitted, and his eyes glinting. It was
not Vernon-Smith's way to forgive any
offence, real or fancied, and he had
been bitterly offended that afterncon.
That the blame bhad been entirely Lis
the wilful Bounder did not consider for
& moment.

Mauly had eut him, in the most direct
manner, on account of that rank out-
sider éru.m; and the Bounder had
brooded over it through the sunn
afternoon, his temper growing more an
more bitter with every ?assmg moment.
Tom Redwing had not h a happy
afternoon on the river. When Herbeért
Vernon-8mith was in this mood his hest
friend was not safe from his snarliog
temper; and Redwing had had to
exercise all his patience to keep f-om a
¢uarral with his chum. i

i3

“Hallo, halle, hallo! Here's

nibs!” exclaimed Bobh Cherry, as ihe
uniors were crossing  towards the
ouse.
Lord Mauleverer had just come in—

‘nlone.

Ho gave the juniors a nod and a
smile, and joined them. The Bounder’s

es glinted at him, but Mauly did not
obhserve 1k.

“Tired, old boan i” grinned Bob,

“Yaagi”

= ﬁiked Lalf a mile, T suppose?™
said Bob sympathetieally. **Must havo
worn you out, poor old chap!”

“"More than that,” said Lovd Maule-
verer. “Two miles, at least!"”

“Great pip] All in one day!” ex-
elaimed Bob incredulously.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“And he still lives to tell the lale!”
cjaculated Nugent,  “Wonders will
never ceasc!

“¥ou scem to have got vid of your
new pal, Mguloverer?™ said  the
Bounder, with a sneor.

Mauleverer glanced at him.

“"Urum and I parted on tho
mon,” he answered briefly.

“Ihd his accent get on vour nervea ™

Lord Mauleverer did not answer that.
He was not a particularly obscrvent
youth, but he could =ea that the
Bounder wag ripe for a quarrel, and he
did not want a row with the Beunder.

COin-

“I asked {’nu a question, Manle-
verar,” said Vernon-S8mith, in a low,
distinet tone.

“Did you, old bean?"”

“1 did!”

“Time we got in to tes,” remarked
Maulevercr. ~I hope Vivian's got in
first and got tea going. You men seen
anythin' of Jimmy Viviani”

The Bounder was not to be put off so
casily as that.

Wil i:m‘ answer my question, Maule-
vorer {" ho asked.

“No,” said Mauleverer, driven to a

divect reply at last. “Like your cheek
to ask such & question, Bmithy, when
ou know I walked out with Crum on

riendly terms!”
‘' Hear, hear!” said Johuny Bull.
Bob Cherry starcd from one to the

other.
“ Anything up ?" he inquired. “Whatl's
the matier wxjth you qujthJi EKecp

your little tempar, old bean!
HMind your own business!”
Bob Cherry coloured.

“1 ecan sce you're in one of wour
otten tempers, Bmithy!" he said curtly.
You're ,pmkmg‘ a row with Mauly.
Shut upl’

“Yaas, shut np, Bmnithy, old bean!”
rard Mauloveror, " What's the good of
rowin’ 17 .

“I'll do as I like, Bob Cherry ! said
ihe Bounder. “No business of yours if
row with that slackin’® fool, I
s e

Smithy 1" muttered Redwing.

The Bounder took no hueg of liis
chum. .He came to a halt, slandi
directly in Mauleverer’s path an
forcing his lurdshqi to come to a halt
also. Mauleverer locked at him with
undisturbed calmness,

_ "What did you call me, SBmithy 1" he
inguired. ?

“A slackin’ [ool.”

“Is that your opinion?”

“Thanks!” sald his lordship. ““Any-
thin' to add to it

he Bounder, rather nonpluzsed by
that placid question, did not reply. The
uf;mr fellows smiled.

‘I yow're done, then, old bean,
would you mind st.cp!ﬁn‘ aside " asked
,I.-|:4|r11||:lj ﬁuulﬂ\'ﬂmr. 'm goin' in to
tea.

The Bounder's lip curled.

£
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# I wanted to Pal on to Maunleverer this afternoon,’’ said Vernon-Smith.
gasped the astonished Removites.
of making Iriends with a lord, and never did if,"” continned Vernon-Smith.

* Greatpip 1 *

“You've nothin® to say in answor?”
ho sneered. i

" Nothin®, exceptin' that I don't Itke
vour manners,” said Lord Mauleverer
cheorfully. *“But I never did, you
know. "

“If o fellow called me names I should
hit him,” said Vernon-Bmith.

“Yaas, no doubt you would,” agreed
hia lurr]'ahip. “But ot the present
mement, old bean, I'm not holdin’ an
inquiry into the objgctionable manners
and customs of the Vernon-Smith tribe,
I'm goin' in to ten.”

“Funk !

"Thanks! Aoythin' more?” ]

Lord Mauleverer’s tone was mildly
contemptuous. That Lord Mauleverer
was not a funk, all Groyiriors knew—
indeed, it was only a fow weeks sinco_he
had stoed up to the Bounder in combat
and defeated him, Mauly was amiably
indifferent to Smithy's opinion on that
sulject,

The Boapder gave a jeering laugh.

“Well, 1 leﬁl let & man call you a
funk, that's Lhe limit 1" ho said. “You
cane Llake that along with it."

And the Bounder with his open hand
sttnck at Lord Mauleverer's placid face.

The blow did not reach Mauly.

Tob Cherry, with a gleam in his oyes,
reached forward in time and struck the
" Bounder's arm aside,

Vernon-Smith gave o yelp of pain.
‘l'h!:: rap on his arm was vigorous and
it hurk.

“You meddling ead!™ Lhe yelled.

Aud in his roge he turned on Bob
ol struck ab him furiously. The next
moment ho was on his back in the guad-
rangle, gasping.

** My pater’s been waxy

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
To Fight or Not to Fight?

T ELL hit!" chuckled Jolnny
Bull.
Tho Bounder sat up
dazedly.

A drive from Bob Cherry's powerful
right arm was.no light matter. The
Bounder had been fairly swopt off his
foot, and he had hit the earth with a
resounding bump. .

Bob looked down at him, with a
gleam in his blue eyves. It was seldom
that Dol was angry, bul he was angry
D,

“You rotier, Pmithy!" he asaid. “Ii
vou wanl this to go [urther, I'm your
nan-—-now, or any time you like!”

“¥y dear chap,” murmured Lord
Mauwleverer, “I ralher think I'm the
man Bmithy wants,”

“0h, rot!” said Boh, * Leavo him fo
me. Mauly, You licked Somathy at liigiu
Oaks, and everyhady knows you can do
it. 8o don't make yourself tired for
nathing, cld slacker. Leave him to
|I|.r'.”

Tom Redwing stooped to help the
Tounder to his feet. Vernon-Smith
{hrust him savagely aside and scrambled
up unaided. Hiz eyes fairly burned at
Bob Cherry.

“You rotten, meddling cad—" Lo
hissed,

“Cut it short!™ interrupled Bob.
“No good talking! - You've gob into
one QF vour tantrums, and you want a
serap, Go ahead with it! You're not
going to pick on old Mauly; you're
going to lackle me. It will he =
pleasure to me to knock some decent
mnanners mlo vou™

§
')
=

) ve

“ You fellows know why—because he’s a lord.**
with me more than once because I had a chance

(See Chapter B.)

“So that funky cur is hiding behind
xou, 18 he?" sneered tho Bounder.

“He wasn't hiding behind Iﬂgﬂbﬂdf
when he thrashed vou at High ks,
said Bob scornfully. * Mauly hates rag-
ging, as you know Iu:nll_*.: well, T've no
objection in the world—in foet, I thrive
on it. You want e scrap with some-
body—well, I'ia your man."

"Yaoas, therc's somcthin’ in that,™
gnid FLord Mauleverer tlmughtful]'}".
“We had & fight once, Smithy, and you
must admit that you didn't get the
better of it, as you threw up the sponge.
What's the good of fightin' it out over

againt"

“Phat was a fluke!" enarled the
Bounder. “I'd give you the licking of
your life if you dared to sland up to we
again!”

“Put think of the cxertion,” said his
lordship Flaintimlg. “1 had to go all
out to wallop you, Smithy. T don’t want
all that trouble over agnin. Haven't
von any consideration for o fellow?”

The Bounder grhted his teeth.

“You're not putt it on  Bols
Cherry,” he said. “I'll deal with that
meddlin’ rotter anothier time. Yon'ro
going to fght me, uleverer, or I'll
kick you into it somo time when Cherry
isn't by to protech you.” :

“Oh, shut up, Smithy!" said Harry
Wharton, in disgust.

“Mind your own business, confound

Jﬂu 1"

*“My esteerncd Bmithy—"
mured Hurree Jamsat Ram Singh.
“Shut up, you nigger 1"
The nabob's oyes Hashed. i .
“Iooks to me as if Bmithy 13 gomn
to hayve a whole &mssmn of scraps,
Trae Macner Lisnary.—No. 1052,
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grinned Johnny Bull. *Like to put me
on the Jist, 8mithy?"’ :

“Mauleverer’s my man,’”’ said the
Bounder, his eyes fixed malignantly on
the schoolboy earl. “He got the betier
of me once by a fluke. I challenge him
to try it over again.”

“Well, I've got the better of you
more than once,” said Bob. “*(Chal-
lenge me to try it over again, instead.”

'm speakin' to Mauleverér."

Lord Maualeverér sighod deeply.

“You really think it was a fluke that
time walloped you at High Oaks,
Smithy " he asked.

“I know it was.”

“You may be right,”’ assented Maule-
verer. “There's no tellin’. But I'd
rather nobt try it over again, if you'd
keep the peace. 1t was a frightful exer-
tion, I remember. B8till, if you're set
on it, I suppose & wilful man must have
his way. ‘s gec. I can't thrash you
gﬂ'%\;.} because I want my tea. After tea

o

“After tea, in the Rap,” said the
Bounder.

“¥aas, all serene.”

*“That's settled, then,” said Herbert
Vernon-8mith, and he stalked away to
the House, Redwing following him
slow]y.

Lord Mauleverer sighed again.

“What a life!” ho murmured.

“You're an ass, Mauly:” gaid Bob
crossly. “Why eouldn’t you leave him
to me?”’

“Well, ba scems keen on it, and a

fellow hates to say ‘ No,' " said Lord
Mauleverer.  “Much  obli ed, all the
tame. Much yather you than I. But
never mind. Perhaps Smithy will lick

me this time, and then he will be satis-
fied, and lot a fellow rest.”
“Fathead 1™
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“Thanks, old bean "

“But what's the row about? asked
Harry Wharton, puzzled. “It’s not that
old trouble at High Oaks; Smithy has
got over that long ago. You've been
friendly enough since then. Bomething
else happened sineet”

“1 suppose so.”

“You've put BSmithy's back up?™
asked Nugent.

“Yaas, 4 must have.”

Lord Mauleverer ovidently did not
intend to go into particulars, so the sub-
joct was dropped, and the juniors went
in to tea, - Mauleverer, as placid as ever,
ambled along to Study Ne. 120 Mauly
had done more than any oiher fellow
would have done 1o avoid a scrap, but
now that it- was inevitable, obyviously it
did not perturh him in the least. Tf
he was dismayed at the prospeot, it was
on account of the exertion invelved in
a scrap with so hefty an opponent as
the Bounder. Fear had been entirely
left. out of his lordship’s composition.

Wharton and Nugent went to Study
No. 1, both of them frowning. They
liked old Mauly, and they were irritated
at the Bounder fastoening a guarrel upon
him. There was not one member of
the Famoug Five who would not gladl
have taken the quarrel upon himself ha
it been possible.

The two juniors had started fea when
Crom camo in.

Crum, too, was frowning as he
dropped into a chair at the tea-table:
Frowning brows seemed to be the order
of the day just then.

“You know what the row's about,
Crum " asked Frank Nugent.
“What row?"” grunted Crum,

“Mauly and the Bounder.”
Crum looked up.
“Rowing, are they?” he apsked.
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happened, but

“They're goin
alter tea," said
shameo
fellow

to serap in the Rag
: arry. “It's a rotten
fixing a row on a peaceable
like Mauly, I“dnn't, know what's
olly well know it
SBmithy's fault,” i v

Ei_ul_‘n! rinned.

“I jolly well know what's happened,”
he said.  “Smithy's got his back up
cause Mauly set Bim down afore a lot
of follers this arterncon.”

::Wh&t about?” asked Nugent,

Me I said mi,

“¥ou!” repeated Wharton
lelgﬂl]t tﬂg‘&thi&h

“I was goin’ out with Mauly, and
Smithy asked him to go in ar&nt”
explained Crum. “HMe said he didn't
want me, and Mauly turned his back
on "im and cut 'im.”

“Berve him jolly well right,” said
Nugent. “Smithy has rotten manners
sometimes,” ;

“1 knew it was all Bmithy's fault,”
said Wharton, knitting his brows. “I've
a jolly good mind to interfere, as
captain of the Form. Mauly’s as
lucky M{Inuimq‘qa,n at Grevlriars, and

and

e's licke iithy once. He hates
Eﬂrnpp:u&g, and it's rotten to drag him
mto' a fight. Quelchy will be down on

both of them if he hears of it, too: and
-Mauly may get detentions.”  Ho
frowned deaEIy. “If Bmithy wants
detentions, that's his business, but I
don’t see letting him land Man ¥, too.”

“Put a slop to it,” said Hugunt.

“1'll think it over, anyhow.”

And the captain of the Remove was
still thinking it over when the juniors
went down to the Rap after tea.

e o -

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Crum Intervenes !

ENRY CHRISTOPHER CRUM
remained in Study No. 1 after
Wharton and Nugent had
gone down,

Hea seemed in & worried mood.

Crum had walked back to Grey-
friars by himself, still nursing his
anger against Mauly. DPut Crum was
at hesrt a good-natured and ﬁ\DOd
tempered fellow; and in the fresh
spring air he had walked his anger off.
By the time he came into tho study
Crum was worried, not”"by what Mauly
had said and done, but by his own rude-
ness and bad manners towards Mauly.
Of ell the Remove fellows, Mauleverer
was the one whom the rather queer new
junior expected to look down on him
most of all; and Mauly was the onec
who had never looked down om him,
and who seemed utterly unconscious of
any inequality between them.  And
Muauly's friendly kindness had been
repaid with sheer arrogance and
domineering bad manners, as Crum
realised when his irritation passed,

Néw he Jearned that auly was
booked for a fight with a redoubtable
nﬁpﬂnﬂnt, as a refult of his loyalty to
the fellow he had taken up for the
afternoon—Iloyalty “that Crum had re-
warded in a way that it made him blush
to remember. The new juniof wds in
a state of great discomfort,’ and' he
moved restlessly about Stu Ng, 1
after the other two ‘fellows had gone
down to the Rap.

“He's a gentleman, he is,” Crum
muttered myserably. “And I ain’t—
that's the blopming trouble! Why
couldn't you kéep your silly temper, you
blinking hass " hd went on, addressing
himself angrily., “Jest swank—like any
common fellerl You're a blooming
outsider, that's what you are, jest a«
Skinner and Bunter says you are!
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That's what's the matier with you,
young Crum!" - .
Having come to that conclusion, Crum
seamed a little relieved in his mind.
He quitted the study at last, and went
slong to Study No. 12. Outside that
study he hesitated a few minutes, but
be knocked at the door at last and
wenb in. 1 ] ’
Lord Mauleverer and his relative, Sir
Jimmy Vivian, were ab tea together.

Vivian gave Crum a grin, and ule-
verer nodded benignantly. A
“Skuze me butting in, Mauleverer,
gaid Crum, very red in the face.

“Not at all, dear man. Take a pew,”
said Mauly amiably, “Jimmy, trot
out & cup for Crum."

“I've had my tea, thanks,” said Crum
hastily. *“Look ‘ere, Mauly—I mean,
look here, ain't you waxy with me?”

“Waxy?” repeated his lordship.
“Dear man, why should I be waxy??”

“Then you ain't?”

“Not in the least.”

“1 treated you 'orrid,” said Crum.

“Did you? WNever mind.”.

Crum had a Bash of perception.

“You sin’t waxy with me, "cause you
think I can't ’elp being a bounder and
& blooming outsider ! ha ejaculated.

Lord Mauleverer coloured a little,
He had not expected Henry Christopher
Crum to read his thoughts—his inmost
thoughts—in that gquick way.

“My dear chap——" he protested.

“Y ain't denying it,” said Crum. “I'm
rather o beast, I know, 1 ain't good
enough to speak to a bloke like you.”

“Stuff and nonsense !" .

“Then you'll be friends agin?" asked
Crum anxiounsly.

Lord Mauleverer did not reply for a
moment or two. . He had been kind to
Crum, kind and friendly; but he had
not  exact] contemplated  being
“friends ” with the strange new junior,
Mauly, with all his easy ways, was a
reserved - fellow at heard; WAS
friondly with all the Remove, l;lret he
was not~any fellow's chum. If he had
what could be called a “pal” in the
Remove it was Harry arton; yet
they could hardly have been called pals.
Crum rather misunderstood the
cordial kindness of the schoolboy earl;
but Mauly was not the man to let any
fellow dewn. 2

His hesitation was vory brief.

“Certainly, old bean!™ he said.

“Jolly glad to 'car it,” said Crum;
“I] mean, to hear it. I was feeling

ing down in the mouth—I mean,
awfully down in the mouth. I know I
was a blooming—I mean, 8 bally—that
is, an awful beast.”

Mauleveror grinned.

“Not a bit, old man.
s‘tl‘}r to teal”

“Thanks, no. I got to sec a chap,”
said Crum. And with a much brighter
tace he left the study, leavin rd
Mauleverer looking thoughtiol—very
thoughtful indeed.

The chap that Crum had got to sec
was sapparently the Bounder, for he
stopped at the door of Btudy No. 4,
tnlzfmd, and enfered. Yernon-Smith
and Tom Redwing were at tea there;
both of them locking gloomy. 'The
Bounder hed been speaking of the fight
that was to take place in the Rag, and
Redwing had stated his opinion of the
Bounder and his proceedings in the
plain language that the sailorman's son
sometimes wused to his chum; not so
often as it was needed, however.

Redwing was deeply and intensely
annoyed Ej" the whelg affair, and he
had not minced his words. ‘The
deliberate picking of a quarrel with so
ﬁuet and inoffensive a fellow as

auleverer excited Redwing's disgust,

Won't you

snd he told the -Bounder so in wun-
uivocal terms.
he Bounder's eyes glittered at Crum
a8 he entered.

“Yes?” said Redwing inquiringly.

L “Who nsl:a%dynu here, you rank out-
sider ! snapped the Bounder.

“Nobody,” answered Crum.

"Get out, then!”

“Riled, ain't you?” sneered Crum.
“¥You didn't like Mauly treating ?yuu as
you deserved, did you, Smithy? Call
me an outsider! ‘I reckon I ain't the
only blooming outsider in this ‘ers
study.”

Tl:?ra Bounder laughed harshly.

“That's the fellow that Mauleverer
turned me down for, Redwing,” he said.
“That uneducated slum rotter !

“If he's unedutated it's no fault of
his,” said Redwing, *If he came from
B :iun:_ which youn don’t know any more
than I do, that's not his fault, either.
Fellows are not born in slums from
choice.”

B | mith have expected you to back
him up,” sn the Bounder. “ ¥ou
call yourself my friend, and you'd back
up any cad ageainst me.”

“That's rot, and you know it, Bmithy !
¥ou can't expect me to back you up
when gyou pick a quarrel with a decent
chap like Mauly for nothing, and call a
fellow rotten names from shecr rotten
bad temper " 3

“0h, shut uP g

Redwing coloured.
from the table, leaving hizs tea un-
finished. :

“That will deo, Smithy,” he said.
“I'll get out for the present; and you
needn’t speak to me again till your
tamiar'u improved a lliti e i

“Are you going to bs my eecond in
the Rag 1"

o N’b 1“‘

“You rotter! Go and eat coke,
then " snarled the Bounder. “Get out
as soon as you like; I'm fed up with
you !”

Tom Redwing passed Crum, and left
the study without reply. Crum closed
the door after him, and stared curiousl
at the Bounder, who gave him a dar
look.

“I've told you to get out, Crum[” he
snarled.

He rose quietly

“1 know you ’ave,” assented Crum.
“But I ain't getting out yet, all the
same. My eye! "Ow that loke stands

vou “without bashin’ in the dial
beats me ‘oller ! i

“I'll give you what you're asking
for, when I'm through with Maule-
verer,” said the Bounder savagely.
“Now clear out of my sztudy, you
slummy rotter.”

“You're Oghting Mauly, are youi"
said Crum. |

“¥es; and thrashing him!"

“From what I "ear, Mauly thrashed
vou, aforea I come to this "ere school,”
said Crum. “He don't look as if he
could do it; but the fellers say he did.
I dnm_y he can do it agin all right,
but he'll get 'urt deing it, that's &
'EB!.'L" .

“He will=if he does it!” said the
Bounder, between his teeth, *If Mauly
licks me, it won't be till I've given him
about a3 much as he ean stand. TI'll

ive him a prize face to take home with
ﬁim to Manauleverer Towers for the
Easter holidays, at any rate.”

“1 reckon vou could do it,” assented
Crum, cveing the Dooander. " Even if
Mauly wallops rou agin, you'll give
him ncarly az bad as he gives you, You
look that sort.” Miz jaw =et grimly.
“Weoll, vou ain't going to do it, Vernon-
Smith., When Mauly goes "ome for the
‘olidays. he ain't going to take the
marks of your paws with hin."

you

-

“Who's going to stop it1” sneered
the Bounder.

“¥You'll find that out!”

The Bounder stared st Crum. A
sh._'auge feeling of something like fear
—a feeling hitherto utterly unknown
to the Bounder—ecame over him, under
the steady, magnetic stare of the school-
boy hypnotist's eyes. Crum advanced
towards him, his eyes still glued on
those of the Bounder of Greyfriars. His
hands weaved imperceptible patterns in
the air, but Vernon-Smith was hardly
consclious of it. Crum’s voeice broke the
tense silence &t last, in low, distinct
tones.

* Yernon-Smith,”

“¥Yes!” whispered the Bounder.

“You'ra going down to the Rag, &nd
when you're there, you're going to do
jest what I tell you.”

“¥Yes, Crum. _

The Bounder spoke mechanically; it
seomed to be some other voice than his
own that was speaking. Crum grinned
sourly.

“Now you jest listen to your orders,”
he said.

“Yes, Crum!”

Five minutes later, Skinner and Snoco
locked into the study. They looke
surprised at seeing Crum there. The
showman's son lounged out of the study
without taking any notice of them,

“Time, Smithy,"” said Bkinner,

“What?”

“The fellows are expecting you in the
Rag.”

L] ﬂh!u

Herbort Vernen-Smith rose to his feet.
He passed his hand over his brow, as if
to colleet hiz dased thoughts.

“Who's your second?” asked Skinner,
“Redwing, I suppose?”

“Eh! No.”

“Got n second yet?"

(11 Hu.!l

“Well, I'll act for you, if you like,"
said Skinner,

“1 don't want a secondl” A

“Oh, all right, please yourself,” said
Skinner huﬁ%i Xnd he walked away
with Snoop, leaving the
follow at his leisure.

Bounder to

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Clean Breast of It |

ARRY WHARTON & CO. wera

H in the Rag, talking together in

a group, when Lord Mauleverer

came 1n. His lordship loafed

in amiably with his hands in his

ockets and joined the Famous Five.

uiff and ].Jﬂter Todd, Tom Brown.

and Mark Linley, and half a dozen
other fellows, joined the group.

It was easy for anyone te see that
in tho Remove the feeling was all on
Mauleverer's side in the trouble, aud
that the whole Form wished him good
luck in the coming encounter.

The brows of the captain of tho
Remove were deeply knitted. That
Lord Mauleverer had heaps of pluek;
that, kind and amiable as he looked,
he was guite capable of standing up
even to so hefty a fighting-man as tho
Bounder, all the Remove knew. But
that he would receive savagely severu
punishment, even if he defeated the
Bounder, was & foregone conclusion.
The Bounder was & fellow to fght till
he could ne longer stand; and even Bob
Cherry could not have defeated him
without a stiff struggle, and withont
getting considerably damaged in the

rocess. That a peaccable fellow hike

auly should be dragged intg such a
scrap, merely for a bnd-tem%gmd whim,

Tre Macxer Lismarv.—No, 1052,
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did not-strike the leading spirits of the
Remove a8 in accordance with the fit-
ness of thin 4

The Bounder affected a desire to iry
over again the fight at High Oaks, =
few weeks before, which he declared
Mauly had won by & fluke. But all the
Remova knew the real reason of the
trouble—hslf & dozen fellows had wit-
nessed the incident in the Remove
passage. And the thing was, as Johnny
]il.]]lk sald emphatically, altogether oo
ok,

“Look here, Mauly,” said the captain
of the Remove, “ we've been talking this
over, and we think this scrap had
better not come off.”

" Yaas, dear man!" .

“We're. just o the Easter holidays,
and you're not going home looking as
if gnp’m bean in a prizefight,” soaid
Hdrry,

“Rather rotten, I admit,”
Mauleverer.

“Wall, then, leave the matter in my
hands, sz captain of the Form,” said
Harry. "“I'll #ec that it comes to an
ﬂﬂd-”

Lord Mauleveror consideread.

“'Fraid there's nothin® doin’,” he said.
“You see, I've given Smithy my word
now. e will e-:Fent me to keep it."

“Lock here——" began Bab Cherry

hotly.

“1 savy, ]ﬁu fellows,” squeaked Billy
Bunter. “Here comes Smithy ¥

There was & general movement, as
the Boundér entered the Rag. Crum,
seated at a distance by the window,
had a book in his hands—but over the
book he watched the Bounder curiously.

Vernon-8mith did net glance towards
Crum, . He seemed nnaware of Henry
Christopher's presence in the room. Yet
it was Crunre will, and not his own,
that was actuating the Bounder of Grey-
friarz mow.

Bob Cherry made a stride forward,
with 3 grim frown on his face. Lord
Mauloveror gently pulled him back.

""M:{ bizneyy old bean,” he said
amiably. * Aw ’I;.r obliged, and all that;
but I'm 8mithy's man.” -

“You're an ass!"” growled Bob.

“Yans; I've been told that before”
B"].Iﬁ.nd & fathead!” grunted Johnny

ull.

“T seam to have heard that before,
too ™ smiled Lord Meuleverer. “¥ou'ro
tellin® me things I knew.”

Vernon-Smith came up to the gr-.':mg.
Harry Wharton drew a deep breath.
He was captein of the Remove, and
entitled to intervene; and he made up
his mind on the spot that he would stop
the fight. If Mauly would not listen
to persuasion, he would have to listen
to his Form-captain’s order; and as for
the Bounder, the Famous Five were
willing—and keen to overrule his objec-
tions with a drastic ragging. A
ragging, and not & scrap, was what the
Bounder wanted, in their opinion.

Wharton made a step forward.

“This fizht 13 not going to take place,

aszpnted

Smithy !” he said curtly.

The Bounder nodded.

T I-I:I'Iﬂ‘i'i’."

“Eh?

“I've come here to apologise to
Mauleverer.”

“Oh!” ejaculated Wharton, quite
taken aback.

All the fellows stared at Bmithy.
Thaet the Bounder of Greyiriars suf-
fered from “cold feet™ was not to be
thought of; he was too well-known for
that. But this unexpected change of
front astonished all the Remove, Theye
was & murmur of surprise; and Bkinner

scowled, ]
“Redwing’s been talkin” him over,”
TeE MaoNer LiBRaRY.—No. 1052

Skinner whispered to Snoop.  "That
cad is always buttin’ in.”
And 8nobp nodded. It was the

only explanation_he could think of.
All eyes were fixed on the Bounder.
“ My -dear chap,” said Lord Maule-
verer amncably, “no need for an
apology. - Nothin’ of the kind. If the
ﬁgiht.’s off, Im jolly glad.”
‘1 want to apologise,” said Vernon-
Smith. “I've acted like a rank out-
sider and rotter!" -
“Not at all, old bean!”
“It's because I'm a low blighter, you
know,” went on the Bounder, “I'm =

rank outsider really, and not fit to black
vour shoes™ -

‘“What-a-at?"

“{h, my hat!"

The Removites stared blankly .at
Vernon-3mith. An apology from the
arrogant  Bounder was surprising
enough. But this was simply anrazing !

But the Bounder was not finished
astonishing the natives yet. He went on

the same quiet, matter-of-fact tones:

“All wyou fellows know it! You
know I'm a swanking ass, putting on all
sorts of airs because my father's =
hillionaire. You knaw I should have
been kicked out of the school long ago
if the Head knew as much about me as
you_fellows know 1"

in

i Phﬂﬁr lu J

u n confession 15 good for the
soul!” said Hazeldene. “Tell us some
more, Smithy "

““1 wanted to pal on to Mauleverer
this afternoon,” pursued the Bounder.
“You fellows know why—beécause he's a
lord.”

HEhE-Ij

“Great pip!™

“My pater’s heen waxy with me
more than once because I'had a chance
of mnking friends with a lord and never
did it," continued Vernon - Bmith.
“Mauly's rather too soft an ass for my
likin"—still, I thought I'd go it, as the
pater wanted me to.™

“Oh gad!"” said Lord Mauleverer.

“¥ou see,” said the Dounder, amid
a dead silence, “I was really fishin'
for an invitation to Mauleverer Towers.
That's why I was sa wild when Maule-
verer turned me down.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors,

“Go-it, Smithy !" exclaimed Skinner,
¥rﬂl.ti]f interested now. * Tell us another
unny story!".

“I—I say, you're owning up to a lot
you needn't get off your chest, Smithy 1
said Bob Cherry, n utfer wonder,
“Hadn't you beiter ring off, old chap?™”

“Let him keep on,” chortled Bnoop.

“This is jolly interestin’l- Go i,
Smithy "
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Vernon-3mith showed no sign of anger
at being derided. His manner was quite
calm and matter-of-fact. )

“T wanted Mauly to come out in ‘that
boat this afternoon, so that I could fix
him for the hols,” said Verngn-Smith,
while the juniors hung breathlessly on
his words. ““I know he didn't want me;
but I expected to be able to wind him
round my fBnger, as he is too soft to say

No'to anybody.” = : :
" Well, ;?-:.'-u"ra putting it plain,” said
Nugent. “Haven't you said enough,
Smithy

“Cut it short, old man!" said Harry
Wharton, greatly perplexed, and won-
dering whether the Bounder might be
ill. *"That's more than enough!”

“The enoughiulness 1z terrifie,"
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Well, now I've owned up,” said the
Bounder.

“¥You have—and no mistake!” said
Peter Todd. “Blessed if I ever ex-
pected you to own up to that tunel™

“I bog your pardon, Mauly."”

mur-

“Not at all,. old chap.” said lord
Maplaverer, deeply pained the
humiliation: the Bounder Had hrm?h[tﬁ;t
himself. “I'm sorry to hear you talkin’
like this, and I know it's all rot—just
one of your queer old jokes, defir man.
Look here, don't say any more. I'm
jolly glad the row's over—I'm sure you
wounld have licked me this time; I had
a feelin’ all along that it was only a
fuke before,”

_Tom Redwing, with a strange expres-
sion on his face, came forward and
%ﬁnd his arm_ ﬂ;rm_l h the Bounder’s.

wing had listened almost in stupe-
faction Vernon-8mith’s amazing
words, _

“Come up to the sjudy, old chap!”
he whispered.

He drew Vernon-Smith from the room,
leaving the Removites in' a buzz of
amazéd -discussion, The Bounder went
wletly up to 8 No. 4 with his
chum. He seemed & good deal like a
fellow in a dream. In the study, Red-
wm% regarded him anxiously.

i EB]]]}E ill, old fellow}” he asked.

“Eh? No.” .

“You've surprised &ll the fellows."
“Have I said the Bounder care-

le;ﬂ%.

“You joll
“Well, I had
?ﬁrnun-ﬁmiﬂr.

g

well have.™
to tell the truth,” said

“1 suppose .every fellow's bound to
'{'-ulalilj _t'h'ﬂ.-tmt'h'_'_"b&lt lmt naei:ln%”l;. have
put 1n 30 many details, surely

o S S ]

wing eyed him veéry uneasily,

“T'm a raid you're ill, Smithy. Why
had you to, if you come to thati"

“T don't know. 3

“You don’t know!" exclaimed Red-
wing,  amazed,

“MNo—no! I know I had to, that's
all.” ~ The Bounder seemed perplexed
himself. *No good talkin® about it—

it's done mow. I'm not goin' to fight
Mauleverer.”
“I'm glad of that, at all events,” said
WINE. 2
And that, abt least, was a satisfaction
to the Bounder’s chum, sorely as he was
puzzled and perplexed by the sirange
episodea..

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Chumming with Crurm !

ERBERT VERNON - SMITH,
H during the next few days, was
probably the most thoroughly
miserable fellow at Greyfriars.

Such a scene as that in the Rag was
not likely to be scon forgotten in the
Greyfriars Remove.

It was a nine days' wonder.

Had the Bounder simply apologised
to Lord -Mauleverer, and. called off the
fight, it would- have been a surprise.
But what he had actually said took the
Remnovites' breath away.

Skinner & Co. made endless jests on
the subject. The Bounder, proud and
arrogant and overbearing, had certainly
never been suspected of *fishing * for
invitations for the holidays, 1n the
manner of Billy Bunter. or no ap-
parent reason, he had owned up before
a crowd of fellows that he had done so.
That he had been, for some inexplic
able reason, telling the truth, was clear
enough, d Mr. Vernon-Smith's de-
sive thet his son ab- Greyiriars should
“pal ' with a lord became a standin
joke in ‘the Remove.. That snobbis
desire on* the part of the City million-
pire afforded endless entertainment io
Skinner & Co., and to many other fel-
lows as well. Why had the Bounder
owned up to it?

Nobody knew—least all the
Bounder himself,

of
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Crum rose unsteadily to his feet. In one of his hands was tightly crumpled a sheet of paper. Tom Redwing glanced ai the

Bounder, and then his eyes rested on Crum, and he read the almost
have you been doing, Smithy ? ** asked Redwing, very quietly.

When the hypnotic influence was over
the Bounder woke up, as it were, to a
consciousness of what he had done.

His cheeks burned with shame.

He had nok the faintest suspicion that
he had been hypnotised ; his reeollection
of the interview with Crum in his study
wis dign and almost forgotion,

Why had ho done it?

Why had he told all the Remove what
could only cover him with shame and
humiliation as wilh 2 garment?

IHe eould not understand. ]

Bul he understood the ccaseless jests
and whispers, the grioning looks of
Bkinucr & Co., the unconcealed amuse-
ment of the other fellows. ‘

Lord Maulevercr made it a_poing to
forget the whele occurrence. So far as
his looks and remarks conveyed, the
epizode had been completely blotted out
c-? Mauly's memory, That was liko
Mauleverer; but the rest of the Lower
Fourth rather lacked Mauly's sensitive
delicacy. Bome fellows would ask bim,
in the Bounder's hearing, whom he had
invited home to Mpuleverer Towery for
the holidays, and thero would be a howl
of laughter. The arrogant Bounder had
alwavs made mnore [oges than friends,
and even fellows with whom he was
friendly were often irked by his bitter
and sarcastic tongne. MNow the Bounder
had delivered himeelf into their hands

—delivered hims=elf bound hand and
foot, as it were.
Every day that passed added to

Smithy's bitternesd and humiliation; his
only consclation -was that the Easter
holidays were at hand, and he could
only hope that when tho fellows camo
back after the holidays they would have
forgotten the mattcr—or, at lcast, that
somie other occurrence would distract
their attention from ik,

Meanwhile, he writhed. .

Why had he done it? He asked him-
self that quostion a hundred times,
without being able to find an answer.

In his rage and bitterness, he was
fempted to pick a fresh guarrel with
Lord Mauleverer, and foree on the
fight that had been abandoned, But
he realised very clearly that that would
only give a new leass of lifo to tho
miscrable episode. Even as he thought
of it, he could, in his imagination, hear
the laughter and derision of all the
fellows at the spectacle of a man
scrapping with Mauly, because his lord-
ship refused to ask him home for the
holidays. That was how it would be
looked at, he knew; he would be
covered with such a load of ridicule as
wonld be unendurable. If he wanted
the afair forgotten, obviously the way
was not through & fight with Lord
Manlevercr.

Bitter as he was, the Bounder had not
lost his cunning and keenness. The best
thing he could do, in the circumstances,
was to let the apology stand, and treat
Maulaverer with ecivility—not too much
civility, lest it should be misconstrued as

expression of pain in the
** What’s the matter with Ccum

w boy’s ace. “* 'What
¥ (See Chapler 12.)

fishing for an invjtation to Blauleverer
Towers, but ¢ h civility to show that
he no longer harboured & grudge
against his inoffenzive lordship. Hia
rudge, novertheless, was deep and
gittw. thnugh he was carcful to befray
no sign of it. . .
Still more bitter were his feclings
towards Crum.
Crum, in the Bounder's view, had been
the cause of all the trouble in the first
lace; and Crum he had always dis-
iked, though not very actively. Now
his dislike was more than active—it was
hatred. ‘The mere fact that his rage
could not be wreaked on Blauleverer,
far reasons of prudence, made him turn
his savage thobights more and more on
Crum. -
Perhaps, fomewhere decp in his sub-
conscipusness, there lurked a reslisation
that Crum was tho cause of the humilia-
tion that made his cheeks burn when-
over he thought of it.

At all events, he was under no compul-
sion to conceal his enmity towards
Crum, and he made his enmity very
clear. .

Crum did not seem to mind.

During tho days that were &g bitter lo
the Bounder, Crum was hu.]:pler than he
had ever beon since he had come to
Greyiriars. -

Some fellows had ldoked down on hiumn
and snoered at him from the start, and

(Continued on page 16.)
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{Continuwed from page 13.)

if one more was now added to the
number it did not troubla Crum very

much.

Qther fellows had been kind enough,
edppcially Harry Wharten & Co. and
their friends. i

But Crum had not made a chum in the
Form; nobody cared specially about
him. Some fellows were friendly
enough, some indifferent, some inimical ;
nobody wanted to * pal ' with Crum—till
now. MNow he had a chum, and that
chum was the fellow he would have

icked out of all Greyfriars had he had

is choice from the Sixth to the Second.
1t was Lord Mauleverer.

Mauly had drifted into it carelessly,
and he was undoubtedly taken aback
when he found that Crum was taking it
with great seriousness. But leiting a
man down was impossible to Mauly.
Crum would wait for him after class;
Crum would drop into his study; Crum
would join him in the gquad or for a
Sunday walk. Without quite knowing
how it had happened, Mauly found that
he was Crum's chum.

They were oddly assorted chums, there
was no doubt about that. But Mauly
rather liked Crum, and under Mauly's
influence Crum was dropping many of
the objectionable ways he had.

“Blooming ¥ was almost banished
from his speechi “bally ¥ was quite
gone; the purple-spotted necktie was a
thing of the past; he no longer jingled
money in his trousors’ pocket.

All this had been effected without a
word uttered by Mauly. Crum was
guick on the uptake. Crum modelled
himgself upon Mauly, and the result was
really surprising. For the first time,
Crum was content to be at Greyiriars,
and &slmost regretted that he had
written to his father begging to be
allowed to rejoin Crum’s Show and not
to return to the school aftor the Easter
holidays.

Fellows who asked Mauly to tea now
asked Crum as well. It was understood
that he was Crum's chum,

Mr. Quelch, the Remove master,
ohserved the friendship, and approved
of it. Mauly's character was too
sterling for any acquaintance to do him
harm, and his friendship was the best
thing that could have ]:a[g}ened to
Crum, Crum’s manners and customs
were improving out of all knowledge.

The Bounder eyed that friendship with
sardonic bitterness,

When he heard, in the Rag, that
Mauloverer had asked Crum home to
the Towers for the holidays, Vernen-
Smith gritted his teeth,

“One in the eye for you, Smithy!"

rinngd Hazeldene; and never knew
ﬁnw narrow an escape he had had of
being knocked off his feet.

It was not “one in the eyve ™ for the
Bounder, as Hazal expressed it. Smithy
really did not want to go to Mauleverer
Towers for the holidays. He would
kave been bored to extinction there.

It was to please his father that he had
endeavoured to "fix ¥ it, to gratify Mr.

Trx Macxer LBRarY.~No. 1052,

Vernon-8mith's desire to see his son
“among the nobs,” as the City gentle-
man expressed 1t

There was a great deal of swack about
the Bounder, Eut thera was very little
snobhishness, and on his own account he
certainly never would have “sucked
up ” {0 a lord. The Bounder was quite
na.pﬁsﬁed with himself, and certainly
would not have exchanged his own
personality, had it been possible, for
}Iut gi' any “tenth possessor of & foolish

RCe.

But he was deeply chagrined by
Crum's success where he had failed. He

d not think that Crum had “wangled *
it somehow, as Skinner and Snoop sug-

d. The Bounder was too kegen to
blinded evon by hit own prejudrces.

“Fancy that outsider pulliy' old
Manly's leg to that extent!” Bkinner
remarked to the Bounder,

“How the thump did he manago it "
sald Snoop. * Blessed if I wouldn't ask
him if I thought he'd tell me! I'd like
the vac at Mauleverer Towdrs no énd.”

“He didn't wangle it frguntqd tha
Bounder. “Mauly's taken him up out
of silly softness, and asked him home
begause ho thinks it's up to him, as the
fellow has fastened on him."

“But he must like the [ellow, or he
wouldn't fasten on him,” remarked
Snoop. “I don't see anything in him to
like—s low rotter, a fellow that used
to give shows on the road!™

“Ho likes DMauleverer,” said the
Bounder.
“Bucks up to him, you meanl!”

sneered Skinner.

“And thinks him an assl” agreed
Snoop. ]

The Bounder said no more on the
subject, but ho was thinking hard.

He knew that Crum not only liked
Mauleverer, but admired him greatly,
and indeed felt a dog-like fidelity to
his magnificent chum, _

The change that had takenm place in
Crum since Mauleverer had chummed
with him was proof enough of thal.

The Bounder gave that subject a great
deal of thought.

When Smithy's resentment was
aroused he was absolutely unscrupulous.
All his good qualities—and he had
many—seemed to be in abeyance at such
g Eimne.

It wanted only o few days now to the
‘break-up of Easter, and the Bounder
zaid to himself that, if he could contrive
it, the showman's son should not go
home with Mauleverer for the holidays
neither should the friendship survive il
the following term at Greyiriars

And the Bounder thought that he
could contrive it.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Black Treachery !

T 0T ain't got it, old man.”
“Eh, what?" asked Lord
Mauleverer.

“The *'Qliday Annual'—I
mean, the ‘'Oliday Hannual '—I mean,
the ‘ Holiday Annual,’ ™ said Crum.

“Prear me! I forgot againl”

The Bounder, loafing in the Rag at a
little distance, did not leok round. But
he heard.

Crum was in the Rag. Ho had been
chalting with some of the juniors when
Lord sh{aulavnrer strolled in. He
grinned a8 he addressed the schoolboy
parl. Crum had a quick memory him.
self, and Lord Mauleverer seldom re-
membered anything. This rather
amuszad Crum; though he was quite
willing to beliove that whatever Mauly
did was right, and that a defective

memory was rather a distinction—at
lesst, uly's qase.

L'H}C}:‘ auleverer was going to lend
his “Holiday Anopsl” to his friend,
He was going to bring it down from the
stu wiﬁ?h:.m. MNaturally, he appeared
in the Bag without the volume.

3 begad | sighed Mauleverer, “A
follow’s walways forgettin® somethin'!
But I'll cut back and fetch it, old bean.™

“You woo't!” eaid Crum. "I can
fetch it all 'ﬂf‘ht * 2

“Not st all, dear boy. I'll fetch it.”

“Bosh|” said Crum, and he gently
pushed hiz lordship into a chair. * Youn
sit down, old feller.”

Lord Mauleverer sank into the arm-
chair and remained there. He ‘was
willi to negotiate the staircase a
second time, but he was not eager.

“Well, if you don't mind, Crum—-"
he murmured. _

“"Course I don't,” said Crumo.

“All serene, then.” . .

And Lord Mguleverer remained in
the armchair, while Crum walked to
the door of the Itaig. _

Voroon-Bmith left the Rag quickly,
before Crum went ouk. -

There was & glint in the Bounder's
oves.

It was his chance at last!

As Henr Ei:t'latc::rlmr camg out of
the Rag the Bounder called to him
casually.

“Here, Cram!"

o Ha.{]ﬂ 1" gaid Crum, looking rowml.

“Quelchy wants you in his study.”

“0Oh, blow!” growled Crum. *“What
the dickens docs Quelchy want?”

“He forgot to mention that to me,”
apswered the Bounder.

Gfﬁu g I bt

A 2 s'poso I've got to go.”
And Erlfm made his way towards
Masters’ passage., ]

The Bounder hurried up the stairs.

Prep was over, and nearly all the
Remove were in the Reg, chatting or
reading in the hour before dorm.

Vernon-Smith walked towards Study
No. 12, opened the door, ste in
quickly, and closcd tho door after him,
Both Lord Mauleverer and Jimmy
Vivian were in the Rag, so he knew
that the study would be unoccupied.

In Mauleverer's study the Bounder
looked round him quickly.

The “Holidgy Annual™ lay on the
study table, where Mauleverer had loft
it, having intended to pick it up when
ho left the study and take it down lo
the Rag with hun.

Herbert  Vernon-Smith took a
morocco _lettercase from bis pocket,
opened it, and drew out a sheei of

P&Sﬁh ]
that shect some lines wore
wriften, as if o fellow had begun a
latter and carelossly left 1t unfinished.
The lines rans

“Dear Uncle Reginald,—I quile
understand your objection to thiz fellow
Crum, but I'm in a rather difficult posi-
tion. The fellow has fastened on me, |
know that, end I wish he would keep
his distance. DBut I hate to have io
hurt any fellow’s feelingsz, and he really
nicans well—"

That was all. It looked @ if (e
writer had been interrupted, and lad
loft off the letter at that point, intend.
ing to finish it later.

But what was remarkable aboul that
unfinished lettor was that i1t wa:
written in Lord Mauleverer's hand.

Mauly had rather a distinctive hand.
with the horizontal strokes rather
deoply impressed. Mauly's habitual
carclessness did not extend to such mat-
ters as handwriting ; and his *"hst " was
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the best in the Remove, and always
recognisable at a glance. It was also
extremely easy to imitate, had any
fellow thought of taking the irouble to
imitate it. [

The Bounder had thought of itl

That such & letter as this, in Mauly's
fist, falling into Crum’s hands, would
wound the hapless junior to the ?erty
heart, the DBounder was quite well
AWare.

It was cerfain to wound Crum
deeply ; with all his queer ways he was
a sensitive fellow; in fact, extremely
touchy. |

Not only would it wound him, but it
WAas VOry E:I:ei_v ts cause some outbreak

vulgar resentment on his part,
which would disgust Lord Mauleverer,

For days the Bounder had had that
wretched forgery in his letter-case,
waiting for an opportunity to get 1t
into Crum's hands in & manner that
would excite no suspicion of ils genuine-
hess,

That was a difliculty ; but the diffi-
culty was overcoms now.

YVermon-8mith  opened the “Holi-
day Annual,” and s ifnped the sheet into
the pages of the volume, as if # had
been vsed as a bookmark.

Lord Mauleverer was carelessness
itself ; but he never turned down a page
in & book to mark his place. But Eﬂ
used all sorts of things as bookmarks:

he had been known to use a fhve-pound

note for that purpose. It was quite
like Mauly to catch up the nearest
paper, without even locking at it, and
stick it in & volume to mark a place.
If Crum found that very peculiar book-
mark 11 the “Holiday Annusl,” he
could not have the slightest suspjcion
that it had been. placed there by an
g;'lmn.y hand, purposzcly for him to find
|}

Vernon-8mith closed the volume, and
hurriedly left the study.

The Bounder of Greylriars felt satis-
fied with himself. All he wanted now
was" for the letter to fall inte Crum’'s
hands, which it was almost certain to do
sponer or later.

And when the blow fell—

He strolled away down the Remove
passaga with an air of carelessness,
whistling as he went.

On the Remove staircase he meb
Crum, coming up with a red and angry
face. Crum gave him a glare.

“¥ou silly chump!” was his greoting.

The Bounder glanced at him.

“What's biting you now ?"” he asked.

“I've been to Quelehy, and he didn't
want me!” snapped Crum. “You mada
4 fool of me! What do you mean by
sending me to Mr. Quelch for nothing,
you fathead I

The Bounder laughed.

“Only pulling  your
answered.

“Well, I don’t call that a joke!” said
Crum angrily.

“all it what vou like, old bean.”

The Bounder went on down the stairs,
leaving Crum staring alter him, with
angry brows. He was naturally annoyed
—and he was puzzled, too, at a fellow
Iike the DBounder having played so
childish a trick,

Yerncn - 3mith  disappeared from
his sight; and Crum, with a snort, went
on to the Remove passuge, and entered
Mauleverer's study.

There ho picked nwp tho “Haliday
Aynnal.” put it under his arm, and left
the study with it.

By the time he reached the Rag lLe
had forgotten the Bounder's offence,
and hiz face was quite cheery as he
settled down in & corner to read the
“Holiday Annual ” until bed-time,

leg!™ he

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Blows Falls !
INGATE of the Bixth put his
W head in at the doorway of the
Bag.
“%orm 1" he said laconically.
And there was a eral move.
Only one fellow did not stir.

Crum remained seated where he was,
as if he had not heard the prefect's

Vil

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™ hawled Bob
Cherry,. “Gone to sleep over your
giddy book, Crum

“Eh"

Crum started and looked up.

Bob glanced at him rather curiously.
Crum’s face was E&lﬂ, and there were
deep lines in his brow, and his mouth
o Retlo, Wallo, hallo! Anyth

‘Hallo, heallo, hallo! Anything up,
ald ‘chap?” asked Bob. =

“No.” ; i

“You're. looking quite queer.”

T R’Ut !J.I

Bob Cherry laughed.

“Been  reading  something  awlully
tragic?” he asked.

Crum  muttered something in-
distinetly.
Ha had been reading something that

was trakic to him, at all events, though
it was not printed in the book he held
in his hands.

He rose unsteadily to his feet, and
closed the volume. In one of his hands
was tightly crumpled & sheet of paper.

From acrosa the room the Bounder's
eye was on him; and the Bounder
smiled sardonically. Crum had found
the “bookmack,” Vernon-8mith knew
that. Fom Redwing, sceing that expres-
sion on the Bounder's face, followed his
glance, and Redwing's eyes rested on
Crum,. and read the sdmost dazed ex-
pression of pain in Crum’s face. Red-
wing’s eyes returncd to the Bounder,
sharply, searchingly.

“What have you been doing,
Smithy ¥’ asked Redwing, very quictly.

“Nothin', old bean!™

“What's the matter with Crumi”

“How should I know what's the
matter with the cad, if there's anythin'
the matter with him?’ yawned the
Bounder., “I'm not intercsted in tho

fallow.”
“1 think you know, all the same.”
“You think too much, Reddy.”

Redwing compressed his lips, but he
said noe more. He knew that it was
useless to question the Bounder; hut he
was fecling exlremcly uncasy.

SBomething was wrong with Cram—
something was very much wrong with
him—that was clear; and that grin of
sardonic satisfaction on the Bounder's
face haunted Redwing. Only too well
he konew what Vernon-Smith was
capable of when his

He passed Mauleverer without appear-
ing to sea him, close as he was, and
hurried out of the Rag.

X }gaulﬂ{:ra’r raised his eyebrows a
rile,

Had it been possible to suppose that
Crum was deliberately avoiding l'}i.!n_
Meauly would certainly have supposed so
at that moment. But Mauly was not
suspicious or touchy, and he dismissed
the thought from his mind. e

gir

The Remove ‘went into
dormitory.

Fellows were not accustomed to taking
any special notice of Crum; but more
than one fellow could not help remark-
ing that he looked " queer.™

Enrd Mauleverer noticed it, and called
across cheerily to his chum.

“ Anythin' wrong, old beant”

1) Hﬂ‘a”

"MNot caltchin' o cold ™

LE] Nu.l‘l

“You're
bright."”

(14 ﬂin!t I?!l

Mauleverer looked rather fixedly at
Crum and said no more. Evon the un-
suspicious Mauly could not help seeing
that Crum’s manner was abrupt, and
that he answered unwillibgly. If Crum
was in a temper about something, Mauly
was only too willing to let him alone
till he had got aver 1f

Crum went to bed without another
word. _

The erumpled shest of paper was still
clutched in his hand. After lights out,
Mauly called out:

" Good-night, Crum.”

Ho concluded that Grum had fallen
asleep immediately, as he did not
answer. :

Crum was not asléap. =

Long aftor the rest of the Remove had
dropped intoe slumber, the showman’s
son was still wide awake, his unhappy
eyes staring into the darkness.

Thera were tears in his staring eyes—
toars of anger amd bitterness and pain.

The words written on the paper in his
hand seemed fo danco in letters of fire
before Crum’s eyes,

So that was what hiz chum thought
of him!

He had “fastened ¥ on Mauly! 8o
he had—he realised it now. Mauly's
uncle, Sir Reginald Brooke, regarded
him as “objectionable.” What elso
could be have expected? Mauly had
allowed him to fasten on becausa he
hated to hurt a fellow's feelings. Only
too well Crum knew that trait in
Mauly’s charactor; he had seen him
tolerate even Tilly Bunter hecause he
would not rebuff the fat junior.

What could there be in common, after
ali, between o showman's son, a rough-
and-ready fcllow who had dropped his

(Continued on next page.)

not lookin" merry  Hid

hitter temper was
roused. Smith's
enmity for Crum
was no secret 1o
Redwing.

The Bounder
lounged out of the
Rag with the other
Removites,  still
smiling. Redwing
followed him
slowly, Crum
brought uwp the
rear, more slowly
still, Lord Maule-
vevrer glanced
round, and dropped
back to join Crum.

Then Crum moved
hastily.

3y
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h's, and a magnificent fellow like Maule-
yorer—a rich fellow, a lord, highly-
oonnected, admired by all the other
fellows, popular in his Form and in
other f‘m‘mﬁ,? ]

What a fool he had been to think that
a fellow like Mauly could eover be
frionds-with him. .

That was Crum's bitter thought now.
He liad asked for this, and he had got
it

And, but for the sccidental discdvery
of that imfinished lotter, he :_might’*hm
gone on—worrying and bnrmr; Maule-
vercr, tolerated by the schoolboy earl
because he hated to hurt a fellow’s
feclings! It was not on thosc terms that
Crumn wanted & fellow's friendship. :

Mauly's carelessness had opened his
By Cs. 5 :

Lrum  could casily imagine how
Mauloverer had started to write to his
uncle, dsubtless in reply to a lettér from
Bir Reginald raising objections to his
nephew bringing Crum home to the
Towers—how the had left the letter un-
finished, as he often left letters; how
he had put it carelessly into the book to
mark a place, without even glancing at
it. Certainly Mauleverer did not know
that the letter was in the volume hchad
lent 0 Crum. 5
hﬂrum was glad that he had found it
there.

Bitter as it was to ledrn the estifnation
in which he was held by the fellow he
had regarded ae a friend, it wae better

to know it, than to go on, making-a fool
of himsel espised by the fellow ho
had attached himself to—perhaps

langhed at hy him and his friends.

Crum's cheeks crimsoned ak.  the
thought of it. o

For a long time the unha . _
ponscious only of pain and prief and
shame.

Hut anger cdme at last. Rosentment
welled up in his heart as he pondered

boy was

over 1t.
He had a fool. He had fastened
on the easy-going Mauleverer. But thdt

wab ho excuse for treachery like this—for
it -was treachery. Maily could have
given him & hint that he was not wanted

Id have put it delicately enough, if
he hated to hurt a follow's feelings.
had no right to let Crum go on tﬁnking
that they wore friends, while he logked
on Crum as a pushing outsider who had
fastened on him.

It was hard, cruel, unfeeling, to tréat
any fellow like that—especially a fellow
who was in new and
ings, unaccustomed to the manners and
customs of the people among whom he
found himself. If it was good manners
—pubklic school manners—Crum did not
want those manners. Hoe would have
preferred the plain speaking of his old
associates on the rodd—even if they
drapped their h's and said *blooming *
gnd ‘“‘bally.”

Crum’s firat feeling, on reading that
letter, had been to hide his hurk: like
& wounded animal érceping away to a
dark place. Now he was sorry that. he
had not taxed Mauleverer with it—
shown him "up, as he expressed 1% bo him-
self in his queer languege, before all the
“Llokes.”. Mauly thought him low amd
cammon : and low and common he might
he: but he would never have taken any
feilow in like this—he would never have
Frntendﬁd a friendship he did not feel—
e would never have piven a chap fair
, and- written about

word him in terms

of contempt. Fo was tempted to turn

out of bed now and awaken Mauloveier,
and “have 1F out™ with him. The
sound of three o'clock striking from the
Lrresiriars clock-tower deterred Crum.
That thought passed. Still he could
Tee Maicxer Lsnary.—No. 1052,

strange surround--

not sleep; still his restless eyes stared
Iﬁni:ﬁ the _ci.;qr#. tf'“%ﬁ aug more

itter grew  his o : upposs
Meniloverer—aited of -lim,. withity fo
gek rid of him and vet “hating * to hurt
a fellow's feelings by word of mouth—
bad placed that letter in the “Holiday
Annual ¥ on purpose for him to find
it? Mauly hated to say anything un-
pleasant, aven to a fellow he could not
endure, He might have choson that
method instead.

It was late in the small hours when
Crum slept at last,

_——

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Parted !
6 BAY, you fellows! Look at
I Crummy.”
Billy Bunter made that

remark, when the Remove turned
out. at the clang of the rising-bell in the
sUnny Spring morning.

Many fellows looked at Crum.

Crum's face, sfter a sleepless night
and long torment of mind, was almost
ghastly.

“ Halle, hallo, hallo! Yon're looking
in}tlg seedy, Crum,” said Bob Cherry,
with real concern.

did not answar.

“Blecp badly, old bean {” asked Lord
Mawlevercor.

No reply.

* Anything wrong, Crum?” inquired
the Bounder, with a malicious smile,

“Mind your own business.*

The Bounder laughed.

“Is that meant only for me, or for the
other fellows as well?” he asked.

“All of you,"” growled Crum, * Can’t
¥ou _i;alz a bloke alone? 'Ang the lot of

ou.

’ ¥ Oh, my hat "

Every fellow in the Remove dormitory
stared at Crum then, Like & cloak that
had becn dropped, all the improvements
in Crum’s ad fallen away from
him at one [fell sweep. Bomething
evidently had ha ed to distarb Crum
very deeply, and Lord Mauleverer made
a step towards bhim, his face full of

CONCern.

*Crum old cha H

“0h, shut up!™

“"Wha-a-at?"

“Swaller it!” snarled Crum.
you let a covey mlone?”

Lord Mauloverer stared at him in
blank astonishment. He was accus-
tomed te unusual manners and customs
from Henry Christopher Crum. But
this really was the limit.

“Old bean ! he ejaculated.

" 8hut it *

I!BIe !!j

“T.et a bloke alone, can’t vou?"”

Lord Mauleverer compressed his lips.

U Certainly ! he answered in & tone
of ice. And he let Crum severely alone
after that.

The Removites could only wonder.
Bkinner & Co. ware 11111:3 puzzled. Ac-

“Can't

cording to Skinner Co., Crum had
a::u_nnmhglly “wangled ’ his friendship
with Mauly. ow he was throwin

away, as a thing of no value, the friend-
ship he had so cunningly contrived to
bring about, in the bpinon of Bkinner
& Co. Why he was doing so was &
deep mystery to them.

Crum had not been accustomed to
much in the way of ablutions when he
camo to Greyfriars. He bad improved
in this respect, as in others. That im-
provement was gone now; he scarcely
washed that morming, and was the first
fellow down from the dormitory.

There was & buzz of voices in the
room after he had gone.

—

“What on earth’s the matter with

{71"1'1111!“ ‘aukel‘ﬂﬂ Bg!:dﬂl:ﬁrry.
; out B WI side 1™

E’finjlalﬂd Bkinner, AN

eeN 10W ; 1n
b mg with Crum, Mauly?

No!” answered Mauleveger curtly.
"He's rowing with you, anyhow!”
grinned Snoop,

No answer from bis lnrdﬂip.
I tay you fellows, what manmors,
you know " squeaked %ill}r Bunter., *1

say, Mauly, you ain't taking Crum home
I‘}f; the hnfi ys after that, are you!"

" Any objection to mindin” your own
ey, Bunter?!" ashed Maule-
R

.. really, u :
“The dear fellow’s got his back up

ﬁbunt somethin®,” chuckled the Bounder,
Perhaps he's noticed Mauly shudderin’
when he dropped his h's.” i

“Ha, ha, ha I’

Lord h?&u]evurer left the dormitory
as soom as he could. He was puszled
and perplexed by Crum's strange con-

_and certainly he was a-lgﬁ‘endﬂﬂ.
He did not desire to hear the comments
of the Removites..

In tho quadrangle he sighted Crum,
and, after a little hositation, walked
across towards him.

Crum stared at him, turned his back,
m!dd w] d l“ifji' 3k i
auleverer halted, the colour comin
into his cheeks, .
He was cut—cut in the gquad by the
showman's sonl He shut his lips very
hard as he went back into the House.
At breakiast that morning Mauleverer
and Crum did not exchange a glance.
When the Remove went to their Form-
room the two former friends did not
go together, and ‘n the Form-room they
took no notice whatever of one another,

“End of a touchin' friendship, you
men!” sighed Skinner to his friends;
and his friends grinped,

When the Remove came out in broak
Harry Wharton joined Crum as the
showman's son was slouching away
sulkily by himself. Wharton had been
surprised, like all the Remove, by
Mauly chwmming with Crum, but he
had thought that it was a good. thing
for Crum, and he was sorry to ece it
end like this.

As Crum was his study-mate, the cap-
tain of the Remove hag had plenty of
experience of Crum's suspicions and
uneasy touchiness, and he wondered
whether some mischief-making fellow—
like Skinmer, ' for instance—had been
playing on the feclings which Crum
wore on his sleeve, 1f that was the case,
Wharton considered that a friendly
word might set the matter right. Bo
he joined Crum and walked in the quad
with him. Henry Christopher gave him
a dark look. His bitter resentment to-
wards Mauleverer scemed to include the
whole of the Form—indeed, all Grey-
friars.

“Don’t think I'm butting in, Crum,”
said Harry quietly. “I'm sorry to see

ou off with Mauly. If some fellow's

en making trouble, you don't want to
bﬁl %f.d by the nose into lesing a good
pal.

Crum laughed narshly,

“A good pal!” he repeated. '“That
feller ﬁuuly! I'm done with "im [

“ But Mauly can't have done anything,
old scout.™

“That's all you know "

“Weall, what hazs he done, then?
asked Wharton directly. *“I've known
Mauly longer than you have, and you
can take my word for it that there 1an't
a better fellow st Greylriars.”

“J dessay!" assented Crum bittecly.
"I don’t think nuch of Greyiriars."

TOh ™ said Harry.
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% Can It, Mauleverer ! ** said Crum. °*‘I'm tired of your hlessed lies. Look ’ere—this ’ere bil of a leiter was in the

*'0liday Annual’ you lent me last night—and I found it there. - Look at it, and siop telling lHes.

“I'm done with “im, 'cause he ain't
d -enough for me, if you want to
pow !’ said Crum. *'1 think he’s an
out-and-out rottoer—and you can tell him
I said so I ) y
“I'm not likely to tell him 20,” seid

YWharton, with a. curl of the hp.
“Borry I I}]pOkIHH .
And he left Crum with that. Crum

stared after him moodily and sullenly,
drove his hands deep into his pockets,
and slouched away.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Black and White |

[LLY BUNTER stood in the Form-
room passage when the Remove
wera dismissed after third lesson
and blinked through his h:g

cctacles ot Lord Mauleverer an
.E’rum. Bunter was grinning all over his
fat face, but he looked puzzled, too.

Lord Mauleverer, leaving the Form-
room, had gone towards Crum. Crum
had walked away. \

Maunloverer, after a few moments
hesitation, had followed him.

The two of them disappeared into the
quadrangle together; and  Bunter
b]a'uk::id after them, puzzled and entor-
tained.

“1 eay, vou fellows, it bests me!™ ho
rematkod,
osked Bob Cherry.

“Whut does?”
“Quelchy’s cane?”

*“0Oh, really, Cherry! I mean Mauly
and Crum,” said the Owl of the Re-
move. “Of course, I expccted Mauly
to throw that outsider over sooner or
later. But what beats me is Crum

thmwing Manuly over. That beats mo
hollow I'

_ THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

wrote it 1 **  (See Chapler 14.)

Bunter was by no means the only
fellow whe was punesled. Had Maule-
vorer dropped the showman's son, the
follows would have been surprised,
because such a proceeding would not
have been in accordance with Mauly's
loval character. But Crum throwimg
Mauly over was a much greater sur-
prise. The fellow who had everything
to gain and nothing to less by such a
fricndship was the fellow who waz end-
ing it in a rough and rude manner—o
manner as rough and rude as it well
could be,

It was =so surprising, that othor fellows
as well as Wharton suspected that soma
ill-disposed meddlor might have beon
making mischief, playing upon Crum'’s
well-known touchiness. And that was
the idea that had come into Lord
Mauleverer's mind; and that was why
hiz lordship, offonded as ho was, was
now following Crum into the quad-
rangle, to speak to him and oblain an
oxplanation if there was one to be had.

Crum walked across to the elms and
threw himself into a bench there wnder

the trees, A minute later Lord Manle-
verer's clegant figure was standing
belore him.

Crum scowled at bhim, e had ro-
solved that he would break off with
Mauleverer and say nothing of ithe
injury that had been -done him. He
shrank from letting the Remove know
anything about it. He could imagine
the amircs and jecrs if the other fellows
knew, His desire to quarrel with
Muuly about it had passed; he only
wanted to be let alone.

“0Old bean,” said Mauleverer
“just @ word with you, Borry i
you really.”

“0h, shat 18 1™

ently,
% bore

PRICE

TWOPENCE. 18

You know you

Mauvleverer wineml, That revival of
Cruin's ecarlier manners and  customns
inrrﬂd on his noble nerves, But he had

rig duty te do, and ha did it. Ile could
not let the strange affair rest where it
waa.

“I"'m bound to speak,” ho said. “Ii
voure fed-up with me I shan’t mind
your tellin® mo so.”

“Well, I tell you so, then, and chanca
it 1" growled Crum. “I'm fed-up with
you, right to the blooming back teeth!
"Ook it 1?

“May I ask whyt”

*Oh, Ei!;t_- a bloke a rest!”

“If it's wimply becawse I bore you,
old bean, surely you might have put it
a littlo more cvilly,” suggested Maule-
voror. “It's hecause I beliove you're
not such a rotter €8 you n.f::panr to be as
the present moment that 1'm askin' you
about it. Has onybody been buttin® in
and makin’ lrnuh'lf:':n'i' 1f it's that, speak
out and 'et & man know. I dare say I
can ¢lear it all vp."

(‘rum gave him an almost venomous
ook,

This fellow who had befooled him was
not satisfied yet. He did not like being
thrown aver, He was willing lo foo
(pura again—willing to fool him {o the
top of his bent; and doubtless would
have done so had not Crum possessod
proof of his duplicity in black and
white. Mauly, obviously, did not know,
as Crum had half saspected, that the
tcll-tale papor had heen in the book.
Had he E:.nwn that he would not have
heen “irying it on " again, as Uram
vxpressed it

'The showman’s son did not answer,
and Mauleverer scanned his face atten-
tively, Ho could sco the signs of £n1n,

Tre Maower Lienany.—No, 1052,
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vinced that some mischief-maker had
beén at work, taking in r Crom—
who, with all his owledge of the
world gained “on the road,” was a
mere greenhorn, after all, in ﬁra}'frmrs
ways, The thought of the Bounder
came inko Lord asuleverer's mind.
He was well gware of the Bounder's
hitterness towards Crum. Yet, =0 far
a8 he knew, Crum never had anything
to do with li’ernﬂn-ﬂmit};; if they even
spoke to one another at all, it was
rarely and by chance.

“Ain't you going?” demanded Crum
at last, as Lord Mauleverer still stood
where he was, -

“ Not till you'va explained.” _

_ “What de you want me to explain?”

mred Crum. “I'm done with you,

anse you ain't good enough for me B

—lord as you are! I've knowed fcllers
on the road, down on their -uppers,
what was better fellers than you, rd
Mauleverer. Fellers what never pro-
nounced a blooming *h ' in their lives.
They wouldn't go back on & bleke like

yon done.” ] ) A
Thero was enlightenment in the bitter
speech, ungrammatical as it was.

Mauly knew now that someone had
caysed trouble; that Crum had been
led by tha nose somehow.

“What have I done,
asked quiatly.

“You know well enongh,” grunted
Crum.

“I don’t "

“That's a lie!”

Tord Maulevarer quivered, Sorely
was he tempted at that moment to
turn his back and walk away, and have
done with the fellow who could use
such torms t0 him, Dut the very coarse-
ness of the word was a proof u? Crum’s
deap sense of injury, to Mauly's dis-
cérning eyes. He knew that the gueer
new junior had been bitterly hurt; and
he knew that he himself was not to
blame. He meant to know.

“Oh, get on with it!"¥ jeered Crom.

Crum ‘I*"_ ke

*Tell me theq don't use such language
st Greyfriars! Tell mo I'm & low out-
sider! I ain't like the other blokes

"ére, and I'm glad of it. I ain't nover
taok a feller in and made a fool of 'im
and Inu,g'ﬁad in my sleeve, anyhow.
That ain't mJ' zort, even if I'm a low
outsider, Lor auleveror ” )

“Y think I ses,” said Mauleverer.
“Whoever has told you such a thing of
mn', Crum, has taken yvou in.”

; quuﬂy‘a told me nothing of the

kli}% F ! ¥

ut yon ﬂun&t it |
1 El}mws at I
savagely.

“Bomebody must Lave put it iuto
e hﬂid'" hed harshl

ELIITL -H-HE o Lrafily.

“Tell me t'h:'sz"" said Lord Mauleverer
very quietly, “Has Temnn%mi}h had
anythin® to de 1Eﬂ:h this change in your
opinion of mef

“Wo, he ain"t.”™

snapped  Crum

“Bmithy's a good chap, in his way,”
seid Mauleverer. ‘@Bput- when he's
malicious he doesn’t seem to have a

limit. There was a fellow here once
natied Dallas—but never mind that;
it was before your time. You are sure
the Bounder has nothing to do with it "

“I sin't spoke to him since last even-
ing, when he told me a blooming lie
about Mr. %ue:]ch wanting me in his
study,” grow Crumn. "% dessay I'll
bepin to tell lies, too, whoen I've
& bit longer at Greyiriars; I dessay 1'll
t:ri{rl:”up Gregfriare ways in the long
run.

Lord Mauleverer was perplexad.
Ter MicNET No. 1082,
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the first, swanking rotter; and he was
wild at bein” turned down for me a

week or two ago, when he wantad Enu

to gn on the river; and I know he's

Eil about the way he owned up in the
l Ll

ha should be wild
id that of hiz own

“I don't see wh
about that. Ile
aceord.”

Crum laughed sneeringly.

“That's all you know, with all your
blooming cleverness.”

Mauloverer started.

“Crum, you don't mean to say
He broke off. ~That amazing owning-up
of the Bounder was explained mnow;
Mauleverer knew now that he had done
it under the schoolboy hypnotist’s
influence, His face became very
rave,

“¥ou ought not to have done that
Crum,” he said.

“Well, I did it for you, to keep you
out of a blooming serap,” said urm.
“I was a fool for my pains. I know
that. You wasn't worth the trouble.”

“MNever mind that now, anyway,”
said Lord Mauleverer. “Let's keep to
the matter in hand. You've practically
accused me of makin® a.fool of you and
laughin’ in my sleeve. That’s rather

11

————

unpleasant, you know. Won't you tell

me why you think so?"” Al 5o

“] got it in black and white, if you
want to know !" snarled Crum, goaded
at last into speaking out.

“1 don't understand.” -

“Well, jest try to remember what
you've written to your uncle zbout me,
and then you'll blpoming well under-
stand, yvou double-dealin’ rotter!™ .

“I've written to my uncle that you're
comin’ home with me for the hols,” said
E.Jn:i-rt;ii Mauleverer, still patient, “ That’s

“QOh, can it!”.said Crum. “I'm tired
of vour blessed lies! Look 'ere! This
'erc bit of a letter was in the * ’tha_.i
Aunual * you lent me last night; and
E;Jﬂi it therg—:up h]:ﬁll?mgl' l!:mark!

at it and s ing les?

And Crum dragged %]:m ernmpled
paper from his pocket and shoved it
into Lord Mauleverer's hand.

In great surprise, Mauvleverer un-
folded the sheet and read what was
written on it, For the moment hd sup-
posed that it was in his own hand-
writing, and he gazed at it blankly.
Then g brows knitted. Crum watched
him with sneering eyes, expecting to
seo the schoolboy earl overwhelmed
with confusion. But he saw nothing of
the kind. Mauleverer's eyes
glinted, snd he set_his lips. y

“1 never wrote that, Crum,” be sdid
quietly.

— el T

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Doubt !

RUM stared at Lord Maulevarer.

He had expected Mauleverer

to look confused, but he would

not have been surprised to hear

some more duplicity from bim, ful:

that blank denial of what scemed a

certain fact to Crum took the show-

man's son by surprise. He was silegt
for long moments, staring at Mau

veror, and finally he burst into =a

scoffing langh. :

5 Wé‘ll. that beats it ! ho e:c'iaunﬁL
“Denyin’ your own 'and now!l My
eye! I gota lot to learn at Groyiriars!
I never thought of a bloke denyin’ his
own ‘andwriting.”

“1 never wrote it, Crum.” ]

“P'v’aps I wrote it?” said Crum, with
jeering humour. “P'r’'aps I wrote it in
your List—what?"

I'm afraid] Where did you get it1”

“You'd used it as & bookmark in the
“'Oliday Annuval ' what you lent me,
and left it there”

“T never did, Crum.

“0Oh, rats!”

“T've never seen it before.™

“Can it 1"

“If I'd writ these lines aboul &
fellow I was friendly with I should
deserve all you've thought of me, and
more,” said Lord Mauleverer quietly.
“But I never did, Crum. Bur you
can take my word.”

For a moment or two Crum wavered.
His rough, uptutored heart yearned for
the friendship he had cast aside; he
was tempted to believe, or to afiect to
believe, to force himself to believe
against. his own common-sense. Then
anger welled up in his breast,

“You mnever wrote it!" he jeered.
“It's in your 'and! It got I\tﬁf your
baook sll by itself, I &' 7 1at are
ou giving me! I've gaen & blooming
tﬂuh%ut ain’t fool enough to believe

at.”’

Lord Mauleverer stiffened.

“Who imitated my fist, and who
shoved this .into my book, I don’t
know,” he said very quietly, “But I
give vou my word that 1 never wrote it,
and have never seen it before. We'll
go-into this together, Crum, and fnd
out who did it—if you take my word.”

“Take your word!” sneered Crum.
Mauleverer's face hardened.

“J expe¢t my word to be taken,
Em%i 4 |

“You can expect.

Lord Mauleverer drew & decp breath,
He had reached the limit of his patienco
and forbearance. :

“Very well, Hoere's  your
paper. It's yours, not mine, You've
asked mo to leave you alone. T ask the
same of you now. That's all.”

With ti’rmt, Lord Mauleverer walked
away, his head very crect.

Crum, crumpling and twitching the

per in his hand, stared after lum as

o _went. : .
There was black bitterness in his face,
but his heart was as heavy as lead.

He did not believe Lord Mauleverer.
He conld not. But his heart ached as
he watohed the slim. clegant figure of
tha schoolboy carl disappear across the
quadrangle.  When Mauleverer was
gone, bho scemed to leave a dreary
hl{njnk hah‘%nﬂ. hrilm.t e T St

rum glanced a ¢ p
hand. Eﬁ'a ly ho tore it ﬂftn shreds,
and scattered the fragments under tho
trees with a sweep of his hand.

A bell olanged across the quadrengle.
The Greyiriars fellows weunt in to
dinner, and Crum dragged himself
from the beneh under the elms, and
followed them,

He stole a glanco at Mauleverer at
the Remove table. Mauloverer was
¢alm and sedate, as nonchalant as usual
to the view. If the breaking off of a
frin-mfahi troubled him at all, ho was
not the fellow to wear his heart wpon
his sleeve, like poor Crum. He did not
eatch Crum's eyo; he scemed totally
unconscious of Crum's existence.

The heart of the showwman's son sank
lower., Even had he resolved to forgive
Maulevorer, to like him in spite of his
duplicity, it was too late new. He had
zaid that he was done with Mauleverer,
and it was clear now that Lord Maule-
verer was done with him.

aAnd then suddonly Crum caught the
Bounder's gyes d-on him,

The look in Smithy's eyes startled
him, was a malicious teinmph,
a gloa gatisfaction, in the Bounder's

*i

Crum.
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eyas, that struck him strangely.
ernon-Smith dropped his glance at

onpej but what he had seen haunted

Crum’s memory. :

That afternoon was & half-holiday.

went out of gates by himself,

Hoe tramped away to Courtfield
Common alone. ¥t was very different
{rom his ﬂ;:lemunt walks with Maule-
Verer. obody else was keem on
Crum’s ' cornpany, though there were
fellows who would have joined him for
the afternoon, without enthusiasm cor-
tainly, But Crum did not want any
company excepting his own  hitter
roflections.

He had lost Maunloverer. He had
found out that his chum was a falso
friend. And he was not disposed to
make any further experiments in friend-
ship at Greyiriars. He had had a
letter from his father, and old Crum
had consented to allow him to rejoin the
show. He was not to return to Grey-
friars after Easter. 'He was glad of it.

Only a few more davs now, and ho
would be done with Greyfriars, dono
with fellows whp were too polite to tell
a chap what they thought, and, under
a cloal of friendship, laughed in . their
aleeves at a chap who trusted them. He
loathed Greyfriars now, and yet some-
how he realised that he did not leathe
Mauleverer., Deep down at the back of
his mind was a lurking doubt—which ho
would not admit to himself. He had
had the proof in black-and-white, How
could he doubt after that. because a
follow chose to pile one lie on another ?

: sat End rested on  the low,
swaying bough, where he had sat with
Tm:%mg:[aulevemr on the day of the
encounter with Ponsonby & Co. of
Higheliffe, It wasz only a week or two
sigee, but it seemed ages ago to Crum
now. He wondered, with a sour grin,
how Ponsonby was getting on with his
friends at Higheliffe, after hig inexplio-
able outbreak that day under
"Huence.

; He remembercd that he bad quar-
rolled with Lord Mauleverer that Jay,
and he had made it up—caten humble
pie, as he expressed it to himself. .And
all the time the fellow had been foohn

him, making & buts of him, thinking o
him with contempt |

But had he? Somehow, the guiet
earnestness of TLard
manner, under the elms in the quad
that morning, came back to Crum's
mind, came back to him with a straoge
sense of conviction.

But it was not a case of touchiness,
as in the case of hiz quarrel with Harry
Wharton in his first days at Greyfriars.
He had had the preof in black-and-
white!  Suppose—only  suppose—that
some evil fellow had 1mitated Mauly's
hand—any fellow could do it if he liked.
It was ecasy enough for any fcllow to get
s sample of Mauly's fist, casy enough,
perhaps, with petience, to imitate the
distinctive hand. Put the zheet had
bmnhm Mauly's book—used as b bhook-
mar

Suppose, further, that a fellow had
put it there. Mauiy Wwas more Iikelff to
find it than Crum. Unless tho fellow
knew that Mauly was lﬂndmﬁ: the book
to Crum. After all, any fellow inight
have koown that—a dozen fellows might
have heard Crum epesking of it
Plenty of fellows had been in the Rag
when he had asked Mauly for the
volume which his forgetful lordship had
forgotten to bring down. But he had
gone direct to Mauly’s study for the
hook. Nobody had had time to write
out that forged leiter and place it
there.

Two Incidents fazhed into Crum's
wind at the sane momenti—the

Mauleverer's

BILLY BUNTER IN

:ﬂm_ a general
William George Bunter
ets more kicks than
n[pencc from his Form-
fellows—and justly so. Yet
even Bunter, fat freak
though he 13, has hig uses
In next week's extre-long
story of Greyfriars, Billy f. 38
Bruntﬂrs wonderful mit B2
o vE:nJ:rﬁuquism plnya‘u
very 1mportant part in
the adventure in which
Colonel Wharton and his §-75%
nephew find themselves §
invoived.
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you'll be losing the finest |
treat, of the week, for this |
E{r_&nd story shows Frank

ichards at the top of his
form,

rule,

Order next Seturday's
MAGNET now, boys !

Bounder's look of malevolent triumph
at the dioner-table, the Bounder's false
message from Mr. Queleh the ovening

the bef

efore.

Cium started so violently that he
almost fell off the branch.

The Bounder! Mauly had suggested
that the Dounder might have betn the
cguse of the trouble. 'Why had the
Bounder sent him on that fool's errapnd

Mr. Quelrh’s study? Was it to givo
him "time to nip up to Mauly's study,
after hearing in the Rag that Crum Was

ing there for the " Holiday Annuval *?

ﬁia.d tho fellow had that forged paper

in hizs pocket all mnt&uwnitjng or a
on mi §

chance to plant it

Crum trembled.

It was impossible, he told himself—
wildly im ible. It was a coincidence
that Smithy had g:llayed that fool trick
on him that evenlng, just at that time.
Maulaeverer had written that sheet, and
used the unfinished letter as a book-
mark, in his well-known carcless way.

But——

“If I've took
Crum.

If he had been taken in, it was past
all forgiveness now. He had called
Lord Mauleverer & liar: he had refuscd
to take his word Lord Mauleverer had
done with him. And if the wild sus-
picion that was now in his mind was
weall founded,- thero could never be any

roof. In hizs anger he had cven
gmtm:,red the forged paper. Vernou-
Smith would never own up—nothing
would induce the Bounder to admit that
he had done it

And then another thought came lo
?:um. He remembered that he had the

been in! groancd

wer to make the Bounder speak. e
iad but to lift his hand to exert his
strango power, and the Dounder would
tell the truth, the whole truth, and
nothing but the truth.

Crum the

slipped from and

iree,

THE LIMELIGHT!

the

tramped away across
towards Greyfriars.

Ho did not believe Mauleverer—yet.
Ho did not believe that the malicious
Bounder was guilty-—g-&l;. But he was
going to know; and he had the power
to learn., If the Bounder, under the
hfpnotic influence, told nul:i:llng of tho
forged letter—and no power could make
him tell of it if he was innocent and
knew I‘Ifthh:ig of it—then Mauleverer
was the double-dealer that Crum
believed.

If the Bounder was guilty, however,
he should tell the story of his guilt
before all the Remove, and be covered
with shame as with a goarment. And
if that was indeed the state of ‘the casc,

COMINGn

surely Mauleverer, learning how Crum
had  been  deceived, would relent!
st look on

Crum remembered the cold, sc
Mauleverer's [ace, and had little Liope.
But as he walked back to Greyfriars in
the epring afternoon, his mind was
made up. I the Bounder had avnything
to tell, ho was going to tell it m the
Rag in the hearing of all the Lower
Fourth, and be shamed for ever in the
eyes of his Form-fellows,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Speaks !

i AULY ¥ .
Bob Cherry's voice boomed
in thoe Remove passage,
"Yﬂ-ﬂﬁ?“
“Conme on, you slacker!”
“What's on!” yawned Mauleverer.
* Meeting in the Rag, old bean.”
l.ord Mauleverer ;E.u.wm:& again.
“Leave me out, old chap. Tired.”
“Peen excrting yourseli this after-
noon?'’ asked Bob cheerily.
“ ¥Yaps" .
Tne Macyer Lishary.—XNo. 1052.
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“What have you done?”

Lord Mauleverer considered.

“Well, I've had tea.”

“"Poor old chap—must have worn you
out!” said Bob sympathetically, *Feel
‘r.h‘ust ou can't get off that sofa?’

aas,"

"“’ellﬁ I'm the chap to help a pal
when he's too tired to move."

“Yaroooooh !

Lord Mauleverer roared as Bob
Cherry grasped him and hooked him
off the sofa. His lordship landed oun
the study carpet with a bump.

“Feel that you can walk down to the
Rag now " asked Bob.

“Ow! No."

“T'll help you along.™

“Ow! Yaas—I mean yaas!” gasped
Mauleverer.

“Come on, then, old scout!™
chuckled Bob; and Lord Mauleverer de-
tached himself from the study carpet and
CAME Ol : )

“You see, old pippin,” explained Bob,
a5 they went down to the Rag, *"you're
specially wanted. Smithy's callin’ a
meeting, and he spnclu]l}‘ asked us to
sc.t that von came.”

“Look here, bother Smithy! 1 don't
want to hear anythin' from Smithy!"
protested Lord Mauleverer. :

“ But he says it's sumethiug important,
and specially concerns you,” said Bob.
“ Nobody knows what's on, and every:
, ‘s Jolly curious, I can tell you.
Smithy won't say & word till you come.”

“No need for him to say a word.
Smithy says too many words.”

Bob Cherrey ehuckled.

“Well, he won't begin till you're
there, and so you've got to come.
We're simply wild with curiosity.
Smithy's looking as solemn as if he'd
committed & murder and wapted to

make a clean breast of it. I suppose he
hasn't—and you haven't hidden the
body for him?*"

* Fathead ™ -

“Oh, here you are!” exclaimed

Harry Wharton, as Bob entered the Rag
with his arm linked in the reluctant arm
of Lord Mauleverer.

“¥Yes, here we are,” said Bob.
“8mithy starled yeb?”

“No—waiting for Mauly,” said the
captain of the Remove, laughing.
“Blessed if I understend wlat's on!
SBmithy's as solemn a5 an owl, and jolly
mysterious I

"1 say, you f[fellows, what's it all
apout?' demanded Billy Bunter breath-
lossly, "I say, Mauly, do you know?"

“No!®

“I say, Crum, do you know?®" asked
Bunter. ) )

“P'r'aps!” said Crum, with a. sour

rin.

“Well, tell a pal, thent"” said Bunter

cagerly.
At got a pal "erc that I know of,™
answered Crum.

¥

“h, really, Crum—"

“Shut 1t1"

T3 B'Il'-ﬂ.ﬁt!"

Lord Mauleverer passed Crum withoub
a glance. All the Remove were in the
Rags Mauly wa¥ the latest comer.
Moet of the fellows looked very curious
indecd. It was extremely unusual for
any follow but the captain of the ¥orm
ro call & Form meeting, and some fel-
lows remarked that i1t was like the
Bounder's cheek. But all were ourious
to hear what he had to say—especially
as nobody had forgolicn that strange
seene of Vernon-Smith “eowning up ™ 1n
ithe Rag on & previous occasion, If
Heorbort Vernon-Smith had any more
startling confessions to make, a gpod
many fellows were ready to listen with
interest, '

Tre Maoxer Lisnany.—No. 1052,

The Bounder was ﬁl;a.ndinﬁ by the fire-
place, his hands in his pockets, looking
much the same as usual. But R.adw'ﬂg.
standing by his chum, was watching him
with” anxiois unecasiness. To the keen
eye -of friendship, there was .some
subtle change in the Bounder—a change
that Redwing could not understanﬁ;
that his mind could hardly seize upon,
but which he knew was there. He was
uncasy &3 to what the Bounder was
about to say to the assembled Form,
and twice he had attempted to induce
Smithy to leave the Rag, but without
success, The Bounder, always obstinate,
was now infexibla.

The door of the Rag was closed, and
the captain of the Remove glanced round
over the assembled Form, :

*(Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows,”
said Wharton, “this meeting has been
called by Vernon-Bmith, of this Form,
who states that he has something to say
to the whole Form. It's & bit un-
usnal: but wo're here to give Smithy
a hearing. Ready, Emit-h}r%'

“Yos, mnow Mauleverer's .
answeread the Bounder.

“I say, you fellpws——"

here,”

‘““A SHOCK FOR THE HEAD!”

(Centinued from page 15.)

“Well, my friend,” said Sir Frederick,
“how would vou like to be headmaster
of 8t. Sam's?" )
. Wot I says is this ’ere: I don't
like ‘avin’ my leg pulled,” growled
Fossil sleepily.

“But, my dear fellow, you're not
having your leg pulled,” said Sir
Frederick aimiably, *“I don’t know
who you are, but you've got a nice
honest face, and I think you'd do the
work well,”

“Wot I says is this "ere: I'm the
blinkin’ porter, and I don't want to be
‘Ead. I ain't no scholard—"

“ Bui I]::nu don’t need to be,” inter-
rupted the chairman perswasively. “ 8o
long as you ecan spell a fow simple
words and know your twice times table.”

“Crumbs! Is this the trooth, then?
Hain’t you a-jokin’, like 7" asked Fossil
in grato surprise. :

“Sertainly not! I am offering you
Dy, Birchemall’s post. Strangely enuf,
I have mlreddy appointed him skool
 porter, so all you will do is simply
change plaices with him. You will take
I;f vour dooties immejately in the

ead’s study, and Dr. Birchemall will
start work at the porter’s lodge !”

Fosail grinned as he saw Dr. Birchom-
all nashing his false teeth with rage in
the background. He began to see how
things were.

“Ho!” he remarked, after a paws,
"Wot I says iz this 'ere: If that's the
case, count me hin [

“You axxept T

" Bertingly I

“Then,” said Sir Frederick, beaming
all over his dile, “I am pleased to
mnake the appointment, Boys, allow me
to present to you your new headmaster.”

ossil survayd the assembly with a
very cheerful grin.

“Waot I says is this 'ere: Now I'm
'Ead I'm ?'Omg to 'ave me own back
on some of you!"” he announced. “T'll
give you warnin', now that I'm 'ead-
master, look hout!™

“Oh crumbs !

“The skool is now dismissed!” said
Sir Fredevick kertly; and with that the
hysterical gathering broke up.

(Youll fough lToud and long over:
“VICE TERSA!" nezt week's amusing

yarn of SE Sam’s, Don't miss i, chumas,
iehaterer wou do.)

‘| apparently of his own

*“8hut up, Bunter!"

“Cough it up, Smithy!"” said Peter
Todd encouragingly. “You've got us
all as inguisitive as Bunter "

*“0h, really, Toddy—"

“We are all on the tender hooks, my
csteemed Bmithy,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Bingh, ;

“Lend Bmithy your ears!™ said Bob
Cherry. “Go it, gmithyi"

“I've got to tell you fellows—and
especiglly Mauleverer,” said the
Bounder, in a calm, even tone. “ Yester-
day you noticed that Crum was rowing
with Mauly. I dare say some of you
thought that some fellow had butted in
and made trouble. Well, I did.”

“You did?” ejaculated Wharton.

“Yes; that’s what I'm Lﬁoing to tell

ul

you men. I imitated y & hand-
writing in & letter to his uncle—"
“Smithy 1" '

“I did that a week ago, waiting for
a chance to plant it on Crum. ‘The
lettor referre&p to Crum in an insultin
way. Last evening I heard Crum as
Mauleverer about his ¢ Holiday Annual.’
I saw my chance then. I sent Crum
on 4 fool's errand to Quelchy’s study,
while I cut up to the Remove passage
and slipped the forged paper into the
‘ﬂlgi::liday Annval’ lying on Mauly's
t B+IJ

The Bounder pauszed, amid a breath-
less silence.

Every eye was fixed on him; even
Bunter was silent. What the Bounder
had said stupefied the whole assembly,

That he had done it was extraordin-
ary. That he admitted having done it,

accord, was
amazing.

“I knew Crum would think that
Mauly, like & careless ass, had slipped
an unfinished letter into the * Annual’
to use as s bookmark,” the Bounder
went on. “I knew he would find it,
and think—what any fellow would
think in the circumstances, Being s low
rotter, he would think worse than ahy
other fellow, and lose his -otten temper
and rag Mauly., That was how
figured 1t out.”

Another pause.

Harry Wharton broke the silence.

“And why did you do it, Smithy?"’ he
asked, with & tone of contempt in his
voice that brought a dull flush to the
Bounder’s cheeks,

“To dish both of them,” answered
Vernon-Bmith; *“to pay out that cad
Crum . chiefly. I know it was thick—
put he asked for it, the low rotter! I'm
not sorry I did it. It worked.”

Wharton stared at him,

“¥You're not sorry?”

11 Nﬂ+ﬂ

“Yeat you'ro telling the whole Form

1 about it, and undeing what you've done

by dirty trickery.”

u] knuw."

“Why are you tellin
- "1 don't know. I feﬁ: that I had to
own up, that's all," answered the
Bounder, in tho same even. lifeless tones.
T believe Crum's making me tell you,
though I don't know how.™

“1 suppose you know you'd be sacked
if this came to the Head?” said the
captain of the Remove.

I know that.”

“Is the fellow out of his mind " asked
Bob Cherry, in wonder. “This is.the
second time he's owned up te a dirty
trick in this room." )

“Smithy !"" whispered Redwing.

While all the move shrank away
frem the Bounder—even Skinner & Co.
feeling a repugnance for the fellow whe
admitted an act of despicable treachery
—Redwing stecod by him.  What the
Bounder had said was certainly a
%rmtr:r_ shock to him than to any other
ellow in the reom; but even under that

us, then?"
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trial Redwing’s loyal friendship” with
the wayward, unscrupulous fellow stood
firm.

Redwing slipped hizs arm through the
Bounder's. Every other fellow moved
away from him az from a leEor.

“Well, have you done?”’ asked Whar-
ton, at last.

T} I:l.'....{! anB 1H'

Lord Mauleverer stood silent, his face
a little pale. He, alone of the Remove,
knew why the DBounder had owned up
to that aet of treachery; knew under
what potent influence he had B'Fékﬂﬂ.
against his will, Mauleverer's eyes
turned on Crum, for a moment, and
then he walked out of the Rag.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mauly Tries Again!

1 AULY ™ _ :
M Crum's  volee  was  little
more than a whisper,

Mauleverer was alone in
his sindy; he had not turned on the
light, and his faeo {;I]imme:md pale
through the gathering dushk.

He did not onswer.

“Mauly! ¥You don't blame me for
putting the *Auence on him and making
him own up.”

“No."

“Took what he did " mnltered Crom.
“Why, a feller conld he sent to prison
for what he done”

“1 know.™

“T was iook in, Mauly. 1 know 1
ought to 'ave believed you, when you
pive me your word,” muttered Crum
hembly., “I know that. Buat——"

“Oh, never mind,” said Mnauleverer.
in & tired voice, “Never mind all
that now.”

“1m sorry, MMauple”

Manloverer did not speak.

“1'll do anything yom like,” whies-
pered Crwn. "I know I'm o rough,
mmcdueated bloke, BMaulv—that's why
I wouldn't take vour woud, I s'pose. I
ought fo *ave knowed better, I know
that. (lan’t you look cwer it@"

%

There was silence in the study.

“1 s'pose you can't,” muttered Crum.
“T know what you're thiukin#, Mauly.
You wouldn't 'ave put the "Huence on
Smithy, even to make him own up to
what he done. You tnink mec &
blooming outsider for doing it.”

A Yaas ™

“Y] know!” said Crum humbly.

“I don't blame you,” said Lord
Mauleverer. “But—it's no  good
talkin’.”

“Not to a rough bloke like me, what
can't understand ‘ow a gentleman like
vou looks at things!” muttered Crum
miserably.

Lord Mauleverer wineed.

“1 didu't mean that, Crum. But—
well, I'll speak., Using hypnotiem isn't
playing the game, What Smithy did
was vile—though I've no doubt what-
evor that he would have been sorry
aflterwards, and jolly ashamed of him-
sclf—that's Smithy's way., Lle's not so
bad as he makes ouit. I promised . to
keep your sceret if you nover used that
trickery in the Remove.”

“ And I've broke my word,” mumbled
Cram. “I know! Look ‘ere, Mauly
if von like I'll tell all the 'Inllera—f
won’t keop it a seeret-any more.”

“ That's what yeu ought to do.”

“1'll do it !™
. There was another pause. Crum’s
face stered at Maunly, white in tho dusk.
His eyes wern wet.

“{an't you look over it, Mauly?"” ho
muttercd huskily.  “I never liked o
hloke before—anmid I never liked you
becanse you was a lord, and you know
that. Lots of fellers would have kep’
on with you arter what you did—I mean
arter what 1 bebeved you did—because
vou was a lord and a big gun., Dut
vou know 1 never cared abonl that.”

“By gad! That's true!” said Lord
Manleverer. “You're a jolly gqueer
fish, Crum—an awi'ly quecr fish! Dus
how can woe be friends, old bean, if
you can't ieke my word when 1 give
1t
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*“* Poor old chap—must be wors
out,”” said Bob Cherry, sympatheti-
cally. ** Feel that you can’t get off
ithat sofa ? ** * Yaas.” ** Well, I'm
the chap to help a pal when he’s too
tired to move.” ** Yaroocoooh !**
Lord Mauleverer roared, as Bob
Cherry grasped his foot and pulled.
(Sec Chapler 16

“You fcll me to- iump oul of the
winder, Mauly, and I'll take your word
for that, and do it."

v We'll try again, if you like, Crum.”

“Mauly, old chap, youn mean it?"”
gasped Crum. And then he added hur-
riedly. “'Course, T know vou mean it—
I ain’t doubting your word, Mauly,"”

Mauleverer chuckled.

“It's & B0, old bLiean!™

And a “go "' it was

[ a [ ]

Vernon-Smith was the most surprised
fellow in the Remove when Crmn, troe
to his word, revealed the strange sccrat
he had so long kept from all but Lord
Maulevercer.

Bince making that bitter conlession in
the. Rag, the Bounder hud been per-
plexed, troubled, almost doubting
whether he was losing his sensecs.

He knew the truth now.

Tt was a relief to him: though it
made him grit his teeth with rage,

In the Remove, Crum's sceret, wlhen
it was told, was a nince days’ wonder.
Fellows asked Cruin to give them a
“geance ™ ; which Crum steadily refused
to do. Ho was done with hypnotism
now, as far as Greyfriars was con-
corned ; an that point Mauleverer's wish
was law to him: and, indeed, now that
his secrct was told, he had placed it
out of hiz own power to uso his
hypnotic influence again without detec-
tion. ‘The schoolboy hypnolist was &
hypuotist no longer—until, at least, he
should reappear as * Young Urmm™ in
Crunt's Show and HHonze of Mapic.

In the meantitme, he was one of the
cheeriest  fellows in the Greyiriars
Remove—a stale of affairs whﬂl?_*,r due
{o the fact that lord Mauleverer wiou
once more Crum's chum!

(There wifl be another grand long
story af Hoarey Wharten £ Ca. 1u next
week's Maower, ehums, cafitfed: "IN
MEWILESS HANDS!™ Make sure
you read if by ordoring your copy WELL
IN ADVANCEDN
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# PLL GINGER 'EM TUP!'" So declares Tiny Sconnan, the nese boss of the Storrydene Eleven. Bul when he inlro-

ducEs O
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SWALTER EDWARDS sy g

=

adventures an

A thrilling story dealing with the
misadvenfures of the

Storrydene Villa F.C., introducing
“ Tiny " Scannan, who turns the scale
at eighteen stone, and packs a punch

that a

&

world-beater would envy!

E

d

The Man Eater !

7 OU'RE going to fight with the

Y loves or not at all,” the young

torrydeno centre-forward de-

t::la.rag doggedly, his lean jaw

ect, and then Scannan muttered savagely

and made a quick grab with his great

paws, mesning to swing the youngster
off the floor.

And what happened immediately after
that was never quite clear to Eithﬂl: the
onlookeras or Tiny Scannan, for things
moved with lightning speed.

Tiny swaved forward as he snatched
at the lean-limbed youngster, and Terry,
in some uncanny manner, managed to
wriggle frea of the groping fingers; and
then, in & flash, round camoe a hard fist
to connect with Scannan’s heavy jaw,

Crack !

The sound of contact echoed through
the dressing-room and brought a stifled

asp from the footballers, but Tiny
Hoannan made neither noise nor fuss.

Sagging like an empty sack, the
mountain of flesh and muscle swaped
perilously sideways; and slowly—very
slowly—it crumpled ug into a huddled,
unlovely heap and rolled over, its eyes
closed, its ugly mouth gaping.

It seemed im ible, farcical, but
Tiny Scannan, the man of iron, was
“Out '™ ;

The plavers gazed at cach other in
speechless amazement, for it Eeem‘nd
incredible that Terry Carson, the slim
schoolboy, could have put the giant
down for the count.

Yet Tiny SBcannan waz “out™ right
enough!

He remained still—dunriously still; he
seemed scarcely to breathe; and a
strange light of horror dawned in Hefty
Hebble's eyes.

He moved towards the door.

“I'd better hurry, you chaps,” he said,
shooting & quick glance at the still forn:
upon the fleor. “There's no time to
losos every moment counts[™

“What is it?"” asked the white-faced
Grace. “Are you going to felch a
doctor T

“No,” returped Hefty; “I'm going to
fetch my pipe.”

The players were still in the dressing-
room when Tiny Scannan uttered o
hollow groan, rolled over like a water-
logged hulk, and opened bhis red-
rimmed, litt:a eves; and the first thing
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he saw was a picture of swcet content-
ment—DMr. Hefty Hebble, .
Perched on the top of a packing-case,
Hefty was swinging his legs and pu'lhng
luxuriously at ﬁis big briar pipe, ap
he nedded cheeril iny gave another
hollow groan an up into &
sitting position. !
“(ood-morping, Mr, Scannan!™ eaid

the big back. “I hope you feel re-
freahe-cg; after your nap!”

The man of iron was still dazed, but
the mist began to clear somewhat as he
raized his hand and caressed a badly-
swollen jaw. And, little by little, it all
came back to him. He remembeted the
pipe incident and the row with Hebble,
and then—— What had happened, then?
Didn't somebody hit him with a mallet?
Yes, that was it! Or was it a lump of
iron that had laid him out? Somebody
had behaved in a meost uniciendly
manner ; somebody—

Tiny's face becdme ugly as he found
the brown eyes of Terry Carson smiling
across at him; but it was Hefty Hebble
whom he addressed.

Gotting to his feet, the giant stretched
his mighty limbs and lunged once or
twice at the air; then, hia massive jaw
thrust forward, he walked across the
dressing-room and glared into Heftyls
clear eyes. -

“Come on!” he growled, tapping the
other man’s cheat with a thick fore-

as
struggle

I!J

-finger., “We're going along to the gym !

I promised you a hiding, and you're
going to got it, and you won't have a
hit of a kid to take yvour part this time "
His thick lips parted, showing his vellow
teeth., “Are vou going to walk, or do
yvou want me to carry you? It makes no
odds to me ™™

Hebble blew » smoke-ring before he

repliad.

“0Oh, T'll. ¢come along, lad,” he
answered easily. “D'vou mind waiting
until I've finished this pirp-a i

Mumbling angrily, Tiny Scannan
thrust the plavers aside and strode out
of the room, and the eves of Heflty's
team-mates held an anxious expression
as they turned to the smiling young man
upon the packing-case. ‘

“T'm hanged if it's fair,” said Craye,
the left-half. “ He's not a man, at all;
he's a gorilla! He'll eat you, Hefty 1"

“Y can't help that, lad,” said the burly
back. “Somebody's got to stand up to
him—if only for a few seconds—other-
wise ho'll think he's cowed us!  And
there's always a sporting chance that [
may get one home! C(ome along, or

g-tohip into his '* gingering " methods, Tiny gels gingered up himself !

an
RON

he'll think I'm scared! As a matter of
fact, kid,” he said, dropping his voice
and apm‘king‘ to Terry, “this iz not the
happiest moment of my life ! 1

atting easily—although he felt like
& martyr being taken to the stake—he
led the way to the spacious, well-ap-
pointed gymnasium; aod the heart of
Hefty Hg'bhlg was heavy as he looked
upon the herculean supe¥man with whom
he was to do battle.

Hafty was no coward, but no man
living would have looked forward to a
fight with Tiny Scannan, The follow
was abnormal, an abysmal brute; he
would ﬁﬁht for the sheor love of fighting.

And Hefty was a man @f ppace.

Clad only in his trousers and vest, with
his bright red braces wotind round his
thick hips, Tiny looked terrible, a for-
midable picture of menace, and he
treated the playera to a neat exhibition
of whadow-boxing as he waited for his
man bo strip.

Hefty was a young man who did not
believe in prolonging the agony, and in
less than a minute he was inside the
ropes, his jaw sct, his broad features
unusually pale; but there was no sign
of fear in his clear eyes.

Terry Carson was in his corner, whilst
Ciovne had volunteered to look after the
Man of Iron.

“Is there anything you want, Mer
Scannan ?” asked Coyno, ones of Bir
Aubtey’s sycophants, who had long since
decided that it would be as well to keep
on the right side of the new skipper.,

“Yes, get mo a dustpan and broom.”
prunted gcannma. “T shall want you to
sweep this feller up in & minute or so ™

Coyne tittered.

“T rnust tell 3ir Aubrey that one, Mr.
Seannan,” he s=aid, Gxing the glant's
gloves. “He's a rare one for a bong
mote ™

Scannan was scowling as he turned hia
little eyes upon the French scholar.

“What's bong mote?” he asked. “A
mouthwash—or the thing you put round
castles?"

Again Coyne tittered.

“ g'{m are & one, Mr. Scannon,” he
declared. “French 1
don’t you think 1™

Scannan nodded his bullet head.

“And you'll find me so expressive if
you ¢ 3n't hold your silly jaw !* growled
the Man of Iron.

15 s0—er—CeXPressive,

“What's it going to be!” nsked
Gordon, producimg a big metal watch,
“Three minutes each round——"

“It won't go three minutes,” snid Tiny
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ut that clock
Are you

Heannan,' “so vou can
away! Now then, IHebble!

for the slaughter i” , ]
_Hebble nodded, his eyes steady, his
lips tightly closed. ! :

“Come on, then!™ grinned Beannan;
and he hlgﬁt out of his corner an
stepped briskly acrozs the ring.

ejfha unequal contest did not ﬂﬂ the
full three minutes, for Heity Hebble
was overwhelmed and outfought from
the striking of the first terrible blow;
and from that moment he was no more
than a chﬂpgin -block, pitiable in his
impotence, & e-n%id in his dogged deter-
mination to keep upon his legs.

Seannan, it seemed, knew not the

meaning of mercy, and time and again
he sent his game opponent crashing to
the canvas; yet, Hebble, battered and
beaten, kept staggoring up for more.

As Tiny hed predicted, it was a case
of the lamb going to the slaughter, and
the. end of the firet round was still fifty
seconds distant when Scannan measured
his man with his right, and then brought
a left hook into play; and Hebble, with
a groan, crumpled up and pitched for-
ward on to his face, his heels waving
and his arms outstretchea.

“ Btand back!” roared Tiny Seannan,
his face flushed, his eyes glinting; and
the plngers, whoe were on point ot
leaping -into the ring, stcod as persons

transfixed. “I've got mmathini!t: say
io you people,” declared the n of
Iron—"something that can't wait!

Hebble's the biggest fellow in the side,
and you've seen me whip him with ease,
0 yon ean guess what is going to happen
if I start on the rest of youl I'm boss
here, and 1 mean to remain boss, and
if there’s anybody who's got nnrthmﬁ
to say against the arrangement I sha
be obliged 'if he'll step into the ring.

“And I'll go further than that,” he
continued, glaring at his audience. “I'm
willing to fight with one arm strapped
hehing my %m:kl No takers, eh? I
thought not! You're all talk! Come
along! T'll take on two, thra& four of
vou at one time! I'll fight the lot of
vou! What about that?” He gave an
ugly laugh. “Then you admit that I'm
master, do you? You admit that I'm
hoss? Good! T've come to Storrydene
to buck things up and stop the rot, and
I'm the type of man who n.'tw:gfs sue-
ceeds when he sets out to do o thing !”

“ Always?" queried Terry Carson.

“ Always!” ‘thundered the Man of
Iron. i

“Have you ever tried to serateh your
ear with voar elbow 7" asked the young-
ster, slipping into the ring.

“You've got too much to say!”
shouted tha giant; vet he did not move
as Terry dropped beside the still form of
Hefty Hebble and began to use a sponge
and bottle, “There's a whola lot of
tyouble coming your way, Carson, so I
El".’-‘i‘: vou due warning! It's not my

abit to stand a lot of lip from a checky
schoolboy ! I'm skipper—seo?—and
skipper I'm going to remain as long as
I'm with this team! My word is law;
my slightest order has got to be obeyed!
I'mt BOSS, and I'm going to rule wit
a rod of iron ! HcfE red round at the
st faces of the foothallers, * Anybody
ot anything to say "

“¥es,” sgid Terry Carson, in a still,
small veice, 1 hope it keeps fine for
vou, Mr. Scannan, but the barometer
points to stormy weather ahead |

The Mystery Player !
ST{}RR‘IDEHE folk take their foot-

ball very sericusly, and it was not
long before rumours of 8ir
Aubrey Ailen’s latest *“find
began to percolate through the town.
No onc scemed to know anything

h #late of affairs, Sir Au

definite, vet if was common knowledge
that drastic changes were taking place
up at the Bedwell Park ground.

Lotters were addressed to the local
papers, suggesting that it was up to Bir
Auvbrey to make a etatement, and =&
special meeting of the Eturr{ldena Villa
Bupporters’ Association was held on the
gvehing precudm% the Villa's game
against Bosworth United.

And Satutday morning
deputation of supporters and a smal
army of newspaper men encamped in
the corridor outside the baronet’s
private office.

Tha.great man: himself arrived at ten
o'clock, and no sooner did he cateh sight
of the invaders than he uttered a fierco
snort and turned a deep shade of purple.
Jamming his gold-rimmed monccle into
position, he glowered round at the
assembly.

“And who are you—er—persons?” ho
demanded, adopting his most pompous
air,

It was left to the leader of the fans'
deputation to answer the question.

stockily-built, honest-eved mechanie,
his manner was respectful without being

found =

- fawning.

“Wa're here on behalf of the Villa
Supporters’ Associations Sir Aubrey,”
he said, flushing slightly at Ailen’s offen-
sive tone, “and wa wish to put a few
questions to you, if you don't mind I

“Huh! #o that's it, is i£!” The
baronet grunted and toyed with his little
waxed moustache. " Want to put a few
questions to me, do you "

“¥Yeas, sir,” answered the mechanio
stolidly. “We represent hundreds of
aup%-ortara—"

“1 don't care a fg if you represent
millions of HIFDIOHETEI“ broke in Ailen
angrily. “All.I know 1s that it's like
vour dashed cheek 4o come here and
force yourselves upon me! What's
more, my man, I'll see the lot of you to
blazes before I'll answer your imperti-
nent questions! I never heard of such
a thing—never—never [

“But, Sir Aubrey,” protested =
studious-looking young man, with horn-
rimmed glasses, “surely you can spare
& few minutes for the Press? A number
of us are newspaper men—"

“Newspaper menl!” echoed Ailen,
bristling. "1 don’t wish to have nothing
— thing to do with your tribe!
1 hate the sight of reporters—loathe
ern!  SBo get out, the lot of you, before
I have you kicked out! "Ear that?”

“But listen—="

“1 refuse to listen!™ snorted Ailen,
working himself into a fury. “Get ont
of my sight, you impudent houndsz!” He
glared round at his nnwelcome visitors.
“That includes all of you!" he added,
his beady eyes glinting.

—et

e i oA A i

INTRODUCTION.

After a reguenee of wing whieh Los placed
them ot the top of the league, the boys of Storry-
dene F.C, alrike o bad paleh and lose fine
malehes right off the reel, Dimsalisfied with the

Adlen, a puirse-proud
baronet and chairman of club, thinks o high
time e clud woas gingered up, e ts suminaling
g rohen " Piny "' Scannan, a fotgh custoner
{urning the scale af eiphleen sfome, pufe in o
appexrances, Ting boasts that lie can stem the
rot which has set in, Tiny iz engaged on the
:f'ﬂ' That life af Bedwell Park 18 lo be any-

ing but a bed of roses during ihe regime of
tyranniend Tiny Seannan it moade apparent
when netocomer sinalehes Hebble's pipe from
hir motuth and fings it out of the window.
Thoroughly roused, Hebble, who ix little more
than a light-weight compared with the burly
Seannan, planis a srappy ;s'f-f.m“" in the region
of the mani's waisteonl,  Realising hix ex-cap-
tain's peril al the hands af e infurigled Scannan,
Terry Cargon, a fair-haired youngsfer and centre-
Sorward, tlteps between the two men,

(Now read on.)

] neck
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Jim Rivett, leader of the deputation,
Etﬂl?ed up to the portly ]itualzi:laranct.
“J reckon that ain't the right way
to_talk to the club’s supporters!” he
said, a hard expression creeping into lis
honest countenance. * Me and the other
members of the association have been
:.'I.Fd tn&hu old Villa through thick ard

)

“Well, what about it?" rasped- Ailen,
testily. “ Am I supposed to fall on vour
use you spend a shilling at
our turnstiles every Baturday afternoon?
Does the fact that you support the club
give you the right to come here and butt
into my affairs "

“I think we've & right to know some-
thing about this new man o' yours!” re-
turned Jim Rivett doggedly. * You
can't run a club without supporters,
v know [¥ _

“Hear, hear!” came from the afher
visitors.

“What do you know about running a
elub, anyway 7"’ demanded Sir Aubrey,
with a show of childish petulance,
** And whose club is it {” he rasped. He
drew himself up to his full height,
pouted his chest, and smote it with his
clenched fists, “Tho Villa belongs to
me—lock, -stock, and barrel—and don't
you pecple forget it! And that being
s0, my Nosy Parkers, I shall run it on
my own lines! I'll engage who I like
and make what changes I like—""

“Then you admit that you are making
changes, Sir Aubrey " asked one of the
newspaper-men.

“I admit nothing!” eried the litile
baronet ficreely. * {'hj" should I*”

“Why shouldn’t you?" growled
Rivett. “I maintain that you can't
run a professional football elub without

the support of the public, and I further
maintain thet if you snap your fingers
at the said public you will scon find
yourself in Queer Street!” Ho coughed
a trifle nervously as he unburdened him-
self of this eloquence; then: “ Anyway,
that's my firm opinion!™ '

“And who asked you for vour opinion
—firm or otherwise?” snap Sir
Aubrey. “As I've said before, the cld
belongs to me, and, as owner of the con-
corn, I refuso to answer guestions_or be
dictated to by any Tom, Dick, or Harry
who thinks he’ll push his nose into my
affairs! What's more, if our supporters
don’t like the way I manage the Villa
they can dashed well do ke other
thing ™

“That’'s your final word, Sir Aubrey 1"

It was the young man with hern-
rimmed glasses who put the guestion.

“ Absolutely "™  rapped out  the
baronet,

“"Not a bad morning's work, boys!"
observed the youthful reporter, smiling
round at the other newspaper-men.
* Mean to eay, S8ir Aubrey's few illumi-
nating remarks arc going to make in-
teresting reading !

“His kind words will make a fine
splash in the midday edition of the
"Argus ' agreed aJ{ng—limbed man in
1weods,

“He'll find himself more popular
than ever with the crowd!” smiled
another reporter. " And the * gates'
}wl'.un't. fall off, of course! Not a bit of
i1

“They'll probably be ilorn off, old
man!" =aid the fellow in tweeds. with a
whimsical side-glance at 8ir Aubrey,

‘I'he scribes appeared to be woll
pleased with themseclvés as they pro-
]mr-:d to take leave of their scowling
wst, and it gradually dawned upon
Ailen that he was playing a losing game
in refusing lo disclose any information
with regard 1o Tiny Scannan.

For Ailen, despite Jis bluff and
bluster, did nol run the Storrydene club
as n_hobby; gate-money was the only
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thing that really interested Lhim. As io
the question of Tiny Scannan, he found
himself in s qiandary, and the real
reason for his roticence could be traced
to the fact that he knew absolutely
nothing about that enterprising gentlo-
ogan.

It was al! very difficult, thought Sir
Aubrey, glaring -round atb the smiling
gscribes, and there would have been a
wavo of mortality amongst newspapor-
men had his pious wish come true.

“Look here, wou ink-slingers,” he
vasped, ““if this is a dirty conspiracy to
harm me and the club in the eoyes of
our supporters—-"'

“You've 'armed yourself!” growled
Jim Rivett, in his stelid way. ““And
you'll know all about it after I've made
my report to the Villa Bupporters’
Asolpiation, [ give you my word!
You're goin' to 'ave a pain where you'll
feel it most—in the pocket!™

Sir Aubrey was not slow to appre-
ciate the full meaning of the words, and
his manner changed in characteristic
fashion as he crcased his flat features
inte the semblance of a smile. He was
no fool, and he realized that the only
thing for him to do was to make the
best of a bad job.

“I meant no offence to you gentle-
men,” he said, in oily tones, “and if my
manner was somewhat—er—brusque, I
naatﬁ? to apologisel Come inside, will
you

His visitors exchanged meaning
glances as he opened the door of his
comfortably furnished office and waved
them across the threshold, for they
found it difficult to believe that their
smooth-tongued host was the scowling
little blusterer of & moment before.

“Well, gentlomen,” said Sir Aubrey,
“] am afraid 1 cannot find eeating

ation for all of you, so you
will have to szcramble for chairs and
take pot luck! Now, then "—he sat back
in his, armchair and clasped his hands
upon his rotund waistcoat—""what can
L do for you?" . i

Jim Rivett locked across at the seribe
with the horn-rimmed glasses. .

“7 leave it to you. sir,” he said, with
a slow smile.

“Splendid " beamed the newspaper-
man. ‘‘All we want, Sir Aubrey,” he
ran on, turning to the baronet, “is &
crumb of information about your latest
‘find "-—if such & person exists! ¥ou
sea,” he oxplained, "all kinds of wild
and woolly rumours are geing round
the town, so I think it will be in the
interests of the club if you make. a
statement and clear the air a bit!"

“Insolent pup!” muttered the baronck.
And aloud: “It is true that & new man
has signed forms for the Villa,” Le
said, “but I have good reasons for not
iﬂ'iahing to disclose a great deal about
im !

“Ts it true that you're dropping old
Hefty to make room for this new
feller ¥ asked Jim Rivett.

“Quite untrue!™ returned Ailen
terselv. “Hebble retains his old posi-
tiopn, but the new man will skipper the
ﬁi?[g. Scannan—that is the new man's
name.”

“Where does he como from?” asked
Rivett, something very like suspicion in
his gruff voice, .

“That,” said Ailen, a tinge of hot
rolour creeping into hiz flabby cheeks,
“is & guestion that I do not wish to
answer!” He omitted to mention that
it was & question that he couldn't
anawer, ¢ven had he desired to do so.
“My reason for making Beannan, cu;}-
tain,” he ran on, before Hivett could
ask anv more awkward questions, “is

an unusual one, perhaps. but that, after
all, is my own affair. Scannan, gentle-
men, is one of the finest aﬂ-ruung foot-
ballers in the country, and his ideas
about running a team—original ideas—
make s great appeal to me. His
methods, predict, will make a hun-
dred per cent difference to our team!”

“In what way, sir ¥ asked Jim Rivett
stolidly.

“What d’you mean, in what way

“Waell, iz 1t going to be a hundred perx
cent. improvement or——"' '

“0Of couree it is, you idiot!” snapped
the baronet, losing his suavity of man-
ner. “Talk sense, my man, if rvou
know how ¥

Jim Rivett nodded and allowed the
insult to pass.

“What sbout telling wus something
about his wonderful new methods?” he
suggested.,

A murmur of approval broke Irom
the others, and the only person who did
not fall in wholéheartedly with the
sugpestion was Sir Aubrey Ailen.

“] would not dream of disclosing
Seannan’s original methods of training
a team,” declared the baronet; “but
there can be no harm in my telling you
that he depends a great dedl upon his
own powerful rsonality. Scannan,
gentlemen, is & n leader of men, &

enius who has a knack of getting the
ﬁ.st ounce out of the people who zre
put in his charge. JIncidentally "—he
smiled pleazant f5r--"1'|~e:| has already
endeared himself to Hebble and the
other players, for beneath his rugged
exterior thers is a great sportsman and
a great gentloman !

He stood up and rubbed his podgy

hands together. ;
“1 am afraid that iz all I can tell you

st the moment,” he said, addressing the
newspaper men, “Uor this is my busy
day.”

“Is the nmew man turning out this

afternoon " asked Jim Rivett.

“Yes,” answered Bir Aubrey; “he'll
be playing in place of Cordon.”

“Good!” grunted Rivett. *'Cause
I'm real eager to 'ave a look at this
great sportsman and great gentleman
who 'as endeared himself to the heart
of old Hefty and the other lads
Well "—he lmied round at his grinning
companions—"1 think we'll be getting
along." :

The rest of the deputation nodded,
and Rivett was leading the way to the
door when a stentorian bellow echoed
through the building and caused Sirc
Aubrey's visitors to look at each
other in wide-oyed amazement. Very
soon that thunderous veice was accom-
panied by the sound of heavy footfalls,
and Hivett was about to say something
when the door was flung open and a
gibbering, wide-ay giant  stood
goesticulating upon the thresheld.

That the newcomer was almost
demented with fury was plain for all te
see, for his broad featurcs were work-
ing, and ho was showing his ugly teoth
in a snarl; and in one of his massive
leg-o'-mutton fists he brandished a
wicked-looking whip. )

“The trash have defied me, Ailen!”
he shouted throatily. “Defied me, I
say! Told me I ought to be dealing
with niggers; said I should have a gun
and a whip. Well, I've got a whip, by
heck. and }:K)'m going to use it!”

Snarling like a wild animal, he
turned swiftly and raced away down
tho passage, and no word was said

until his throaty bellow died away in
the distance. Then: '
“By the way, B8ir Aubrey,”

remarked one of the newspaper men in
a tone of polite interest, *'who is vour
dalightful friend?”

The baronet hesitated, but only for a
moment,.

“Oh—er—that's Scannan, you know”
he answored, looking Aushed and un-
comfortable.

“The born leader of men?”

Ailen nodded.

“He's inclmed to be a bit excitable.
1 fear, but he means well,”

An eloquent grunt came from Jim

Rivett,

" “You bet he means well,” he
growled, ﬁlancin round at his mates.
“Now I know how he's managed to
endear himself to old Hefty and the

other lads!™

Treat Em Rough [

CANNAN, meanwhile, had

S reached the billiards-room, and

he looked as companionable as

an angry gorilla as he rushed

into the place and eracked his whip

with a report which threatened to

shatter the windows.

Terry Carson, who was about to take

a shot, turned in leisurely fashion and
looked acroes at the figure of menace.

“What's the idea, old man?" he
asked quietly. *“(Going to turn lion-
tamer or something? Or perhaps
you're trying to lash yourself into a
fury,” he added, still in that quiet
VOIce.

Tiny Scannan. snorted and ran his
tongue over his thick lips, and his
little, close-set eycs were glinting in
ugly fashion as he ran his gaze over the
azsembled players.

“Do you lot still defy me?” he
grated, giving the whip another vicious
crack.

“It jsn't a matter of defiance,

Scannan,” sajd Hefty Hebble; “it’s just
a question of common sense. We've
always made it a rule to take things
easy on the morning of the match——"

“And that's a rule that I'm goin' to
alter 1" shouted the nmew skipper. "My
word iz law in this outfit, and if T tell
you that you've got to cat lumps of old
iron on the morning of the match
vou've pot to obey that order—and
livelyl I say there shouldn’t be ang
loafing’about on Saturday morning, and
when I say a thing I mean it. You're
coming out now, and you'ra going to
put in a couple of hours of ball
practiee!”  He looked round in his
usual provoeative manmer.  “Anyone
got anything te say to that? he
demanded.

“Yes, I have” answored Terry
Carson at once. ‘‘Personally, Scanny.
I'think it’s & jolly stupid idea of yours!
Syrely even you can see how silly M is
for us to fag ourselves out just before a
hard game, and—" .

“We've already gone inte thaf
point,” cut in Scannan, “and all the
talking in the world won't shift ma!
I'm boss here, and I mean to gef my
own way in cverything! And I'm not
the type of man to stand a lot of lip
from anvone!” He bore down upoo
Terry and gripped the youngster by the
shonlder. *“¥ou told me I ought to
have & whip, didn't you?” he growled.
increasing the numbing pressure of his
steely fingers. “Wall, you little toad.
I've got it, and I'm going to use it on
vou and the others if you're not outside
this toom in about ten seconds!
Bavvy "

“Me no savey!” declared the young
ster, shaking his head.
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“Then you blamed soon willl”
shouted Scannan; losing his last veostige
of self-control. :

He was permitted to strike only ono
blow, however, for no sooner did the
firat lash of the whip bitc into the
youngster's shoulders than Hefty
Hcebble and the other players made a
rush for the tyrant. But they were not
aquick enough, for it was a stockily-
built, tousle-haired man who rushed
through the open doorway and gave a
panther-like lesp thet landed him full
uponn Tiny Scannan's broad back.

“Not so fast, lad)]” growled Jim
Rivatt, g‘ripging_ the big fellow round
the ncck an hringing him crashing td
the Aoorboards. " Not so fast!”

Tiny Scannan was underneath as they
fell, and so severe was the shock that
ho seemed to be stunned for -4 moment
or so; and it was during thet short
space of time that Rivett snatched the
whip out of his pgrasp and sersmbled
to his feet.

“H'm! Bo you're a great sportaman
and a great gentleman, arc you, lad ™
growled the scoretary of the ?iliﬂ. Hup-
porters’ Association, stroking his chin,
“And a
jou've endeared yourszelf to old Hefty
end the other boys, have you?” He
made & comical grimace. “I wouldn't
allow you to endear yourself to my
dusthin, you lop-cared, skate-facod
goaloot 1™

Vaguely, in & dazed kind of wav, it
siddenly dawned upon the Man of Iron
that someona was being rudo to him,
and deecp; rumbling noises came from
him oas ho rolled over and lovered hipm-
self into a sitting position, He was
never & thing of beaunty at any time,
bt ha looked even more nnlovely than
usual as he thrust his bullet head fox-
ward and fixed his smouldoring pazo
upett the seore of slrengers who lhadd
crowided into the roonm.

Blowly, deliberately, he rozo fo his
feet, and stretehod his mighty limbs,
andd & temse silonco setiled upon the
epartniont as he plaesd Bis Lands upon
Lis hips and iwisted Lis thick lips into
an ugly grin,

“And what happeps lo be your name,

harn leader of men, eh? And |

little man?” he. asked, addressing him-
self to the lcader of the deputation.

“Jim Rivett,” anewered the mechanie,
“at your service"

“Married ™

“Oh, yes!™

“Thon I suppose I ought to inform

be a widow

IJA.I

you that Mrs. Rivett wi
within the next ten minutes or
grinned Tiny Scannan. “Got anvthing
to say to thati”

“Well, I'm not keen on dying just
vet,” returned Rivett, in hig stolid way,
“‘cause I want to sce how you shape
against the United this afterncon.
What's more, lad, I warn you that
;,rl:ru‘H be ssking for 21l sorts of trouble
if you try any rough stuff on me ™

“Hear, hcar!” growled his mates,
closing round him and glaring defiance
at the Man of Iron.

“Thero are a dozen of us, lad!”
warned Rivett. :

“Do you think I care & hang if thero
ara a hundred of youi shouted
Scannan, thumping his massive chest
with cleuched fists, He crouched low,
prepaved for s spring.  “Look out,
you—»"

“ECI].I'IIIB'I'”“ .

It was the authoritative voice of Bir
Aubrey Ailen that echocd throuwgh the
roorn, and tho Alan of Tron multercd
ficrcely as he straighicned himsclf up
and seowled across at his employer.

“What's up witlt you™ he snarled.

“In the fivst place,” said Sir Avbrey,
Anslicd and pompons, . I shall he
obliged if you will treat mn with
respect; and, in the sceond place, I
would remind you 1hat ihis joke les
gone too farl"™

Tiny Scaunan opencd Liz eapacions
mouth and gnsped.

HJake!™ L Dbreathed, " Did  you
MF'_""""JI ]

“¥ou know thal ihe whole thing's a
joke ™ cut in Hir Aubrey, with a2
fovend lough. © “1'm referring ta ol
whip Twsinesz you  know!  The-a
gentlenen "—he waved a hamd twwarda
the reporiers—'""ara reprozemiatives of
the, local newspapers, o 1 think we
G"I-‘.’Ill t Ind tlpan inda vonr smerot, in
cazo  they  lake vew zerionsly ol

Terry managed to wriggle free of
Tiny’s groping fingers ; and then
—in a flash—roudd came a fist
thal connected with Secannan's
heavy jaw. Crack ! The sound
of contact echoed through the
dressing-room and brought a
stified gasp from the footballers.
{See Page 24.)

imagine that you run the team with the
aid of a whip. Beannan, gentlemen,”
he ran on, “is an incurable practical
i.::nimr. and I think ﬁli:m. will agrec that

e succceded in pulling your legs this

murnmﬁi"
The of Iron was quick to take
his cue, and the next moment he threw
his bullet head back and roared with
laughter.

“This is too rich for anything!™ he
shouted. “Do you really mean that
theso -people fell for my bit of acting,
Bir Aubrey?*

“I feared that they might do so, my
dear fellow,” chuckled Ailen; “ather-
wise, I wouldn't have interrupted your
excellent performance!” He beamed
round at the newspaper men. “I'm
afraid I have rnbbﬁ' you of somp ver
interesting * copy,’ gentlemen,” ho said.

“I'm afraid you have, sir,” agreed
the big-limmbed man in tweeds. *I must
say thot Bcannan's scting was most
realistic and convincing |

“'Specially that bit where he slashed
young Torry across the shoulders,” put
in Jim Riveit, "I shall bave io toll the
members of the Supporters’ Association
about that. Come on, lads "—turning
to his companions—"1I reckon it's timo
wo wes pushing off ! "Morning, all!®

The reporters exchanged  smiling
glances a3 the deputation marched out
of the room, and no sooncr did the last

man  disappear  than Tiny  Seaopnan
mutlered angrily and followed the
departing visilnrs into the passage.

“ i, Rivelt!”

Tle mechanie turned  slowly  and
waited for tha big-limbed fellow 1o
hear down npon hin.

“ Well; lad 1™

“Phis iz mine, conformmd  you !
snarlel  Beawnan, snutehing the whip

ont of Riveil's grasp. " Aod before
you g0 1 want o give you - a word of
warning. 1'm boss here, and 1'm going
to run thiz oulfit on my oawn lines, and
if I have any {ronble with yon gmd vour
Half-Wits" Associadion ven'll know all
abogut 1t1*  MHe glored down inla the
miechaiie’s Lodie=t  enunt e, *(ink
Tog MazsEr Lismay.—MNo. 1052,
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anything to say to that?™ he demanded
fiorcely.

“1 have that, lad™.

Rivett stolidly, “I'm going to warn
you that our association’s going to keep
an eye on yvou, and 1f you try any
monkey tricks with.the team it'll be you
that'll know all” abont ‘it! (Got any-
thing to say to that?”

“¥You bet -I' have!” enarled Tiny
Scannan, hig’ m issivee frame gquivering.
“T -allow no-ond, 1o dictate o me, and
I'm ‘certainly hot scared by the thrmtt:
of vour Hall-Wits' ‘hs&umutlﬂn If you
wint WHE, ‘Rivett, vour can have it, for
if tlicre's ouc thing Iflike it's a ﬁght P

Jith ' Rivoit' nodded. and rubbed the
side- e-f his chin.

“M4ie lads are a bit partial o a SCTAD
t.lmm*?i H.'Ea. Lhesaid in o gquiet voler, “so

T reckon we'll declare war on the spot.
Cotve on!” he added, beckoning to his
mates.  ‘Cuess our bread and cheese is
getting cold I

{_.nmgmstnnnau s parfing - nod, he
turned slowly and-led the way down
the passage, leaving a very angry Man
of .Iron- to gazo- aftoer em with a
puzeled light in his close-set little eyes.

It-_iﬂ axtremalf doubtful whﬂth&r o
Marguif of Ganby ever resided in Little
Bmith- Sticct, Storrydene, but the fact
vemains that an eld- fubhmnnd inn of that
namie steods’ nn a c::rrnnr of the modest
thoreughfare. ‘It was in the Marquis of
Ganby that-the . Storeydene Villa Suap-
pnrters Association : hod | their head-
quarters, and it was towards the inn that
WJitn Rivelt and his mmpamm:s made
their way on leaving the Bedwell Park
ground.

They feund a dozen other members
watting - for them in- the' comfortable
bar-parlour that served .as s meeting-
room, and the eager expression in the
eves of the fans made it plain that they
were thirsty. for news,

“Qut with if, Jim, me boy!"” urged a

jovial-faced old party, with a florid
complexion and a bald head. *“Let's
hear all-about.-it!™
. The old. party was known to the Bed-
well Tark erowd as Unele George, and
it was his boast that he had not missed
n home fixture for.Aftden véars. " Every
Saturday found him’séated i in thi front
row of the prantdstand, an ‘encrmous
bloom in his buﬂmthg::IE* and o power-
ful was his voice that he somechow
managed to make himself heard above
the general din.  Uncle George was «
“eard * and president of the Villa
Supporters’ Association,
. Jim Rivett did not say anvthing until
Ahe landlord had placed & mug of cider
‘and a_plate’ of bread and cheese before
him, ard his opening remark told the
others that he was in anything but an
amiable mood.

answoered: Jim-

me boy 1"

“That pie-faced galoot isn't going fo
insult the Association and get away
with  it!"" he announced, chewing
steadily.  “He's asked for war, lads,
and he's going to get it!”

“Who's  this  pe-faced gent that
you'rs rcforring to, me boy?” asked
Uncle Ceorge.

“Scannan,” returned Rivelt, “ Ailen's
Infest “find *17 he snorted in disgust.
“f Find," mark you! Why, anyone but
Ailen would be dashed glad to lose it!”

“Go on, me boy! wrged Uncle
(icorge, his jovial old face alight with
interest. “Tell us nEI about 16! You'll
feel better after vou've wrapped your-
self round that hunk of bread and
cheese.”

Wasting no more time, Jim Riveit
told the story of the morning’s happen-
ngs,

80 we're the Half-1Wits" Associalion,
are we, mo boy?” asked old Uncle
Georga 7 thrusting his lower lip for-
ward in truculent fashion. " Locks to
me as though there’s a peck of trouble
in store for this Scannan! Seems to be
a rogular man-eator, Jim "

“That's so, lad,” agreed Rivett, with
a stolid shake of the head. **He lashed
voung Terry Carsen right enough, the
bully, and from the look of old Hefty's
face I should sni" that he's been through
the mill as wel Somebody’s made a
mess of him, and I'll lay it's Seannan!
Reg'lar giant is Scannan, and I'll' bet
mny boots that he means to rule his men
by brute force.™

“And he actually had a whip, Jim?”
asked a youthful chauffeur, a trifle
breathlessly.

“And he actuslly had a whip! re-
prntvd Rivett, with solenm emphasis.

“What's morc, ho used it on young
Carzon. He thinks he's a blessed little
tin 1dol on wheels, so the =ooner hea
taken down a peg or two the better it
will be_for everyone, And don’t for-
get thiat he insulted the pents of this
fhssumathn

“What are we going to do about it,
asked Uncle George, ’mkmp:

tankard - of
refreshment.

“It's  hard to say off-hand, lad”
returned’ Rivett cautiously; “but "the
opportunity . i1s “bound o' arise. ° .-!Lucl
when it “does arise wo will grib it with
both “hands, just to” let  this Scénnan

his fa-::u out of a pewter

4now that he’s mot going to Jhdve

madlters all his own way.” As Im said
befors, he's a dirty bully, and T’ bet
the boys wouldn't stick it for anoihcr
day if they weren't so bound up in the
old club—heart and soul ™

(By the loek of things Seannan i

gatng to get it where the chicken got the
chopper! Look out far a heap of thrills

tn nexd week's prand instalment of Lhis

grend fooler serial.)

FAMOUS FOOTBALL CLUBS,

(Continucd from urge -£.)

in the game in (ierald Morgan. He
canmie from Linfield some time ago,
and has oftep played for Ireland. The
sort of fellow  Morgan is mavy be
judged from ‘the fact that on one goea-
sion he dislocated an clbow during -&
match, had it sel temporarily,; ‘upd
went back on the ficld to finish the
game, Urnfortunately, Morgan has not
been fit for part of the scasomn, , but
fortunately the Forest found a:-fine
youngster in Harrison to take his.place,

On his right is Jack Belton, oho of
the most consistent players any:football
cluby ever had.

From time to time the Forest hmr.-
shown a partiality for Irishmen, and
I.Iu:m 15 another in the rnnka at -left-
half in Bob Wallace, who is also skipper
of the side. He, like Morgan, came
from Linficld

CardiH City's Losa!

The Forest are like mwany. other great
teams in this respect- —~they have a fine
schemer in an_inside-forward position.
Charles Jones is the genius of the lino
—a regular  diddler of  opponents,
Jones, who is W tl'%h represents one of
the biggest mistakes over made by
Cardiff Eflt}' They had him on theid
books,. and let him go, little realising
hiz worth, little dreaming that the day
would - come when this same  Jones
would help Wales to beat England in
an International match. That 15 what
Jones has done.

At outside-right iz a liille }'L[Lm'. of
fi ua:-l'eet'.ﬁrvun :.-'l:lm::i.1 Gibson—but -a
gOcT, “beli leve me; ile Cyril Stocks,
his paflner in many & fine game this
scason, can see to ib that Sydnev gefs
the chatices to-show his pace. tocks
was at Qm:!- time with Eradfm{l City,
When he is not.available a young Scet
in Me¢Laehlan jumps into the side. Io
can play any wfu e in, the forward ling,
and I have an ‘idea that if he got a
vegular place. he would  take - some
moving. c's a 1|:a! I{ﬁﬂthn}lu_r “with
the game in cvery' toe,

Noah Burton is the éentre- fﬂ-r!.'lrﬂ.r:. r
the pro&eut fime, but Noah is nevir
very p&rtmu]ar as to ".'-.hat ]Eum‘tmn,hﬂ

ﬂ{‘:‘;l_lpln_,ﬁi Mn.n'l, VoRrg ag gaw  him
playing = as’ & Half-back . for . Derly
County, and he has’ I:geen with' thu-

Forost” some keveh years,or s0. He is a
finc "dasher and- a good” shat.

On_ the Extrelm, eft, ig little” Harold
Wadsworth—" our kid,” a3 they used. to
gall * Him when “he was with’ meﬂater
Etj;'i,r" This is Wadsworth's ﬁ.rst snaauu
with 'the Forest, but he has cortainly
nmdﬂ good. He cuts in and péts gnah
e iz one of five Fonthalling hrg::'rhr-r'-

Kuppiy :he ﬁnut Caventry,

ﬂ14n
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DR. BIRCHEMALL IN A

NEW ROLE!

VERSA!"

—NEXT WEEK'S TOPPING ST. SAM'S YARN!
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H.-
‘ AVE ™™
Merry . & Bright, of the
Fourth Form at St. Bam’s,
yellad out that warning in an
eggsited whisper.
ack Jolly, their famous leader, was
enjoying himself, By the morning's

t, he had received a parcel [rom
igme conteining a pair of roller-skates.
And tho morning's lessons beoing now
over, he was urrﬂ.mn.n up and n the
Fourth Form passage at a trooly terrific
specd. \

At the sound of the warning ery, Jack
glanced up. In the eoggsitement of
getting up speed, he had almost for-
gotten that ho was jn a pas used
by other people besides himself, But
that fact was broupght vory sharply to
his notiss by what he saw now.

For coming straight towards him,
berried in FﬂOtnr.m. was the revéred
and majestick Head of 8t. Bam's—Dr.
Alfred Birchemall! ;

Unconshus of his impending doom,
the Head marched on. And, vnable to
:E_u himself, Jack Jolly rushed to meet

im.

Tho blood froze in Jack’s veins as he
renlised what was going to happen,

Merry and Bright looked on with
horrified {aces,

Crash |

“ ¥ aroooooa [

“"ODw-wowvow | Grooooo!

For one moment the two presented a
wild and whirling pictore of legs and
arms, ajl mized up. Then, with a
sickening thud, they landed on the hard,
wnsympathotick flodr.

Merry and Bright rushed up to render
1st. aid, and, with grate difficulty, at
length sukseeded in sepataking their
leacer from Dr. Birchemall and getting
them both on their fest.

“Ow! Yow! Grooooo!” gasped Jack

Jolly.
"Yaroooooo! Wow! Oh erikey!”
croaned the Mead, his beard almost

standing on end as he glared at the

kaptin of the Fourth. “ You—you
hurbling idiot, Jack Jolly ! I'll elay youo
lor this! Oh crumbs!"

The Head rubbed bimself tenderly,
and groaned again. As he recovered
his breth, his eyes glittered more and
more ominusly.

“How dare you!"™ he thundered, when
he had got enuff breth back to L_.Einq
with, “What on earth is the giddy
idea "

“Oh dear! I—I-couldn't help if, sir !
gasped Jack Jolly, "I was only
shating—"'

“Bkating? How dare you tell me
such a m__w..__. yarn?! Do you think this
is the plaioce to skale in?" barked the
Head.

“Nuono! But, you see—"

“1 sea fOddlesticks!” snapped Dr.
Birchemall. "“Tako off those skates at
once, Jolly!” g

Jack Jolly, locking very crestiallen,
obeyed.

“ Now give them to me!"

Jack reluctantly banded them over.

“You will report to me at seven
o'clock this evening to ba Rogged black
end bloo|"” barked the Head savvidgely,
* Furthermaore, you will write me twenty
thousand lines !™

“Ye-as, sic!"™ pgasped
Jack Jally.

“And now help me on with thess
skates!” wrapped out Dr. Birchemall,

the unhappy

feeling a bit better after all that.
“What ¥
“Help me on with these skates!”
repgeted the Head. " It's a long time

eince I did any skating, but I think 1
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RUMBLED AT LAST!

below,

can stll show yeou how it should be
done 1"

oJeck Jolly & Co. helped him on with
the skates, and Dr. Birchemall began
to look quite plezzant again. A novelty
s0 inleresting ar & pair of roller-skates
was guite suffishant to rostore the head-
mastor of 5t. Sam's to good humour.
“Ha! That's the merry idea!” he
oggeclaimed, with satisfaction, as he
stood unsteddily on Jack Jelly's skates
at last. “"Now fer a little jaunt roand
the House. Give me a slight push,
boys! And don't forget to report for
that birching to-night, Jolly 1™

Jack Jally & Co, gave their head.
mastor & shove. He glided smoothly off
down the passage and vanished round
the corner.

Jack Jolly drew a deep breth.

“Well, of all the rotters—>
eggeclaimed indignantly.

“Dished, diddled, and done!”™ said
j Merry bitterly.

With hcavy harts, the chums of the
Fourth returned to their study. Not
for the first time, the tirant of St. Sam’'s

ha

uvvarners threw Jjugs of watsr
ovar Dr. Birchemall, him on his
head; and then bumped him, But [t
had little effect.

The

"

| dignified ntlemen,
_n_pm. - @

L
had things all his way of that o scholastio Fesbortion
as St. Sam’s. ﬂﬁn&&hﬁ?ﬂr.ﬂ.ﬂ"ﬂ-ﬂt.#i appenr

that Dr. B. has had his. Now gei busy on the humorols complele siory

had put & stop fo their innocent
plezzures.

But, though they did not know it, Dr.
Birchemall's tirrany was soon coming to

an end in & most unlooked for manner.

H_.-

i H crumbs!”
o Dr..Birchemall uttered that
cggsclamation in tones of
dismay, &z he skated into his

study.

Ho had spent a very enjoyable half.
hour whizzing round the House, to the
peril of all the other opeupants. And

now he had returned to his sanktum
for & woll-sarned rest, feeling at piece
with the world, and grinning all over
| his dile.

But his eggspression changed as he
entered the study. For there, sitting in
various attitudes round the room, and
looking as sollum as boiled owls, were
the Guvverners of 5t. Bam’s, And sitting
gt his desk was Sir Frederick Funguss,
thoir stern and arristocrattick Chair-
man |

The Head's face pailed as he locked
at them. Whatever was the meaning of
thia deputation ?

“ G-good-afternoon,

ntlemen ™ he

stuttered, with a garstly attempt at a
smile. “This is indeed an uneggepectod
honnper "

“Huh!"™ snorted 8ir Frederick
Funguss, while the other pguvverners

glared, with glarcs that scemed to
indicate that something was wrong.

Dr. Birchemall fdgitted uncomfort-
ably. In the presence of these grave and
he was a very

ifferent headmaster from the one that
St. Sam’'s knew. Hae cringed like a cur
and fawned like a sicofant, as he tried
to steddy himself on his skates before
them,

“¥ou look a nice kind of headmaster,
footling around on roller-skates, I must
say |” remarked Bir Frederick shornfully.
“"Tako "om off before we got on with the
washin

E
Tha anm obeved, in fear and

trembling. Although he didn't know

Dicky

v
o
i

_\..-
_ 7

what was coming, he didn't like the look
of things.

“Well, gentlemen,” he said, with a
feeble grin, after he had taken off Jack
Jolly's skates, 1 am ready. Whet can
I do for you?"

“You can shut your giddy rei-trap, to
begin with,” replied Bir Frederick. in
his stern, arristocrattick voice.

_The Head lapsed into a gloomy
ﬂ_:h.ﬂ.. and Sir Frederick rose to his
i,

“¥ think, gentlemen,” ho said, looking
round at the company, “that the time
has now arriyed when wa get down to
brass tax, and inferm Dr.
the result of our deliberations.”

The guvverners nodded sollumly, and
Jir Frederick turned to the nervous
.-_..h.m#m and pointed an accusing finger at
vim,

“Dr. Birchemall," he said, in
wringing exxents, “for some timoe now,
we have been considering weather vou
are fit to hold the post of headmaster
in this grate school, or not!™

“Oh crikey!" cggsclaimed the Head,
heads of inspiration standing out on his
forehead.,

“Over a long period, wo have bheen
receiving letters of complaint from
parents, telling us that the education
you give their boys is a mockery and a
farca I

“0h, erumba!"

_ “From the accounts we have received
it appears that you vourself are unahle
to add lwo and two logether—""

“Here, come off it, sir!" protested the
Head indignauntly, *“*If vou think 1 can't
add two and {wo togeihier you'd better
have'another think, because I ean!”

“Well, what 13 the answer, then?"
snapped the  Chairman  of  the
Guyvernors,

“Bix!" said the Head, trivmfantly.

The guvverncrs shook their heads
sadly, and 8Sir Frederick sncered.

“You hear him, gentlement” he
eried. “The headmaster of a grate
publie skool, and he fells us that two
and two make six! Why, we all know
that two and two make five !

Birchemall |

“Three, mn.z mean,” mermered Col,

Fiery Sparkes gently.
The Chairman nnmnﬂmn slightly, and
the rest of the guvverners looked ill at

case. They did not seem very sure of
the answor themselvos,

“"Well, anyway,; we won't argew the
foss over that,” said 8ir Frederick. " To
regoom what I was saying, Dr. Bireh-
emeall. From what 1 can sea of it, you
seemn to have run this plaice more like
a loonatic asylum than a skool. And
we'va decided that we're going to stop
the rot.”

M0Oh, dear!"” wailed the Head. “You
mean i

*1 mean that we're going to give you
the giddy order of the boot, or, as the
vulgar would put it, dismiss you!" said

Bir Frederick starnly. * Here, hold him
vp, somebody "
The shock had been too much. Dr.

Birchemail had feinted.

It wes a deep feint, too. The guv-
verrers ‘crowded’ uﬂE._m__. and did their
best to bring him. to life again, but it
took a long time. They threw jugs of
water a:n_...mi.ﬂ.. stood him on his head,
and then bumped him, without any
cffect. And it was not until Col. Fier
Sparkes thought to tickle the Head's
fect that signs of life began to show

however,

T Dr. Birchemall
opened his eyes

At last,

“Where am I7" he mermered woekly.
“0h, I remember now! Boo-hoo!”

“Don't ¢ry, Birchemall !” snorted Col,
Fiery Sparkes. " Our decision is final."

“Can't_you ___Hnn_. me on here in somae
other —u.on__...,a:“.: eaded Dr. Birchemall
tearfully. *“I'll a good lad after this
—honest Injun 1" y

Sir Frederick {ugged his moustarsh
thoughtfally.

- ..ﬂ..:. we don't want to be hard on
you,'" he said. “I'll tell you what. You
can remain on at the skool—"

“0Oh, thank you, Bir Frederick!"

“In the capacity of skool porter,”
finished 8ir Frederick jennerously.
“Now, what about that, Birchemall?"

H__m. mmqn_._m:..u_ nEﬂﬁ_. o4 i

“1 supposa I've no option,"” ho
said Emaﬂnnn_u._w. :_Hn“_ right, then! 1
axxept!"

And so Dr. Dirchemall, the rovered
and majestick headmaster of Bt. Bam's,
fell from hi=s high estate and became a
common or garden skool portier.

I11.
INKLE, tinkle! Ding, ding.
_ n_m:#.__
The deep, sollom sound of the

skool bell, summoning ithe whole
skool 1o Big Hall, rang across St. Sam's.
As the masters and boys lLurried to

obey the summons they discussed
| eggeitedly the possible cawses of the un-
eggspected call. But nobody got any-

whaern noear tha trooth.

. = T .
Burleigh of tha Bixth obliged by waking

up the Innosesnt skool porter fnd lsading

him by the ear to the platform.

On the platform in Big Hall the guy-
verners were seated, and at the desk
where Dr. Birchemall usually presided
stood Bir Frederick Funguss. "Dr. Birch.
emall, looking pail and drawn, stood
behind him.

8ir Frederick survayd the spectant
throng for a minnit, then said, in his
quiet, serious way:

“Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows! 1
have an important announcemont to
make to.you.

1 :.I-..H_.- r:—. h-.-

“On the bawl, eir!"” said Jack Jeollv
encurragingly.

“Dr. Birchemall,"” ocontinewed 8ir
Frederick, ' has guided the destinies
of this sinshunt institootion for many
years now. In his own way, he has done
well. But, unfortundtely, his way is not
our way."

The skool chuckled. 8ir Frederick
seomed to be wa m_.i_. the Head u

“Dr. Birchemall,” said Sir F ik,
:EE.HW has his good points. He is
an eggsellent _.._.._%-E_uanr player—"

“Ha, ha, ha!’

“And I understand that at noughts
and crosses he is unsurpassed.”

"' Oh, erikey "

i :.i .r".- '—i'

“ But as & headmaster—well, the least
said the better! His ignorance is ap-
pawling. T'r instance, in writing to me.

the other day, he spelt ‘dear’
‘d-e-a-r-e," whereas everybody knows it
ought o be spelt * d-cr-e ' 1"

To. nﬂ.E_sr. story short,” went
- cut a short,” went on
Sir Froderick, “we've decided to chuck
him out—""

“Hurrah !" .

“And, in deference to his own wishes,
we are keeping him on as skool porter !

Masters and boys looked at one
another in amazement for & moment.
Thon they welled.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Dr. Birchemall, skool porter!

help 1"

.._Wnr ha, ha!"

“ And now,” said 8ir Frederick, when
the larfter had died down, “wo come
to a rather ticklish bizness. Who is
going to be headmaster in Dr. Birch-
emall's plaice?"

Like lightning, the hands of all the
masbars went up.

Bir m.imlﬂh Funguss glared at the
masters from his razed dais.

“Fat lot of good any of you would
be as Head!" he snorted contemptibly.
“How do you think you could maintain
dissiplinn, when you behave like s lot
of giddy holligans yourselves? Dash
iy buttons if I know what to do sbout
o suksessor for Dr. Birchemall !"

“What about that rather intelligent-
lookin uy over there!"” suggested
Calone ~m_nn..____ Sparkes, pointing to ono
corner of the room.

8ir Frederick looked over in the
direcktion indicated, and s gleam of
hope came into his eyes.

“Bertainly he looks superior to the
rost,” ru_”mn-‘qrun., “Kindly wake him
up, some ke

Miurloigh of the Bixth obliged, by
waking the innosent candidate up and
leading him by the car to the platform.
And as he mounted the steps and came
into view, thero was & burz of eggsite-
ment from the ontire skool. ,

For everybody qﬂﬂnwuﬂnn him nas
Fossil, the skool porter!

“0Oh, grate pipl"” ejackulated Jack
Jolly.

“Burel

Oh,

they'ra not n.nm:.m.ﬁrul..

bogan Merry; then he stopped Lo listen

as the Chairman of the Guvvernmers

addressed the surprised pgrter.
(Continued on page 22.)
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