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“—AND IT WAS HIS OWN TOPPER

(A striking *" incident from the grand story of Havey Wharlon & Co. inside.)



1 have only meluded in the serics,

up io wow, thoso men who may be

saitd (o have delinitely arrived;
mess who have already done, perhaps,
ux mwinch a3 they will ever do. ow,
by way of variety, 1 am going to take
un the rvole of prophet, and la?i: to you
a bit about a playver who is only on-the
very threshold of his career, but plso
u player who will, if he has any luck,
inake a really bLig nicho for gimﬂalf
oimeng the fanious, .

His name iz Tom Law, and he plays
at full-back for Clidsca. - In my opinion
e iz ono of the brightest youngsters
who hus been iurroduced into the game
for somie time past—perhaps the best 1n
tha defender line, that has been found
since the War.

I must wendion, by way of a start,
that Law is o Scotsinan. And that may
teipt you to say: :

“What, onother? 1s Scotland the
only place where tliey produce foot-
ballers?™

Five Games in One Week!

, Yet, in a way, Law i3 very diferent
from most of the prrsent-doy Zeottish
players associated with Koghsh clubs, Te
i3 tho uwsual practice for the Beottish
player to Dbe developed in his own
vountry, and for him only to be trans-
ferred to England for & big figure when
he has & reputation already made, But
[.oaw doea not come uncer this Imndin.F.
1o wasz horn in Seotland, but actually
he  has  developed his  football in
Euogland, and if you want to know how
much he eost Chelsea when he was
brought to Stamford Bridge I will tell
you. The sum was exactly ten pounds.
That is the fee which a player signing
on iz allowrd to reccive, There was no
transfer feo to be paid in Law's caso
for tlus eimple reason—that nobedy in
Heotland thought hée was worth a
travnsfor foo.
I I have had many talks with young
Taw—he iz now just on twenty-two
yoars  of age—about his early carcer,
Actually, he had precions little early
carcer, s0 [ar as football ia coneerned,
io talk about. ;
At odd times=when he had nothing
hetter to  do—ho turned out with a
clhurch team, piayin?' “in any old posi-
tion,” as Tom himszelf puts it, Anyway,
he nover once played at left full-back
for that church team. Then he played
at leflt-half and outside-left for the
Bridgton Waverley Club, and it so hap-
pened that they were in 50 many cup
compelitions that he had to sppedar-on
ihe ficld five tiines in one weck., And
i was Jduning one of those five games
that a seont helonging to the Chelsea
clul saw him, . .
“To the eredit of that seout be it sa1d
that he at onee :poited the [oothall

IH my lulks aboul famouns footballers

ToxM LAW, the powung

Chelnen.

genius in Law, Tom waos asked i he
would go lo Chelsea, and ho wenl,
stayed there for o scason in the rosorve
eleven, teok to the full-back job as a
duck takes to watler, was aflerwards pro-
moted to the first team, and hes becn
in ik over sineo.

A Gamble That Came OII!

I havo said that as yvet ho is only in
the “coming masters " stage. But thot
does not meoan that Lhe has not already
done things, Cholsea did oot win pro-
motion last seuson, though at ene limo
they had a line chance of deing s0. But
it was not the fault of tho FPensionors’
defence. Last seeson they went longer
uian any other club in the big Lesgues
bolore they conceded a goal, and, io iug
the whole rcason throuwgh, they concede
fewer gooals than any ot fier side, either
in the First or Sceond Divisions of the
Foolball League.  Law didn't do every-

TOM LAW.

A Tootballar who should soon make
a big namea Tor himasalf,

&ML THOD
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thmf to make that record for Chelsea,
bt e weriwindy «id lLia bit,

Then lask scason a great rveward cown
his way. Ho was picked to play for
his native country against Fagland at
Wemnbley - in that memorable aleh
which Scolland won by five goals o
ono,

The peapls i Beotland wanled (0
kuow who tlue Tellow Law was, how ib
happened that (his * unkpnown ¥ pluyer
should Lo chason before so mwany sl
left full Lacks with the gqualilications 1o
play fort Scotland. 1 asked one of thn
Heotlish selectors immediately Law was
chosen whether he thought the seleclion
whg 84 W50 One.

“Law is playing at my strong recom:
mendation,” e said., "I have slaked
my faith in him; my judgment of a
foolbalter iz really at stake. It iz n
bit of o gomble, T admit, potling =
:I.*_cnlung lad inte a Scoliish Isnternational
sicle.”

Wall, rﬂrhnps il wos a pamble, Lnk
the gamblo eamo off, and you would
never have thought, watching Law that
day ot Wemblev, that he was the
voungest fellow on the fNeld, both in
years ond an experience, Iloe was as
cool as could be, and that is one reason
why I think he will on lo prove
rerlly groat, that the bigger the oeca-
#ion 15 tha hetier he plays,

Brain and Brawn!

e is well built for the full-back’s jols,
amd if you saw him going round the
Chelsea ground durving training hours
vou would reahse how carnest ho is
about it =li. Ho has the strength of lo
which enables him to come through wilh

‘the ball at his fect in a tackle in which

sheer strength tells, "And T like to seu
him poing in to tackle becnuse he hox
f1iz eye on the ball. And, with iz oyo

on it, he seems to say to himsolf:
“That's mine!” When you go in {o
tacklo in that spirit, and keep your oyo

gnuit. then it's long odde you get ihe
all.

He iz now learning, too, that the
Lbigpest kick iz not necessarily the bLoesak
kick. Ho used to think it was, PBut in
these days wher ho has got the ball in
a successful tackle he looks for a Chelara
man to whom he can give it. And he
docsn’t mind deing a litile dash up tho
field on his own,

But, having done that dash, he comes
Irack in a hurry—and that brings me {o
another qualification, He has cxeep-
tional pace for a zhort sprint, Now,
speed may not Lo absolutely necessary
in a full-back, butl it is valuable. Heve,
then, is a great full-back in the making
—a likely master, hecanse he knows @
lot, and s willing to learn what ho
tacen’t know,



THE PRINCE OF JAPERS! Huarry Wharfon & Co. arve quite rcady to admit that Christopher Claremoe Carboy is
e
L FEHAE,

aper, and a chompion leg-pulier. But #here's a lmit to practical joking, ond Uarboy ks reachod
Will he read the danger signals ahead, or will he fgnore them 7 ' 1

A rollicking fine long complets school
stery of Harry Wharton & Co. at
Greyfriars, featuring Christopher

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Wharion Loses His Temper !

6 HAT—"
Wk
Harry Wharton and

Frank Nugent ejacula
aimultancously.

They jumped.

Rea {3, it was enongh to meke any
fellow jump. _

Wharton and Nugent had come up for
tea to Study No. 1 in the Remove—the
study which they had the pleasure—
or otherwise—of sharing with Carboy,

the naw fellow in their Form.

They heard the scratch of a match as
they reached the doorway of the study.
That wis not an uncommon sound at
tea-timo; Carboy might bavo been light-
ing the stady fire for tea. Dut as thoy
entered the study, they saw that the
match had not been struck for the pur-
pose of lighting a fire or a spirit stove.

Christopher  Clarence Carboy, the
now junior, was standing by the study
table, facing the door. Ho had & Jarge
cigar in his mouth, and was applying
the lighted match to the end of it as the
two juniors entered.

They ejaculated—they jumped—and
then they gazed st Carboy. He gave a
viclent, almost a dramatic start, as Le
saw them, and lswered the maotch with
‘an air of confusion, and slipped the
cigar into his pocket.

"Oh ™ he ejaculated. “ You!”

VWharton and MNugent had not been
overjoyed by any means when the new
fellow was placed in their study. But
they had been eivil till the japing ten-
dencies of the mew fellow produced
rather a strained atmosphere n Study
No. 1. Japieg was all very well, and
a2 good deal of it went on in the Re.
move; but ithero was a limit, and sll
the Form agrced that Carboy did not

limit, So far, however, Wharton and
Nugent had leoked on Carboy only as
a particularly  irrepressible practical
joker. The cigar was quite a mew dis-
covery,

There were fellows in the Remove
who smoked cigarettos in a scereb sort
of way, behind locked doors, or round
corners.  Skipner and his set felt “no
end doggish ' when they smoked the
wild and weelly woodbine. DBut cigar-
smoking was something new—amazingly
new, e cigar that Carboy had
hastily dropped in his pocket looked as
formidable as one of Mr. Prout's hefti-
ost Havanas. How a fellow under
fifteen could smoke such things without
somecthing like & voleamic eruption, wos
s mystery. Charboy certainly did not
look -pasty-fuced or flabby, as a boy
smoker nu%ht be expected to look. He
looked healthy and wholesome enough,
Yet there was no mistaking whot he
had been doing when the two chums
camo into the study.

Thers was a short silence. Carboy
broke it. ]
“You fellows come in to tea?™ he

asked.

“¥es," answered Nugent curtly,
Wharton did not speak. is oyes were
bxed on Christopher Clarence Carboy
griml

ST'TI get the kettlo flled,” said Car-

Y.

Heo picked up the kettle and startod
for the door to £l 1t with water at
tho passage tap.

Harry Wharton stood in the way.

“Haold on o minute, Carboy,” he said
quietly,

“What about tea?”

“Never mind tea for a minute. You
wero just going to light a cigar when
wo came 1™

“Oh, no! Nothing of the sort!"”

“What?" exclaimed the ecaptain of

scom to underatand that there was m the Hemove, quite taken aback by that
iCopyright in the United States of America.)

Clarence Carboy, the amazing new

boy of the Remove.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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denixi of what he had scen with his
OWn eyod. ‘ .

“TI wasn't going te light it, really.”
said Carboy.

“You had- it in your mouth, and a
lighted match to 1t!" exclaimed the
captain of the Removo.

“That wasn't lighting it!™

"YWou were just going to."

“1 wasn't!"

Wharton's eyes gleamet with scorn.

“You don't expect me to believe that.
I supposa?” he asked.

“Well, I naturally expect & fellow to
take my word,"” said Carboy., "I give
you my word, if you like.”

“Your word's worth about as much
as Bunter's, or less,"” answerad tho cap-
tain of the Remove contomptuousiy,
“If you weren't going to amoke thas
cigar what were you putting a match to
it for—and what have you got cigars
about you at all fort"

“That's my business!”

“Mine, too!"” said Harry., *“If vou
like to sneak behind the wood-ghed ancl
smoke like Skinner and Snoop, it's no
bizney of mino, Bnt you con't turn my
study into a tap-room.” ‘

“My study, too, isn't it?” said Car-

But vou can't smoke in it.
as it happens to belong to Nugent and
me as well,” said Wharton. “ You'd
batter get that clear in your mind, and
gave trouble.*

“I always was a fellow te save
trouble,” said Carboy amicably.
“Haven't I told you already I wasn't
going te light that cigar really?”

“Uh, ratal™

“But, of course, I shall do exactly
as I please in my own study,” added
Carboy. "I've a right to that, as you'll
admit,"

“1 admit nothing of the kind!™
entpped the captain of the Remove.
“Why, you checky ass, if a prefact
found the study reeking with smoke, wo
might all of us get six each!”

“Pochl No Bixth-Form prefect
would make n fuzs aboul that cigar,’
said Carboy, shaking his head.

“You don't know much about Gray.
friars if you think so. I don't know
what vour last school was like; but s

Tue Macxer Lingary.—No, 1,079,
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must have been a queer show if you
wers allowed to smoke cigars there.
Anyhow, you won'’t do it here, and i
vou'ze found smoking you'll get o study
ragging [

“ Oh, rot!® -

Christopher Clarence Carboy loud
down the kettle, moved round the study
lable, to place it between himself and
the captoin of the Remove, and drew
the cigar from his pocket. .

Hep stuck it in his mouth and grinned
ot Wharton's angry face, Then he took
vut hia matchbox.

“What price that?" he asked coolly.

Wharton breathed deep.

b b E,-cru strike that match, Carbor,
'l jolly soon step you!™ he said.

Seratch !

Tho match struzk, and Carboy lifted
the lighted cnd to the cigar.

That was too much for the captain of
the Remove.

With 5 bound he came round tha
study table,

Christopher Clarence Carbay had
only tima to drop the mateh te the
floor, and the cigar intoe his pocket when
Wharton’s grasp was upon him.

* Now, you cheeky rotter——"

Carboy resisted, but not very strenu-
ously. * He was jammed against the
table, with Wharton's angry hands on
his shoulders, and the eyes of the
Remova {-.n{}tam gleaming at him,

“MNow chuck that cigar into the
grotel” said Wharton.

“Rats1"”

“Will you?" roared the captein of
the Remove.

L1 Hﬂ.}j

“Then I'll make yau.”

“Bosh 1"

And the next, moment a struggle was

Ermediug in Study No. 1 in the
emave.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Not Guoilty !
BAY, u fellows!” squeaked

i

I BEil fl unter.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's
the row?"”

"1 say, you fcllows, Wharton's fight-
ing the new chap in his study 1” yelled
Bunter in great exciternent.

“Bounds like somcbody brecking up
ihe happy home!” grinned Skinner,

Crash! Dang! Bumpl Thump!
Crash |

The sounds that rang and echoed from
Study No. 1 certainly seemed to indicate
that the happy bome was in the process
of violent destruction.

There wae a rush o
the passage. Outside Stedy No. 1 4
crowd crammed in tho doorway. Wild
axcitoment reigned outside and inside
the study. Wharton and Carboy, locked
in an embrace that was far from loving,
reeled and rocked about the room.
Frank Nugent had hastily dragged the
table out of the way. Chairs had been
sent fying right and left. The kettla
had been kicked over and trampled oun.
Books and papers wero scattered like
leaves in Vallambrosa. In the midst of
tho wreckage, the captain of the Ro-
move and the new follow surged and
straggled. .

Harry Wharton was one of the hefti.
est fellows in the Remove, and there
was little doubt that he wos more than
a match for the new fellow. But for the
moment, at least, he had his hands full.
‘The obnoxious cigar was still in Car-
hoy's pocket, and Carboy was resisting

strerinously.
"“What's tha bawled Dob
Tae Macxer Lierany.—No, 1,078,

juniors along

row B
Cherry.

Bump! Crash! Tramp! Crashl

“The rowlulness 1a  terrifie,”  re.
marked Hurree Jamset Ram  Siogh.
“My csteenied friends, this proposterous
uproar will brieg some of the prefects
up here,”

The combatants did not heed. There
wits a terrific crash as Coarboy was
slamined againist the study wall and
held there.

“ Now will you hand it over®”

“No fear !" panted Carboy.,

i “:i‘lmn ‘Il jolly well lick you till you
ﬂl‘

“I'll tey to kecop you busy while
you're doing it.” .

“Ga it, Carboy!” sang out Skinner.

“But what's the thumping row?" ex-
claimed Johnny Bull. **Has that new
chump been japing again, Frankyt”

“The toad wunts to smoke in this
study,” answered Nugent indignantly,
“and he's jolly well not going to.”

“1 should think not,” said Bob., “Go
it, Whartbn, old bean—moro power (o
vour giddy elbow 1™

“The thrashfulness is the proper

eaper,” spid Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “But the ridiculous noise will
bring Quelchy hera"

“Cave!” yvelled Hazeldene from thae
passage. ‘*Here comes a prefect |

" Look outk, you men "

But the excited combatants in the
study did not heed the warning. Tho
strenuous struggle continved as Win-

ate of the Sixth, head prefect of Grey-
riars came striding into the Nemove
passage, with an ushplant under his
arm, and a deep frown on his brow.

The erowd of juniors parted to make
room for the eaptain of Greyiriars.
Wingate strode imto the study. Even
when the Sixth-Form man entered, tho
struggle did nob cease; tha combatants
were too oxcited to see him,

“‘Stop that!™ roared Wingate wrath-
fully.

“0Oh, my hat "

The two juniors,soparated, and stood
panting and crimson. Wingate slid the
ashplant down inio his hand.

“ Now, what does this rumpus mean ¥
Iie demanded. “Do you know you can
be heard all over the House? Wharton,
what are you pitching into that new
kid for?"

Wharton panted.

“Recause he asked
snapped, “That'a why”

It was not a respectiul reply to a
Bixth Form prefect; but Wharton was
too excited and angry to measure his
words, : :

“We shall see about that,” eaid Win-

for 1it," he

gate. “That kid hasn’t been a weck at
the school, and I find vou pll‘-ﬂhm? intae
him. If he's asked for af, well and

good. What have you done, Carboy?”

“Nothing I said Carboy, meckly.

“What has he done, Wharton ¥

Wharton muade no reply to that.
Tealing with Carboy himself waa
one mailter; but giving him away to
a prefect was quite another. A junior
schoolboy found with a cigar in his
pocket was booked for “eix ™ at least.
well laid on; and it would not be much
nze for him to state that he had not
intended to smoke the eigar. Wharton
was yearning to give Christopher Clar-
encea Carboy the thrashing of his life;
but he had no idea at all of betraying
him to aunthority. )

“Well1" rapped out the prefect.

No answor. .

“Haven't you anything to say, Whar-
ton 7"

(1} Hﬂq "

“Then I'm to au[}-gﬂse that you were
bullving thizs new kid?t"

Wharton fushed scarlet.

“You ecan supposc what you likel"
he snapped.

“Thatb isn't the way to answer a pre-
foct, Wharton," said Wingate quietly,
“Fm giving vou a chance to explain
before 1 give you mix.”

“Well, I've got nothing to say,”
swered Wharion stubbornly.

“It was all o mistake, Wingate," said
Curboy in his soflest voice. *“I was
pulling Wharton's leg a little, and he
misunderstood.”

“That's a lie " anapped

“Not at all, old bean,™

]n-

Harry.

; an,” answered Car-
boy impertucbubly. “Wharton fanecied
that I was Fning to smoke in tho study,
Wingate. That was what got his rag
out.”™

Y 0h 1 exeloimed Wingato.

“He fancied 1 had o cigar in m
pocket, and was going to smoke ib,"

lained Carboy. “'Only his little misz-
take. I haven't a cigar about me, and
nevor have hod, that I know of I

“Whyr, rou—you—you-—" gaspod
YWharton, scarcely able to believe his
eArs, .

Frank Nugent stared blankly at
tho new fellow. There were follows in
tha Remove who were not particular
about the truth. Billy Bunter, for
instance, oould have given George
Washington Sﬂ-il‘jtﬁ end beaten him
hollow. But Carboy's denial really was
the limit. - Dlendacity to this extent had
never been heard of m the Remove
passage before,

Wingate's rugged face sob grimly,
"I think I understand,” he said, " Ii
vou've got a cigar about you, Carboy,
I'm serrv I interrupted. A thrashing
15 what yon want, and what ;fnu*]i get;
and I'll fws 1t to you myself,”

“But I baven't—" _

“Then what mede Wharton suppose
you had "

“Weil, he's rather an ass, you know,”
said Carboy, with an air of theughtful
consideration, “He rather jumps to
conclusions. It's well-known in
Form that he is rather an ase.”

There ‘was o chuckle from the
passage. i

“The muatter's easy to settle'” said
Wingate. “Turn ont your pockets,
Carboy." ,

“I've no objection.”

Christapher Clarence Carboy turned
ont his pockets, placing various articles
on the study table.  Wharton and
Nugent watched him—Wingate watched
hint—and the crowd round the door
walched him breathlessly. Many and
various arcticles eame to  light, but
ncthing in the nature of A smoke.

“Ts that the lot?" demanded YWin-
gate.

“Yos, excepting some chocolate.’

“Turn ont the lot.”

Cavboy paused.

“'There's nothing in my pocket now
excopt same chocolate,”™ heo said. i

“T've lald you to turn everything
out.”

“Very well.”

Carbov's hand went into his pockeb
apain. It came out—with the obnoxious
cigar in it.  Wingale ultered an ex-
clumation,

“Hand that to me.”

Clarboy handed ik over,

Wingato's brow was black as be re-
eaived it. Dot 25 his fingers touched i%
anid he looked at it more carcfully, the
frown diad away, and his face relaxed
mto & grin. )

“You young ass!"” ho said.

Iie tossed the cigar on the table. It
fell there with o sharp sound, cuite
urlike a cigar—and broke o i’mlmﬁ_‘.
Wingate burst into a laugh, tucked hia
ashplant under his arm, and .walked
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“ I've had enough of that cad’s cheek ! ** sald Wharton In a choking voice.

“ Can*t you hold your tongue, Carboy ? *
between thumb and forefinger.

out of the study. He was still lavghing
a8g he went down the Remove stoircase.

And Harry Wharton, with an expres-
sion on lus faco that was absolutely
indescribable, stood and stared at the
chocolate cigar.

e ——

THE THIRD CEAPTER.

Trouble In the Study !
hal™® roared Bob

"‘ Af hh'
H -Cherry.
He could not help it. The

chocolate eigar, which had
cost Carboy threepence at the confee-
tioner's in Courtfield, lay in two picces
on the study table—obviously nothing
but harmless choecolate.. That unex-
{fq-:tad discovery, and the lock on Har
¥harton's face, brought a yell of merri-
menk from the crowd of Removites,
Even Frank Nugent joined in the laugh
—it was irresistible.

“Hsa, ha, ha”

Wharton stood speechlesa. Not for a
moment had he dreamcd that he was
the vietim of a practical joke. He
knew it now. He knew that Carboy
had deliberately placed the mateh to
the cigar when he heard the juniors
coming up to tea, in order to be caught
in the act. And obviously Carboy's
statement that he had not really been
going to light the cigar waz truthful.
it would have been exceodingly difficult
to light that cigar. Wharton had had
anly & glimpse of it, and, except on a
careful serutiny, it ooked exactly like

—

Carboy nodded. Then, o

8 genuine cigar. It was the new fel-
low’s peculiar leg-pulling propensity
that had been at work again, The cap-
tain of tho Remove had fallen an easy
victim.

The- roars of laughter from the Re-
movites brought a crimson fush into
Wharton's face.

He had been made a fool of, or,
rather, ha had made a fool of himself.
That was undeniable. The whole thing
was utterly ridiculous. And the hapless
captain of the Remove was covered
with ridicule as with a parment.

Wharton drew a deep, deep breath
ag he looked at Carboy. There was
a Jurking smile on the japer's face, and
Wharton had an almost irresistible de.
sire to knopk iF off with his clenched
fist, But the thing was absurd epough
already, without making more of 1t.

“0Oh, my hat!” said Skinner, wipin
his eyes. “Oh, my Aunt Sempronia!
Chocolate—the harmless and necessary
choa-choc i

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And Wharton thought it was a
cigar!” velled DBolsover major. “He
thought a new kid smoked cigars like
old Prout.”

“And pgot his wvirtuous back up”
eobbed Skinner. “This  study ns
slways been a_ model of virtue to the
Remove. DBut I shouldn't have thought
even this study would be down on choe-
choe,”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“That guy i3 some

leg-puller,”
chuckled Fisher T. Fish. ’

MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE &
TWOPENOCE.

** Yes, but it’s not worth a setap,” sald Nugend,
pening his mouth, he extended hiy tongue and [held i
(See Chapler 3.}

“Wharton, old bean, you've been
had !” chortled ths Bounder. *"Make
sure it isn’t & chocslate cigar next time
you tread the path of rigid virtue.”

The juniors roared.

“The rotier made me think it was a
cigar ! gasped Wharton.

“He would,” grinned Skinner. “And
your jolly old high-minded goodness
was 50 quick to take ularm, wasn't it?”

“He pretended to be lighting it with
& match when I came to the study—""

* Ha, -ha, ha I

Wharton was interrupted by a fresh
shriek of laughter.

*“Look here, if you want to cackle,

and cackle somewhere else!™ shouted
Vharton.

And he slammod thae door of the
study, almost on the noses of the laugh-
ing juniors,

“He, ha, ha!" came in a roar from
the passage, _

Wharton's exsasperation only mado
the juniors more ﬁllll‘lﬂuﬂ-

Wharton turned
Clarence Carboy, with a gleam in his
eyes. It was diffieult for him to control
hizs anger, though he was trying hard
to do sz0.  Carboy seemed unconscious
that he was angry at all.

*“Bo that's some mora of your lap-

ulling, is it?" enid the eaptain eof tho

emave, breathing haed.

to Christopher

“¥es. Rather neat, don't youn
think?”  asked Carboy pleasantly.
“Sorry I gave yau such a tussle over

the business, Dut 1 wanted the fellows
Tue Magxer lasgary.—No, 1,079,
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to get round and enjoy the joke, yom
know. No good wasting 8 good jest.”
“You find it amusing to make & fool
of a fellowi™
“ Always did,” sighed Carboy. “It's
my little way. played that same

stunt on 8 Form master at my last
.Eﬂhﬁﬁ]." .
“1 hope you got jolly well licked !"
“Thanks! I did. Form masters are

rather kittle-cattle to jape—as I found
out when I tried my hand on Quelchy.”

“It may not be only & Form master
who will lick you for playing the goat,
said Harry. “ You're liable to get a
thrashing from any fellow you play
vour rotten tricks on.”

“Mow you're getting wazxy," said
Carboy. “Look here, T'll give up the
point in dispute. You wanted to throw
that cigar into the grate. Well, you
cann throw 1t there if you like. m
done with it.”

That kind offer ver
Christopher Clarence Carboy & drive
from Wharton's clenched fist. Dub the
captain of the Remove controlled his
anger, and turned his back on the new
fellow.

“ Anything else I can do?” asked
Carboy. “I'll promise, C C
honour, not to smoke that cigar, if
yvou like."

‘Nugent ]ﬂ.ughed
his laugh died away a3 he
Wharton's look.

“ After all, I'm really the offended
party,” ergued Carboy, " You refused
to take my word when 1 told you 1
wasn't going to smoke that cigar. Do
you believe now that I was going to
smoke it?" )

Wharton compressed his lips,

"rThat’s enough,” ha said.

up !
“Mayn't I speak in my own study "
asked Carboy meekly. *I admit that
I mustn’t smmoke. I concede the point
willingly, I'm ready (o undertake
never to smoke here—not even a choco-
late cigar. But mayn't I speaki”

“T'va told you to shut upl”

nearly earncd

involuntarily; but
caught

“S2hut

“May I whisper, then?" persisted
Carboy. ; )
Wharten turned on  him  with

clenched hands,
boiling-point now.

Nugent caught his chum by the arm.

“Hold on, f]nrrg 1

“I've bad enough of that cad's
cheek !” said the captain of the Re-
move, in & choking voice.

“Ti's not worth 8 serap! Hold your
silly tongua, Carboy ! snapped Nugent.
“Can't you hold your tonguei” -

Carboy nodded. He opened his
mouth, extended his tongue, and held it
between thumb and finger. In that re-
markable ‘attitude be looked inquir.
ingly at Wharton as if for approval.
Tho setion was so unexpected and ob-
surd that Mugent burst into a laugh,
in spite of himself.

arton gave his chum & glare, and
shook hiz arm free.

“8o you find that fool's antics amus-
ing, do youi” heo exclaimed. "Il
leave you to enjoy them,"”

He tramped to the door, threw it
open, and went out into the passage.

s Pia.rr:; ¥ exclaimed Nugent.

There was no answer from Wharton,
as he tramped away savagely to the
stairs,. Carboy gave a whistle as Frank
stood staring in dismay at the open
doorway.

“Oh! My hat and umbrella ! ejoecu-
lated Carboy. “The fat's in the fire
now—what 1"

“You burbling dummy
Nugent,

And he followed his chum.

Tre Macxer Lipragy.—No. 1,070

His temper was at

snapped

word of

Carhoy stared after him, and the grin
died off his fzce. He shook his head
seriously.

* Cliristopher, old bean, you're too
funny ! he said chidingly. " Yeu'll
have to learn not to be so jolly funny,
or you'll get landed here like you did
at  your . last  school. areful,
Christopher 1™

Frank Nugent hurricd down the
stairs after his chum. Wharton, with-
out looking back, went into IIall, where
the fellows were at tea. Most of the
fellows who tea’d in Hall were those
whom shortness of f{unds prevented
from tesing in their studies; but there
were always 8 g number. Nugent
dropped info & seat Lmda his frowning
friend. ,

" No teaing here,” he said.
“We've a lot of stuff in the study.
Wa? were going to make s spread of
| Wiy

“I'm not teaing in the study with
Carbay.”

“We were going to ask some of the
fellows—" 3
“We hadn't asked them, so it's all

right. You can ask them i you like™
‘Not without you, old chap.”

‘:tij’m teaing here,” salid Wharlon
our

“Bame here, then.”

Wharton gave Nugent a dark look.

“¥a need for that. You seem to like
that new cad. And I wish you jo
of him. I haven't asked you to stie
to me.”

Wugent repressed the reply that rose
to his lips—as he frequently did in deal-

I-SEE - ALL

Wharton better than any other fellow
st Oreyiriars; but there were tunes
when tact was needed. This, evidently,
was one of the times, i

“My dear chap, you're not goin
to row with me,” ke said, good-
humoursdly. “Let's tea here, and after
tea we'll go up to the study and kick
that japing fathead, if yeu like. A
kicking would do him good.”

And the chums of the Remove tea’d
together in Hall, and by the time the
meal was over, the clouds had rolled
by. But for Carboy's jape, there
would have been a spread in No, 1
Study that afternoon at tea-time. But
~—though Wharton and Nugent were not
aware of it—the spread was coming off
all the same.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Birthday for Bunter !

HRISTOPHER CLARENCE
q CARBOQY locked into the study
cupboard in No. 1 in the
Remove, and mado a grimace,
On the shelves in the study reposed a
number of gocd things, evidently
lately purchased at the school shop,
and stacked there in readipesa for tea,
Thero was a large plum cake: thers
wore two jars of jam: there was a box
of preserved fruits; there was a bag
of jam tarts, and a bag of cream pulls,
anci a bag of doughnuts, There were
several other things, and they all looked
nica.

Nona of the pood things, however,
bolonged to Car Harry Wharton
had had a remittance that day, and he
had nobly expended it on a spread to

which all hiz friends in the Remove
were to havo been invited, Carboy was
not one of his friends, certsinly: but
as & memboer of tho study, he would
have been asked to share in the spread.
Now Wharton had retired in dudgeon
to Hall, like Achilles to his tent: and
the spread was obhviously off.

Carboy was quite veady for tea—now
that he had had his little joke—and he
realised that his japing Em ensities
had deprived him of & “whack™ In o
porgeous spread. His own funds were
low that day: almost low enough to
drive him into Hall to tea, in the
ranks of the stony. In the cughﬂard
was half a loaf, and & pat of butter,
and a tin of sardines, that belonged to
Carboy—those, and nuthmf more,
he made a grimace as he looked in.

i"Ethend * he said, addressing him-
self.

Thon he sorted out his own edibles,
and placed them on the study table
for a solitary tea. DBut his tea was
not destincd to be solitary. He had
hardly started, when & fat face and a
pair of glimmering spectacles looked 12
at the doorway.

“ Hallp, old chep!™ said Billy Bunter
affectionately. DBunter was not, by
nature, an affectionate youth: but when
he locked inte a study ot teatime, bis
fat voico was duleet as the notes of a
cooing dove.

“Want anything?® asked Carboy.

“Eh! Nothing, old fellow.”

“Take it and go,” suggested Carboy.

“He, he, het” _

“ Bothoer that alarm eclock,” said Car-
bay. “If fellows musi have an alarm
clock in the study;, why can’t they set
it right? Going off at odd times like
this makes a fellow jump.”

“Oh, really, Carbo i

“0Oh! My mistake—was it your
cackle?” asked Carboy agreeably. ™ You

should get it oiled, Bunter.”
“He, he, het!” cachinnated DBunter
ngain, The cupboard had been left

half open, and Bunter had a glimpse of
the gorgeons things within. He was
not ﬁm fellow to take offence at & jest
—with those excellent things in view.
“I say, Cacrboy, old fellow, Wharton'a
frigh’rfuiiy ratey.”

““I know that, fathead!" grunted Car-
boy. He was by no means gratified by
that result of his jape. It was rather
the way of the japer of tho Remove nof
to think of possible results, until they
happened.

“Those beasts are hard up, old
chap,” said Bunter. “I dare say that's
why Wharton's ratty, reslly! They're
stony. They'va gone to tea in Ifaﬂ.
They don't often coma down to (hat.”

Carboy had his own idea why his
study-mutes had gons to tea in Hall,
and it made him rather uncomfortable.
Ho had not intended in the least to
et Wharton's "rag ™ out to that extent.
e went on with his frugal tea, and
made no reply. William George Bunter
insinuated himself s little further into
the study.

T say, old chap,” ha said amif:nhl:{.
“I'll join you, if you like. Mauly's
been pressing me to go to tea with him
—hut Mauly's rather a hore. Smithy
askod me, but I told him ne, I was
going to look in on the new kid, You
needn’t thank me—I'm always deing
these kind thiogs”

“You're welcome to a sardine,” said
Carboy, grinning. _

“Oh, really, old chap! With all that
gtuff in the cupboard, you're not going
to have sardines for tea.™

Carboy chuckled as he realised
Runter's mislake. Having the idea
fixed in hiz {at mind that Wharton

and Nugent had gone to tea in Hall
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becanse they were stony—the wusual
reason for tea in Hall—it did not occur
to Bunter that the gorgeous supply 1
the study cupboard belonged to them,
That a fellow, howseever angry, could
forget a stack of tuck even for a few
minuies—that ancther fellow, for
friendship’s sake, could dizmisa that
stack of tuck frem his mind as a thing
of no conscquence—was quile incon-
ceivable to William George Dunter.
I{e would not have believed it possible
had he been told: he would have con-
sidered it the tallest story he had ever
heard. So, as Carboy was the only
other member of the study, DBunter
took it for granted that the supply
belonged to him. It was quite a
natural conclusion for W. . Bunter to
arrive at,

He pulled the cupboard door wider
open and feasted his little, round eyes
on the tuck. His eyes seomed to be
almost bulging through his big spec-
tacles. He gave the tuck a long, long
blink, and then blinked round at the
new junior.

"1 saw, old nha?, why ain't you tuck-
ing in, when you've got all this stuff!”

he asked. * Anything wrong with your
insida? 1 5&{, you hava my sympathy,
old fellow. remember o time when a

beast of o doctor stopped mo from eat-
ing ices—he was potty, of course, bul
it was awful. If yvou've got somethin

wrong inside, it's hard cheese, ol

chap, with all this tuck here. I don't
see why you couldn't stand Wharlon
and Nugent a feed, if you don't want
it Jourself.”

"Eh®"

Bunter gave Carboy a fat wink.

“Of course, 'm wido to your little
game,” ho said. “You got up a row
with them =0 oz not to have to whaek
this little lot out, what?”

“0Oh, my lat and umbrelia!” ejac
ulated Carboy. Ho gazed at Bunter in
wonder. That any fellow ecauld mis-
construe another fellow's motives to this
extent, surprised him, as much as it
annoyed him.

“MNat that I blame you, old chap,”
said Bunter reassuringly. “ You could
hardly wet out of asking your own
study-matos—unless there was a row
at. Wharton's rather a swanking ass:
Nugent's a good bit of a milksop. You
geo, thoy're old friends of mine, and I
know ‘em.”

“How would you describe them, if
they weren't friends of yours?™ asked
Carboay sarcastically.

“Eh!” Bunter's attention returned to
the tuck. “I say, mean to eay
seriously that you ein’t touching this
stuff for tea?” _

“Quite!™ satd Carboy. Certainly, he
had no intention of touching stuff that
did not belong to him.

“Kecping it for asked
Bunter wistfully.

“Not at all.”

“You don't mean to say that you
ain’t going to cat it at all? exclaimed
Bunter in astonishment.

“I do—exactly.”

" Bt #j'c:nu'h*e got & measly tea there,
and—

“CGood epough for me,” yawned Car-

supper ™

boy. " Dotter a dinoer of herbs and
contentment within, than a stalled
nI_J.I‘

“0h, yes, that's all very well, 1f rou
can't eat,” said Bunier. " But look here,
I came ta see you ont of kindoess,
But the fact iz, T want my tea, T'va
had nothing but tea with Teoddy, and
you know how mean Toddy is. If you
don't want all this stuff——"

“I don't!™

“Woll, 1t'a 2 thumping pity to waste
it, Carboy, don’t you think =017

“Y should certainly think so.”

“Well, if you've no objection,
satuple it for tea”

Cacboy laughed.

“ Why should I object? he asked.

*You don't object then?”

“Not in the least,™

“Good ™ gasped Bunter.

Ho could bardly believe in his good
luck. Ie lost no time. He began on
the jam tarts, which vanished as fastk
B5 ovaters,

Carboy went on scdalely with his
frugal tea. Nothing would have
induced Lim to bag tho tuck belonging
to his study-mates, -himself. But he had
no objection to Bunter bagging it. It
might be a lesson to a fellow who went
Ainging out of a study in & tcmper,
and to another fellow who was aes
cnough to go after him to pacify him.

'

But Carboy's real motive was his
rresistible  propensity to  practical
joking. To his mind, thers was some-

thing cxtremely comie in Billy Bunter
devouring the spread, after asking per-
misston from a fellow to whom it did
not belong.

"I' say, these mre ripping tarts, Car-
boy,” gurgled Bunter. “Won't you
ha.‘}'e Just one? It's the last.™

EN:}, thinlfs Ha

unter bolted the tart, and opened
the bag of da}iﬁhnuts. Dnughnut.P:!tEt'
doughnut vanished, But Bunter, when
he had pleaty, could be generous. Ho
held out the bag to Cacboy.

“Do have one, old fellow ™

“Not & crumb

”}‘r"eﬂ,_ you must be an ass, if you
don’'t mind my saying so, old chap,”
said Bunter. And the doughnuts
vaniched. he ercam-puffs followed
themn down, and by that time Chris-
topher Clarence Carboy was gazing at
Bunter in wonder. He was not yet ac-
customed to the wonderful stowing
powers of the Owl of the Remove.

“1 szay, I don't want you to burst all
ever this study, you kpnow,” he
remarked,

“He, he, ho!'" Bunter's cachinnation
was & ll_ttf[a_- breathless. Even Dunter
was beginning to feel the effects of the
jam-tarts, the doughnuts, and the cream.
%tnﬁa But he was not [Gnished yet.

he box of fruits tempted him, and he
started on it. His progress waa slower
now; but though it was slow, it was
sure. The box was emptied,

"1 say, this stuff gaid
Bunter.

“Glad you like it."”

“Mind if I open the jam *

“Why should I? Fm not going to
?aﬁ it myself,” answered Carboy cheer-
ully.

Bunter opencd a jar of jam, and
sorted out a tablespoon, Bunter liked
iam, end he liked to take it aboard in

ulk. Carboy had finiched his own tea
now, and he sat watching Buonter. As
the whole contonts of the jar disap-
peared, via the tablespoon and Bunler's
eapacious mouth, it scemed to Carboy
that he must be watching a conjuring
trick. That any lellow conld dispose of
tuck at this rate had seemed to him
impossiblo—until he saw William
George Dunter.

The Owl of the Remove eved the
second jar of jam. Bub he did not open
it. Even Bunter had s limit. He
longed to start on the second jar; and
therp was the cake, too, which was large
and rich and tempting. Duat Bunter
felt that it was beyond %ﬁs wers. The
spirit was willing, but the flesh was
weak,  He blinked at them, and he
blinked at Carboy.

“1 say. old chap--—"
fat and wheezy. .

“You haven't touched the cake,” said

he urged.

ia prime!"

His volec enime

Fl
s

Carboy. Ho was quite interested to eue
whether Bunter could send a three-
pound sultang ecake to Finin the jam-
farts, the cream-puffs, the doughuuis,

thie preserved fruits, and the jam.

*“The fact is, I haven't much appetite
to-day,” said DBanter. "I never eut
nitich, you know-——"

“0Oh, my hat and umbrella *

* But iflyﬂu don't want the rake, old
chap, I—I'll take it slong with me”
ventured Bunter.

ife blinked uncertainly at Carboy as
he made that proposition. Dut thero
seemoed no limit to Carboy's gpood-nature,

I certainly don't want it,” lie said,

“Mind i I walk it off 2" gasped
Bunter.

“Why should I?"

Bunter tucked the cake under hia arm.
ITe turned to the door, and Carboy
glanced into the cupboard and chuckled,

“"You've left & jar of jam!" he
remarked.

Bunter beamed on him.

“You don't mind if I take that, tool”

“Not in tho least.” L

“What about that bag of biseuila,
and the aranges?” asked Bunter, feeling
that he might as well go the whols
unicorn, =0 to speak,

“I don't mind in the least.”

“I say, Carboy, you're a decent chap.”
said Bunter, stacking oranges into his
pockets., “I like you, old fellow. T'll
stand you a spread like this some day
in my study, when my postal-order
comea, If there's something wrong with
vour digestion now, I dare say you'll be
well by then.”

* No doubt,” apreed Carbor. “I hopa
fo be quite well in my extreme old
FEE-"

“0Oh, really, Carbor! Look here!
Come on Wednesday—po, not Wednes-
day, I'm teaing with a friend in the
Sixth en Wednesday. Say Thursday--
No, I'm rather expecting one of wny
titled relations at the school on Thurs-
day. Friday, say—no; I'm asked out to
a tea-party on Friday, and the fellows
would Dbe frightfully disappmnted if I
didn't turn up. Perhaps we'd better
fix the day later. Tea-ta, old chap !

Billy Dunter departed from Study
MNao. 1, heavy-laden ii not weary.

Christopher Clarence Carboy smiled
after him, glanced into the depleted cup-
board, and grinned, and strolled out of
the study. o wondered what Wharton
and Nugent would think when they
went, like Mrs. Hubbard, to the eup:
board, and also, like that celebrated
lady, found it bare. It was likely that
there would be some more excitement
in the Remove passage, Carboy rather
liked things to happen, so he hoped so.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Hats Cft 1

3 ALLO, halle, halle ™
H Bob Cherry came out of
the Housa with Johnny Bull
and Eurres Jamset Ram
Singh, after tea. Ho espotied Wharion
and Nugent in the quad, and hailed
them in his stentorian tones. Bob had
u footer under his arm—an old footer
that was used for punting about. After
tea, it was Bob’s ider to put in a little
strenuous exerciso before dark. Bob
was an accommodating fellow, and will-
ing to ocoypy himself with anything— ro
long a3 it was strenuous  Keeping gquice
was the one thing be found it very difh-
cult to do.
B“]ifuu follows had tea?" asked Johnny
1Eil.
Tue Macxer LiBrary.—No. 1,079
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“Yes; tea'd in Hall,” answered
Frank.
*And what the thum

i did you tea in
all for™

demand Johnny Dull
ruﬂii. “If you're hard up, youw've got
viends along the Remore passage,
suppose.’’

Wharton coloured a little.

“] went down to Hall becaunse I
wouldn't tea with thags fellow Carboy
in tho study,” he zaid. *Nugent came
becauso——"

“Beecanze lic's another ass?” asked
Johany Bull, R .
“That new chap i3 a japing fathead,
gald Bob Cherry hastily. *TFhis japes
nl:“ b fuuujr,ri;ut there's too mueh of

them,”

“There's certainly too much of them,”
eaid IHarry Wharton dryly, “and
don't see that they're funny myself,”

“The too-muchfulness is terrific and

reposterous,” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Eingh, shaking his dusky head. *But
if you, my csteemed chums, are in the
stony statefulnesa. the lendfulness of the
harmless and necessary lucre will be a
terrific pleasure ™

“Not at all. W~ had a topping feed
in the study, and were going fo ask you
men,” said Frank. " But—anyhow, it
will make a jolly good supper !”

“Not with Carboy!™ said Wharton.
;:.1 d;:rn’t- like tho fellow, and I weon't azk

im,"

“Wo'll trot it along to Mo, 13, then”
said MNugent.

“I say, Wharton, you're not going to
gtart & foud with the new kid beeause of
that fathcaded jape with the choeslato
cigar?"” asked Beob Cherry, rather dis-
mayed. “'Tain’t worth it!"

“I'm going to leave the fellow slone,
anyhow. What about Puntmg that
ball ?? asked Whatton, " Bother Car-
boy: I'm fed-up with him 1"

“Hore goes! Rol! up, Remove!”
roared Bob Cherry, as he drﬁp}:gd the
ball, and started it with & drop kick.

A dozen fellows ran up to join in the
punt-sbout. Among them was Chris-
topher Clarence Carpoy, who had just
come out of the Fiouse. Wharton did
not notice him--or, &t all events,
affacted not to notice him. His resent-
ment against the japer of the Remove

was deep, but he could scarccly raise |

any ohjection to the fellow joiming in
punting the ball with o crowd of the
Lower Fourth. )

Bolsover major came out while the

nt-about was going on, but he did not
oin in it. Bolsove:r major was drcssed
in his bost, and the silk hat on his head
yivalled a mirror in its gleaming polizh,
It was uncommon for Bolsover major
to be carefully dressed, so he was evi-
dently bound upon soma unusual excur-
B1071.

“Halla, hallo, halle 1 bawled Dob, as
the wlnzzing footer shot past Bolsover.
“oned that ball back, old bean ™

“Can’t1”  The football had gono
through soveral puddles, and Dolsover’s
shoes were spotlessly elean and brightly
polished. -

Bob TCherry stared at him.

“Hallo, halln, halle, he's got "em on!™
exclaimed Bob humerously., “He's gob
a clean collar and a hat that doesn’t look
like & hushy, Are you going to bo pre-
gonted at Court, Bolsover 7V

“I'm going to tes with the Head,”
answered Bolzever major.  “It's my
turn to be ssked by the Beak—and any
gther fellow that likes is welcome o go
instead,”

“Mo takera!™ chuckled Vernon-Smith.

“MWo jolly fear!” said Bob Cherry
emphatically. *I've been there!™

“Ha, ha, hal"

Tea with Dr. Locke and Mvs. Locke in
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the ITead's house was a itremcndous
honour to & Lower boy. It was an over-
whelming honour—perhapas a little too
m‘crwlmiminﬁ. Certainly nobody in the
Lower School at Greyiriars secmed to
covet tho honour. A fellow asked to tea
by the Head hid to dress himself with
unusual care, and to put on his very
best manncers ond customs. He gener-
ally sat in the presence of the great man
as if he wero sitting on pins. Howsoever
good the tea might be, the victim was
usunlly glad to get away, and would
gasp with relief when he was safe out-
side the Hedd's house again. Bolsover
major, certainly, would have preferred
to join in the punt-about. But mvita-
tions from the headmester wero like
invitations from royalty: and he turned
reluctantly to walk on to Dr. Locke's
house.

Carboy had seudded after the football,
while the eother fellows gathered for
tha moment round Bolsover major. The
new follow bhad tha ball ot his foot, and
his eves wera twinkling. i

Bolsover major was an overbearing
fellow, and he never wade himself agree-
able to new boys—rather the reverse.
Perhaps that was the reason why Carboy
took carciul aim with tha footer, with
Bolsover's gleaming silk-hat as the
objective, Perhnf)a that shiming topper
had an irresistible attraction for the
fellow who scemed unable to resist the
temptation to play tricks.

Whiz! :

The footkall HBew, and bad it been a
kick for goal Carboy certainly would
have scorcd. There was a crash as
Bolsover major's beautiful hat flew from
his head, and the muddy focter rolled
after 1t.

Bolsover jumped almost elear of the
ground,
he

“Why, what—what—what——"
spluttered, i

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

“Oh, Maria! Sorry!" gasped Carboy.
He spolie sincerely enough. Carboy
often was sorry. when it was too late.

Bolsover major spun round omn him
with a face of fury. Carboy backed
promptly away. Bolsover made a stride
towards him, then, remembering that
he was due for tea in the Head's house,
o paused,

Squilf picked up the topper and passed
it to him. It was smothered with mud,
gnd there was a dent in the side.

“All serene, old chap,” chuckled
Zgquiff, “You'll take off your bat in the
hall-the Beak won't see it.”

“Do vou think I ean walk up to the
Head's gguse in & hat like that ! gasped
Tigleover, “l=I=I'll smash him!
I_._'Hl

“It was an accident,” said MNugent
poacilically.

“I".-‘l.'as it?" said Harry Wharton very
deyly.

g Mo, it wasn't!” roared Baolsover
major, with a furiows glare at Carboy.
1 shall ave to %‘0 hack and change my
hat! And vou look here, you japing
rotter, T'll wait till I see you in your
Sunday topper, and then I'H smash it
inte o concertina. sge ¥

And with that dire threat—which he
avidently meant to keep—DBalsaver major
trampod back to the School Housze to
change his hat. Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Tang pgoes fifteen-nnd-six  when
Rolsaver sees you in your Sunday topper,
Carboy "' hoe roared.

“Mine's & guinea !™ said Carboy.

“Bang goes a puinea, then, and serve
you jolly well right!”

“Thanka!™ yawned Carbay.

Thoe punt-nbout went on, and when
Bolsover major came out of the House
apain, with another topper—not quite so
builliant—on his head, he gave tho mob

of Removites a rather wide berth.
Carboy, a3 it happened, had the ball
at his feet again, and Bob Cherry saw
him glanco ncross towards the bully of
the Rewmove, who was stalking away to
the Head's house. Carboy possibly was
thinking of repeating his trick, and
possibly he wasn't, Bob did not give
him tho benelit of tho doubt. He made
o sudden charge at Christopher Clarence
Carboy, and the new [ellow went over
with a crash.

*Whoooooop | reared Carboy.

“Oh, my hat!” excleimed Peter Todd.
“What the thump—this i=n’t a Boccer
match, Cherry, you ass! What are you
charging a man over for?"

Carboy sat up and gasped.

“You silly chump !" ho roared. " You
footling ass! What the thump do you
mean, you Lurbling bandersnateh #*

“Weren't you going to biff that footer
at RBolsover's topper ¥ chuckled Bob.

“Zh? Nol"

“Oh, my mistake—I thought gou
were |

“You footling fathead—"

“All sercne—if you weren't going to

biff the topper you can consider that
that charge wasn't mado!" said Bob.
“Call it o joke—you're jolly fond of
jokes, you know,'

“Ha, ha, ha'!”

“You frabjous asg—-"

“Pass that ball!” shonted HBob; and
the mob of juniors swept on, leaving
Christopher Clarence Carboy gasping.

But ho picked himself up aiter a few
moments, and joined in the punt-shout
again with s cheery face. A chargo
from Bob Cherry was not a light matter,
and Carboy had folt a good deal as
though he had pBeer run dewn by 2
lorry. But if Christopher Clarence
Carboy was rather too much of a
humorist ; he was at least that rare kind
of humorist who ean take a joke again:t
himself. He rejoined the mob of foot-
ball punters with petfect good-humour,
and Bob Cherry, noticing it, rather liked
him for it. 'Wﬁich fecling on Bob's part
was nob in the least shared by his chum,
the captain of the Remove,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Not to Blame |

# 01d Mother Hubbard went to the cup-
board,
To get a study spread,
But when she got there, the cupboard
was bare,
And sha supped in Hall instead.”

OB CHERRY'S voice was raised
B in song. He was Etandm% before
the cupbourd in Study Mo, 1 12
the Remove, Bob and Hurree
Singh and Johnny Bull had come alon
wfter prep for the study supper—at whict
wore to figure all the good things that
had been intended fer tea. It was Bob
who went to the eupboard to hand out
the supplies, having brought along a
icni¢ basket for their transport to Study
™o, 13—as the feed was to take place in
his study. Bob. as ke stood looking into
the empty copboard, chanted that neow
version of the ancient nursery rhyme.
Tha cupboard, maet ecrtainly, was bara
—ahsolutely bare Obviously there had
been an corslier visitor. )

Harry Wharton. who was putting away
hia  books, looked aerosz at  Dob,
Nugent stared at him. Carboy, who was
finiching his prep, grinned over his
booles, but did not Inok np. Bob Cherry
turned [rom the capbonrd grinning.

“The tuek's there—-"" began Nugent,

SYfF it s it's herome invisible,"
answerad Bob.  “There's been a giddy
burglar here. The grab's gonoe.™
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Larboy took careful aim with the sooter, with Bolsover’s gleaming silk hat as the chiective.
there was a crash as Bolsover major’s beautiful hat salled from his head, and the muddy footer followed it.
what—what——"* spluttered Bolsover. (Sce Chapler 5.)

“The gonefulness is complete and
terrifie,” romarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh, glancing into the cupboard.

Yharton uttered an exclamation, and
strode across the room.  Only empty
shelves met his gaze in the cupboard.

His glance turned darkly on Carboy.

But he did not speak to him. Car
was not the fellow to raid another
fellow’s tuck, and Wharton, little as he
liked him, realised that.

“Well, we're done,” said Bob cheerily.
Bob Cherry always took a cheery view of
things. *Lucky we'ro not too late for
supper in Hall, if anybody wants it,*

Wharton compressed his lips.

“I'm going to find out who's raided
the tuck,” he said. *'This is rather too
thick.”

“Then let's go and seo Bunter.”

Billy Bunter, of course, was the first
fellow to think of in such circumstances,
Anybody in the Remove who missed any-
thing in the eatable line thought of
Bunter at once. Generally he was right.

The Fanmious Five left Study No. 1,
and procecded along the Remove pas.
sage to Study No. 7. They found Peter
Todd and Billy Bunter there, and on the
study table stood a izm-_an—emptf-nnnd
a large sultana-cake. There was no
need to inguire whether Bunter was the
guilly party; Wharton knew that cake,

Bunter blinked at the five as they
presented themselves. Somewhat to
sheir surprise he showed mno sign of
alarm. His blink was guite benevolent,

“1 say, you fellows, trot in!™ he said.
“Have some cake!™

“What "

“Some ass,” said Peter Todd, “said
that the age of miracles was past. Bus
here's Bunter standing a cake for
supper ™
“Oh, really, Toddy—"

“He's been scoffing jam all through

ep,” went on Toddy. “He's jammy,

18 books are jammy, the table's jammy
—everything’s jammy except the jar.
Bunter's cleaned that out as clean as a
whistle. But he's standing the eake to
ell comers. Sit up and take notice.”

“0Oh, chuck it, Toddy ! said Bunter.
“1f that's what you call gratitude, wou
can chuck it! *Tain't every fellow that
would whack out a endid cake like
this. Pile in, you fellows—you're all
welcome! I'd like you to sample the
cakes I get from home. They're ripping !
Our cook—"

“¥ou got that cake from home?”
gasped Harry Wharton.

“Yon, old chap! S8pecially made by
our chef at Bunter Court,” explained
Bunter. "A good bit better than Mrs,
Mimble's cakes, as youw'll find "

“You fat villain!” said the captain
of the HRemove, in measured tonea.
“That is ona of Mra, Mimble's cakes™

“{th, reslly, Wharton 2

“And you i:mg{‘igml it from the cup-
board in my study!™

“Collar him!” said Bob. “Wa'll make
an example of him this time! This is
ontside tha limit!"™

*Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Where's the rest of the tuck?" de-
manded Wharton, "I suppoze even vou

Whiz ! The footiball flew, and

“Why, what—

haven't been able to scoff the lot of it
glready.”
Peter Todd

“1 wondere

ave 4 chuckle.
where he got the cake,™
hoe remarked.

“¥You beast!” roarcd Bunter. *“1
told you I got it from home—specially
made by our cook !

“Yes; that's how I

hadn't,
‘“'ﬂr'hl-,r, you robier—-"
“Wea're in time to save the cake, at
least!"” said Nugent. “I suppose that
cormorant has scoffed the rest!”

“You leave that cake alonme!” bawlod
Bunter, in great indignation. “I sup-
ose Carboy can give me a cake if lLe
thes!™

“Carboy !” exclaimed all the juniors
togethar.

*INot that Carboy gave me that cake,”
added Bunter hastilv., “I pot it from
home, as I said. You fellows make out
that I never get cakes from home. Well.
there's the cake!™

“You fat chump!” Wharton.
“It's our cake!”

Bunter jumped.

“What rot! How conld Carboy give it
to me if it's your cake? Don’t talk rot,
Wharton [

“Bo Carboy gave you our cake, did
he?” said Harry. “Another of his
;jt:lrenipus practical jokes, -I supposa. Did

¢ give you the rest of the tuck 1"

“¥es, he jolly well did! I suppose ho
can give his own tuck away if he likes?”
snorted DBunter.

TrE Macrer Lispany.—No, 1,070,
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It wasn't his, you fat idiot; it was
sural” hooted Nugent.

“Grammon! ¥You went to tea in Hall,”
answered Bunter. "“Why did you tea
in Hall if you had & spread in the
gtudy? Thal's rotl” .

“Rot or not, thet's bow it is,’" said
Frank; “snd I don't believe Carboy
gave you the tuck. ¥ou raided it, as
you'ra alwaya dnm%"

Billy Bunter blinked uneasily at tha
juniors, <Carboy’s smazing generosity
with that spread was explained—if it did
not belong to him. The Owl of the Re-
move began to understend how matters
stood.

Ho was thankful—deeply ithankful—
that he had already consumed every-
thing but the cake. The cake would
have been consumed also, had Bunter

had anywhero to put it. But the fat ;

junior was now loeded to capacity.

“It's gammon, of course,” said Toddy.
“Carboy never gave him the tuck I*

“I tell you ho did!” roared Bunter,
*“Think I'm the fellow to bag another
fellow's things 1"

“Yes, rather(”

H'BE“';IH

““This may be on® more of G‘_athﬂgfs
jests,” said Ha Wharton, setting b1z
iipsu “If it 18, I'll make him answer

for it. Yon can come slong with us and
ges Carboy, Bunter.”

“What about the ecake, though?”
asked Bunter. “I'm willing to whack
it out with you fellows! I ain’t hungry
—] mean, I'm not the fellow to keep a
cako to himself!"

“ Bother the cake!™

Harry Wharton left Study No. 7, and
the leok on his face made his chums
follow him at_onee. Billy Bunter rolled
after them. For once Billy Buanter waa
quite prepared to answer for what he
had done. Indeed, he was indignant
at the way Carboy had pulled hiz leg.
Now that he had placed the spread
whero it could not possibly bo recovered,
Bunter could affon? to feel indignant.

Carboy was no lenger in Study Neo, 1
when the juniors returned there. He
had gone, down; and Harry Wharton
& Co, followed him to the Rag. They
found Christopher Clarence Carboy in
the Rag, chatting with Skinner and somo
other fetlows. Out of the corner of his
oyoe Carboy observed tho entrance of the
Co., but he took no open heed of them
until the captain of the Remove strode
up to him with a dark brow.

“I1t seems that you gave Bunter the
tuck from our study cupboard, Carboy,”
said Wharton quietly. L

Carboy rai his evebrows in surptiza,

“Not at all,” he asnswered. '“How
could I give him the tuck, when it
wasn't mine?"

“You did!" roared Bunter. “I say,
vou fellows, he's fibbing! I asked him,
and he gave it to me. I thought it was
hia!"

“That was a little mistake,” said Car-
boy calmly. “I don’t mind explaining,
you fellows, if you want to know.”

“T'm waiting I’ said Wharton anguily.

“Bunter asked me if I minded him
scoffing the tuck?"” explained Carbay
airilty. “I told him 1 didn't! Why
ghould I mind when it wasn't mine?"”

There was a yell of laughter from
Bkinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“If Bunter had asked me to give him
the stuff, of course, I should have re-
fused,” said Carboy, in the same airy
way. I ecouldn’'t give away what
didn't belong to me. In faet, 1f 1% had
been mine I should have scolfed it my-
se1f, But he only asked me if I minded

Tue Macwer Liepary.--No, 1,079

him scofing it and whether I had any
objection. I hade't, aud told him so!”

“Ha, ha, bal" wyelled Skinner.
. "¥ou beast!" roared Bunter.
jolly well knew what I mcant|”

““Of course I did; you meant to ecoff
the tuck!” grinned Carboy.

*“1I mean—-"

“8Bo it's another of your japes, Car-
boy " said the captain of the Remave.

Carboy shook his head.

“1 don’t sec any jape in it. I had
no objection to Bunter scoffing the tuck.
I said 0. Why not?"

“I say, you fellows, the beast took me
in!” said unter, blinking aoxiously at
the chums of the Remove,

Skinner seemed fo be on the verge of
hysteries, and the other fellows in the
Rag avere laughing, Bunler had acted
in good  faith; siill, Carboy had cer-
tainly been within his rights in steting
that he did not object to Bunter's pro-
ceedings in Study No. 1 at tea-time.

“You're too funny, Carbey!” #aid Lok
Cherry, but ho was grinning, too.
“You knew jolly well you were taking
Bunter in 1" .

“ But why should I have objectod—"

“Oh, shut up!” exclaimed Wharton,
and he turned and walked out of the
Rag. A roar of laughter followed him.

“His Majesty haaz got his back up
again ¥ chuckled Skinner. *The dear
fellow doesn't  like having his  leg
pulled !

“You

“But I haven't been pulling his leg,”
said Carboy. “I merely told Bunter I
didn't object—"

*“Ha, ha, ha!" y

The Remove fellows were still
chuckling over the story of Bunter's
feed in Etudr No. 1 when they went to

And the expression they
ohserved on Harry Wharton’s face made
them chuckle still more. And the im.
pression was that before long there
would be serious trouble between the
japer of the Remove and the captain of
the Form. i

Carboy, who certainly did not want
trouble with Wharton, murmured to
himself as he turned n:

" Careful, Christopher!"

But it was very doubtful whether he
would heed his own warning.

the dormitory.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Trouble Brewing [
7 E can kick!” remarked Bob

H Cherry.

“Can he?" grunted Whar-
ton.

“SWall, look how he landed that
Iin::teﬂ- on Dolsover's topper the other

“ *

‘E.ﬂa rotten trick t*

“ Not nice for Bolsover,” Eg;'rmd Dob.
" Theughtless, if you like—" ‘

“That sort of thoughtlessness 1s
rotten. ) _

“Hem | Still, it was a ripping kick,”
urged DBob, "a silk topper, at a good
distance, isn't a jolly easy mark, and
Carhoy hit it fair and square. If he
kicked for goal like that——"

“He lpoks as if he could play, from
his build,” said Johnny DBull. "I fancy
he'd be fast.” -

Harry Wharton set his lips. _

Ha did not like the new fellow—in
fact, he dishked him extrﬂmelﬁ. And
he was not pleased lo find his own
friends so very tolevant of the japer of
the Demove. From YWharton's point of
view, the new fellow had gone out of
his way to he offensive to a_ fellow who
had not offended him. He did not, and
conld not. mnke allowances for the irre-
pressible humour of the ‘born practicnl

Joker. Wharton did not like practical
ckes, and no doubt ha was right. Still
ess did he like them when he was their
object and victim.

Cerboy had miode him look a fool
bofore all the Form, and Wharton could
not forget it. If Carboy had not actu-
ally intended to give offonce, at loast
ha had acted with unpardonabls levity.

Btill, Carboy’s practical joking ten.
dencies, and Wharton's perscnal dis-
lika of him, had nothing to do with

games. Wharton admitted that. If the
new fellow woas 2 good man in Soccer,
he had to have his chance. Only Whar-
ton was quite unwilling to believe that
he was a good man at Soccer, or at any-
thing else except playing idiotic japes.

“"Well, we shall see how he shapes in

ames practice,” said the captain of the

emove at last. “I don't think there's
much in him, I think ho's simply &
footling ass. Still, we shall see.”

“After all, daro say he means no
harm,” said Johnny Buil. “No use
owing a Erudgts over a fool joke.”

“1 don't owe him any grudge that I
know of. 1 suppose I'm not bound to
take a liking to him becausa you
fellows think so much of him?”

“My osteened Wharton, the muchful-
ness is not terrifie,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Bingh gently.

“71 suppose he knows it's compulsory
practice this aftornoon?" soid Bob.

“It's posted in the Rag for the Re-
move., e knows where to look.”

“Y mean, being & now follow—"

“You ean tell him, if you like. I'm
not speaking to him if T can help it,"
said Horry. '‘Hallo, there's Temple—
I've got to epeak to Temple sbout the
Form match,” ]

And Wharton lelt his comrades—
leaving them fecling rather uncomfort-
able. They really could not dislike the
new fellow simply because Wharton did,
but the situation was rather awkward.
Bob, in fact, rather liked Carboy; his
exuberant spirits made him rather sym-
pathise with a fellow who liked things
to happen.

Wharton, as head of the Form, was
responsible for the attendande of the
Removites at games practice on com-
pulsery days. It was true that time and
place were posted in the Rag as usual,
and Carboy had becn long enough at
Greyfriars now to know where to look
for information if he desived it.  Still,
he waz o new fellow, and Bob decided
to give him a word on the subjeet. Ii
he did not tern up, Wharton would
have to report him to Wingate, as head
of the Games, and that probably would
mean “six.'  There were plenty of
fellows who would say, or at least,
think, that the captain of the Form had
jumped at the chance of getting the
new fellow into trouble with a prefect,
in return for the episode of the cigar mn
Study No. 1. Wharton carried his head
too high to give a thought to that; =0
Bob kindly thought of it for him, and
went to look for Carboy. _

He found that cheery youth in Study
No. 1 writing. Carboy bad allowed hia
senso of humour to got out of hand in
¢lass that morning. Having been asked
by Mr. leﬂch ta define a deponent
verh, which any fellow in the Remove,
even DBunter, could have stated was
passiva m form but active in meaning,
Carboy had cheerfully stated that it was
proper in form but improper in mean-
ing, & reply that made the Remove
gasp, and caused Henry Samuel Quelch
to regard him with an eye like a
basilisk.

Fortunately — very  [ortunately — for
Carboy, Mr. Quelech had not realised
that Carboy was jesting. Had he under-
stood that, thers -.-.-n'mﬁl have beem an
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extremely paioful execution in the
Form-room.

Taking it for granted that Carboy
was densely ignovant on the subject of
deponent verbs—nover popular with
Lower boys—Mr. Quelch had eet him
an exercise on that entrancing subject,
and ordered him to stay in and write it
out that afterncon 3

Carboy, in point of fact, was a quick
pupil, and he found the exzercise easy
work, 5till, it took time; and he had
rot fAniched it when Dob came into the
study.

“Hallo, hallo, hallol!” boomed Bob.
1] us:',?u-

“Horrid busy,” answered Carboy.
“Like to do thia exercise for mel”™

“Wouldn't barge 1In for worlds, old
bean,” answered Bob. * DBut you've got
to be on Little Side at three.” :

“Lots of time for that—it doesn't tie
ma up a3 GQuelchy thinks it will"
grinoed Carboy. " But what’s oni"

" ames practice."

“Oht I was going out of gates when
I'd got thia finished,” said Carboy. “I
suppose I can cut it7" ] :

“Better suppoass again,” said Baob.
“It'a a compulsory day. The whole
Form has to turn up.” ;

“And if a fellow doesn't, it's lines, I
NPEEHI" 3
U More  likely »
dossn't like slackers.’

“"What's Wingate got to do with it?"

“Of course, vyou're a new fellow,”
said Dob. *Wingate of the Sixth is
Head of the Games. The captoain of
the Form has to take the names of
absentecs, and report them to Wingate,
Unless you're let off by a master, or
plead sick, you get six for eubbing
nmcs practkica,™

“I'll ask tha eaptain of the Form to
let me off, then," spid Carboy. *The

.Iicking, Wingate

fact is, I really want {o go down to

Gl;::.:rtﬁ-aldl to-day.”

thing specially attractive in
Cou ald?'q
“Only a chap I want to sea.”

Bob lecked at him curicusly. Carboy
woas new at Greyiriars, ond bardly
knew all the Remove follows yet, and
there wore a crowd of other fellows he
did not koow cven by sight. It was
odd if he had acquaintances outside
the school already. ]

Carboy did not give any details, how-
ever; and as it wons not Bob's business
he asked no questicns. -

“Wsall,” he #aid, "the rule’s strict,
and Wharton will bave to report you if
you cut.” .

“I've made an appeointment at the
bunzhop,” said Carboy., “1 can't let
a pal down ond keep him wnit-ing." :

‘I fancy you con and must,” said
Bob, *“Don't éﬂa‘g the goat, Carboy.
¥ou shouldn't have made any eppoint-
ment without knowing
timo was your own.”

“A fellow naturally thinks his time's
his own on a half-heliday. 1 suppose
Wherton wall let me off if I explain?”

“Not likely 1 . ]

“Heo can stretch a point if he likes, I
supposo. The rules aren't made of cast-
iron, A Form captain must be allowed
some discretion.

Eob Cherry nodded rather slowly. It
was true that the ceptain of the Form
had diseration, within limits, to excuse
a man for good reasons. But it was
veg_r.-r doubtful indeed whether Harry
Wharton would feel disposed to obligo
Carboy to that extent.

“ Better chuck it and turn up
practice, Carboy,” said Dob. you
wanted to ask favours of Wharten, you
should have gone to work in & rather
different way."

whether your

I;E ﬁﬁ-lﬂﬂﬂ

Christopher Clarence Carboy made o

grimace.

“The chap must be an ass to get h-
bock up over a_ jest,” he said. )

“Fellows don’t nIWa‘;l like your gidd.:
jests,” said Bob. Bolsover swear:
that he's geing to smash your be:
topper the firet time he sces it on your
napper. And he means it

“"(Oh, bless Bolsover!" said Carboy.
“Nobody at this school scems to see 2

i':_-}:ka roglly, It was the same at——"
rinned Bob.

e paused,
AL your last achogl?
“] don't wonder at it! ou'ra much
too funny for any school, I faney.”
“ Anvhow, I've got to get out this
afternoon,” said Cgarhu}r. “I'm keen
enough on footer; but an appointment
is an ‘appointment, and that fellow at
Courtfield has como & long way to Bce
me. I suppose Wharton will let me
off if I ask him nicely ™

“ Better not try,” ddvised Bob, and

Carboy shrugged his shoulders and

went on with his exercise.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Way Out ]

H changing-room, with most ot
the Remove, when Christopher
Clarence Carboy came in.

Wharfon ssw him, but gave him no

round, came wacross to the captein of

tha Remove.

“I hear that it's compulsory footer
this ofterncon,” he remarked amiably,
monosyllahie, :

“I wasn't aware of it, end 1've ar-
ranged to go out of gates,™ said Carboy.

(Continued on next page.)
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“1 supposs you can let me off for oncef
It's rather umportant.”

iE N’D‘..;j

Carboy coloured a little, -

Wharton's curt reply was quite un-
compromising, Ile turned away as lLe
answered and procecded te fasten hia
football boots. _ :

Qome of the fellows grinned, Their
opinion was that Carboy was an ass to
ask, after putting tho Form captain's
becek up as he had done, .

“You see, ] wasn't aware—"" said
Carboy, alter a pause.

“You should have been.”

“Perhaps s0,” conceded Carboy.
ol I wasn't; and I've made an ar-
rangement. Can’t you stretch a point
[for once?”

IIN'.}.‘!I

“He, he,

Bunter, _

Bunter was changing for footer—very
slowly. He had already asked to be let
off, on account of a severc pain in his
inside. The severe pain having failed
to move Wharton'a sympathy, Bunter
had asked to bo let off on account of a
sprain in his leg. The sprain bhaving
missed fire, 50 to speak, Bunter desired
to bo let off because he wanted to swot

from Billy

he!” cama

at Latin that aftermoon. The idea of
Bunter swotting made the whole
chenging-room roar; and the answer
was still in the negative. Bunter had

to give it up. As he was nol getting
off iimself, ne was naturally indigonant
at any other fellow trying to get off.

“T say, you fellows, what a }mmlslr
slacker I said DBunter. “Trying to
dodge his first games practicet”

“I'm not slacking, you fnt.ridint!“
gaid Carboy. *““I've got an appointment.
Look here, Wharton—* )

“Chuck it " answered the captain of
the Remove.

Cerboy set his lips. :

f*dl suppose I can ask Wingate?” he
said. :

Wharton laughed shortly.

“ Ask him if you like. If he lets you
off I shall be %Iad to zeo the last of you
for the day, But it's not likely."”

*1 suppose not; but you, can streteh o

point i you cheose,” sald Carboy
angrily. “If you like I'll explain how
I'm fixed—"
"1 don't want to hear. TYour affairs
don’t interest me. You'll turn up to
games practice at three, or I shall re-
port you to the head of the games,
the same a3 I should any other slacker
or frowster.”

With that Wharton walked away, and
the subject should have been dropped.
But Carboy was angry now.

“Well, report—and be blowed!™ Fa
shouted after tho captain of the Re.
move. I won't come down to games
practice to-day, and I jolly well will
to Courtficld—and you ean put that in
your pipe and smoke it!* :

Wharton did not turn his head, or
Etra any other sign that he had heard
rboy’s words. Dut all the fellows
Lknew that ha had heard and taken note
of Carboy's defiance,
“ Better change, old chap I* murmured

Bob Cherry.

“I'm not going to change, as I'm not
going to play footer|" suaipp&d Carbay,

“The betterfulness would be terrific,
my estecmed Carboy,” said Hurree
Jamset Rem Singh. “You are bound
to turn upfully on Little Bide.”

“Well, I shan't be there "

“Gammon |" grunted Johnny Bull,
and he walked out of the changing-
room, which most of the fellows were
leaving now.

“Rubbish!” szaid Bob Cherry.
“Think it over again, kid. Three or
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four fellows wanted to be let off to-day,
oI OuO elcuse Or akotior; you can’t ex-
pu:‘.-t.?lu ba treated ditferently from the
ezt

“I won't go to games practice,”
answered Carboy. “1'm not going to
be dictated to Ly a little tin god on
wiweels [ .

**Hear, hear!” said Skinner cordially,
“More power to your jolly old elbow,
old bean ™

*Wish you luck !” said Snoop,

"I say, you fellows, if Car
Eoing to games practice, 1 Eultﬁ well
am't going!” exclaimed Billy Bunter
warmly. *“I've got a sprain in m
inside—I mean & pain in my leg—
mean

* Carboy wil get six from Wingate !
said Frank Nugent. “If you want the
same you'd better follow his example.”

Bunter decided not to follow Carboy's
example, Apparently he did not want
six from an ashplant, And Skinner and
Snoop, though they wished Carboy
luck in his contention with the captain
of the Remove, were careful not to
follow his example, either. Two or
three better-natured fellows paused to
ive Carboy s word of good advice
efore they went, and their counsel was
all to the same effect—that he bhad
better line up with the rest. But Car.
boy did not change for footer; and
when the other fellows wera gone he
left the changing-room and went up
slowly to the Hemove passape. :

Without exactly intending it, he

y ain't

found himself committed now to a

tusele with the captain of his Form.
Carboy’s appointment in Courtfield,
whatever i% was, scemed important to
him, but that was not his only reasen
for adhering to the position he had
taken wp. He had said loudly and
angrily, before a crowd of fellows in
the changing-roow, that he would not
go down to games practice, To eat his
own words within a fow minutes, and
turn vp cbediently there, was too dis.
agreeable a pill for him to swallow.
Six from a prefect for slacking at gamies
would not be pleasant—especially * as
Carboy was by no means a slacker, and
digliked very much the idea of being
reputed one. But he was not going to
%:ra in; he had made up hiz mind to
that. He was very thonghtful ez he
went to hizs study and picked up the
finished exercise which was to be taken
to Mr. Quelch.

With the execrcise in his hand, le
went down {o Masters passage and
tapped at. the Remove master’s door.

As he opencd it he heard Mr.

ueleh's voico speaking &t the tele-
phone. He paused in the doorway, un-
certain whether to retire or not

“But the delivery of the watch was
promised for to-day!” Mr. Quelch was
SAYINE in & very cross tone of voico.

The reply was inaudible to Carboy.

“I1 am aware that to-day is carly-
closing in Conrtheld,” went on Mr.
Quelch. “That, however, does not
affect the matter. It i3 most annoving;
I need the watch, Possibly I can find
someons to send.™

He replaced the receiver, turned from
the telephone, and became aware that
Christopher Clarence Carboy was stand-
Lng din the deorway with a paper in his

and.
, Ha frowned at Carboy. The new
junior had irritated him that morning,
and he was still more irritated by the
failure of the Courtficld watchmaker to
deliver the timepiece that had been sent
for repair. The latter, assuredly, was
not Carboy’s fault, but it made Mr.
Quelch's frown darker as he regarded
the new fellow.

“What is it, Carboy " he snapped,

“My e¢xercise, sir,” said Carboy
neckly,

“Indeed! Have you finished it so
soont”

“ Yes, air.”

“Very good, if it is satisfactory,” said
Mr. Quelch. “If not wvou will write
another exercise, Carboy.”

-1 hopu it will be satisfactory, sir,”

Mr. Quelch took the exercise and
looked at it. His frowning brow cleared
very considerably. Carboy had done his
work quickly and done it well. Ho
seemed in a short time to have assimi-
lated a good deal of knowledge of
dﬂp%fnt verbs,

“This is very good, Cerbov " he sai

“Thank nu,fsﬁu” T s,

" Your absurd reply in the Form-room
this morning wes perhops & slip of the
tongue,” sald Mr. Quelch, %uif.a' benig-

nantly. “I am pleased with this, Car-
boy.  ¥You may go, my boy; and I
trust you will enjoy the remainder of
your half-holiday.”

[ 4]

: ank you, sir,” said Carboy, “ But
if uu‘flam, Bl ——"

¥ w 1?!!

“I'm sorry I couldn’t help hearing
what I,r,--:-l.-l were saying an tho telephone,
sir, mention it because, if you wish
to send someone down to Courtfleld, I
ehould be willing to go, sir.”

" Well, well, that is very obliging and
iimughtfut of you, Carboy," said Mr.
Quelch, his face quite clear now.

“There is always some little diffeulty in
taking & servant away from his dufies;
but I should not have cared to ask one
of my boys to give up his half-holiday.
Eut smee you make the offer, my
DY —-e

Carboy's eyes glimmered,

“I should be very bhappy, sir, if I
could be of any use.”

Y Very good, Carboy. I left my watch
with Goodge, in the High Btreet, and it
should have been delivered here to-day.
It is ready; but Mr, Goodge has just
explained that, as it is early closing, he
has 1o one available to send with 1t. 1
will give you a note to Mr. Goodge, and
};nu will knock at the side door, and ask

or the watch."

“ Certainly, sir,”

_ Mr. Queleh wrote a brief note, scaled
it. and handed it to tho new junior.

“1 am very much obliged, Carboy,”
he said graciously.

“Not at all, sr.”

Carboy Hﬁﬁp‘%ﬂd out of the study. The
noext moment he stepped in again.

“Oh, sir, perhaps I ought to mention
that there's games practice this after-
noon. I don't mind missing it at all;
hut a8 I'm pnew here, I—I thought I'd
better ask you, sir, if I'm allowe H

*Oh, ?uit-el” said Mr. Quelch. * You
will explain to Wingate, if he questions
you, that I gave you leave; and, if
necessary, refer him to me.™

“Thank you, eir.”

Christopher Clarence Carboy left the
study. His eyes were twinkling as he
walked down the pa ;

When he went out into the quad Billy
Buntoer spotted him. Bunter's progress
towards Little Side was slow--as slow
83 he could moke it. A tortoise wounld
have seemned quite a hurried, breathless
sort of creature in comparison with
Bunter at such timen.

“l say, Carboy, vou
changed " squeaked Bunter.

Carboy grinned,

“I'm going out,” he explained.

“Gammon! You're coming down to
games practice. Wharton will be jolly
vaxy if you don't.”

“Let him wax!” g
. #Shall I tell him youw'ro not coming 7%
jeerod Bunter.

“ Please do.™

“Gammon |’

haven't
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** I've jusi seen Carboy, Wingate,”” said Harry Wharion abmptg.
practice. Now he’s got away with it, feliows will do exactly as they

on’t 1"

Carboy laughed, and walked away to
the gates, Buxter’s big spectacles were
ﬁ‘mf on him till he disappeared. Then
the Owl of the Remove had to realise
that it was oot “gammon.” ]

Billy Bunter rolled away to Little

your duty, 1

Bide.  He was quicker now in his
motions. He had news to impart,
Footer was going on when DBunter

arrived on the Lower Fourth ground.

“You fab_slacker, get a move onl’
ealled out Harry Wharton.

*]1 say, Wharton, Carboy sin't com-
ing 1" mqueaked Bunter. “Ie told me
to tell you he wasn't coming.”

Wharton made no reply, and did not
geem to hear. But his eyes glinted.

*“1 say, you fellows, that new chap
means it,” said Bunter. " He's goneo
out of gates, He said he would po to
U-::uﬂﬁcﬁd, and he's gone.”

And Bunter evidently was right, for
gameca practice proceeded on Little Side,
without Carboy coming on the scene
Skinner and Bnoop grinned at one
another. Any fellow who proved a
thorn in the side of the captain of the
Torm was sure of Skinner & Co.’s sym:
pathy and support—active sympathy and
passive support, for Skinner & Co. did
not ‘ike toking risks themselves.

Wharton made no remark whatever
on the matter. When games practice
was over, he rcported the absentes to
tlte head of the games, ss in duty
lound ; and, so far as he was concerned,
the matter ended. It was not, however,
ended yet, by any means, as the Remove
fellows were to discover.

Mcanwhile, Carboy had called for Mer.

N

e l‘ﬂln
:!l H

Wingate gazed at the junlor captain speechlessly.

Queleh's wafch at the jeweller's in
Courtficld High Street; and, having
faithfully execcuted that ¢ommission, he
strolled to the bunshop to keop his some-
what mysterious appointment there, It
was past tea-time when Christopher
lfi:lrafrenca Carboy came back to Grey-
riars.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Not a Licking !

UBL of the Third came up the

comove passage with a scowl.

He stared inte Study No. 1
and grunted:

“Aan named Carboy heret”

Wharton and Nugent were finishin
tea in the study. vo “man " name
Carboy was present.

“Well, where 15 he " demanded Tubb
resentfully, after & look round. * Win-
pute wants him, and he's had the cheek
to send me for im, I'm nol standing
the cheek of these Bixth Form men
much longer.”

Whereat the two BRemovites smiled.
(George Tubb of the Third Yorm, no
doubt found some sclace in that iﬂft‘-j"
declaration, but there was still less
tloubt that he would never venture to
moke it in the presenco of a Sixth-
Former. Such remarks were purely for
personal consumption.

“I think he went out of gates,” said
Nugent.

Snort from Tubhb.

“If ho's out of gates, how the jolly
old dickens am I going to find him and

“ And he says that he was let off afier cuiting games
ke, You've lot me down—and if you call that doing

{See Chapter 10.)

gend him to the prefects’ reom?™ he
demanded,

“Ask me another!”

“0h, blow you Remove kids!" sgaid
Tubb. * Lot of slackers, dodging gamoes
practice and frowsting about, an Eiving
a man a lot of trouble.”

And the Third Form man, who was so
annoyed by the delingquencies of the
Foemove went his way, looking for
Christopher Clarence Carboy. Wharton
and Nugent went on with their tea.
without making a remark on the sub.
1ect., Tubb's errand indicnted that the
Head of the Games was sending for
Carboy te take “six " for cutting games
practice, as was naturally to be

ex-
pected. Nugent, who was all good.
nature, had a faint feeling that
Wharton might have gone a litile

easior with a new kid; and Wharton,
having some perception of that fecling
on Nugent's part, resented 1t to the
extent af falling into a morosa silence.

Tubb of the Third, with increasing
wrath, sought for Carboy. He askec
Bolsover major and Skinner for news of
him, and, when they could give him
none, announced that he was jolly well
going to tell Wingate to do his own
}%lﬁ]mg grrands in the future. Whereat
Skinner chuckled, and Dolsover major
langhed, and offered to come along to
the prefects’ room with Tubb to bear
him tell Wingata so. Tubb, declining
this offer, went on his way fuming.

Luckily, he found Carboy in the guad
g few minutes later. Really, it was

(Continued on page 18)
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(Continued from page 13.)

fortunate, for all Tubb's important
cccupations—whatever they may have
heen—wera being put off on account of
this new fellow. He beore down on
t'arboy with a black frown. :

“Look here, you new mug,”’ he said,
“you'ro wanted in the prefects’ room for
» thrashing, and ¥ hope it will be o jolly
iff one. Go in at once, and be blowed
ip youl"

Having thus delivercd the head-pre-
foct's message, Tubb marched indig-
nantly off, possibly leaving the new
fellow with a pleasing impression of
Third Form masnners, but more pro-
bably not. .

Carbaoy -strolled into the House. Billy
Vunter %reuted him with a fat cachiona-
ron a3 he came i, 3

“You're for it," he said.

“How do you make that out?" asked
Cathoy.

“ Hasn't Tubb told you you've got to
co-to Wingate 1" )

“Yes. What about it7"

“That means aix.”

Carboy shook his head. s g

“Oh, I dare say I can hx it with
Wingate,” he said carelessly. “I rather
think it won't be a licking.” .

“ My hat! Wharton will be waxy if
il isn't,” said Bunter.

“At the risk of making Wharten
waxy, 1 think I shall get off the lick-
ing,” grioned Carboy. “Come and
wateh.” .

“What-ho!" =aid Bunter. ;

And ho rolled along to the prefects
room with Carboy. The new fellow went
in alone, Bunter waiting, at the door-
way. Lower boys were not allowed to
enter that sacred apartment, wunloss
epecially sent for. Not that any Lower
hoys ever wantcd to enter 1f; the
prefects’ room was a-room indissolubly
associated with the oflicial ashplant, in
Lower boys' minds, TFrom the door
however, Bunter had & [ull view o
what passed. L

He watched with the. keenest interest.

The new fellow had eut games
nractice, and was booked, by all the
laws and customs of the schﬂ-ql, for a
licking. If he got off the licking, un-
doubtedly it would be a sore point with
Wharton, who would feel that he was
not being upheld by the Flead of the
Games. Certainly it was useless for him
to count heads on Little Side and repork
absentees, if the absentees were not &
penny the worse for ik. No licking, in
fact, meant either carelessness or
favouritismm. If Carboy got off, Bunter
was eager to carry the news to the
Remove—especially to Harry Wharton.
It would make the beast sit up, as &
jist punishment for not haviue let
lanter off games practice,

Bunter watched eagerly through his
big spectacles. Wingate was seated by
the window at the end of the room,
talking to his chum, Gwynne of tho
Sixth Form. A= Carboy presented him.
self, Wingate glanced at him, reached
out for his ashplant, and motioned the
junior to bend over. -It was going to be
a licking.

Tur Masser Lisgary.—Na. 1,079,
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Then Carboy, instead of bending over,
said something to the Greyfriars
captain which Bunter was too far away
ta hear.

Wingate listened to him, nodded, and
lzid down the cane,

Carboy walked out of the prefects
room, unlicked.

“My hat!"” pasped Bunter, :

The new fellow had made good his
boast., Bunter was & witness that he had
not been licked ; it did not occur to his
fat brain that Carboy had brought him
along especially 23 a witness and &
bearer of news to the Remove.

"I say, Carboy, how did you de it?"
he gasped, as the new junior rejeined
him in the passage,

“I explained that I had to go fo
Courtfielid.™

“DBur Wingate wouldn't let wyou off
for that ! argued Bunter. *1f a fellow
wna let off games practice for that, half
the Remove wonld find that they had to
go to Cousfield on compulsory days.”

Carboy laughed.

“YWell, he did!" he answered.

And, having no further use for
Williamm (Gegrpe Bunter, Carboy ascel-
crated, and William George was left on
his owin.

Dunlor procecded to the Remove
passage. te was full of news now,
news that would surprise the Remove,
and irritate at least one member of that
Form.

“I say, you fellows! Carboy's not
licked ! exclaimed Bunter to half a
dozen Removites in  the passage.

“Gammon!” said Peter Todd.

“I went with him, and saw it!”
said Bunter. “'Tain't fair play, you
know—-letting ona fellow off. I'd have
cut games practico, too, M Wingate
would have let me off, 8o would you,
Skinner.”

“Right on the nail ! agreed Skinner.
“1 would ™

“Same here ! said Snoop.

Buntor rolled. into Study Ne. 1,
Wharton and Nugent wero about to
leave when he arrived. Carboy had just
come in. Wharton had fallen into the
way of late of leaving the study when
Carboy cntered it, and Frank, though
he felt rather uncomfortable, Ilﬂ.tut‘&ﬁj
went” with his friend. Buot William
E{l:'uearge Bunter barged into them &t the

oor.

“1 say, you fellows, fancy Wingate
letting Carboy off a licking !” he ex-
claimed. “I call it favouritism. Look
here, Wharton, you can jolly well let
me off next Saturday—if Wingate ain't
going to lick a nha.]in for it, I'm going to
chance it, anyway !

Wharton looked dt him, and his face
Auzhed red. It was a matter of duty
and routine for the captain of a Form
fo report abscntees from gomes
practice an compulsory days. It was
not & pleazant duty, and certainly
Wharton, in most cases, was nob at all
anxions to hear that the delinquent had
Leen licked. But this was not an ordin-
ary case. Carboy had deliberately defied
him in the changing-room before a
crowd of fellows, .and- if the Head of
the Games had not backed him up, as in
duty bound, it was a blow both to
Wharton's pride and to his prestige.
arboy was licked or not, he
did not eare a straw, but he did care
vory seriously whether his caplainey was
turned into ridicule.

He wasted no time on Banter, but
furned round and fized his eyes on
Carboy.

“Is that true, Carboy?” he asked.

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“8hut up, DBunter! Is
Carboy "

_ “Wingate’a let him off 1

it true,

*'1s what true?” drawled Carboy.

“That you haven’t been given six for
cutting gawmes practicei"

[ 1] I.Ill.tE. Hd |

Wharton controlled his temper. He
was surprised himself biy tﬁa detp,
E&Hmu;ta anger that waolled up in his

reast, "and he would not give it rein.

From the Remove passage
Skinner's sarcastic voice. .
. “"Rather a facer for his High Might-
iness, what ™

And a laugh followed.

harton gave Carboy a long lcok,
meeting only a cheery smile in reply.
Then he left the study without mnother
word. Nugent followed him quickly.
The expression on Harry's face rather
alarmicd him. Half a dozen fellows put
their heads into the study, to lock
curiously at Carbay.

“What whopprr did vou tell Wingate
to get let off I asked Snoop.

_ " None, old bean! Whoppers aren't
in my line=1 leave them to you, ==
they're in yours,” answercd Carboy.

“Thon what did you tell Wingate?"
asked Skinner.

. ";..;I:_[ told him I had to go to Court-

'E .il

“You told Wharton that in the
changing-room, and it didn’t wash.
Mean to say it weas good enough for
Wingate *"

“Looks like it, doesn’t it?" yawned
Carboy.

“Myv hat! Wharton will be wild,".
said Bolsover major,

"Ie's got jolly good reason to be
wild, if Carboy’s telling the truth!™
exclaimed Johnny Bull. * Wingate's let
him dewn—and if I were Wharton, I'd
never report ancther chap for cutting
gemes practice, after this™

“What & happy life that would be for
the Remove !I” chuckled Skinner. *Only
Wingate would soon barge him out of
the captainey of the Form. Perhaps
that's what he wants. He must have a
down on Wharton to treat him like
this! Beloved 'earcrs, we may ba gumg
to witness the fall of the mighty—an
there will be a lot of dry eyes in the
Remove if it happens.”

And  S8kinner, et least, rejoiced.
Obviously, there was trouble brewing,
and when ftrouble brewed—ior others—
the amiable Bkinner found life really
worth living.

came

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Not Niece for Wharton !

ARRY WHARTON'S face wab
H white with anger as he went
down the
Nugent,

Eemove staircase.
at his gide, was
looking, nnd feeling, extremely uneasy.
From the stairs, “’%ﬂrtﬂﬂ turned in the
direction of the prefects’ room, and
as toon as Frank realised his destina-
tion, he laid a detaining bhand on his
chum's arm.

“You're hot to  Wingate,
Harry 1

-I-II &mjlﬂ

“He must have hed some reason—"

“lla ecan tell mo tha reason, then.™

“0Old chap, you can't call the captain
of the school to account. Leave it till
you've thought it over.”

“1'tin going to him now.¥

“Hold on!” cxcleimed Nugent
anxiously. “Think how 1t will leok, old
chap. Everybody knows you dislike
Carboy—and it will leok as if you're
keen to get hun o prefect’s licking-—%

“I don't care how it looks! I know
I'm not going to carry out & single
order from Wingate after this if he has
really let me down!"™

“That means giving up the captainey
of tire Rewopve 1™

going
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“I wouldn’t" keep it another hour on
these torms!” eaid Wharton passion-
ately. “'If any cad can defy the Form
captein, and be backed up in doing it
by the Head of the Games no_self-
respeeting fellow would captain a Form,
If Wingate doesn't explain, I'm going
to resign at once!™

“I wizsh you wonld think it over firsk

—there may be a lot of reasons——"

“ Rubbish !

_ And, breaking from Nugent's detain-
ing_hand, Wharton hurried on to the
prefects’. room, leaving Frank feeling
uniterly dizmayed.

Wingate of the Sixth gave Wharton
& nod as he entered the apartment
sacred to the SBixth. He supposed that
the captain of the Remove had come
sbout some majter connected with the
Lower games, as he often had to de.
But he gave him & second, and rather
curious glance, as he noted the express-
ion on his face. Lower boys wera
expected to approach the captain of the
echool, if not exacily with fear and
trembling, at least with o good deal of
reapect. Wharton came in as if he were
a8 prefect himself, and was evidently
angry—a frame of mind which, in a
juntor, was utterly out of place in the
prefects’ room. Wharton, certainly, did
not intend to offend, but he was too
angry to reflect,

“I'vo just seen Carboy, Wingate,” he
said abruptly. d ’

“Well 1 said the c:‘tjpl;ain of Grey-
friars curtly, He liked neither Whar-
ton’s tone nor his manner.

“He says he was let off, after cutting
gamos practice,”

“That’a ‘so0.*

Wharton breathed hard.

“Well, I'm only asking for informa.
tion,” he =aid, But will you tell me
what usa it is reporting absentees if
th‘ii:‘g:m let off 1

ingate looked grim.

“Have you come here to instruct the
captain of the school how to carry out
his duties?” he asked.

“You haven't carried out your duty.”

“What?"” roared Wingate.

“Don't I speak plainly?” said Whar-
ton. Every senior in the room was
staring at him blankly. No junior had
ever been heard to speak to the captain
of the school like that before. ~ But
Wharton was intensely anpgry, and
utterly reckless. He went on: *Car-
boy told me hbefore all the changing-
room that he refused to come down to
games practice, and he kept his word.
He's got away with it. After this, the
fellows will do exactly as they like, and
I shall never make o single report
agoin. You've let me dowh, and if you
call that doing your duty, I den't.”

Wingate gazed at him speecchlessiy.

He reached out for his ashplant, but
let it po again.

“Lot’s have this clear,” he =aid.
“¥ou say you've seen Carboy 1

; %ﬂs'u 1d I

“Ha's told you, I suppose, that he had
to go down to Courtheld for Mr.
Quelch*

Wharton started,

“For Quelch 17

“Hos told thing of tl :

¢'s fold me nothing of the sort.
This 1s the first I've heard of it, and I
don't believe it.,”

“He should have told you. Anvhow,
he told me, and as he was on & message
for Queleh, of course he was let off.”

“Oh 1™ gasped Wharton.

“And you've come hera to call the
captain of the school over the coals, it
peems " said Wingate,

Wharton flushed erimson,

*You cpuldn’t take it for granted that
I had a good, reason for letting the kid
off, even if he didn’t tell you "

Wharton could not speak. He was
overwholmed with confusion. His anper
had led him astray—mot for the first
tima in his school career.

“Well 1" snapped Wingate.

“I—I—I'm sorry ™ rton got out
the words with an effort. “I—I never
guessed that the fellow had taken you
i, of course. thought—he let me
think—" The unfortunate junior

sped. I apologise, Wingate. I
might have known—"

“I think you might,"” said Wingate.

“I've taken the kid's word that he was
on a message for Queleh; but if you
think he was lying, I shall of course
leok into the matter. It's odd that he
never told you.”
_ “Oh, it's some more of his leg-pull-
ing,” said Wharlon bilterly. " He
wanted me to come here and make a
fool of myself—it's his idea of & joke.
I dare say he wangled some message
for Queleh to let himself out.”

“He referred me to Quelch,” said
Wingate. "I should “i he was a fellow
whose word could be taken. But I shall
lock into it. - Wait here.”

Wingate left the prefects’ room and
went to the Remove master’s study.
Wharton waited with burning cheeks.
His outburst in that room, before six or
seven seniors, was an unheard-off hap-
pening, and he knew now that he was
in the wrdng, end that Wingate was
dealing with him wery Lkindly and
patiently. A less kind and patient pre-
fect would have piven him six for hia
cheek, and bundled him neck and erop
out of the room. .

Wingato came back in a few minutes,

Coming to Blows !

iE EVVER get left1"

Fisher T. Fish asked Harry
Wharton that guestion, later in
the day, when he passed him in

the quad.

Fizshy was grinning.

Wharton passed on without replying.
He was puwar!uﬂg: inclined to take
Fisher T. Fish iz skiony néck and
knock his Transatlantic head against the
trunk of an elm. But it was rather
futile to bang Fishy's head for grinning
when all the Remove were grinning. Ho
couldn't beng =ll the heads in the
Remove. :

" Thus are the mighty fallen 1 sighed

Skinner, when Wharton cams within
hpnr;n of his woice. And Bnoop
EIE. .

“I say, Wharion, you've been u goat,
and no mistake !” Haszcldene remarked,
when ha met the captain of the Remove.

“I] hear that you went to reg
Wingate—-="

* Mind your own bysiness [*

Hazel stared, He had been speaking
as the kind officious friend who rubs a
thing in from friendly motives. But
Wharton's rePl;jr roused Harel’s ire.

“Well, you've made a thum inﬁ' faol
of yourself I he snapped tartly. "The
whole Form's ecackhng over
think—->"

Wharton did not waif to hear what
Hazeol thought. He turned his back on
him and went into the House,

There was a langh when he cams into
the Rag. All the fellows knew the slory
by this time—that Cerboy had pulled
Wharton's leg once more to such en
extent thet the Form captain had kaeked

(Continued on next page.)

“T've asked
Quelch,” he said.
“It's quite gorrect.
Carboy fetched =a
watch for him that
waa left in Court-
field to be repairad.
Quelch excused him
from games practice
for the purpose.
He's told me so.
Anything more to
complain of ¥

“ Mo !¥ stammeéred
Wharton, enly
anxious 1o escape
from the room and
from the staring,
emused eyes of the
seniors there.

“Very welll
Next time you're
not satizsfied with
the captain of the
school, loet me
advise you to think
twice before you

speak  onece,” said
Wingate, with a
laugh. *You'rs a

good kid, Wharton
and I think a lot of
you; but you can’t
come hera and rag |,
the head of the
games, you know.”

“I'm sorryl®
stammered Whar-
ton.

“That's all right.
Cat ¥
The ecaptain of
the Remove was
only too pglad to
out,
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ap & row in a prefects’ room. Carboy
had not, after all, defied authority by
cutting games practice. He had leave
irom his Form master—a circumstance
that he had earefully kept dark uniil
Wharton had made a fool of himseli.
After which he kept it dark no longer,
doubtlezs from a8 kind desire to add to
the gaiety of existence in the Remove.
Certainly the fellows laughed over 1k,
loud and long.

It was a jest in the Remove, but to
Harry Wharton it was as gall and
wormwood, Twice Carboy had made
hima look a fool before all the Remove;
and the second time, at least, Wharton
could not fail to realize that his own
hasty and passionate temper had helped.
He was quite well aware, on reflection,
that he ought to have taken it [for
granted that the captain of Greylrwars
had good grounds for whatever decision
ha might make. Uuluckily, reflection
came too late, as it 50 often doea.

His cheeks burned when he recalled
the scene in the prefects’ room. He
could almeost have wished that Wingate
had indeed treated him unjustly, as he
had supposed ; he would rather have felt
angry than foolish. The laugh that
greeted his entrance into the Rag made
his eyes glint. The fellows were lau?h-
ing over the joke—and it might last for
days., Hia feelings towards OCarboy
were bitter now. Wharton had had
trouble with more than one fellow since
he had been at Greyfriars School, but he
had never disliked any fellow so deeply
as ho dizliked the japer of the Form.
Even in the days when the Bounder had
been his encmy, he had never felt such a
keen and savage dislike. It added to
his discomfort, too, to realise that he
disliked a fellow so much, who was after
all enly a reckless and inconsiderate
practical joker. _

“Y say, you fellows,” squeaked Billy
Bunter, “here he izl I say, Wharton,
ﬂid ;Wingata give vou six for cheeking

im "

Wherton Ieft the Rag again. The
company there, at the present time, was
not attractive to him.

Hea went up to his study.

Carboy was there.

Wharton did not see him till he had
entered, or he would not have entered
tha room, ©Christopher Clarence Car-
boy was scated on the locker under the
window and ha had =a letter in his
hand, which he was reading with an
cxpreszion of unusual thoughtfulness.
There was & pucker in hia brow as if
something in the letter worried him,

But he ?-:u:-l:ed up a3 Wharton came in,
and grinned. robably he did not
mmean any special offence. The black
look on Wharton's face had made other
fellows grin.

But Wharton, who was turning to
leave tho study. turned back as he
caught that-grin, Tt was thg Iast straw.
Wharton had resolved not to quarrel
with the follow being quite well aware
that & fght on the subjcct would only
make him look more ridiculous. But
his sorely-tried temper was at boiling-
point already, and Carboy grinnad at
an unfortungte moment. The captain
of the Remove strode across the study
to him,

“You've made me lock & precious
fool with your trickery,” he zaid, be-
tween his teeth,

“¥You've made yourself look a fool,
you mean,” answered Carboy. *1I
never asked you te buit into trirm pre-
rects’ room and rag Wingate, did I?
I noever thought vou would be such a
Tot-headed ass.”™

“You wangled that' business 1n Court-
field for Quelech thias afterncon.”

Tee Magwer Lisgary.—No. 1,079.

“0Of course. Quelch fell to it like a
nice little man,” wvawned Carboy. “I'd
have told you, enly—" ] "

“Only you preferred a rotten jape.

“Well, ves,"” admitted Carboy. * You
really ask for it, you know. You carry
your head so 'nii;r high; it's & tempta-
tion for a fellow to give you a [all
You might have let me off this after-

100, ou could have done it if you'd
liked. And I told you 1 had &n
appointment. You took the high hand,

and if you got vour leg pulled in re-
turn, vou've only got yourself to thank
sm-gzpe ¥V

“You And it amusing, I supposel”

“Qh, quite ! .

“Well, I'm no match for {nu in leg-
pulling, but I can lick a fellow who
Eoea out of his way to bother me.

ut up your hands, you rotter!”

“My dear chap, I'm not going to
fight wou,"” said Curboy. What the
thump is there to fight about?”

“It's rather too late to think of that,
You got off a licking from Wingate by
a trick. I'm going to give you one.
You can cither put up your hands, or
take six from a fives batl”

Carboy laughed. _

“ Hoity-toity | he said. “Have they
made vou captain of the school by any
chance? QOr Headmaster? Or great
Panjandrum 7"

Smack ! ;

Wharton ¢ open hand coming across
Carboy's cheek with a crack like a
pistol-shot interrupted him.

“Is that enough for you, you cad?”
snapped the captain of the Remove.

Carboy's eyes blazed as he leaped to
his feet.

“Quite I he answered. .

The fiext moment they were fighting.

“I say, you fellows!” Tt was Billy
Bunter's squéank on the Hemove stair-
case. I say, vou fellows, they're go-
ing it in No. 1. Wharton and the new
chap serapping like billy-oh!”

Most of the Remove were downstairs
after tea, but in & wery short space of
time there wos a crowd outside Neo. 1
Study. Most of the fellows had, in
fact, expected that there would be =
fight sooner or later between the japer
nf the Remove and the Form caplain,
It had come sooner instead of later,
that was all. And it was nob & scuffle
such as had occurred in the study & fow
days before. It was a fierce fight, and
in grim earnest.

“Hallo! Halle! Halle!” shouted
Dob Cherry. “What about the gloves,
you men ¥V

MNeither of the combatants heeded
‘him. They- were fighting with bare
kpuckles, which was considered bad
form at Greyiriars, But both were too
angry and excited to brook interfer-
enca. There were no gloves, neither
waore there any rounds. It was s fight
giute out of keeping with all the
traditions of the Remove. Buf it was,
as all the [ellows azrced, a serap worth
watching.

Harry Whearton, good ﬁghting man
as he was, scemad to have hia hands full
with Christopher Clarenco Carboy.

The new fellow evidently was not
mercly a practical joker and nothin
more. He was str-:'-n%, he was & goo
boxer, and he was able to astand pun-
ishment. He waa petting punishment
now thut would have made many =
fellow weaken, and he was standing up
to it gnme!é_

FPossibly Carboy's peculiar mannera
and customs had landed him in troubla
at his previous school, and made it
necessary for him te study the manly
art of sclf-defence.. At gll events, it
w3 clear that he had been in a2 good

many scraps in his time, and knew how
to handle one.

Ho was not }I'.lerhnpa a match for
Wharton—few fellows in the Remove
were. Bub he wes giving the captain
of the Remove plenty to do. And if
he was beaten it was likely that Whar-
ton’s victory would be a Pyrrhic one—
not much better than s defeat. In a
ringed space with plenty of room to
move, no doubt Wharton would have
asserted his superiority more eastly;
but in the study the element of chance
entered. Wharton stumbled over a
hassock, and a crash caught him on the
jaw a3 he stumbled, and he ‘went

headlong.
*“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“Man down!” said Ogilvy.

“Down and out!” said Skinner, his
eves gleaming, “0Oh, my hat! Fancy
Wharton knocked out by & new kid!™

“Shut up, you worm ! growled Bob.

“He would be counted out if they had
a referee,” =aid Skinner. “"Heo's as
good as licked.”

The words reached Wharton as he
lay dazed and breathless. Hao gerambled
to his feet, and closed in on Carboy,
and the fight was instantly resumed,
hotter than ever.

—— .

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Makes a Discovery !

RASH!
@ Carboy went sprawling on the
floor of No. 1 Study.

Thers was a gasp from the
crowd of juniors at the doorway az he
went.

Wharton's face was white and furious.
The mers thought of defeat at the
hands of the _Lapar of the Remove had
exasperated im beyond endurance,
1Ie had pressed the new fellow hard
and Carboy, good man as he was, had
found that his quality was not quite
up to that of the captain of the Remove,

e fought well, ard he fought hard:
but the knock-out blow came home, and
1t cama with all Wharion's strength be-
hind it.

Harry Wharton dmgped his hands,
and stoed panting as Carboy sprawled.
He knew that his enemy was knocked
out. And with that knowledge a great
deal of his moger passed, At that
moment he would have recalled the
whole thing if he could have done so.
And he wished that he had not come to
the study and found Carboy there. The
new [&if’uw sprawled helplessly on the
floor, gasping for breath, and blinking
dizzily. ob Cherry ecame into the
study and bent over him.

“Dring some water, somebody,” said
Dob, very quiectly.

ugent hurried with s tin bagin,

Harry Wharton leaned on the tahbls,
tryving to get back hiz breath. Carboy
was knocked out, but the vietor in that
ficree fight was very nearly spent. His
face was deeply marked, and he was
likely to bear the signs of tho fight for
several davs to come, at least. Cer-
tainly Carboy was still more deeply
marked, and {r}nked as if hiz eves would
blacken. More and more Wharton was
repontant of having lost his temper and
started the fight; but it was too late
to think of that now.

Bob batned the fallen junior’s face,
and Carboy was hifted wle a ehair.
e still seemed dazed. :

“My bhat! There'll ba & row about
this I remarked Skinner. "“Look at
his chivve I

Bkinner had been disappointed about
the result of the fight. Btill it was a
consolation to reflect that thero would
be a "row " sbout it



EVERY
SATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRIDE
TWOPENQE.

Mr. Quelch almost jumped ouf of his seat when he
eaught sight of the highly decorative countenances
0! Wharton and Carboy, and a frown corrugated his
“ Wharton —Carboy——"" he gasped in
What does
(Fee Chapter 13.)

brow.
astonishment, “ you'va been fighting !
it mean?*

“Rotten to piteh into & new Lid like
that,” remarked Snoop.

Wharton fushed crimson,

He looked round at the Removites.
Hoe noted now that no one had given
him a cheer or a congratulation.
Knocking out Carboy did not scem to
havo been a popular lfmcceding.- Cay-
boy was heaten; and he was hurt.
And the fellows remembered that he
was, after all, a new chap, and net a
bad chap in his way. And a fLHight
without gloves was against all the
traditiona of the school.

*“¥You fellows know that Carboy asked
for this,™ said Wharton, in & low

voice. “I never wanted any trouble
with him.”

“We all know that!” -said Nugent
Iovally.

But there was no reply from any
other fellow, and the juniors cleared
away from the door.

Carboy was on his feet now, leaning
heavily on Bobh Cherry's arm.

Bobh pileted him from the study.
Wharton's glance followed them,

Bob had said nﬂthing to him, and he
was helping Carboy. Certainly, Carboy
needed help, and Bob was the fellow to
aid friend or foe when he needed if.
But it gave Wharton a pang. Tho
thought that the fellows condemned hin
had specdily lLanished the feeling of
repentance for having lost his temper
with Carboy. He locked at Nugent, and
it secemed to him {ihat even Frank
avoided his eyes.

Wharton compressed his lips. Ile was
foeling very scverely himself the effects
of that fiecree fght, hut his chums, ap
parently, wero thinking of the other
fellow.

“Are vou Llaming me, too, Frank?™
I]E‘ .ELFI{F.T H

i —
e

“Well, no,” said Nugent. “The n:-J-mI[:-
was cnough to exasperate anybody.
wish you hadn’t gone for him like that,
though, without the gloves. Why
couldn’t you have had a serap fixed ug
in the nsual way, in the Rag or behin
the gym? It would have bLeen better.”

“1 suppose 1 lest my tempes.”

“TI suppose you did,” said Frank, with
a faint smile. “I wish you hadn't.,”

“Well, I wish I hadn't, if you como
to that,” said Wharton tartly. * But
thero's a limit; the fellow asked for it
over and over again,”

“T know, but-s—"

“But what "

“Oh, nothing.”

“Look here, Frank—"

“Come and bathe your face, old
chap,” interrupted Nugent. It wants
it, You'll have a prize chivvy, any-.
way-——""

“1 can do wilhout help,’”” =papped
Wharton, and he wont out of the study,

Nugent paused a moment or twe
before he followed him. Wharton went
to a bath-room to bathe his damaged
face, and when Nuogent arrived there
he found the door locked. Apparently
Wharton did not want any help from his
chum. _

“1 saxy, vou fellows—"

Billy Bunter blinked into Study No. 1.
Having blinked round the room, Bunter
discovered it was empty.

Bunter grinned as he surveyed tho
YOOI,

Most of the furniture had  beon
knocked over, books and papers strewed
iho fHoor, and the study presented a
rather remarkahle aspect. Had Mr.
GQueleh looked in just then he would
certainly have wanted an explanation,

Bunter was about to roll out again
when he eaught sight of a letier Iving

rrrrrrrr

on the floor, near the locker under the
window,

Naturally, ho picked it up. That pro-
cpu&ug was enunently natural in Wil-
liam George Bunter. Bunter’s interest
i other fellows' correspondence waa
decp and permanent, Ho was not
troubled Ly any scruples about reading
another fellow’s letter. Tt was & matter
of course, with the Owl of the Remorve,
o pick up the letter and read it.

* Dear Christopher,” it began.

Evidently, it belonged to Carboy. It
was, in faet, the letter that Carboy had
been reading when Wharton entered the
study, and which he had dropped when
thz trouble began, and quite forgotten
in tho excitement of the fight.

Billy Bunter's fat face became in-
tenscly interested as ho perused the
letter.  Probably it would have in-
interested other fellows in the Remove,
though there were few who would have
done as William George Dunter was
doing.

Billy Bunter read it through and
cjaculaoted ¢

“0Oh, erikey!”

Then he fixed his big spectacles on it
:-tm% read it throngh again [rom end to
ond.

“Oh, erikey ! repeated Punter. =1
wonder what the fellows would say if
they saw this. Ho, he, he [

The letter, written by Carboy’s [ather,
from home, ran:

“Dear Christopher,—I am glad ta
hear that you like yvour new school, I
hopo and trust that you have not for-
gotten my warning te Lo carefnl at
Greyfriars, If you should have to leave
(ireyfriars, as vou had io leave Old-
croft, your schoal career must bo re-
garded as definitely at an ond. T shall
be glad to receive the term’s report from
vonr Form master, in the hopo that it
will be a favourable one. If I have
doubts vou must blame yourself.

“I repeat. be carcful, Christopher.—
Your affectionato father,

“C. Carpoy.”

For o third time Wililam Georgo
Dunter read that letter through, ns if
he were trying to learn it by heart,

His fat face wore an expansive grin,

“%o that chap had to leave his last
school, eh?” murmured Bunter. ™1

Tue Macxer LiBriry.—No, 1.079,
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wonder what he did ! 1'l]l bet they never
let the Head know, The Beak wouldn's
have let him come to Greylriars if he'd
Lknown the fellow had been kicked out
of another school. He, he, hel”

There was a footstep in the Remove
passage.

Bunter hastily dropped the letter on
the Aoor and became busy in setting up
an overturned Ir. -

Carboy came rather hurriedly into the
study.

He glanced at Bunter, and then round
the room. Billy Bunter, who could

weza sasily enough that he had remem-

ered the letter and had returned for
it. grinned a fat grn. _

“Just setting your study to rights for
von, old chap,” be said. * You and
Wharton have fairly wrecked it.”

Carboy did not answer. He saw the

letter on the floor and almost pounced
u it. o
With obvious relicf he slipped 1t into
his pocket.
Bﬁnter rolled out of the study. Hoe
chuckled as he went down the Remove
passage. Sunter knew something now,
that nobody else in the Remove knew.
O course, ho was not going to give
away information he had gained by
reading @ private letter. He was not
going to show the follow up. Nothing
of the sort! Heo might tell one or two
fellows, in strict confdence—half-a-dozen
fellows—perhaps a dozen—all in confi-
dence.

Carboy, apparently, had a sceret. By
the time Billy Bunter had finished
telling fellows—in striet confidence—it
was nob likely to be & secrct much
longer.

e

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Crunch !

KINNER had sagely predicted that
S there would be a “row,” and

Skinner's prediction was fulfilled.

It was not till the following morn-
ing that Mr. Quelch had a view of the
highly decorative countenances of two
wmembers of his Form., They had shyly
avoided bis oye as long as possible. Dub
the Form master’s eye wa2 not to be
cluded for long, and when that eye fell
on two bruised and darkened faces an
Olympian frown mﬂﬁ?’ﬁteﬂi the brow
of Harry Samuel Quelch.

It was not uncommeon for & Remove
man to display signs of combat, and as
a rule Mr. Quelch turned a judiciously
blind eye to such symptoms. But black
cyes and swollen noses wera not to be

assed over, and both Wharton and Car-
ﬁny were called strictiy to account.

Mr. Queleh might have considered
that they had punished one another
mlﬂiciuntf' : but he did not 3o consider.
Botir tho juniors were severely lectured
before all the Form. Carboy was given
three cutz: on the hand with the cane—
which mado him wriggle. Wharton, aa
head boy of ithe Forin, who should have
known 'g::'tter, was made to bend over
and take six.” After which, Mr. Quelch

ave them the pleasing information that
1Eha were a disgrace to the Form, and
8 tg'isgra.m to iﬁm school, and ordered
them to remain within gates until their
faces wero, as he expressed it, fit to
he seen in publle. Which meant gating
for at least a weelk.

Carboy, with o black oye and a nose
that looked like an over-ripe tomaio,
did not scem to have lost his cheery
spirits.

On Sunday morning, when all the
fellows sported silk hats for church

arade, Bolsover major's eves dwelt
ongingly on the handsome topper that
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adorned the head of the new junior.
I3olsover major had not forgoften the
disaster to lns own topper on the ocea-
sion of the tea with tha Head, or the
vengeance he had vowed. On Sunday.
of coursze, smashing a fellow's topper
was out of the question. Even the bully
of the Remove would not have thought
of being guilty of such bad form. Dut
he cast & yearning cyo on the topper;
and Carboy contiived to keep guite near
Iimm, as if to tantalise him. Which
ghowed that a black eye and a swollen
nos¢ had had no effect on Carboy's
japing tendencies. '

plsover major was almost the .only
foilow in the Remove who fully and
heartily approved of the thrashing Car-
Loy had had in Study Ne. 1. He loudly
proclaimed his opinien that it was
exactly what he would have given the
fellow himself sooner or later, if Whar-
ton hadn't.

Support from Bol:over mujor was
rather o novelty to Wharton, and he did
not appreciate it in the least. The fact
that Bolsover maiﬁr approved made him
feel uncomfortably that he had been 1n
the wrong. Certainly it was not a
Elunsunt. position, to ba backed up only

¥ _the overbearing bully of the Form.

In Study Neo. 1 Wharton now mads it
& rule to 1gnore Carboy's presence abso-
lutely. So far as he could, be kept away
from the study when Carboy was there,
and when he could not aveid the new
follow's presonce he treated him exactly
as if he were not there. It made matters
rather uncomfortable for Frank Nugent,

who was a peaccable and good-natured ¥

fellow, and detested anything in  the
nature of a feud. DBetween a desire to
show ordinary civility to a fellow in his
stucty, and an unwillingness to offend his
own chum, Nugent found that he had te
tread a rather thorny path, and, like
Agag of eold, to walk dclienta]ﬁ.

After elass on Monday Billy Bunter
put an excited face and a pair of large
spectacies into the doorway of the Bag.

“I sav, you fellows!"” he squeaked.
“1 say, he's got it on.”

“Eh?* What!"

“"Who's got what on, fathead?” asked
the Bounder,
“Carboy !" gosped Bunter. *“He's gob
it on—in the quad."

“What?" roared Peter Todd.

“His hat!"

“You frumptious fathead, is there any-
thing new in o fellow having his hat on
in the quad?"”

“His Sunday shrieked
Bunter.

“Oh!”

There was o rush to the window of the
Rag., Bolsover major was present, and
ke was the first to reach the window.

Full in view there walked Christopher
Clarence Carboy. On his head gleamed
and shone a handsoma topper.

Obviously, it wos a Sunday topper.
Weck-dny toppers, as a rule; showed
signs of service. Sunday toppers were
always newly swept and garnished, as it
were, the progress of time a Sunday
topper became a week.day topper; but
while 1f remained a Sunday topper, used
only on specinl occasions, it was always
calm and bright The topper that
adorned Carboy’s head was without
speck or blemish. It reflected the rays
of the autumn sun like a mirfor. ¥t was
na handsome & topper as any in the
Lower School at Greylriars. And it was
obvions that Carboy was sporting it in
thoe gquad simply to ecatech the eve of
Baolsover mzjor. He ecould have had no
other reason for walking up and down
under the windows of the Rap in his
best topper on Monday afternoon,

Bolzover major glaved at him from the
window. It was his chanee at last—rags

topper "

r o a—

were barred on a SBunday, bui on s
Alonday there was no reason againsk
stnashing » fellow's hat. Carboy was
fuirly asking for it.

“I'mi cu thial” said Bolsover major;
and he rushed out of the Rag.

“Well, that cheeky ass is asking for
it,” remurked Vernon-Smith. “Ha
knows that Dolsover's after hia topper.”

And the juniors followed Baolsover
major to sce what would happen. There
was little doubt of what would happen
to the topper, at all events. Dolsover
major was a fellow of his word.

“Bet you he'll cut beforsa Bolsover
gets to him,"” =aid Skinner. ““He's only
leg-pulling again.™

But Skinner was svrong. Christophar
Clarence Carboy  was  stitl  scdately
parading before the windows of the Rag
whent Dolsover major rushed up to him,
with a dozen Removites at his heels.

“Got you at last!™ said Bolsover
A jor.

Carboy glanced av him.

“Yes; lere 1 am, if you want me,”
he snid innocenily.

“You bilfed my topper the other day
with a muddy footer. I had s lot of
trouble getting that topper clean again,™
sgaid Bolsover major. "1 dore say you
thought it was awfully funny.™

“Right on the wicket,” agreed Car-
hnslr:- hI d!d.”

I told you I'd smash your topper next
time I saw it on you.”

“I remember.™

“Well, that's what's geing to happen
now,”” grinned Bolsover mnjor. “If
ou've got any objections to make, Tl
jolly well ek you first, gee ¥V

Carboy laughed.

“T've done enough serapping to lnsi
me for some time,” he answared., “ But
I'd advise you not to smash this topper.
It’s a jolly good topper.”

“Bo was mine, and you didn't mind
biffing o muddy footer at if."

* But your topper got over it,"” argued
Carboy. “If dwu sinash a topper it's
never any good again.™

“That's vour look-out.”

Bolsover major clenched w» big fist,
jumped at Carboy, and smote. Right on
the crown of the topper landed his heavy
fist.

There was a horrid erunch.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Skinner,
“"That does it

There woas no doubt that it did it!
Never had a tuﬂpar been more com-
pletely smashed than that topper was by
that hefty smite. The hat, which apetned
a size too large for Carboy, went down
over his ears—the ¢rown was smashed
completely in. Bolsover major, not con-
tent to leave n deed half done, smote
again, There was another crunch.

“Here, hold on!™ gasped Cuarboy.

He extracted hia head from the
crunched topper. As he held it in his
hands, staring at it, Bolsover major
knocked it out of his grusf:. It fell to the
ground, and Bolsover planted a heavy
foot on 1t.

Crrunch!

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

The topper had already loocked like a
concertina. Now it looked like s limp
rag. All the king's horses and sll the
king's men could never have put that
topper together again.

*That's done it, I think!” chuckled
Bolsover major. ]

Carboy %EEE{E at the ruined hat,

* Looks like it,” ho agreed.

“Yeou don’t seem to mind,” said
Bolsover major, staring at him, puzzled.

“Why should I mind?"™ asked Carboy
cheerfully. *It wasn't my toppeor.'

“What?"

“You sce, I borrowed that topper,”
cxplained Carboy ealmly. *“I don’t sce
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why I should mind you szmashing it.
The fellow it belongs to may mind.”

“Oh erumbs!” ejaculated Skinner.

“ Mot your topper!” gasped Bolsover
maLjor.

*No."

"Whose was it, theni™

** Yours!”

Bolsover major jumped.

“*Minc ! he shrieked.

Carboy nodded cheorfully.

“My—my—my topper!™ said Bolsover
major dazedly, "You—you--you took
my topper out of the box and—and put 1%
on booause—because 1 was going to
smash your hat! You—you—you—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was o yvell of merriment from
the Removites. The expression on
Bolsover major's face was really ex-
cruciating.

“My® topper!” repeated Bolsover
major, gazing at the wreck., “My—my
hest  topper | Why, I—I—I—*"
Words fatled Bolsover major,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, you fellows, he's smashed his
own topper!” shricked Billy Bunter.
“His own bezt hat! He, he, he!”

“Ha, ha, hal™

Bolsover major picked up the wrecked
hat. He gazed at it with feelings too
deep for words. The juniors yelled,
Carboy—na doubt considering that some
other spot would be more healthy for
him in the circumsiances—walked away,

leaving Bolsover major still gazing with
a fascinafed goze at the smiashed hat,
and the other fellows yelling with
lavghter.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Be Careful, Christopher !

6 OTTEN 1#
R Carboy made that remark, as

he looked into the glass in
~ Btudy Mo. 1, and scanned the
reflcetion of his black eye,
Black eyes may be beautiful. Indeed,
thera was once & song that colebrated
the beauty of “Twe Lovely Black
Eyes!™ But much depends on the
variety of blackness. and how acquired.
Carboy's variety of black eve was not
beautiful. Tt was oxceoding’y unbeanti-
ful, Moreover. i+ had ceased to be quite
black, and was turning unwholetome
shades of blue and green.

Carboy surveyed it, and scowlod at it.
There was no doubt that it was an eye-
sore. His nose was beginning to settle
down, as it were, and look more like &
nose than a tomato. But his cye was
still & little painful. and it was unde-
niably disagreeab's to look at.

“ Rotten ! repeaied Carboy, “Can't
get out of gates with that eve! No
good telling Quelchy it's well when it
looks like thai! Dlow %}ue]chy] low
Wharton, the =iliv ass! low thab cye!
Blow everybody and everything |7

“He, ko, he™

Carboy looked round as he heard that
cachimnzation, and beheld o pair of large

taclos amnd a ful fave prinning into
tEu study. ® ¥

Ho stared at Bunter morosely.

He wanted to go out of gates, and he
was gated so long as his eve was dark-
ened. It was no comfort to reflect that
Wharton was gated, tes. He did not
care a estraw whether YWharton was
catcd or not. Hz2 waa annoyed, and
not pleased to see Bunter. [le looked
round for a missile.

“I say, old chap——" hegan DBunter,
watching him warily., It was not un-
common for fellows to throw things ab
Bunter whaen he butted into a study,
and he had developed wary habits.

Y Seat ! roapped Carboy.

Christopher Carboy
was sacked from his last
school !

That’s the rumour
that gets sbout —and
Billy Bunter is respon-
sible for its circulation.
As a rule no one takes
any mnotice of Bunter's
stories—but, strange to
gay, they take notice of
this one. Before long
this amazing new boy—
Carboy—is besieged

WAS HE SACKED FROM OLDCROFT ?

;
SR
e

5
e
-

with inquisitive

questicners. Why was
he sacked? What did
he do P

How Christopher

aaaaa

deals with the extra-
ordinary situation yoo
will learn 1n:

“THE BOY WITH
A PAST!”

By : e ol
FRANK RICHARDS BF B i ;ij“i-;
e 3 Lhi
next week's rousing | e : ke
long complete story of e:_:.§§= e “g,%;’ 5 ~
Greyiriars. it il s B
“What an eye!” said Dunter agree- *“I've a jolly good mind——" he

ably. “Worse than Wharton's! Do
vou call it black cr blue? Or & mix-
ture? He, ho, ke ™

Bunter dodged & cushion.

“The fact i1a, 1 came here to speak to
rou, Carboy,” he said.. “No larks, you

now. It's rathoer important,”

Bunter came farther into tho study,
closed the door, and put his back to it.
Caorboy, with his hand on an iukpot,
paused.  Bunter’s look and manner
were mysterions—a  mysterous as if he
had just been to the pictures and

absorbed film drama not wiscly but too
well.  Carboy, wondering what was
coming, stared at himm inguiringly.

“Well, what dovs that mean, you fat
frump?” he asked.  *“What are you
cvimacing at ™

Bunter coloured with wrath, He had
not been  primacing; ke had  becn
giving Carboy a look of solemn and
mysterions wmport. conveying that he
was, =0 to speak, a fellow who knew
what he knew. It was just like that
beast to think he was grinacing. No
deubt 1t bad looked like n grimace.
Bunter's fat fealurea were not inoulded
for the deamua.

“Look hceve, you cheeky ass——" he
begar, Then he brok off, griuned, and
added : “ Be earefui, Christopher.”

Carboy jumped. That phrase from
s father's letter struck him at once.
His hand went to his pocket; it felt the

crumpled letter there.
that Bunter must have scen it

“You iat rolter-——"" he began hotls.

Be carcful, Christopher!” grinned
DBunter.,

“You've been prying into my letters,
you fat freak!™ cxelaimed Carboy,
greally incensed.

"1 may have seen a line or two on &
letter by chanee, when it was lying en
a feoor !’ saw] Dunter, witn dignity. ™1
should disdain to read a fellow's Tetter,
as any man in the Remova could tell
von, [ hope 'm rather above it™

Carbov had no such hope.

But ho kwpew -

began, and his fingers closed on the
inkpaot.

“iﬁs careful, Christopher ! chuckled
Bunter. " Fellows who are kicked out
of a school and sneak into enother
school without telling . the Besk, ought
to be jolly careful. What?”

“You fat frump, what on earth maokes
vou think I was kicked out of my
school ¥ demanded Carbay.

“He, he, ha!”

“And what business 13 it of yours,
anyhow 1"

“Well, a= a Greyfriars man, you can't
expect me to approve of your mminq
here, in thz circumstanses, vou know,
said Dunter, wagging his hend at Car-
boy. “It's rather thick! Jolly serious
for you if I told the fellows—as wour
pater doesn’t mean to send you to school
again if you get barged out of Grey-
friars, as you were out of Olderoft.”

Carboy breathed hard.

“You secem {o have read a lot of a
letter that was lviog on the foor,” be
saicd
- “The faet is, I felt i. my duty to look
mtn the matier,” eaid Bunter loftily.
“You're a bad hat, Carboy. You've
treated me badly. You led me on to
bag Wharton's grab last week—"

‘;‘E’m\ wanted such a lot of leading
on "

“I might have got & ragging.
You've treated Whartan badly, tnn,gand
he's & friend of mine. I know he's a
swanking ass, and a hot-headed chump,
and all that, Stil. he's a friend of
mine. T'm not sure whether it's not my
duty to take wvou to Quelch this very
minute, and make you own up "

“Idot I

“You can call a fellow names, but
that won't alter the fact that yon were
pushed out of your last scheol. Now, I
want to know what you were pushed out
for. You've sot to confess”

“Confess ¥ repeated Carboy,

“Yes, Was itk stealing IV

Tue Maoxer Lierary.--No. 1,079,
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“You bentghted ass!™

It was not & direct anzwer, but Bunter
could gather from it that Carbey had
not been sacked for stealing.

“Was 1t breaking bounds and pub-
haunting "

Carboy picked up the inkpot.

“Be careful, Christopher,” said
Bunter. * You chuck that inkpot at me,
und I'll let all the Remove know ]ﬂl‘liy
quick that you were kicked out of Old-
croft, wherever that may be. ¥You can’t
afford to ride the high horse with me, 1
E:an! tell yow., What were you sacked
ori"

“You—you—you burbling chump, I
wasn't sacked !” hooted Carboy, 1 left
Mderoft for reasons I don’t intend to
cxplain to you, or to any other inquisi-
tive idiot.”

Bunter winked, a fat win' ,

“Y¥ou can tell that to the Marings!”
he answered. “ Anyhow, I suppose
you'd only tell me whnppem.d if you told
me anything. Now, I'm going to give
you a chance, Carboy. I'm not the
shap to give s man away. DBut one
g}?uu:] turn deserves another. You sce
that #"

“What do you mean?” asked Carboy
quietly, There was no doubt that Car-
boy would have preferred Bunter not
to talk up and down the Remove pas-
sage about what he had read in the
letter frem Mr. Carboy. For whatso-
ever reason Carboy had left his last
school, he did not want the matter to
become the ‘talk of the Greylriars
Remove,

“] mean what I say,” answered
Dunter. “One good turn deserves
another. I'm willing to be friendly.”

Carboy gave s snort, which implied
that he dig not attach ,?. high value to
the friendship of William George
EBunter,

“But, of conrse, I shall expect you to
do the decent thing.” said Bunter.
“That's understood. Fave I mentioned
to you that I'm expecting a postal
order ¥ i

Carboy grinned involuntarily. Ile
had not been long at Greyfriars, but he
did not need to ba there long to hear all
about Billy Bunter's celebrated postal-
order.

“Blessed if 1 see anything to eackle
at. But, az I was saying, I'm expecting
s postal-order, and there's been some

delay in the post,” Dunter weni omn.
“It's scandalous! But there it is. It's
not the Girst time it's happened. I've

had to wait for postal-orders before this,
and it's often placed me in an awkwnjrui
position. At the present moment I'm
absolutely stony.”

“ Are you wound up?” asked Carboy.
“Tf you are, the soonar you run down
the better.” _

"The postal-order will be for a
pound,” said Bunter ealmly. “It will

t here shortly T suppose you could
]led me & mmﬁ till it comes®"

Carboy locked at him fixedly.

. “Tf you had as much sense as a bunny
rabbit,” he said, “I should think you a
thumping rascal, But I supposo you
haven't.”

“Oh, really, Carboy—"

“If you've finished, get out I

“Of course, if you decline to oblige a
fellow in a little matter like that, a
fellow isn't bound to keep your shady
secrets,” said Bunter. ¥1 dare say
Wharton would be glad to hear what [
could tell him, as he's down on you.
Mozt likely ho would report to Quelch.
In fact, it would be his duty as captain
of the Form, Now—="

* (et outl”

“1 don't want any check from a fellow
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who's been sacked from school for steal-
ing, or whatever it was, and I can

say——— Yaroooooop!”
Bunter had not intended to say
* Yarovoooooop!” He said it as he

received the ink. Carboy jerked the
inkpot with wnerring sim, and the con-
tents smote Bunter's fat face in a flood.

“ Grooocooooogh! QOoooch !

Billy Bunter staggercd against the
door, spluttering ink. Carboy made a
jump at him.

Bang, bang! .

Bunter's bullet head smote the door in
& postman’s knock.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow!  Help !"”  yelled
Bunter.

“Thers, you fat rascall” Panteﬂ
Carboy. " Take that—and that!’
Bang, bang!

“VYVaroogh! Help! Fire! Murder!”

roarcd Bunter. *“I
anybody—yocop!
ey O 0w 0w |

say, I won't tell

I was only j-jo-joking
—yO C.c-ccan't you take o
j-io-joke? Yarcoogh! Leggo! Deast!
Help! Whooop!''

Grasping DBunter's collar in one hand,
Clarboy opened the study deor with tha
other. he Owl of the Remove was
whirled inte the passage. L

Then Carboy's boot smote his tight
trousers.

Bunter few.

The study door slammed afier him.

The voice of William George Bunter
faded away down the Remove passage.
But—left alone. in the study—Carboy
drove his hands deep into his pockets,
and moved about restlessly, with o deep
wrinkle of thought in his brow. Ie was
no longer thinking of his black eye; he
had more serious matters to think of
now. He gave a lﬁnﬁ. long whistle of
dismay., For onco the japer of Grey-
friars was in a mood of absolute serious-
ness.  Mr. Carboy had enjoined his son
to be careful at his new school: but
‘avidently Christopher had not been suffi-
ciently careful

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Black Ingratitude !

i’ OMING up to the study 1"
q “"That cad will be there.”
“If you mean Carboy——"
“¥You know I mean é&rbny."

Wugent's lips sot a little.

“T think this 18 rot,” he said.
“{arboy may be an annoving ass, but
he's not worth making all this fuss
about. NMaost of the.fellows think you're
rather a duffer to be drawn. ™

“You among them, T dare say,”
Wharton bitterly.

“1 think it's rot,”™ repeated Nuogent.
“Making a mountain out of a molehill.
I can't sece that the fellow's anything
more than a harmless ass, when all's
gaid and done.”

“I think he's & rotter.”

“Well, I don't," said Nugent tartly;
“and you wouldn't if you weren't so
dashed pigheaded.”

“You're welcome to your opinton; I'll
koep mine. "

harten swung away from his [riend
and walked across the dusky guad.

“ Look here, Harey—"

The captain of the Remove walked
on without heeding. Frank Nugent
compressed his lips and furned towards
the ?—I-}use. Frank's temper, equable as
it was, was beginning to suffer a little.
There bad not been much peace in No. 1
Study since Christopher Clarence Carhoy
had arrived, and Nugent could not see
by BNy means that it was all the new
fellow’s fault.

Wharton walked under the old elms.
his hands in his pockets, a black and
bitter expression on his face. The even:
ing was closing in, and it was time for

sa id
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juniors to be in the House, but Wharton
did not heed. He wanted to be alone
just then.

The feud with Carboy had started
from a frivelous cause, but 4t had
become serious enough. Carboy had
made a fool of him; and his {riends
thought him foolish for taking the
fcllow's antics seriously; and, t u-u;}.:h
they said nothing on that subject, he
knew that they did not like the way he
had handled Carboy in the study. Tt
was true that he had lost his temper—
with provocation enough—but it had
been a fair Oght, -and he had received
very neariy as much punishment as he
had given. But the fellows seemed to
make out that he had acted like
Dolsover major, bullying a new kid.

But a little difference of opinion with

his friends was npot all at was oOn
Yharton's mind ncw, He was gated
till his face had resumed its normal

aspect, and he could not blame Quelch
for that, The Remove master, naturally,
did not care for his beys to appear in
public looking like prizefighters. But
on Wednesday the football match with
Highclife was duc, and it was an away
match. Wharton hed no hope that his
darkened eya would have "comse
round ¥ by Wednesday, which meont
that he would not be agfe to go over to
Highcliffe with the Remove eleven.

As he was captain of the Remove
eleven, it was execeedingly awkward.
Even if the fellows did pot think that
he was to blame, that would not alter
the fact that the footballers had to go
ever ta play Higheliffe without their
shipper. {-iernunﬁm:th could skipper
the tear, and a new man ¢ould be put
in., But the difference mtziht very. well
mean the loss of the match, To miss,
and perhaps loze, an im rtant fixture,
was galling enough, and to think that
he owed it to Earbag made Wharton's
feelings exceedingly bitter towards that
youth. It was not & judicious time for
his friends to say anything to him 1o
{_‘!:Lr?uy‘a I‘i;_!vﬂur. — "

say, Harry, old chap——

Wharton stopped, with an impatient
exclamation, as Billy Bunter rolled
towards him under the dusk of the clma.
He did not want any fellow's company
just then, and least of all Wiliam
%‘,‘earg& Bunter's. S :

Dunter rolled up and }mned him.

“Harry, old bean—"' :

“Oh, clear off, Bunter I" exclaimed the
captain of the Removo irritably. “ Don't
bather now.”

“Oh, really, Wharton—-""

“For goodness' sake, hook 161"

“I don't call that grateful, when I've
been looking for you a thumping long
timne, specially to tell you something,”
said Dunter indignantly.

“0h, ratst”

“That beast, Carboy——"

“Hang Carboy.”

“He ought to be _inll;ir well hanged,
drawn, and oquartered,” said Bunfer.
“¥You didn't give him enough the other
day. You ought to have blacked his
other eye as well”

Wharton laughed echortly.
“You're the only fellow in
Remove that thinks so,” he snapped.
“I'm backing you up, old chap—"

“ Fathead ¥

It was not & gracious reply: Wharton
did not seera grateful for William
George Dunter's generous backing.

“The beast smothered me with ink,
and—"

“1 dare sny it served you right.”

“Ile kicked me!" roared Bunter.

“Good I

“ Why, vou beast—" N
“If you don't cut off, I'll kick you,
tmli‘

the
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“1 zay, old fellow, den't Le waxy!”

urged Bunter. "I've come here to tell
ou about the beast., You noever knew

e was macked from his last school, did
youl”

Wharton stared at the [at junior.

“What the thump do you mean, you
ass? He wasn't—he couldn't have come
to Greyfriars if he had been. What
idiotic yarn have you got hald of now "

Bunter chuckled.

“Well, he was, and he did!™ he
answered., “I've found it out. ¥le used
to bo at a school called Olderoft—*

“I don't care where he was, Dry
up.”

"He had to loave—="

“ Rubhbish 1"

“It was in n letter from his pater!”
hooted Bunter.

“How tho thump do you know what
was in a letter from his pater®”

“1 bappened to ses it—quite by
chance, of course, He dropped the
letter that time you were scrapping
with him in the study——="

“Wou prying little beast!”

“0h, really, Wharton—"

“Will you dry up?  exclaimed
Wharton, in great exasperation. " Can't
you understand that I don't want to
hear what yow've found out by prying
into a fellow’a letter?”

“Of course, I've dono nothing of the
sort,” said Bunter, with digmity. 1
saw o few lines of the letter, quite by
chanee. DBesides, I considered it my
giul_j.rt to read it, considering what was
m 1t

“"Yau fat idiot!?

“It said that he was sacked from his
last school——*?

1] Eﬂ!h [i-.:

p

“I think it was for stealing—"
“Whatt wyelled Whavion.

“It didn't =ay stealing,” zaid Bunier

hastily. “Dut look at the way he
:mathared ne with mk—kicked me,
m_'_il

Evidently Bunfer considered ifhat a
fellow who inked himm and kicked him
was capabla of anpything, It was not
what would have been reparded as
evidence in a court of law, perhaps:
but it was good enough for Willium
George Bunter,

“My idea is, that ho uu%'ht lo be
shown up,” said Bunter. ‘I'm not
going to deal with the fellow myself—
he kicks so jolly hard—I mean, I dis-
dain {o take any notice of him. He's
beneath it, But as captain of the Form,
vou can take the matter up. I mean,
you can put it like 1hat—Ee, ha, he!
You're down on him, and all the fel-
lows think you're a silly foel to get
your rag out as you've done——"

S “?ﬁ they ¥ said Harry, breathing
ard.

“Yes, old chap—and they think it
was rather rotten of you to wallep him
a3 you b, with bare knuckles—in
fact, the whole Form's down on wou,
more or Irss, Well, this will give you
a chance to get vour own back,” said
Bunter eagerly. “Seaf”

In his capgerncss to use the caplain
of the Hemove as a catspaw, to pull hia
chestnuts out of the [ire, Bunter did not
heed the expression that was gathering
on Wharton's face. e rattled on
hug;ﬂy:

“It’s all in the letter, and I know
which pocket he's got it in, teo. You
being in his study, can get at the letter
casily cnouwgh.”

“Let at the letter I gasped Wharton.

“Yes, old fei!cm'—anﬁ read it—"

“Read it1"”

“And tell all the chaps. That will

kg {JJIHFNH’

))
)

“I don't want any cheek from a
fellow who has been sacked from
the school for stealing, or whatever
it was,”" gald Bunisr, **and I ¢can
Yarooop 1" Bunter had
not Intended to say ** Yarooop,'
until Carboy jerked the Inkpot
with unerring alm, and the
contents smote his fat face In &
flood. (See Chapler 14.}

he proof, fee? It will get round the
school, and jolly weil show him up.
That will make the rotter sit up—and
that's what veu want, ien't it7 He's
made you loek no end of a fool—what
with pulling your leg, and you heing
8 hot-headed ass, if you don’t mind my
mentioning it. Now syou can get your
own back, and I'm- felling you how to
do it—out of pure friendship, of course.
You get hold of that letter—yarooch ™

Shake! Shake! Shake!

"Groogh! Leggo!” spluttered Bunter.
*“ Wharrer you shaking me for, you
beast, when I'm—groogh—tryving to
help you—ooooch !=—out of pure fricod-
ship! Ow! Wow! Yow! Desetl™

Shake! Shake! Shake!

“Ya k! Ti vou mum-mum-make
my gig-gig-glasses fall off—ow !—you’ll
have to pip-pip-pay for them—wow—
wow! Groogh! Legpo! Ow! Help !

Bump !

Bunter sat down in the guad—hard!
Ho sat and blinked after the depart-
ing figure of the captain of the Remove
who was ztriding oaway towards the

House,

“Ow!” pasped Dunfer. “Wow!?
Beast!  Why, he's & worse beast than
Carboy—ow! Cateh me backing him
upr after this—vow-ow-wow! I wonder
what he got his rag out for—oooch—
whent I was only being friendly! Qw1

And the Owl of the Remove picked
himself up and limped away ta the
House, a sadder if not n wizer Bunier.

THE E¥D.

(Theve will be another ripping long
story of Harry Wharton & Co. in next
week's MaACGKET. choems, enfitlcd: "THE
Boy Wit A PAST ! You can only
make sure of reading it by ordering
yaour copy WELL IN ADFANCED

Tue Macxer Livgary.—No. 1,079.



A HYPNOTIST IN THE PLOT!

Litie everyone elze, Lal Begneum, the world’s clevereaft hypnolist., thinks

Sanutel Bigweays is a wealtly man, and he readily lokea part in one of the most diabolical plots ever engineered.
by the rascally Managing Divecior of Sparsdale Athletic.

THE TOUGHEST TEAM IN THE LEAGUE!

Trapped !
¢ o OLLY good show !™ =
That summed up Jack Drake's
opinion of the Douglas Fair-
banks film he had just seen, for
Locke's assistant had great admiration
for Fairbanks' agility and daring. So
great indecd was that admiration that
Drake had watched two performances of
“‘The Gauche,” much to the annoyance
of & pompous nttendant who, with
mongtonous regularity, tramped u{f and
down the gangway of tho cinema, direct-
ing patrons to their scats and frowning
Leavily on those who, lﬂ reason of the
fact that they had seen the film through
once, should inva vacated their seats.

Drake, however, had sot on regardless
ni the open disapproval of the portly
attendant. DBut all things como fo an
end some time, and at eleven o'clock
precisely Drake found himself standing
on the pavement outside the cinema,
one of a happy throng homeward bound.

Locke's assistant set off for Baker
Street at a leisurcly pace. But he
hadn't pl'ﬂﬁl‘éﬂ-&ﬂd far when a well seb-up
tigure brushed by him and strode on into
the night. if here  was  somethin
vaguely familiar about that broad-
hacked figure which aroused Drake’s in-
terest, Ho found himself walking along
at an increased specd and then, as he
studicd the m~n i front more closely,
Jack gave & gasp

The man was Jonas Hebbel,
Sparsdale Athletic’s vight-half.

In the ordinars coursze of events
Pirgke would merely havo mngmtuiﬂ.t&&
himself on his memory and passed on
his own way. But since such amanng
revelations of the inner history of tho
Sparedale Athletic had como to light

Tar Magxer Liznarv.—No. 1,079,

tha

to have lost sight of Jonas Hebbel
would 10t have been in keeping with
Jack’s profession.

Whera waa Jonas Hebbel -bound for?

Was hoe on some nefartous errand?

All manner of suspicious thoughts
chased themselves through Drake's
vouthful mind as, at a discreet distance,
he trailed the Athletic’s right half-back,
And it came as no great surprise when
Jonas eventually headed for Eaton
Square,

reke feltk & thrill ronning through

him. ¥He remembered that Sir Milton
Haovers was entertaining that night. The

T ET T AT TETRTE R R LR DL LR T L

WHAT HAS GONE EBEFORE.

“Barely has Ferrers Locke, the Baker Stree
detective, faken on the job of rounding wp a
mysterious pang of cracksmen when o chance
clue feads ham to the Sparadale Alhletic Football
Ground, During the homa feam’s match with
the Arsenal, Wenlworth, the Athletic’s oulside-
right i seen fo eolfapse with & gun-shotl wound
in the chest. Before he can make o i,
b Do o i n B & Rorgl

gmtiel Bimeays, anaging of Lhe
Athletic. Convinced that 'the shot And been
fired from the stand in which Bigways had been
pitfing, Ferrers Locke sigmr on af a playing-
member with the Spargdale team. An ollempl
on fns Life which mmediately follows assiures
Tondon sleuth that the team it compoted of a
pang of toughs under the leadership of Bigusays.
Later Ferrers Locke calches :qﬂu‘- of B{g:;nw
at o party al Sir Millon Havers” house al Ealon
Sgiiare, where ¢ daring affempt i8 made fo steal
the famous Bosweorth Emerald which Siy Milton
had purchased a3 a presend for kis deughler's
twenty-first bothday, The tfefldale frack of a
irrﬂ!rudmp_ﬂﬂif arouses Locke's suspicions, and
¢ forthwtth requests the gentlemen pregent
to remnove their dress shoes. ring the erami-
nadion, however, Bimeays makes Rimeell scarce,
rempies the natl from his shoe, and sttoceeds in
destroytng the evidence thal would undonbtediy
have conwvicled him.
(Now read on.)

A brilliant new footer

and detective serial,

featuring Ferrers

Locke, detective and

his boy assistant, Jack
Drake.

e e e T =,

thrill intensificd when Jonas Hebbel,
aftor a cautious glance round him
strolled past 8ir Milton Havers’ pa.]utmi
mansion twice. )

From the safety of a friendly door-
way, some twenty yards distant, Drake
watched Hebbel’s every movement.

Auddenly ths Athlctic’s right-half
made for & section of the big wall sur-
rounding Sir Milton Havers' house.
Dirake saw him stretch & hand upwards
and feel along the top of the wall. What
exnctly happened next Drake could not
quite see, for the light was none too

d. But two minutes later Jonas
%;-fhbel was racing down the square like
the wind.

“Well, I'm blessed ! muttered Drake,
emerging from his  hiding - place,
“What's his littls gamel”

He glanced towards the lighted house,
looked at the wall, and then at the fast
veceding figure of Jonas Hebbel.

“Reckon I'll keep an eys on Mister
Hebbel,” grunted Drake, setting off st
a swinging stride in the wake of the
footballer,

But Jack hod not gone far before he
gaw Hebbel hail a taxi.

Drake almost broke inte a run. At
all costs he meant to ke_a% Jonas Hebbel
in sight. A glance fo right and left told
him that Hebbel had chartered the only
faxi available.

Slam !

The taxi-driver stammed home the
door of the cab and wedged himself into
hiz driving-seat at a leisurely pace. Next
second Drake bad leapt forward for the
running-board. His hand clawed at the
handle on the off-side of the cab and
found a heold, just as the taxi began to
move. Then, in approved Douglas Fair-
banka styls, Drake hauled himszelf on
to the mnarrow running-board and
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cronched down out of sight of the cab
windaw,

~ There was exultalion in his hearl Tor
mstinetively IDrake knew ho was on the
irack of something big, and he was not
sieprised when the tasi began to slow
g as it turned inlo l:m;uugish Sguare.
Long before it drew up at Samuel Dig-
vays  house, howcover,  Drake had
diopped off the running board, and by
the time the taxi-driver had been paid
his was ssuntering slowly along the
sGiare, ears and oves on the alert.

ITe saw Jonas Hebbel ring the bell;
saw_him admitted,

“What's the next move?’ Drake
asked him=elf, “Do I go in®"

The boy considered for a
maotnents.

“I'll ¢chance it!"

With that decizion Drake marclied
E&{}d!g up to ihe door and pressed the

il

A porily footman loomed uE.

“Ta my guv'nor here?” asked Drake.

The footman frowned.

“1 think, young man, you have madae
somo  misteke. Thia iz Cavendish
mouaro

“Is it reallv? said Drake cheerily,
*1 thought it was Princes Street, Lidin-
burgh.” DBut that gentle sarcasm was
wasted on the footman.

“Bo of I™ he commanded, and made
to shut the door.

But Drake was quicker, and a youth.
ful foot shot out and wedged itself
between ihe deoor post and the door,

“MNot so swift,” said Drake. 1 want
to know if my guv'nor is here—Ferrers
Locke.”

ki Dhi]‘!

The footman opened the door egain
at mention of Ferrers Locke, but he still
eyed Drake suspicioulsy.

“Your master, if he is Mr. Ferrers
Locke, i3 not here !

“Ys Mr. Bigways here?” Drake didn't
ghite know why he asked the guestion.

“Mr. Bigways iz not at home,” said
tho footman. *““Mr, Bigwaye will not
be returning for some time."”

While ho was speaking a door along
the hall opened and Fred Bulsome
appeared in sight, Ilis [ace lit u
surpriag &8s he caught sight of Drake.

“¥Young Drake,” he exclaimed, com-
ing forward. “And what brings you
here?”

Drake gave the Atlletic’s contre-half
a cheery grin.

“I'm frying te find the guv'ner,” Le
replied.  “Theought he might have
looked in here.”

Bulsome shook his head.

“He's not been hore. Dul won't you
come in—the borys are all hore ¥

Drake rightly or wrengly did not
hesitate. By the “boys” he knew Bul-
somo meant the Sparsdale Athletic.

“They'll be pleased lo see you,” sail
Bulsome. with an engaging smile.

“Gond egg!” exclaimed Drake, wiih
well feigned enthusiasin, although his
hj;ﬂ-l‘t was beafting a tattoo against Iis
rihs,

The footman sloeod back and Ihrake
passed in, Bualsome toock him by the
armn and pileted him to a 1argn rOom.
The rveom was hazy with eigar and
vigareita smoke, but even so Drake had
no diffienlly in recopuising the SBpars
edule  Athletic players.  They were
lounzing in ecasy chairs and seiteos,
sppavently making a “night” of it. A
decanter of whisky and crystal plasses
sigod on several small lﬂ-ﬂ?uﬂ[‘ﬂd tables
close handy to each little pronp of
players, whilst boxes of cigars and
cigarveltes were everywhers in evidence
'T'kat such indulgence, and at so late an
nonr of nizght, was hardly the comect
training for professianal foolballers was

few

with.

Ihake's fivst 1hought, and then he re-
membered that the Athletic were not
footballers in the true senso.

“Come in,” sad Bulsome, and Draka
noticed now & subtle difference in hia
tone, ““The boyslll he pleased to sco
von I’

1f the "boys” wero indeed glad to
see Locke’s assiztant they bed a peculiar
wicthod of showing it.

A dead silence reigned as Bulsome
vlosed the door and puot his back to it

"‘ﬂnml-m‘enmg, all,” said Drake, for
want of =omcthing better to say.

And then, swift as light, three re-
volvers suddenly leaped into view. Each
glinting muzzle was directed at-Locke's
azzisl ant,

“Move, and you're a gonner !” hissed
Jonas Ilcbbel, making a menacing
gesture wilh hiz revolver,

There was a growl of approval from
the entire assembly, and Drake paled.
Here were the real men of the Sparsdale
Athletie— the * Raffles ¥ of the Soccer
world—ruthless and cruel.

A verﬁ’ pretty sight,” said Drake
coolly, " Wheat a picture for the footer
fans; men of the Sparsdale Athletie in
—in fancy dress.'

“Quiet, you spy!” seid Jonas Hobhel
hoargely. * Where did vou hit my trail
to-night

Drake looked him straight in the
oy e,

“1'm answering ne questions,™ he re-
turned coldly.

“Then you'll never leave this houze
alive ™

There was a low chorus of agpmm!
rt Hebbel's words, and, for all his out-
ward calm, Drake felt his blood run
cold.

“1I answer no

A signal passe

questions !

between Hebbel and
Bulsome. Suddenly the latter pinioned
Drake’s arms. Jack struggled, although
he knew the futility of doing so. A pun-
gent odour aczcpiled hiz nosfrils as one
of the scoundrels produced a bottle of
chloroform and a pad. Fighting like a
wild eat Drake tried to dodgo the sickly

pad that was jammed over his mose;
tried hard to shout for help. But the
chloroform soon did ita deadly work.
Drake's senses began to reel, the room
scemed to revolve in an inextricable
maeaes until it was blotted out entirely.
And then Drake knew no more.

Bulsome stood looking down at
Drake's inamimate fgure with & grim
expression on his rugged face.

"Good job, Jonas,” he remarked
softly, "“that you spotted this young spy
dropping off the taxil”

Jonas llebbel nodded and atirred
Drake's huddied figure with the toe of
hiz boot.

“I don't know whether the cub trailed
me along the square, but he must have
wecn e, obviouzly, when I hatled the
iexi, Mot that it matiera much, enyway
——Ilmt accursed Ferrers Locke has bealen
s

“What are we going fo do with this
kid?™ asked Tapling, the Athletic's
roualkecper uneasily,

“Do with him?” hissed Hebbel.
“Why, shove him with that durned fool,
Wentworth !

e stooped as he spoke, and with
consamimate ecase lifted Drake across
his shoulder. Clrossing over fo ihe
manielpiece, he pressed a buiton in the
wall. A seetion of the papelling swung
back, to reveal a miniature Lft. Still
carrying Drake, Hebbel stepped into
the lift and ascended, what time Bul-
some swung bLack the movable section
of the wall.

There was a lengthy silence in the
room. Tapling was the first o break
it.

“I don't like the way things are go-
ing,” e mutiered. “I've got an uneasy
feeling that Ferrers Locke hes got the
lot of us taped—including Brgwaya,
Locke didn't see Ilebbel when they
grabhed cach other over Havers' wall:

ut if Hebbel was quick enough to
rocognise Locke's voiee, it’s quite on
the c¢ards that Locke recognized him.”

Bulsome nodded.

(Continued on nexi mage.)
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“True,” he seid, licking his lips.
“But even so, where's Locke's proof?
I think we are worrying ourselves like
a set of silly funks at the very mention
of the name of ' Locks.! Wa've tried to
out him on more than one occasion and
failed; but next time thero will be no
failure.”

There was a growl from the assembled
players. Everyone of them would heve
given all he possessed to know that
Ferrers Locke, the slouth, was definitely
cut of their path for all time. Bui,
alns for their hopes, for such was naot
yet, or likely to be, the case.

They .smoked and .drank in moody
silence for the space of another hour;
but their faces tensed as they heard the
sound of the outer deor being opened
and closed. They were on their feet
# heavy tramp sct the echoes rolling in
the marble hall.

Next moment the door opened, and
Samue! Bigways strode in,

He stood in the doorway, looking a
rnassive, domineering figure in his even-
ing clethes, There was an ugly glint
wn his eyes as they pessed from one to
other of the aaaem'i";ly.

“Where's Hebbel{” he rapped eut

Bulsome _{arkad a finger cellingwards.

“The fool I" rumbled Bigways. ““'The
bungling fool! He was five minutes
late for his appointment. The erib
wae in our hands, and that bungling
focl let it go !

that

“But ebbel said
E L]

Bigways smashed a heavy fist on one
of the ornamental tables stending near-
by that shivered its delicate lacguered
surface, and sent a decanter and a tray
of gldsses crashing to the Hoor.

“"Ferreras Locke |” he hissed. * He all
but caught mel Ferrers Locke has got
to be given’'a swift exit from 18
world, and also that -accursed puppy of
an assistant [

“He's here!” said Bulsomd' quietly.

Bigways started.

“Here 1"

The gang nodded, and Bulsome ex.

plained. Bigway's face went livid, and
l{EE"l:: a crafty expression tock possession
or I,
“Here!” he muttered, half to him-
self. “Then perhaps the Fatez are
playing kindly for us at last. If we've
got Drake, Locke .should be easy.”

He gazed round st the gang, a steely
ghiter in his grey eyes, and & murder-
dus expression distorting his heavy
features. Similar expressions settled
on the facea of the gang. Certainly no
enthusiastic supporter of ihe Athletic
would have recognised his favourites
in that rascally assembly, for they were
lyei transformed.,

*Fill your glasses!" said Bigways,
with a short laugh. “And let us drink

to the continued success of the—the
Athletie, and the end of Ferrars
Locke 1”

The glaszzes were charged, and the
toast was drunk with great fervour.
The individual! to whom these glasses
had been raized was at that preeiso
moment keying himself into his rooms
in Baker Street, well content with his
night's work. But & deal of that con-
tentment vanrshed when, peering into
Drake's room to see if the youngster
were asleep, Ferrers Locke discovered
that the bed had not been slept in,

Certain it is that if the Buker Street
detective could bave seen his assistant’s
plight at that moment his uneasiness
?nhi anxiety would have increased fen-

old,

Ferrers

“ Go and KUl Your Master! ™

ACK DRAKE stirred as conscious-
ness began to return to him. His
eyes flickered open and blinked
in puzzied amazement at his sur-

roundings. Then, asz his full senses

carne into operation Drake sat up.

He was not bound in any way, yet
for several moments he sat there star-
ing. It was 'a well-furnished room he
was in, obviously at the top of the
house, for a small window, heavily
b}:.rred, gave & glimpse of the darkened
sky.

A cluster of . electric bulbs suspended
from the ceiling showed the youngster
that he was in & bed-room. In one
corner stood & mehogany bed, and as
Drake got to his feet he saw, to his
mstonishment, that the bed was
occupied.

“Well I'm jiggered !

Drake moved forward, and peered &b
the sleeping figure.

It was Harold Wentworth, the
wounded Sparsdale outside-right.
Jack could hardly  vepress  the

murmuz of sym{fmthy that rose to his
lips as he beheld that drawn, pale face
and the drooping mouth that spoke so
elﬂguentlr of decp suffering.

~ Wentworth's breathing was deep, but
it scerned unnoatural,  Genily Bru-'rm
shook him by the shoulder,

The sleeper did not stir, and it be-
came born in on Jack’s mind that he
was under the influenca of some potent
sleeping-draught.

Full of curicsity Dreke pecred about
him then. He tensed, and a glint camo
to his eyes as he saw the burly figure
of Jonas Hebbel seated in one corner
of the room, almost in shadow.

Hohbel stirred: on hiz cheir,

“No. tricks, my lad,” he gmwl-ad, “ or
vou'll get a taste of this?P’

He flourished & dog-whip as he spoke.

Jack turned over in his mind his
chances if it came lo a struggle with
the Sparsdale right-half, cnd realised,
with a sinking feeling at his heart, that
thc{ﬁ-.-.rﬂr& practically nil,

“Why mre you keeping me heref” ho
demanded.

Hebbel laughed. .

“(Guess it amn’'t for me to explain, ex-
cept that I'm waiting for the chiel.”

‘Bi%:'l;ya. ou mean " gaid Drake,
Heb nodded.

“1 see you know, and it's pretty
obvious that you know tuvo much, my
lad,” he said. " That's unlucky for
vou, because wyou're fond of life,. snd
oun ain't got a great deal longer to
ive:”

“ You villain " ;

*None o that, unless you want this
whi rmunﬂ your shoulders! Just keep

Niew . e
. Hebbel broke off sharply and started
g0 his feet, a3 a square section in the
wall suddenly moved, R

Drake watched the moving wall fas-
cinatedly, but he weas not surprised
when, beving swung back to its maxi-
faum, the secret aperture revealed the
bulky figure of SBamuel Bigways.

The Managing Director of the Spars-
dale Athletic gava Drake a glare of
hatred, and stood regarding him thus
for the space of three or four minutes.

“Ho you've plerced our secret,” he
gaid =at I\E.*Irig‘lt:.l : "Well,thmy .jrril?;
friend, you'll have to pay the penalty.

"'H';::nuEr mnundrelﬁy%uf ﬂﬂlﬁﬂﬂ-&?ﬂd
scoundrel 1

Bigways' heavy face went purple.

“ 511 stand no lip from you, you

young puppy! People who eross my

path have to be removed.” He made a
ﬁesturc towards the sleeping figure of

fentworth, “He's lucky, in 2 way,
for he lives. But his memory has Bi::rlm.
He would have split, he would have
ruined my plans; but a bullet is a
wonderful thing, and o littlo knowledge
of the scionce of hypnotism is still moro
wonderfnl.”

"'Hypnotism—-=" began Brake.

Bigwoys laughed muchk 1 the manner
of & madman.

““ All sorts of derelicts come within my
scope,” be chuckled. * Doctors, and—er
—footballers, seientists, and—er—hypno-
tists.. All of my acquaintancea are
clever in their various ways, but they
have dpveloped eoriminal tendencios.
Presently you shall be introduced to Lal
Begwum—a Hindu.”

Ha erossed to the wall and pressed a
bell-push. Three ar four moments later
the lift shot up to a level with the con-
sealed bed-room, and an olive-skinned in-
dividual, obviously of Indian ex-
traction, padded silently into the room,

Drake was at once attracted and re-
pelled by the man’s peeuliar eyes. They
were like conls of fire, but beyond that
cxpressionless,

“Lal Begwum,” snid Bigways, with
a wave of the hand.

The Hindu salaamed, and Bigways, in
low accents, spoke to him for the space
of three minutes in a !auguag‘n Drake
knew to be Hindustani. hen, in
Englizh, he spoke to Drake.

““Lal Begwum herc docsn't under-
stand & word of English,” he explained,
“He can repeat, English like a parrot,
but he knows not tho meaning of what

he says. I have told him that you sre
suffering from delusions, and that as a
friend fwnnt him to try and cure you.

He will try, never fear, for ogwum
thinks, like the rcst of the world, that
I am s philanthropist.”

“What are you driving at!” asked
Drake, o spasm of fenr plucking ot his
boyish heart as he sensed some fiendish
purpose behind Bigways' words. “Is
that man a I:Rr nosist "

Bigways nodded.

“T1 shall tell him to repeat five words
—the five words thot will cure you—cure
you and your accursed chief for sll
timol"

Drake could not suppress a shudder.

“Lal Begwum,” weont  on Bigways,
turning to the impassive Hindu, **You
are ready !"—this, in Hindustani,

The Hindu bowed and fixed his burn.
ing orbs on Drake's white face.

“Go and kill your master!™ Bigways
uttered the words slowly, and Begwum
listened intently, still as impassive ms

Qver.

“Go and kill ur master !” Lal
Begwum  repeated the words several
times until he had got them to Bigways'
liking. Then, at & from the

ligmtl
latter, he advanced upon Jack Drake.

The momrent the youngster felt those

littering oyes bent upon him he nerved
gimmli, His every instinct told him to
fight. His hands clenched, his fist swun
back as if to smash full into the faco o
the olive-skinned Hindu, But some
power greater than his own compelled
that fist to relax and fall harmlessly
by his side,

“ Go—and—kill—your—mastor "’ It
was & crooning volce, and it sent a thrill
down Drake’s spine. :

As if in a haze he saw Bigways and
Hebbel swaying before him; then they
wera blotted cut completely, and all he
could see was those two terrifying.
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whittering  oyes=—compelling,  sinistor,
Lneningg liko live coala,

“Go—wud—kill—your—mnstore 1™

The eroouing volece of the Hindu went
o1,
Draka folt hia whole being  slowly
goiug to (he control of the mun with tho
rning  eyes, Ho  had oxperionecd
iy puotizm before, but never to such w
dogres as this,

een somuewhere out of Lha distanes 1t
semned ho heard the maniweal langhter
of DBigways; heard the grulf cacklo of
Jomas Hobboel, Tey as he might, he eould
vot avaid those terrifying eyes

“Lo—and-~kill- your—master I

Drake found himself backing to o
echair, Thoe eyes pursued him  relent-
lesaly, Tlon the youngster sunk into tho
chair, his fuco as pale as denth, his vyes
wide nnd staring.

Homething was pressed into his hand.

He endeavourad to pull himself to-
pether; ho tried his ntmost to identily
just what the objeet was that Lul
Beogwum had given him,

But he couldn't—ho did not know that
it wus n rovelver, fully loaded.

GO AND KILL YOUR MASTER ™

It was tho last time Lal Degwum
retterated those sinister werds, for with
w fnint moan Drake collapsed 1n a hoenp,
wnd for a fow moments was well-nigh
insonstblo,

When his eyes openced again Drake
heard RBigways and Hebbel talking
animatedly to ocach other, but they
ceased ns Drako sat up in the chair,

“Whore am 17" asked the youngster,
passiug & hand over his forehead and
wrinkling his brows,

“Oh, you camoe to sco—see Wont-
worth,” said DBigways, with a foreed
smile. “I expoet you want to be going
now—to your mastor !’

Bigways' Inst. word seemed to wako
somoething in Jack Drake’s mind. His
right hand folt for and found something
that reposed in his jacket pocket. It
waz the revolver,

“Yes, I must go ot once!” ho said,
'&wnlkmg straight towards the concealed

0Or.

Bigways touched Drake on the arm
and eyed him shrewdly. But he seemcd
satished. To ome side stood Tal
Begwum, still as impassive ss  over.
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Near line was Jonus Hebbel, Lot as hoe
citught sight of thwe strained owd peculiay
erprossion o Druke’s fuee, and then sow
the buvning brightness of Jal Begwnm's
eyea, Hoebbel backed away nervonsly wod
Gisked liiag lipa. y

“1 will got o enl, Drake,” sand 1hig-
wioys, with a cheerfulness that  oade
Jonas Hoebbel, cullous as lie was, maes ch
“You must carry out your instructions
ek ly. ™ )
Ilrlth'zlt-u:r nodded and stepped info the
it

The others followed Lim in.

T'he Life descended, and the hibtle zroup
patssed through the sitting-room, leuving
behind them oan awed ood- silent crowd
of mon known na the Sparsdale Athletie,
Wind of LDipways' dinbolieal plot lind
ovidently reached them, for they shrank
away from the Ilindu as he padded
solEly past them.

In the liall Bigways instructed 1Telbal
to enll a eab, and despateh Drake in it
to Baker Street. IL waa a job ihat
Hebbel would like to have refuscd. bk
ho wina so much under the thawb of
Samuel Digways that he complisd.

The taxi was hired in due course at a
couvenient  distoneos  from  Cavendish
Square. Drake stopped into it withont a
word to Hebbel.

Tha taxi drove off.

Hebbel stood staring after it for quile
throe inutes, fighting o battle  with
himzell. Should he stop the texi aud
warn Drake?  But Hebbel, with a
peculiar fecling of dospair, knew that
it was useless to warn Drake of what ho
was about to do, for Drake was not him-
salf ; he was completely in the power of
the mian whom Samuel Bigways called
Lal Bogwum,

The taxi stopped outside Fevrers
Locke’s reoms in Baker Btroct, dand
Drake alighted. Tn a perfectly normal
fashion ho paid the driver, and then
keyed himself into tho house.

Ferrers Locke was not’ nt home. With
that same sct oxpression on his face
Drake sat down in the armchair to await
his chiel’s coming, his right hand vesting
Lightly on his jucket pocket. Ever and
anon & frown of bewilderment would
pucker his j['nuthful brow, and occasion-
ally ho would murmur his diabolical in-
structions:

I'I‘l

o amd kil your mnstor

Phere wias Ltho sound of o key 1 1ho
Loy door. 1L was Ferrors Locko returne-
pns. Drake’s oo grow strangely wlinta
sl drawn as I henrd  Lis  Doloved
prvnor mounting tho staivs, Soanethig
o s Pentining vestippe ol lis own
peevsotality told hin that what bhe wos
abivut Lo o was wrong,

Ho stiffeped i his chare as Forrers
Liche tarned e handle of the door aud
citle tnto thae roon. )

The deteetiva starbed ab sight of s
isisbant, and s eyes ghow wide as
they observed e dilferenee i the lad'a
-i.l.I"lH‘."iE]'il.H[“'.q.

“Wheve on eavth have you been, lad ¥%
b psked anxiously,  ®“yvo been scarche
g for you everywhere,”

rako Jdid nob reply.

A shdder shook hia frame, and his
might band delved juto the jockel pocker.

Fevrers Locke eroszed over 1o lum and
shook him by the shoulder geutly, .

“Whut on earili’s wrong with yon,
Jack 1 he asked anxiously. * You look
posttively il ¥

“Tin all right!” Tho reply oamo in
n teneless voice, “But T have my work
o dof"

Locke dlood back from his assistant,
for the moment nonplussed. Then he
startedd, for 1t heeame apparent to him
oit eloser inspection that Dreake was in
livpootic trance.

Drake’s eves, still expressionless, fixed
on hias chiel'a face.

Ilis hand eclosed on the loaded re-
volver, and slowly it eame intn view.

Ferrvers Locke eyed that movemoent o

horror. _
“Go and kill yeur master!” Drake
spoka the words tonclesslv, and lis

fingers enrled round the trigger.

At tho same moment Frrrers Lockoe
Impmi forward.

Crack !

A messenger of death sped from the
blue muzzle of the revolver, and with a
Imlurtrmuling noian, Drake, in a dead
faint, collapsed in his chair.

(But what of Ferrers Locke? Ilax
the ecichrnted detective follen a vielim
of this destardly plat? Fou will find
out when you read hext wedk’s gripring
inatalment  of thiz powerful serial,
chums!)
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THIS AMUSING YARN OF ST. SAM'S WILL DRIVE DULL

CARE AWAY!

15

i DAL
O “Good old Jack Jolly!”
The crowd round Little
Side checred wildly as the
kaptin of the Fourth scored his tenth
goal in the grate junior match with
Si. Pete’s, y :

St, Sam's were simply all over their
rivals,. With five mimits still to go,
the score was alreddy 15—nil, end the
St. Peto’s men were whacked to the
wide, both morally and fizzically, Never
had the 8¢ Sam's junior eleven played
better football.

Matcherally, the specktators were
delited. Every time a 8f. Sam’s man
kicked & St. Pete's man, they yelled
applaws. YWhen ever a St. Pete’s man
got kicked in the face, they roared
with larfter. But it was a clean,
sporting game, for all that.

Ameng the specktators round the
ropes, was Dr. Birchemall, the head-
master of St. Sam's, with his guest,
Alr, Cheetem, the London lawyer. They
cheered as loudly as enyone at the
juniors’ magnifficent display.

“¥ou cortainly have some fine foot-
ballers at 8t. Sam’s, Dr. Birchomall,”
remarked Mr. Cheetem, as the players
lined up after Jack Jolly had notched
another goal. “To what do you atiri-
bute their sooperiority, sir?”

“ Oh, that's easy!” grinmed (he Ilead.
“My boys play better simply becawse
they have nothing to worry about. At
other skools, the unierchunit boys are
birched black and blos, and have all
the spirit knocked ont of them, whereas
at St Banr’s, under my kind and
affectionato ecare, their vouthful ardour
iz allowed to nm.f.m_a__u as it likea,”

The Head didn't add that - the
St. Sam's boys had been birehed black
and bloo until Mr., Cheetemn’s arrival.
For that weuld haxe ruined hizs plans
eompletely.,

Ouoee the lawyer found out that Dr.
Birchemall wes a tirant and a booly,
the fortune left by the IIead's discased
aunt would go to the Bocicty for the
Perseeution of Bkoolmasters.  On the
other hand, if Mr. Chectem became con-

vinced that Dy, Birchemall was & Kipnd

Tueg MacweEr LiBraRy.—No, 1,079,

——

and considderate headmaster, the Head
would inherit the fortune. Hence the
latter's efforts to make the lawyer
belisve that he waz a sweet-tempered
and amiable old peddagog.

Fe-e-p-epl

The ref’s. whistle sounded, signifiyvin
thet the game had come to an end,
and with thunderous cheers, the speck-
tators invaded the field of play and
“chaired ¥ the victorious team, while
the unhappy 8t Pete’s players were
carried off into the wailing ambulances,

It was then that the Head stepped
forward, grinning all over his dile, and
held up his hand for silence.

"“Boys! he cried, “Let Uncle
Birchemall congratulate you on &
splendid vietory. Without a shaddo of
oubt, you have to-doy akwitied vour-
selves with homner and glory, and
brounght fame to St. Sam'a, In every
weigh vou were better than your
opponanta”

“ Hear, heart”

“Your headwork was smarter,” con-
tinued the Head enthoosiastically, * The
weigh you kept on buiting them with

pur napper was trooly deliteful., And
urthermore, your fists were used to the
gratest possible advantage

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“A m__ﬁn victory 13 ours! Jentlemen,
I think under the circumstances, some-
thing n:.mr_h fo be done to celchrate the
event.”

The spocktators crowded round the
Head in & state of grate curiosity, won-
dering what was coming.

Dy, Birchemall glarnsed round with
a beneveplent smiile, and hiz eyes rested
on the handsum kaptin of the victorious
team, whe was vesting on the shoulders
of Loyle and Trow of ilie Fourth.

“Jolly! Would you mind stepping
forward?" he cricd.

“With plezaure, sir! responded the
fero of the Fourth, cheenily kicking
Loyle and Trew aside, and deopping
litely to the ground.

Do Bivchenall patted the victorious

skipper prouwdly on the head with one
hand, shook hands warmly with the
other, and fumlled in his pocket with
the aother,

" Jentlemen, n_.,..pﬁwn, and fellows," he
eried. “To celebrale this glorious
victory, 1 am poing to perform an act
of mﬂznnﬂwﬁm unparalleled in the annals
of S5t Sam’s. Out of my own privit
funds, I am going to preszent the
kaptin of the junior eleven with a cash
gift to be distributed among the
players.™

There was a gasp of distonishmount,
followed by a mermer of appreval
from the crowd.

“In banding over thia sxm of
maoney,” said Dr. Birchemall, ™I trust
that it will not be mwumﬂ in frivollity,
and rigtous living., On the contrary, I
should like to think that it will form
the basis of the fortuncs that you boys
may perchance accumulate in later life.
Jentlenren, I have much plezzure in
handing Jolly the sum of sizpence !

Amid terrific cheers, ha placed a
silver coin in Jack Jolly's palm,

“Thank you, sir!” mermered Jack
Jolly, & lump rising in his throat, as
ho glimpsed the coin. "I can assure

ou that we aro all too scnsible to

ave our heads turned by sudden riches,

and the money will certainly not be
wasted, Bir, it 15 bard for me to
cggzprees all I feel at this moment. In
the past, somo of us have heen inclined
to regard you as a beastly booly. All
that i1s over now. To-day, we see that
ou are the kindest and most generous
eadmaster that any skool could have.
Onco again, sir, on behalf of myself
and the team, I thank you!™

“Hurrah ! yelled the ecrowd.

Dr. Birchemall boughed to 1he
repeeted cheers, then furned to Ar.
Cheetenm.

“And now what about having a quict
bottle of jinjer-pop in my sanktumi"
ho sujjested, with a smile,

“What-ho!” respended the lawyer
cmiattically,

inberit from his Aunt

tassesansnaen

Mr. Cheetem wore =
thoughtful look on his dilo
a3 he accompanied De,
Birchemall into the House,

wind the latter was glad Lo
notiss it, for n_r_m. tock it as
an  encurridging  sign.
And 39 it proved to bo.

While they were ravven-
ously wading inte jinjer-
wwﬁu and deenutts in De

irchemall’s  study, Mr
Cheetem:  suddenly looked
up, with a ?;E&mw grin,

“¥ou'll be glad to learn
that T .,_...u.__.___w at last comeo Lo
a decision regarding the
leggacy,” ho announced,
hetween grate mouthfuls
of deenutt,

TIir, Birchemall's beady
eyes mnearly dropped out
of his head with eggsito-
ment,

“Go onl” ho cried horsely.

“On dew reflection, I have decided
that the terms of Betsy Dirchemall’s will
are fulfilled, for no skoolmaster could
ba more kind and gentle then yourself.
That being o0, I have no heszitation in
#ﬂh&_:m you the ?mwnn..,_,. Tha whole
of your discased aunt’s fortune will now
be yours]”

For s moment Dr. Birchemall could
hardly believe his cars, Then he leaped
out of his chair with a howl of trinmf,

lliIlIl.ilIlIlii.#IF-n-!h-!-hhh-tbr-llltililclilliFI-!!-4--!---I-lillil-
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“Heoray!” yelled Dr. Birchemall,

Dr.Birchemall's flat Raghad cut and caught Mpe. Chaslem

full on his nése. *“* Yarocop!!?
tho enraged headmaster.

HTake that 1" shoutbed

.

reward Dr. Birchemall ho to
m_n.-u..-.imm..l.w:n what anm_nuu
staggering surprise packet !

JANEEEAEREE

grazping the lawyer by tho waist and
watlzing him round the room. *“Rieh
at last| Bing ho for a lifo of luxury
and eass for the rest of my daya! Bulls.
eyes and doenutts unlimited now, and a
geat  in  the pictures every nite!
Haorpy 1" m &

It certainly looked as i™the Head's
q“n”“wuﬁ. had ehanged for the beltor at
L1451 08 . S

I1,

R. LICKHAM, the master of the
Fourth, looked into the Head's
study later that evening,

: Dr. Birchemall was seated at
his desk, engrossed in the plezzant task
of planning what bo was going to do
with his sudden riches, o waved a
nrm_mw..___. m.ﬂmﬂsﬂ? his assistant.
M._E.m...‘.pma“m m, Licky! Come and aon.

ate me on m
b ¥ good fortune, old

“Certainly, sirl” said Mr. Lickh
memsn & Little surprised. *“Might I N_“w
wha ¢ Ier k
H_Hmqu ry dickens lias happened,

You might! The answer is, that
under the will of my &umnmnmu, h_._w_
Betsy m have jnherited her entire
fortune,” answered the Head. “AL one
fell swoop, so to spesk, T have becoma as
H,..mw. as ous

Grate pip! That's & bit of luck, sir,

and no mistake!” eaid Mr. Li
cnviously, * How much &mn EHM_.". H.m_.wuh
Betsy leave, if T might be so hold as to

inguire "

“As s matter of
fact, Lickham, I'm
not quite ecertsin of
the eggeact sum she
laft," “admitted the
Heaed., “I knew she
must have been im-
mensely  rich, tho,
for on several ccen-
EIQNS In MY Founger
days she ghve ma tips
of fourpence, or even

sixp ence, some-
times |
“Few 1™  whistled

Mr. Lickham, obvi-
ously impreosscd,

“At the prozzont
m o ment Mr
Chectem, the family
solissitar, is in his
room, working out
what it amounts to,”
erpgsplained the
Head, “Doubtless
he will bo here to re-
port at any minnit
noaw,

The door opened as

e spoke, and Alr.
Cheetem entered.

“Ah, you have
come fo tell me the
ecgasent of my good
fortunc!"” cried Dr.
Birchiemall, rubbing
hisz hands =daefully,
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“Wait and hear the cetail
smazing wealth, Lickham. ,,mmawm hm.m
never ceass to envy me my luck|™
I'll stay with plezzure, sir!” said
Mr. Lickham, with thoughts of possible
_.E...,.m _:._mq._u_ww and bullseyes to come,
. ood | ave you completed your
md.dﬂ..”mﬂmwum. Cheetem 7'~ asked ™ Dy
irchemall, turning to that i :
m.h._.m lawyer na.n...nmn_. AR MRy
ﬁ?nﬂﬁ.amm Bgger, then! Am I »
muilonairs, or duzzent my aunt’s.fop.
tune amount to that E:n_._”_.._:. A
“T'm afraid it duezent,” answercd Al
Chectem, eappologeti i .
Cheeten ppologe En:.u. You sce,
“SBurely Auut Botay lef
= _Eﬂ:__.,m ut Betay left ten thouwsand,
Myr. Cheetem sorrowfully shook his
head, and Dr. Birchemall o
_.E_u-.m.w alarmed, Urse (o Jonig
“Is it & mizzerable hundred pound
m_mnmt. he asked skornfully, B
:..m._w is m.m.nn_ _nuu_...w_;“. that 1"
an it must alpost nothi
all 1" roared the Head. SR

“As & matter of fact, sir, it is less
than B.RH:_WM.: said the lawyer. “VYou
sed, &ir, it's like this here. Your
diseased aunt left ten pounds, altogether;
and as my fees amount to ten Buinens
the position is that you inherit s debt
.nmmwmn _E_huﬁ..nu. i

aver ore in the corse of his
checkered carcer had Dr. Birchemall
been im such a [righiful wax,

“Then sll my trouble and worry have
been in vain I” he rosred, a grate notted
waln #E_n_:..h out on his forrid as ha
spoke. " For the sake of the leggacy 1
have been kind-harted and gentle, wien
¥ longed to dish out floggings right and
laft!  Oh, grate pip, .it duzzent bear
thinking about!"

“But I En.:mmm; you were kind-harted,
to begin with!™ said Mr. Cheetem, in
surprise, “ Burely, =ir, vou haven't boan
decelving ma mm_.ﬁ the time? Burely
you're not & heoly at hart, after all o™
¢ WNo, I'm net!” roaved the Hoad.
"Navertheless, T am booly enuff fo give
you somothing ww:__w?_ to take back with
you to Londen! Take that

“Yarcoooo!" roared Mr. Cheetem, as
he axxapted a fearful bash on the noso.

“And that!"”

" Yaoocooooaop ™

MmH_mzﬂ in angwish, Mr, Clicetom ook
a flving leap out of the Ifead's study and
ran for his life. Apd he didn’t trouble
to come back for his ten shillings.

So enreged was Dr. Birchemall, that
for the rest of that cvoming the air
resonnded with tho swishing of his birch
and tho yells of lus viktims, And by
boed-time the whels skool knew that
Birehemall the Cood had gono for meod,
and the samo Head they lnew of old
was reining in his stead once meret

] THE XTI
(Next weel's awmusing warn of St
San's fx entitfedd s YTHE RIVAFE
FIREWORNK CLURIT  Yeu'll feol

fike Kicking yourself if wyou mies o,
chnne ) .
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