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A ROUSING, COMPLETE SCHOCL AND ADVENTURE YARN FEATURING—

THE FIRST CHAFTER.

Bunier Knows What !

i 'VE got an 1dea!™

l Billy Bunter made that start-
]irg announcerment.
arry Wharton & Co. wcre
gathered in the hall at Wharton Ladge,
diseussing what was to be done with
the day. The Famous Five of Grey-
friars were cnjoying theiwr holiday, tn
spite of the fact that William George

Bunter was a member of the party.

Buntor rolled out of the breakfast-
room #nd joined them. PBunter was
down carly that morning—early for
Bunter. It was only half-past nine;
and Bunter had already breakiasted,

Apparently Bunter had been thinking
while he packed away the focdstuffs.
He announced, in a most impressive
tone, that he had an iden, and scemed
to expect the Famous Five te sit up
and take notice immoediately.

They didn't.

Bob Cherry was speaking, and e
went on  speaking, just as if Billy
Bunter and his ideas were trifles light
ag mIr.

“What about a jolly old walk? Beb
wan saying. “It's, n lovely morning—
couldn’t be better., A dozen miles on
the downe——->""

“1 say, vou fellows!"

*Bunter couldn't do » dozen miles™
said Harry Whatton. ‘““A dozen yards
1w nesrer his mark.”

“Oh, blow Bunter!™ satd Bob.

*1 say, you fellows ! bawled Bunter,

Bob glanced round.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he is!
Feel up to a dozen miles on the Surrey
hills, Bunter?

“MNo, you ass! I've got an idea—"'
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“ Gammon [

“I've got a ripping idea for the
dﬂ-j’.”

“Whore on earth did vou get an
idea, Bunter?” inguived Frunk Nugent.

“Oh, roslly, Nugent! I thought it
out over brokker™

“What with?” inguired Johnny Bull.

“Ohb, don't be an ass! I've got a
stunning idea !’ said Bunter i1mpress-
ively. * You fellows needn’t jow—1've
settled what we're going to do to-day.”

“Well, what iz it, Bunter?’ asked
Harry Wharton, in a fone of patient
resignatlon.

Az host 1t was up to Wharton to be
polite and patient; but the othoer four
members of the Co. did not leok very
patient. They had ne use for Billy
Bunter’s ideaz, and very little for Billy
Bunter.

“Oh, get it off your chest!™ said Bob.
“How do you want to spend the day?
Eating, slecping, or jawingi”

It was a natural gquestion; for Bun-
ter's activities, as a rule, weore like
ancient Gaul, divided into three parts—
und these were the three parts,

“MNothing of the sort, you ass!"™

“0h, my hat! You're not thinking
of a spread?™

“No!" snapped Duntor.

“Wanders will never ceasc!
not thinking of a snooze?”

“ Mo, vou fathead [

“Great pip! Or of wagging your fat
chin ™

“Look herp—-o"

“Well, we'd better hear this!” said
Bob. " Bunter's thought of a fourth
way of killing time. This beats jolly
old Einstein's fourth dimension.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Will you give o fellow a chance to
apeak 7 hooted Bunter. ™ “ Blessed if T

You're

ever saw such [ellows for Jawing ! look
here, I've got a ripping idea—a rcally
stunning whecze ¥

“Expound ! said Frank Nugent.

“The esteemed expoundiulpess is the
proper caper, my absurd Bunter ! said
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.  * And the
cutfulness short would be a preposterous
boonful blessing.”

“Shut up, Inky! Now,” said Bunter,
blinking at the Faumous Five through
hiz big spectacles, “we're on lholiday
here for some days.”

“We knew that!” remarked Johnm
Bull. “T{ that's all you've got to tell
u!_ﬂ

“We're a long way from Greyfriars
now,’” said Bunter, uphecding. *No
beastly Form mastors or rotten prefects
koocking abhout. The fuct is, we can
da as we jolly well like”

“Oh' gaid Wharton, looking very
curiously at the Owl of the Beomove.

This exordium scemed to hint that
Bunter's idea involved some proceedings
which would have caused the chopper to
coma down had the juniors boen at
school.

kS

“Congh it up!” said FRob. * We'rs
wasting time, you know.”

“Lots of time ! said Bunter. *“They
don't begin before one-thirty, 1'ye

locked it out in the paper.”

“ Who don't begin what'™ asked Dob.

“T'Hl tell you, if xou'il shut up a
minute and give a fellow a chance to
get m & word edgewsvs, As [ osaid,
we're on holiday now, and we can do
as we jolly well like. Nobody to chip
in. I suppose your unele knows how to
mind his own business, Wharton?"

Harry Wharton frowned.

“1 don't know what vou've gob in
vour fat head, Bunter,” he sand, "but
you can fake it that my uwle won'k
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rliow anything that isn't allowed atb
Groeylviars,.  What the thumd are you
driving at, anyhow?" ;

“Well, we needn’t montion it to him,”
gnid Bunter., “Least  sald  soonest
mended, a5 he's a fussy old donkey ™

“NWhatt" ) .

A fussy old donkey! Whitebridge 1s
about ten miles from here,’” went on
Bunter. ““An easy ron in a ¢ar. Wwe
can lunch ecarly. I sappose we can have
the car this afternoon, Wharkon

‘“Supposer out of gear,” answered
W harton. "M}' uncle's using the car
this afterncon.”

Billy Dunter sniffed.

“1f I were at home, at Bunter Court,
1 should have tho choice of half a
dozen cars!™ he pgrunted,

“Then why not beat it for Bunter
Court?"" exclaimed Bob Cherry, as if
struck by a brilliant idea, “That's the
real goods! We'll walk down to the
slation with you and sce you off ™

* Ploased I'* said Nugent, )

“Tho pleasefulness would be terrific.”

“Hear, hear!”

There was & chorus of approval from
four members of tha Co. Harry Whar-
ton did not join in it. As host he did
not feel at liberty to say what he
thought.

“Oh, don’t talk piffle!” said Dunter
irratably. “1 sup we can do with-
out the car. There'll be a train to
Whitebridge. You can lock out the
trains, Wharton, All right so long as
we turn up in time for the first race.”

“The first whatter?’ howled DBob
Cherry.

"1 suppose you've heard of the
Whitebridge Races " snapped Bunter.

“QOh, my hatl” .

“They begin to-day,” said DBunter.
“Thres days, you know—and the first
race is at one-thirty to-day. I've picked
out. & horse.”

“ You—you-—youn've picked ont o
horse ™

“Yes. I rather fancy he will win,”

said Bunter. *“That will zet me up,
I geb five to one in quids, you Enow,
and bring it off —"

“(zreat pip "

“You can lend me the guid, Whar-
ton "

“Thanks "

“ Tl settle that to-mormrow. I'm ex-
pecting a postal-order, as I think I

mentioned to you,"”
“My only hat!” said Bob Cherry
blankly. " Is that the big ideaf We're

to go to thoe races and back geogecs?
Oh, my only summer honnett™
“You sece, on holiday we get a
chance,”’ said Bunter. " We couldn't do
this at Greyiriars. This extra holiday
in term time gives us a chance,”
“I should well think

jolly wa
couldn’t ! gasped Nugent, *You fat,
frabjous l‘uﬁmnd g

“¥ou howling ass!”

“Oh, don't jaw!” said Runter.
“¥What are you afraid of? Think
Queilcky is likely to drop on us? Ve
necdn't bother about masters. No need

to say a word to Wharton's silly uncle.

dare suy he wouldn't like the idea,
being an old fesmil, We keep 1 to oue-
gelves, see? I funcy T shall do rether
well an the races. shall uwse what I
win on the first race, as ecapitnl, and
Lack my fancy right through the hist.
I may come back with fifly pounds in
my pocket. You fellows needn’t bot—
you haven't my judgment in such
matters. You can look on.  But I ean
tell you, I'or jolly well going to make
the fur fly.”

The Famous I'ive gazed at Bunter.

“There's one thing yow've left out of

consideration,” said Harry Wharton
nifdly.

“What's that 1"

“Lhat we're not going to the races.™

“Oh, really, Wharton——"

“*MNow Bunter's said his picce, we may
as well get out for & walk | suggested
Bol: Cherry.

“*Hear, hear !

*1 say, yom
Bunter.

”Duminﬁ. Bunter?”" called out Bab,
from the doorway, *“A dozen miles on
the downs will bring down your fat.
¥ou can spare a ton or two.”

“Beast! I tell you—>

“Catch us Uﬁ unter, if you'd like
o walk,” said Harry Wharton.

" Look here—"

The Famous Five started. The
ripping, stunning- idea propounded by
Billy Bunter did not scem to appeal to
them, somehow.

Bunter rushed to the door, and glared
after them with a glare that almost
craclked his spectacles.

“I say, you fellows—" he velled.

The fellows walked om.

“ Beasts 1+

The beasts disappeared
distance.

Ll

fellows——" roared

in the

e

THE SECOND €HAPTER.
Raising the Wind !

£t ELLS 1
W “Birl” said Wells,
Billy DBunter hlinked nt

the Wharton Lodge butler.
Wella' manner was perfmt.lirl rnsﬂz::t.-
ave been

ful; as, of course, it should
T A el g, g -y S i o g 1 i e
King of the Trapeze in Walker’s

Circus . . . . yot only a “* blessed
new Kid ** at Greyiriars !

Wil gy ) P 1 i gy 5 g ¥ i g, o P

towards so lofty and important a per-
sonaga as William George Bunter., And
yet somehow there was a look in Wells'
gye that Bunter did not like, and never
had liked. He had a feeling that, in-
wardly, Wells did net respect him so
profoundly as a butler ought to have
done. Bunter rather prided himself on
a way he had of keeping servants in
their place, and putting them back into
it promptly, if they showed any sign
of getting out of it. This, in Bunter's
opinion, should have made them respect
him all the more. But perhaps it
didn't !

“I ghall want lonch early, Welis!”
said Bunter haughtily.

“ Indeed, =ir.”

“I've got to leave at twelve-thirty.”

"Very good, sir!"
“Hee to it, Wells!™ said Bunter, in

such a manner as Nero might have
adopted when he remarked : ¥ Bee to if,
',{‘1Eei-lmus [*
Very good, stel™
“And, Wells——" added DBunter,

rather less haughtily, as Wells was
about to retreat. “Hold on, Wells!”

Wells held on.

“T don't scom lo have recmiwnd a
letior T was c:rcnm:-t-ing this marning,
Wells,” sn3d Bunter, blinking at k.

#No, mirfle '

“A  rather
Dunter.

*TIndeed, sic!™

"Conteining & remtbtanes—a rither
large remitinnec!” pursued Dunder,

Wells made no rejoinder, ITe waited
to mo.

*Thiz puts me in raflier an unigetu-
nate position, Wellsy" said Bunter,

important letter,” said

“Indeed, sirl”

“My friends may not bo back before
I start, you scel” explained Bunter.

Wells thought that wvery probable, if
the juniors knew that Bunter was start-
ing for anywhere.

‘S0 you see how I'm placed,” said
Bunter., “It mavy scem extraordinary
to  you, Wells, but at the preowent
moment, I am actually short of cash.”

Wells shook hizs head; whether to
CXPress a:r'jnpathy, or to deny that it
sugilm:d extraordinary to him, cannot be
&21¢k.

“Now I'm poing to do you & favour,
Wells,” gaid gl]llt-ﬂl‘.

“¥ou are very kind, sir!”

“Mot at all! Borrowing moncy of
servants 1= not, as & rule, & thing I
should approve of,” said Bunter. “%tlt
in the prescot circumstances, I'm going
to allow you to lend me a pound note,
Wells.”

“You honour me, sir!” aaid Wells
graveii.'.

“YWell, ves,"” admitted Bunter. “ That'
go! But you're a good servant, Wells,
and not likely to get cheeky because 1
treat you as a friend. The fact is, I
really want a pound this mocrning,”

Bunter held out a fat hand,

Wells gazed ot it.  Perhaps he
noticed that it nceded a wash; but if
20, he did not remark on that. :

I will speak to the master, sir,” said
Wells suavely.

Bunter started.

*What 1" _

. “And with Colonel Wharton’s permis-
'l ——

“YWou silly nss!” gasped DBunter.

“That benighted old foesil would be
down on o fellow like a ton of bricks
for borrowing money from servants.
Don't be a fool, Wells!”

1 fear, sir, that without the master's
permission——" snid Wells urbancly.

“ Look hers, Wellg——"

“I will speak to tho master imme-
diately, sir——"

“Pon't do anything of the sort, you
fathcad [ hizsed Bumnter,

“Then I am afraid, sir, that it will be
im ible——"

“Oh, get out!"” said Bunter.

"'.tr"."ells got out, He smiled as he got
out.

“Beast!” murmured Bunter. “He
jolly weall doesn’t want to lend me o
pound—that's what it means, Bleszed if
I know what the lower classes are
coming to! My bat! That old fossil-
ised colonel would kick me out of the
house if he knew I'd been borrowing
from the servants, I'll bet that beast
Wells knows that! DBut I've got {6 rcaise

the wind.” .

Bunter's fat brows wrinkled over
that problem.

Harry Wharton & Co had turned

down the big idea.  Bub Bonter was
sticking to 1it. He was going to the
races, where he hoped to make some-
thing like a small fortune. All you
needed to do te win money on races
was to pick out the horse that was gong
to win and back him. 'This ccrtainly

required uncommon  judgment and
rrspicneifé', but that was all right
%untqr had uncommon judgment aud
poerspaeacity,

A chance like this, Bunter considered,
was not to be missed. It was o thing
that counldn’t be dono in term time
without the risk of getting sacked. Bo
it wns o stroke of sheer hﬂﬁ that White-
bridge races were held while Bunter was
nt Wharton Lodge on that extra.special
holiday,

Only the question of wavs and means
had toa be zeitled.  Bunler's  eazh
resourees wore limited to sixpence. and
thiz, nnfortunately, was o bad sixperce.

T dacser Lispany.—No, 1,105,
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Even had it been o good one, it was
scarcely a sufficient sum for punting on
the races, :

Wells had been drawn blank. Rilly
Bunter made up his mind to tr
the colonel. Harry Wharton .
Co., having turned down the big
idea, were not likely to lend him
any money to carry it out. Besides,
they were Dbeasts encugh to sta
oub till after he had started. Colone
Wharton, it was true, was not a pro-
mising subject. Bunter always felt a
little uneasy under the old military

entlaman's clear, steady, grey eyes.

ut it was a case of any port 1n A
storm; and, after all, the colomel was
bound to be sympathetic when he heard
that & fellow had been disappointed
about o remittance, if he had any sym-
pathy in bis nature ot &l ]

{olonel Wharton was in the libr.cy,
engaged with two or three local gentle-
men on some matter of loeal impdrt-
ance. It was probable -that ho woul
not care to be interrupted ; but that, o
epurse, was a trifle, in the circumstances,
Billy Bunter rolled away to the library,
opened the door, and blinked in. Agri-
cultural depression, and the question of
dumped imports, were going strong 1o
the library; and Colonel Wharton,
glanecing round at the dooz, fixed hie
eys on Bunter in a most discoursging
‘H"H.F'.

“Do you want anything, Bunter?”
he asked, in & very pointed Way.

“Yez, eir,” said Bunter. “I'd like to
speak to you.™ i

“ Another time,” said the colonel,

“Jt's rather important, sir—"

"What 1" :

“In fact very important,” said Bun-
ter, blinking at him. “¥You see—"

“1 am occupicd now, Bunter.”

“Yes, 1 know,” assented Bunter,
“You see, sir, this is how it i=—"

“Laave the room, please”

(1] Eh??l

“ And shut the door.”

[T} ﬂhlll

Bunter loft the room and shué the
door. The lock in the colonel's eyes
was quite disagreeable.

“Beast ¥ murmured Bunter.

The colonel had been drawn blank.
But Bunter had another resource. He
rolled away in search of Miss Wharton.
The colonel’s sister was a kind old
lady, not at all like her dashed old ram-
rod of & brother. And sho was “soft.”
Bunter knew she was soft, because she
spent a lot of time knitting things for
the poor of the village,

He found Aunt Amy in a sunny
morning-room, and she was knitting, as
he expected., The wool alone, Bunter
reflected rather bitterly, must have cost
as much as he wanted for a fluttor on

the reees; and Miss Wharton was
wusting it on the poor. She gave
Bunter a kind smile. Even Billy

Dunter had not exhausted Aunt Amy’s
patient kindness of heart.

Bunter sat down. The sight of Aunt
Amy's charitable labours had put an
idea into his fat mind.

“T'va been disappointed about a
letter I expected this morning,” he
remarked.,

Aunt Amy expressed sympathy.

“There was going to be & pound
note in it," Bunter added.

Aunt Amy ezpressed
second time.

Sympathy was all very well, and
gratifying in its way; but it woas not
exactly what Bunter wanted.

“That poor man!” ho sighed.

Aunt Amy Jooked up ingquiringly.

1 was going to_ give it to a poor
blind man!” explained Punter.

Tueg Macxer Lieniny.—No. 1,166,

sympathy a

“Dear me ! said Miss
“That was very generous of youl”

“Well, I am generous, you know,”
sald Bunter. “It's always beeg my
weakness. "

L1 ﬂh IF}

“Now I shan't ba able to,” sighed
Bunter. “That is, unless some F
lméds me the pound till I get my postal-
order,”

“My dear boy,” said Miss Wharten,
“if this poor blind man is in need of
assistance, ho must be given assistance,
But you must not give away mone
thoughtlessly, You might be impose
upon. What is his name?”

“ His—hia name1"

“¥es. Does he belong
villaga 7%

“I—1 think—not " ga:a}:ted Bunter.
“M.-nnol!  Nobt to the village! Nol
I—1 forget hiz name.”

“Whers iz he et the
moment 1™

“1—1 forgét.”

4 THen f}'nu ¢ould hardly give him the

to our

presant

pounrid, if you had received it as you
E:Ei}cted." gaid Aunt Amy, with a
amile,

Bunter made no re}alf. He won-
dered whother this old lady was as
soft a3 he supposed. Her pink old face
looked quite innocent.

He decided to “chuck ” the blind
man. It had semed like o eﬁmd open-
ing; but Aunt Amy wanted to Lnow
too much.

#I wish Wharton hadn't gone out in
such & hurry!"” gaid Bunter, beginning
on a new tack.,

““Hazs Harry gone out?™

“¥es; and so I can’t ask him for
the l;:’““d I lent him—"

1

Mizzs Wharton locked ve?i serions.
“I did not know that Harry bor-
rowed mones,” she said. “That is a

vary bad habit to form."

“Well, a chap doesn't like to dun =
chiap for a lean,” said Dunter. "I
dare say Harry’s forgotten it; and I'm
not the fellow to remind him. I don’t
mind losing the pound, really.™

“Nonsensa1*¥ asid Miss Wharton:
and for a moment she looked like her
brother. “I will return you the money
now, and speak to Harry cbouwt 16"

“0Oh, no, don’t do that!™ gasped
Bunter., “No need to mention it to
Harry, vou know.”

Mizss Wharten looked round for her
purse, discovered it, fished in it, and
roduced a pound note. Billy Bunter's
at fingers closed on it eagerly. After
sll, it didn't matter if she did menticn
it to Wharton. Bunter wounld be gone
before sho saw Harry and mentioned
it. Probably Whartoen weuld be wazy.
But they weren't in the Remove pas-
sage at Greyiriars now; and & fellow
could hardly kick o fellow who was a
guest under hiz  roof.  Anyhow,
Bunter was now supplied with eash;
and that, after all, was the important
matter.

He left Miss Wharton quite a,hruﬁt]y.
He had no f[urther use for that kind
old soul.

Harry Wharton & Co. had not
returncd when Bunter lunched early,
on his lonely own, and started for the
station. His ticket to Whitebridge left
him seventesn-and-six out of Miss Whar-

ton's pound note. It waz not & large
sumn ; but Bunter knew how to increase
it. If he got five to one on a winner,

he would turn fen shillings inte two-
pounds-ten on the first raco.  With that
capital to work with, the same odds
on the second race would turn the sum
into {welve pounds ten shillings. There
were sik races in all: and if his "ul:lg-
ment held good, and he had no &uu t
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Wharton, that it would, he would ba the pos

gessor of an enormous sum by the time
the racing was over—probably several
huIndred pounds,

t was a very pleasant prospect: and
Bunter pictured himself rn}IFﬁé; home
in a car, with his pockets bulging with
banknotes, Those heasts would be
rather sorry that they hadn't joined up
when he flourished a handful of fivers
and tenners under their envious noses.

Eilly. Bunter’s fat face wore a cheery
emile as the train carried him on lo
Whitebridge. He was alrcady, in his
fat mind, spending those fivers and
tenners, It was one of Bunter's wai;u
to count his chickens long before hatch-
ng-time,

e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

A Pecullar Pairl
73 EIP IH-
Harry Wharten & Co

really could not help taking
notioe,

The Famous Five were sauntering
cheerily along a uhaﬂg lana a few
miles from arton Lodge in the direo
tion of Whitebridge. They were think-
ing of heading homeward for lunch

when they came on this rather curious
BOOTHO.

The lane was a rather sclitary one.
It was nishort eut to the Whitebridge
road, eeldom used by cars; for it wes
narrow and winding, and, exocept at
cortain spots, there was no réom for
two cars to pass one ancother. At one
of the winding turna of the lane they
gighted a little two-seater, with its nose
plunged decp info the fern and bracken
in & wide, dry ditch, Evidently that
little car had come to grief at the turn.
It did not look damaged; but it was
undoubtedly stuck in the mud,

That was not surprising; what was
surprising was the peculiar conduct of
the motorist. He waz a short, fat
gontlemman, with an almost purple face,
a crimson walsteoat, and a bowlor hat
on one side of his head. Ha stood by
the tilted car and shouted:

£t Pﬂlp I:l:l

If he had shouted “ Help I” it would
have been more explicable. But wh;p;
a man should stand and shout “ Pepl

at the top of his woice was rather
mysterious.
“Pop!™ roared the urple-com-

plezioned gentlaman, with all the force
of hia lupps. “Pop! Popl!”

“My only hatB’ murmurcd Bob
Cherry.

“Is that sportsman off hiz rocker, I
wonder 1 remarked Johnny Bull,

“Pop 1" roared the stout pentleman.
I:I'Pﬂ i ¥ . )
e "lghe popfulness is terrific !" observed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “The
poitifulness seems slso to he prepos-
terous.™ i

The juniors paused in their walk,
They regarded the purple gentleman
with respectful interest. He did nob
observe their approach, as He was
turned broadside to them. Ile gasped
for breath after his vocal efforts, and
then, with renewed energy, velled:

“Popl! Popl! Pop!”

It really was surprizing. The wood-
land that bordered the lane echoed:

“Popl Popl”
The stout gentleman drew a red
handkerchief, adorned with vellow

spots, from his pocket and mopped his
heated brow. en he roared ngnin:

“Pop! Pop! Popl”

Ho looked rather excited, but not
insane. DBut his wocal efforts were
really hard to aceount for.

“Wea could help him get that crystal
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sat out of the diteh,” remarked
Bob Cherry. “I dare say that’s
what he wants. It's & Buster
Seven: and we could shift it for
him'I-” -

“The good-turnfulness is the
esteempd proper caper,” re-
marked Hurree Singh.

“Pop!” rosred the stout man,
“TPopl Oh, strike me pink!
Pop! DPop!”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo !" said Boh
Cherry genially; and the stout
man looked round and saw the
Greyiriars follows.

o seemed pleased to see
them. No doubt they were the
first passers-by since his Buster
Beven had headed into the ditch.

“Here, hold o1, TOUNE
gents 1” he gasped. " You'll lend
a man a hand—what? Look
how I'm fixed ™

“Wea'll lend you a hand with
pleasure,” said Harry Wharton,
with a smile; “in fact, five pairs
of hands, We'll soon have her
cut of the ditch.”

“Bhe ain't easy to shift,” sai::l
the purple gentleman., “Bhe's
fair rooted. I missed the turn-
ing, and in she went. These'ro
ecroeked lanes—strike me pink!”
Ho mopped his brow with the red
handkerchief. “But if you
-oung gents will help we'll have

er out. PBut we'd better wait
for Pop, if wyou ain't in a
hurry.”

“Wait for Popl"”
Wharton.

And the purple gentleman
rosred again: ” o

“Popl! Popl! Popl Fopl™

Echo answered * Pop 17

The Famous Five gazed at the stout
gentleman., He mopped his brow again
and jooked at them amicably,

“Thank you kindly, young gents,” he
said. “‘Here I am, rooted—and got to
got to Whitebridge, I got busjness
there.” ]

He mopped his brow again.

"I beon stuck here hn!? an hour,"” he
went on, “Nobody seems to live in
these parts, Might as well in the
middle of a dessit. Don’t seem to be
even & man working in the fields. Pop’s
gone to look for help. He ain't found
H.I'IF'_”

“Oh1™ ejaculated Wharton; and it
dawned on the schoclbpys that “Pep
wos the name of some companion of
this stout gentleman—a very peculiar
nawmne, undoubtedly., “That was why he
was shouting “Pop ! The mystery was
elucidated,

“Leaving me here all this time ™
grunted the stout gentleman, *“If the
yvoung asa'd come back we'd have a
try on our own to shift her. I can’t
wait hera all day., Lunch waiting at
the Bunch o Grapes, too. And I'm
that thirsty ¥ .

To judre by his complexion the stout
gentle was often thirsty, and often
quenched his thirst. ;

“Name of Walker,” he said afiably—
“Jimmy Walker's World Renowned,
you know.”

The juniors smiled, wondering what
“Walker's World Renowned ¥ might

be,

“Pop ! shouted Mr. Walker again.
“FPopl Pop! PFop!”

I'here was an answer from the
distance at last, and a sound of rustling
umn? the brambloes.

“ilire, old JimmyI!" called hack =

repeated

voice,
“You young rip!” Thooted Mre,
Walker, "'LEre I been waiting for you,

“ I'm golng to do you a favour, Wells,"* said Bunter.

me & pound note.”

and a-shouting arter you, till I near
burst my crop.”

“1 ain't found anybody!"” eame the
voice again. ' YWe won't never get the
bus out of that ditch, old Jimmy.”

“You come along, Fop 1" snorted Mr,
Walker, ' Here's five young gentlemen
;ei-.tlﬁnma along, eand all offering to
elp!

“Prime 1" answered the voice of the
unseen Fop.

The brambles by the lane swaved as
Pop came through and dropped into
the road. Harry %Vhartan & Co. looked
at him rather curiously. They naturally
ﬂ:[;ﬂctﬁd to see some youth after the
style of Mr. Walker—perhaps a son of
that gentleman. So his appearance
rather surprised them, He was a slim,
well-formed lad between fourtcen and
fifteen, well-dressed, with & elear com-
plexion and regular feabures, and a
well-shaped, rather aguiline noge. His
manner of speaking had been like Mr.
Walker's, but in looks he was nothing
whatever like that gentleman, Oddest
of all, there was some elusive
familiarity in his features, though he
certainly was a stranger to the Grey-
frinrs follows, and they had never scen
him before.

Ho gave Mr. Walker a slap on a fat
gshonlder as ho rejoined him, and then
gloanced at the Greyfriars fellows with
a cheary grin.

“¥You pgoing to lend a "and?” he
askod.

“Certninly,” answerad Harry. “ Wa'll
be very glad to give any help we can”

The boy gave him a sccond look.

*“ That's very kind of you,” he said
in quite a different voiee, “I'm sura
we're both very much obliged.”

Wharton cauﬁd
eves a little,

Pop had spoken first in the same kind
of English as Mr. Walker. Now he

not help opening his P

“ I’m going to allow you to lend

“ You hopnour ma, sir | " said the butler.

spoke quite nicoly, in good English
with an ezcellent intonation.

His now manner of speaking was
much moro in seeord with his appear-
avee, Dut it was rather perplexing.

Howaver, that was no business of the
Greyiriars fellows, and now that Pop
was on the scene, rendy to help, the
mi E.t-::r of shifting the car was procecded
wikl.

Small and light as it was, it had been
boyvond the powers of Mr. Walker and
his peculiar companion to get it out of
the ditch. Tut with five pairs of will-
ing hands to help, the Buster Seven
shifted promptly.

With a long pull, a strong pull, and
an pull all cthor the seven of them
shifted the Buster out of the ditch and
got her into the road again.

“That's better 1" said Jimmy Walker,
mopping hiz brow, . .

“FPrime,” zaid Pop, relepsing into his
first manner, *8pifiing! on't you
pitch her over sgain, old Jimmy.™

“I wouldn't 'ave pitched her over
if that blinking cow hadn't come n.!::m%
the lane!” protested Mr. Walker, *
had to miss the cow”

“Fou wouldn't eve pitclied her over
il you'd let that blooming flask of yourn
alone, you mean, Jimmy I

“ ook 'ocre, Pop—r

“Weil, vou look ‘ers, ald Jimmy——>V

Huarry Wharton & Co. exchanged
gmilea,

“ Anything more we cen do to help "
asked the captain of the Greyiriars

Remove politely, .
*XNot & thing, thanks]" =aid Mr.
Wallker, “And I'm obliged to you,
sir. You're a good lad, you are. '8
vour friends—pgood lads all! Birike me
ink | Thank the gentleman, Pop 1™

“That'a all right!” said Harry,
smiling. “Glad to help!”
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“Tho gladfulness was terrific, my
esteemed  friend,” remarked Hurrea
Jomset Ram Singh. " As the English
proverb says, ' Many honds make lLight
of the cracked pitcher that is better
than a bird in t.ga bush I’ ¥

Mr. Walker and Pop both gazed at
the nabob.

"My eyel” said Mr. Walker in-
voluntarily aéaparentl a little over-
come by the dusky oolboy's flow of
English. ]

“Come on, Inky!” grinned Bob
Cherry.

“Wae are both very much obliged to
you, gentlemen,” said Pop, in his care-
ful English again. " You have hel?ed
us out of a very unpleasant ecrspe.”’

“iFar him ™ said Mr. Walker con-
fidentially to the schoolboys. 'Ear
him! I couldn't talk like that to save
my life—I couldn’&™ :

‘Shut up, old Jimmy1* said Fop.

“VYou young limb,” said old Jimmy
affectionately. ) .

“Bea if the engine’s all n%-lh;i FOu
old image, youl” said Fop. "1 dessay
you've busted her)”

“She's all right]” said Mr. Walker.
“3he ain't took no 'arm., If it boado't
been for that cow—"

“That flask, you mean, you old fat-
head,” soid Pop.

“Look 'ere—"

“Well, you look *ere—"

The dilferam:a between haster Fop's
two methods of using the English lan-

uage weas striking and remarkable.
%ut he seemed to recollect himself,
snd turned to the juniors again.

“Thank Jou very much for your kind
assistance,” he said. "It was really
sporting of you™

“Not at all " said Hnrr%.d

“'Far himl" said r. Walker
enthusiastically. “That's how he talks
since they tooteréd him! And very
proper, too, him being & baronet's

pevvy | Which you'd never guess, see-
ing him along of me.”
“Cheesa

it,Pyﬂu talkative old parrot,
oun,” said Pop, “and let's get omn.
{ dossay old Jawbones ain’t a long way
be'ind us ™

“0h, my eye!” said Mr. Walker.

And he busied himself with the car
at onoe, parently alarmed by the
suggestion that “old Jawbones,” who-
ever that individual might be, was not
a long woy behind,

Harry Wharton & Co, walked on.

They heard the car start up, and
Pop ejaculated “Primel" They
smiled az they went on their way.

“Well,” said Bob Cherry, “that's a
welly gqueer famuly to drop on, you
}e!lr:nwm"

"'The queerfulness i3 terrifie.”

There was ne doubt thet it was queer.
Mr, Walker and Fop were undoubtedly
& peculiar pair. By the time they
reached Wharton Lodge, however, the
chums of Greyiriars had almost for-
potten the episode. It did not occur
to their minds that they were ever likely
to ses Pop again. )

But, as 8 novelist would have put it
they little knew!

— —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Jusi Like Bunier !

ILLY BUNTER halted.

B Ho had walked a quarter of
a mile since leaving the train,
and he was nearing his destina-

tion now.

The day was warm, and Bunter was
tired.

But it was not only fatigue that
caused him to halt. The shady trees in

Tae Macyer Lismiry.—No. 1,166,

the garden of the wayside inn, and the
little tables under the shady branches,
looked tempting. Bunter was thirsty,
and the thought of a stone ginger was
grateful and comforting. Also, as his
lunch waa now far belind, he felt that
he could do with a spoack-—some trifle

in the way of cakes end buns and
things.

Ho hesitated.

Being - in pessession of a capital of

seventeen shullings and sizpence, with
which, added to his judgwent and
keen perspicacity, ho was going to
meke & small fortune, Bunter realised
that this was a tirne for business, not
for pleasure.

But it is well said that he who hesi-
tates 13 lost.

Bunter rolled into the inn gnrdqm.

After all, he needed a pick-me-up.
He bad bad a beastly elow journey in
s slow train, and he had walked a
quarter of @ mile in the hot sun. He
resolved to limit himself to one ginger
and one cake. Bunter often made
good resolutions hike that, but carrying
them out was quite another mutter.

He grunted with satisfaction as he
sat down in the shade of a tree at o
littlea table. There were two or three
gther customers in the inn garden, but
business did not eeem very brigk,
Bunter mado 1t brizsker.

He scon made the discovery that he
was hungrier than he had supposed. He
was also thirstier. Another discovery
was that the comestibles provided at
the Bunch of Grapes were very nice and
palatable. ‘There were iccs, too, and
ices on a warm day were a%re&abla.
Bunter hept the waiter quite busy for
samea time.

The waiter waas very attentive to
Bunter. Perhaps he was glad to see so
good o customer, and perhap: he was
interested to know where Bunter was
putting all these light refreshments.

Certainly they disappeared at &
record rate.

It was characteristio of William
George Bunter, that when he was satis-
i}rmg the demands of the iuner Bunter
he forgot time and space and every-
thing else.

That hizs bill was mounting up ho
knew, of course; but only in the back

of his mind, as it were, Alore im-
portant considerations occupied his
attention,

Heo was si]i)pipg his zeventh ice, in the
intervals of munching his eleventh
cake, when {wo persons came out of
the 1on, and sat down at the table next
to him.

Bunter blinked at them.

{ne was a short, stout gentleman
with a purple complexion. The other
was a fellow of about Bunter’s own
ape, who looked oddly out of place in
company with the purple gentleman.

Apparently they had lunched at the
inn, and the stout gentleman had coma
into the parden to smoke an after-lunch
cigar, while his youthful companion dis-
posed of ginger-heer,

Bunter beckoned to the waiter for his
bill with an inward misgiving, Eow
much he had consumed, of the various
comestibles, ho hardly knew: bat he
was aware that the total was large. He
hardly dared to blink at the slip of
paper that the waiter laid on the tahkle.
But he did blink at it, and & shiver
ran through himm as hoe saw that the
total waxs fourteen shillings.

Cortainly he had consumed fourteen
shillings'-worth of tuck. Ie had
enjoyed it.  DBuot after the feast eame
the recktoning, and the reckoning was
dismaying.

“Bring me another
Bunter. o

That was to gein time.

ieel" pasped

THE MAGNET

Fourteen shillings deducted from
sevenieen-and-six  left three shilings
and sixpence, Bunter was not good at
In:lnrit‘.:ll':mutal;u:, but he could do that in his
1ead,

With a total capital of three shillings
and sizpence It was Im ible for a
punter to make & small fortune on the
race, even had it been possible with &

larger capital, which was, perhaps,
deubtiul.
Very elowly indeed Bunter consumed

hiz additional ice.

_ He debated in his fat mind whether
1t was any use to tell the waiter that
he would call in on his way back and
pay that bill.

That, of course, would be casy, out
of the enormous sums he was going to
make on the races.

But he shook his head.

Human nature was distrustiul. He
would not be trusted out of sight with-
out paying his bill. He felt that.

Indeed, the bare suggestion would be
enough to make the waiter keep a
very sharp eye on him, and sce that he
did not get away without paying.

Either he had to pay or E: had to use
strategy. Bunter, of course, was not
dishonest. Ie would not bave dreamed
of “bilking '’ the waiter., All he
desired was to leave the account over
till later—perhaps comsiderably later—
and then, of course, he would pay it
As the waiter was certain not to agree
to that errangement, it had to be
carried into etfect without consulting
him—if possible. Strategy was indi-
cated.

Just as if the waiter was & thought-
reader, he seemed to hover round
Bunter's table. DBunter sent him for
another ice, to get rid of him. He had
to have time to think this thing out.
It added to his bill, of course; but that
could not be helped. A [ellow mighs
as well be hung for a sheep us & lamb,
and the ices wera unduuﬁtﬂdlg good.
With thiz problem occupying his fat
mind, Bunter was a little irriteted by
the copversation that Impinged upon
hia fat cars from the next table. ut
he listcned to it, all the same., It was
Bunter's way to give ear to everything
that did not concern him,

“We dodged Jawbones all right,” the
boy was ua.:.rlng,

“We 'ave that, Pop' answered the
purple gentleman, who was tho centire
of o smoke-cloud now. * DBut there'll
be a row.”

“Blow the row!" said Pop. “I'm
always having rows with Jawbones.
I'm & good mind to chuck the 'ocle
business, Jimmy Walker, and coma
back to you for good.”

“ And wouldn't I like it, Pop!™ smid
Jimmy. *I tell you, I miss you, Iop!
But it woulda't do.”’

“Why wouldn't 1t ¥ grunted I'ep.

“Yon pot your future to think of,"
said Jimmy Walker sagely, “and your
uncle would ba waxy."

Pap grunted.

“He don't care a brass button about
m,"” he said.

“But he's took you up, Pop”

“Only  lLecause he's bound to,”
prunted Pop.  “ He nover took moe u
before, dig he? Hs kpowed wo
enough that I nceded looking after
when I was a little nipper, end be took

no notice. Now it's different, 1 don't
wank to go to school, Jimm{."

“Ie'll Lo for your good, Pop.”’

Grunt from op.

* Look what the tooter covey has done
f[or you already ! ssid Mr. Walker.
“ You talk like a gentleman now, Pop,
when yon choose.”

“I'm fed-up with Jawbones!” said
Fap.

“Don't you let Me. Clegg 'ear you
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eall him Jawbones, Topt"
Walker warningly.
wild.”

“Let 'im!* grunted Pop. ]

“We're "aving & day together, like
we used,”” said Mr, Walker. “I'm
feared there’ll be a row when you get
back; but we're ’aving 8 nice day.
Mebbe we'll 'ave another some fime.
You think Mr. Clegg came arter you?”’

“Cortain.’

“Well, he ain't likely to find you,”
said Mr. Walker; *and wheon you go
back vow'll apologise 'andsome. You
can't do less, being o gentleman and &
baronct's haw.”

Billy Bunter blinked at Pop. The
two- wore talking, quite heedless of the
curious ears within a fow feet of them.

“0Oh my! exclaimed Pop suddenly.

"mtI?” id the b

o ' &a a boy.

His eyes were fixed on a car that had
g'opped before the inn. Trom the car
a tall thin gentleman descended.

“0Oh, my evel’” ejaculated Mr,
Walker, as he followed Pop's dismayed
staro.

“(ld Jawbones!" breathed Pop.

“It'e Mr. Clegg!” said Jimmy
Walker. “It's your tooter, Popl DNow
you'll 'ave to 'op it." ]

Billy Duntér, decply interested,
blinked across the garden at the gentle-
man who had desceaded from the car.
He was a very spare man, with gold-
rimmed pince-nez perched on a thin
nose, and Bunter would have guessed
that he was something in. the school-
master line. Apparently ho was tha
tutor of the youthful companion of the
fat man. Which was a curious state of
Affairs, and ve?' interesting to Bunter.
Indeed, in his deep interest in what did
not eoncern him in the very 1::3515. Billy
Buonter had almost forgotten his own
pressing problem, ) .

The thin gentlemen disappeared into
the -inn,

“He ain't spotted us 'ere, Jimmy [
said Pop hopefully.

“The game's up, Pop!” answoered Mr.
Walker. " You rely on it he's making
inguiries arter you all along the bloom-
ing road; and he'll be out 'ere arter
you in two jiffies " ] .

“Look here, Jimmy, I ain't going
back with him,"" zaid Pop.

Mr. Walker shook his head.

“Dettor 1”7 ho said. “You don’t want
trouble with him; nor with the old
bloke, neither. VYou’ll ’ave to ‘op 1t
Pop, now you're spotted.”

“I ain't =potted yet," said Pop; " and
I'm ge}it:g to get out of sight till he's
gone on.'

The boy roze from the foble and
backed quietly through the trees and
slipped behind a bank of laurels at a
little distance. He was only in time;
for a minute later the thin gentleman
eame out of the inn, blinked round him
over his pinee-nes, and started. through
the garden direct.[:f for the spob where
the dizmayed Blr, Walker still sat ob
the little table.

said Mr.
“He would be

— — —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Stratepic !

“ NOTIHER ice!” said Bunter,
ﬂ “Kogsipe™

The vraiter departed
=lowly.
It seemed to Bunter that he could
read suzpicion in the man’s ¢ves.
Poszsibly the waiter had had to deal
with “bilks " before. No doubt Bunter
wns not thwe first patron of the refresh-
moent gavden of ihe Bunch of Grapes
who had had reasons for departing
suddenly and silently just before the
bill was presented.

Bunter had had his bill. Since then
he had had two more ices, which in-
creased the total to fiftecn shiliinga.
This, it was clear, did not leave cnough
out of zoventeen-uand-six for a flutter on
tha races. Dunter’s idea was to depard
without & fuss while the waiter was

gone for another ice. Later on he
would come back and seitle, and he
hoped the mman would be properly

ashamed of his base and unfounded
suspioions.

The fat junior rose to his fcel. :

He saw nothing of the waiter. 'L'he
thin gentleman, whom Pop called Jaw-
bones and whom Mr. Walker alluded to
as Mr. Clegg, was approaching the
spot, but Bunter gave him no heed now.

In other circumstances certainly
Bunter would have liked to see the end
of the strange affair; now time pressed.

!‘III AFNIEENNAENEAFFENENENERREFE ENERRFRER TED !

HALT HERE. LADS, FOR A
LAUGH!

L]
Tommy ! “ Muommy says
she doesn't want thla jam;
it’s all stalks.™
Bhopkeaper : " Wall, sonny
u just run back and t:unllI
ar that It distinctly says on
tha Jar, fBranches pgvery-
where "1 1!

H. Mills, of 8, Daimler Cottages,
Cronin Road, Peckham, S.E.I3,
who sent n the sbove rousing
rib-tickler has been awarded one
of this week's useful punknives._

Yot down that funny story whle
ynu.think of it, If it raises a smile
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you'll got a prize!
. [TES LD L RUNTFRUETFLIESTLRAUN LR ENEEFYRAEEEFEREER l
That keen, appraising lock in  the

waiter's eye had warned Dunier that
he could not goin time indefinitely by
sending the man for ice after 1co.

Bunter loungnd away with an air of
casnal  earclossness, IHis air was,
indeed, so extraordinarily casual and
careless that it causod soveral people
Ep the other little tables fo glance at
ini.

Worst of all, the waiter's ave was on
him. That suspicious and wily man,
just as if he had cxpected some move
of thiz sort, had not gone for the iec;
he had stopped behind a trec.  Hunter,
of course, was not prepared for that.
His fot mind waa too full of hiz own
strategie plans to think of strategy on
the part of others.

It was very unfortunate. Duonter had
noticed that a shady little path ran
behind a big bank of luurel-bushoes,
and that scomed a ouwict and unostenta-
tious way cut. He strolled ensually and
carclessly o ihat  direetion, when a
veice heliind him almost froee his Llood.

“Exeusn me, sir, you've forgoiten
your bill."

Buntes’s fab heart jumped.

7

He had quite a horrible feeling az he
blinked round and saw the waiter
almost at his elbow,

There was quite & cynical expression
on the waiter's faee,

It was obviouzly quite useloss to ex-
plain to him that Bunter had intended
to call later and seftle the account.

For a second Bunter paused.

Then he ran for it.

With a speed that was remarkabie,
considering tho weight he had to carry,
Bunter bolted past the laurels and
rushed down the path,

Crash |

Bump !

“Oh my |" gasped a voice,

“¥arocoogh I roared Bunter.

ﬁppmanﬂj he had run into some-

5

Th;l!- somebody sprawled on the earth,
gasping and _Elplut.bermg; and Bunter
sat down heavily.

“Oh! Qooch! Yooocopl’ gasped
Bunter.
“You fat idjit!"* gesped Pop. “You

silly chum]‘}:nt What you mean barging
into a bloke like that there?”

“Owl Grooogh{”

“0Ok my! Owl®

Pop staggered to his feel. He had

on lying low behind the laurels when
Buntor, charging blindly down the path,
unoexpectedly crashed into him and sent
him Hying.

(£ cﬂ'ﬂil F¥

Pop starced round in dismay. He was
in full view now of the thin gentleman
—Mr. Clegg, aliasa Jawbones. Cecil, it
sppeared, was Pop's other name,

“0Oh mf'l” gasped Pop.

Mr. Clegg, changing bis direction,
cume swiftly towwerds him across the
garden.

“Ow, ow, owl" splutterad Bunter.
“Oh dear! Owi™

Pop grve him a glare of concentrated
wrath., }e had been in safe cover till
Bunter barged him out of it. Now he
1;;13 spotted—there was no doubt about
that.

“You fat idjit 1" hissed Pop.

“Ow, owl Leggel” roered Bunter,
as the emspurnﬁeg Pop grabbed him by
the collur. **Wharrer you up tol
Loggo! Ow "

Bang, bang, bang!

Thrice Bunter's bullet-head smote the
path and at each smite Bunter gave a
wild roar.

“There, you chump!” gazped Pop.
" There, vou silly fat’sad—"

“¥aroopoogh 1™

“Cecil I The thin gentloman in the
pince-nez was staring at Fop icily over
thoe laurels, “Cecill Kindly ceasce this
disturbance at once and come with me,
I am ashamed of you.”

“Oh, stow it!"” grunted Pop. He ro-
lenscd DBunter ang glared at the tall,
thin gentleman cebelliously.

“What, what? Come with me at
once, CeeillI” said Mr, Clegg. ™ Your
uardian 15 vory angry at your taking
rench leave in this way-—""

“Ia would be!” grunted Pop.

“I have been following ¥you and
searching for you—""

Carunt | o

“¥ou were recn to join n—a—a
former associate,” said Mr. Clegg., *'1
have been inguiring after you all along
the road—""

Grunt !

“Now, come with me at once]l You
were in hiding here 1™ exclaimed M.
Clege. “ You wers deliberately keep-
ing out of my sight [”

* Look 'ecro—"

Ble. Jimmy Walkar rolled np.

“You'd Letier ‘op it, Pop!™ he said.
“The pame's up, kid; you' op itl" Tle
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turned to Mr. Clegg. “No "arm in-
tended, pir; jest a day with an old pal,
that's sll, rir] Arternoon to you, Mr.
Clegg, sir{” )

Tiﬂ tutorial gentleman took no notice
whatover of Jimmy Walker. He nppar-
ently regarded that genial gentleman
with unutterable contempt and indiffer-
ence.

" Come with me immediately, Ceail I”
he said, ss if Jimmy Walker did noi
exist at all,

“Better "op it, Pop P advised Jimmy
Walker. :

Thero secmed to be a struggle in
Pop's mind. But he appeared to come
to the same conclusion.

“oh, orl right 1" he said. “1I s'pose
the jig's up now.”

He shook hands with Jimmy Walker
—a procedding that Mr. Clegg eyed
with 1 disdain—and then slowly
followed the thin gentleman across the
garden, Mr. Jimmy Walker, with o
digmal countenance, went slowly back
to his table, where he sat down and
lighted a fresh cigar, staring after the
boy who was getting into the car with
Alr, Clegg. .

Meanwhile, Bunter was struggling
rfter his second wind. Ho 8at 1n the
path by the laurels, gasping for breath
—watched with an utterly wup-
sympathetic eye by the waiter.

Ho struggled to his feet at Jast.

“ Fiftesn shillings, please,” szid the
waiter pleasantly.

“Of—of course; I—I wasn't going
without peying,” said Bunter. .

“Of course mnot!” said the waiter
eynically, “ You was just running about
for exercizre. Fifteen shillings, please.”

Thore was no help for it. The man
was fairly hovering over Bunter, and
thera was absolutely no cheoce for
further strategy. Slowly, reluctantly,
Billy Bunter counted out the required
gurm,

“Now hook it, you hilk!” said the
waiter.

Eilly Bunter hooked it. =

He hooked it in the lowest spirits.

The chance of a lifetime had passed
himn by. He was not going to make a
small fortune bagking horses. Still, it
wans barely possible that he wouldn’t
have, anyway.

it

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Wazxy !

o Y dear Hazry "
M “¥Yes, auntia ”
“"You will not think I am

; cross i asked Aunt Amy

anxiously.

Harry Wharton smiled.

“Yob never are, dear,” he answered.
“What's up ¥

After lunch Miss Wharton had
decided to speak to her nephew., &he
was quite worried by Bunter's dis-
closure that dear Harry had, apparcntly,
formed the habit of borrowing and for-
Eetting his debts, Harry stopped by
is aunt’s chair on the sunny terrace,
and hiz comrades gtrolled away and left
him to it

“MNothing wrong is there, auntio?”
asked Wharton, rather surprised by the
gerious expression on the old lady’s
Ch, no! But, my dear

“:TEE?“
evidently, was
what it was.

“Y¥ou remember what Shakespears
says——"" pursued Aunt Amy.

‘Bhakespeare
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said Harry:

[ 1]

something,
up,” and he wondered

™1 think it was Bhakespeare,” said
Miss Wharton. “Does he not say:

4 Neither o borrower nor a lender

be,

For loan oft loses both itself and
friend,

And borrowing dulls the edge of
husbandry. "

“Yes, we've had Hamlet in literature
class at Greyfriars—I remember it quite
well,” said Harry.

“*1f you should not find vyour allow-
ance  sufficient, Harry—"

“But I do,” said Harry—" quite.”

“Well, well,” said Miss Wharton, “I
beliove schoolboye borrow {rom one
another at tihmeg—"

“Sometimes,” said Harry, more and
more puzzled,

" There is, perhaps, no harm in this,
te some extent,” saild Miss Wharton,
rather doubtfully. “But one should
never, never forget to repay.”

“1 hope I shouldn’,” said Harry.
“My hat! I'm sure I've never forgotten
te repay a loan when I've had to raise
the wind."

“My dear boy 1"

“Roally and truly,” said Harry, "if
there’s any man at Greyiriars I owe
anything to, I’'m not aware of it.”

“You have forgotten, my dear,” said
Miss Wharton gently. “That is what I
wished to impress upon your mind,
Harry—never to forget such a matter.”

“But I haven’t |” ejaculated Wharton,
bewildered, “I assure you, auntie, I
don't owe any Greyiriars man any-
thing.*

“Not now,” said Miss Wharton,
“for I settled the matter immediately
I heard of it, Harry, I thought it best
to do so.”

“You've—you've settled the matter "

“Yes, Harry™

“But who—what—how—" stuttercd
Wharton. .

“¥ou appear quite to bave [for-
potten,” said Miss Wharton, gozing at
him with mild and affectionate reproof;
“and Bunter, from what he said, would
never have asked you—="

“ Bunter " excloimed Harry.

“¥ea. Now, if he had not mentioned
it to me, and never montioned it to you,
Harry, the matter might have been
totally forgotten, which would be a
voery secipus stale of affaire,” soid Miss
Yharton, shaking her head.

harton breathed hard.

“But I don’t owe Bunter anything,
auntie,” he said.

“You have forgotten that he lent von
n pound? You really have completely
forpotten it asked Miss Wharton,

“ He—he=he lent me a pound 1"

* Do not trouble about it now, Harry
—1 have paid it—"

“¥You've paid it1" gasped Wharton.

“Yea, yos; I paid it nt once 1”

“The fat villain 1"

“Wha-a-at 1"

“The spoofing
Wh:‘nhrll:m:i. He N

“ My dear ITy—

“J—I—1'll squash him—"

“My dear bov!” exclaimed Miss
Wharton. She gazed at her nephew in
aztonishment, * ¥You must not be anpry
with Bunter—the fault is not on his
sido, but on yours. You forgot—-=—~"

“I never owod him a pound !” hooted

rotter 1 roared

Wharton, "It was gammon I
“Oh, goodness gracious!” pxcloimed
Miss Wharton.

gy [y [ ] | R

*“Ia it possible that Bunter made an
untruthful statement?” exclaimed thoe
old lady, greatly shocked., “ What a
dreadfol, unserupulous boy |

“Oh, that [ab ass always talks out
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of the back of his silly head,” smaid
I:}ar 3 “Ynuhla:g:. }E huan}: thaﬂ?am
of & bunny rabbi o ought re to
be in & home for idiots." 7 d

“My dear Harry!®

Wharton calmed down. He registerad
a2 mental vow to make the Owl of the
Romove squirm; but that was not a
matter he could confide to Aunt Amy,

““Perhaps Bunter was mistaken,” said
Miss Wharton; it was her kind way
to take a charitable view of all things.
"I have noticed that he has a very bad
memory. Perhaps somo other boy owes
him a pound.”

“Tm1" said Harry.

“I1 do not like to think that he can
have spoken with intentional untruth-

fulness,” sald Miss Wharton, shaking
her head.  “That would be very
dreadial.”

Then she souled.

“No doubt it was a mistake,” she
said. “DBut I am very, very glad to
learn that you have nob forgotten a
deﬂb},‘ Harry. I was quite worried.”

*That's  all  right, aunfie,” said
Harry. “I don't owo anybody any-
thll_t;g'. Call .}i:_a méSEEk[E'”

He was smiling cheerily when he left
Miss Wharton. Dut nﬂl{en ho joined
his chums in the grounds his face was
grim.

. "Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's the
]ﬂl].}i\ﬂ-'d trouble 1" asked Bob Cherry.

“That villain Bunter———m="

HWhat's the latest?”
with a grin.

“That fat foozler has been tellin
aunt that I owe him a pound, and%hﬁ
settled it for me—m"

“Oh, great Scott]”

“The frabjous chump seems to hava
gone out,” said Harry, "“Wealls said
that he lunched early and cleared, I'm
going to sguash him when he comes
1, Tﬁt’ﬁ !tpr:akfthimk "

“The thickfulness is terrific,” agreed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. kb

“1 supposs it's rather sgainst the
rules of hospitality to punch a guest,®
said Harry. “But Bunter’s such a
weird guest,  He's got to cough wp
that pound he's diddled from my aunt.
And—and I suppose I ean’t wallop him
in the circumstances. But one of you
fellows might.”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

"My dear man, I'll wallop him with
pleasure,” he said.

“The wallopfulness of the esteemed
Bunter will he grateful and com.
éqmﬂg’” declared Hurree Jamset Bam

ingh.

“Hallo, hallo, halle] Talk of jolly

asked Nugent,

old augcta " said Bob., *“Thers he
comes !
A fat figure rolled in at the gate, and

cume rolling up the drive.
~ William _%{eurga Bunter was return-
ing from his outing,

Hizs outing did not seem to have
afforded him a lot of satisfaction, to
judge by the morose expression on his
fal face.

Heo looked decidedly gloomy and dis
contented,

But he brightened a little az the
Famous Five boro down on him,

“1 zay, you fellows—"

“Vou fat rotter”

“Oh, really, Wharton! If that's the
way yvou talk to a gpoest——"

“You spooling porpoise '™

“Oh, cheese 1817 snid Bunter., “ Look
here, you fellows! T've run out of tin,
Lend mg——"

“Where's that
Wharton.

“Eh, what quid 7"

“You told my aunt that vou'd lent
mo o pound, and she squarcd for me,
you fot fraud 1™

guidi" demanded
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“Oh!" gasped Bunter. He had
already forgotten that trifling incident.
“Jbh, really, Wharton—"

“Sholl out, you fat burglari™

“"The—the Far:t- ig=——"" gtammered
PBunter. “There's nothing to be waxy
about, old chap! Of course, I never
did anything ﬂg the sort.”

“What?" hooted Wharton.

“Miss Wharton misunderstood me,”
explained Bunter. “BShe's old and silly,
you know—="

“2he—she’'s what "

“Old and silly!? Softening of the
brain, 1 fa.nn.;}” gaid Bunter, blinking
at the captain of the EHemove., "No

ﬁd toking any motice of her, Fou
"'Eh Just drivel 1" . 3

v, Yyou—yolu—you-—"  gaspe
Wharton,

“Never mind that”
paid Bunter, dismissing
the trifling matter
pairily, fonk bere, if

ggu could lend me ten
h L} ]

“Youi fat raseal—"

“If that's the way
you talk to = guest,
Wharton, 1 can only say
I—— Whooop |"

Bhake, shakoy shake!

Wharton had grasped
the Owl of the ERemove
by the collar and was

phaking him with all the
strength of his arm.
Bunter shook like a
fat jelly.
“Groogh!” he gesped.
“Leggol Qoocooop!™

Bhake, shalko, shake!
“Qoooch! Leggo! DBenast! If you
make my 'g-gig‘-g%aasaa fall off—cooho !

—you'll have to pay for them!
uw-:lm::;l::!”
8hako, shake, shake!
“Gurrrrrerrrrg ! Leggo!  Deast "

“There!” gasped Wharton, * Now—
mw_“_.____ll ] ]
Bunter jerked himself away, eplotter-

ing.

Bﬁﬂw! You cheeky rotter!” he roared.
“I'Il jolly well lick vou! I mean, I'd
jolly well lick you if I wasn't your
guest ! I—grocogh |—I hope I've got
pome manners! Ow! Ieep off, Bob
Cherry, you benst !” .

“It's my turn now!" explained Boh.
“HStand steady ! I'm going to kick you
right across the drive. See if I can do
it with one kick."”

“¥aroopogh 1" ;

Billy Bunter rushed away inte the
trcos. Apparently he did not desire to
ascertain what Bob could do with ono
kick.

“ After him ! roared DBob.

“ollar him!™

“Bevag him !

“0Oh erikey!” Easprzd unter,

Thae fat junior fled [or his lifo.
B whoop the chums of
rushed in puranit.

Tut they had no intention of cutchinﬁ
EBunter. hey merely wished to tesc
him & much-needed lesson; and they
easily kept pace behind the Owl of the
Remove, ]

“*Put it on, you men ! exclaimed Bob
Chorry, loud enough for the cara of
Bunter. “Don't ket him get away 1"

f3illy Bunter put on  speed, amd
vanished in the green of the park
Thoe Famous Five camo to a halt,
chuckling. Thoy walked back to tho
drive and s.l.rc:l!}::d out inte the road,
leaving William Georgo Dunter to his
own devices. Unfortunately for Bun-
ter ho was not awaro of that, Deep in
tha thickly-wooded park Dilly Dunter,
like Charley's Aunt, was still running.

With

tho Remova

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Runaway !
i LD on!”

Mr. Clepg, driving the
handsome Holls, did not hold
on and did net heed. Only he

frowned,

“10ld on 1" repeated Pop.

Then Mr, Clegg answered:

“Cecil! Both your gunrdian and I
have warned you against association
with your—cr—former associates! In &
few hours you ecem to have loat all the
advantages of your studies. From that
remark no ono would imagine that I
had been your tutor for six months.™

‘*Six months "ard—what ?" said Fop.

“Pray bo more carcful in your specch,
Cocil I Your elision of tha aspirate—"

P" My bleoming what?"” ejoculated
op.

“Your dropping the H—"

“ Oh, that !P’ i

“Yes, that; it is a fault which you
have succeeded in remedying, and you
should be very eareful not to [all into
it again”

“0h, come off ! grunted Pop. “You
tnake me tired ! o

Mr. Clege compressod his lips.

“If you are Eaing to be impertinent,
Ceeil, wo had better say no moro!™ heo
said coldly.

“I've asked
Pon sulkily.

“] see no occasion whatever to stop.
Wo have e long journcy before wus,
owing to your foolish truancy to.day."

" "."l.ﬂii}"r{rzlp*s blowed off 1™

e l‘:ll‘

Mre. Clegg glanced round at Fop, and

you to ‘old on!" maid

snw Lhat ho was indeed capless. Ha
slowed down. :
“That was ewveeedingly carcless,

Ceeil 1" ho said crossly.  “ Ilowever, 1
suppose wo must turn back for your
cap.” : :
With comprosaed lips  {he tutorial
gentleman backed the car and turned.

With a long pull, a sirong
Fie Bmtar was dragged ony

g wWas on
of the diteh Into the road

agaln,

It was clear that Pop was in & ver
ill.-humour &t the spoiling of his dey's
cuting with that exuberant gentleman,
Mr. James Walker. Certainly he did
not seem to be trying to be nice to his
tuter.

Mr. Clegg drove back along the road.
They had come a pood distance from
Whitebridge, and had Intely passed
through a village, and elong a countr
road that was bordered by the hig
palings of & park. That park belonged
to Wharton Lodge, though neither Me,
Clogg nor Pop was aware of it, neither
ever having lhieard of Wharton Lodge.

Tho cra.F lay Ly the roadside, by tha
park wall. Pop pointed it out as the
car came gliding back.

j:j'l’lacre’a the blooming goffer!™ he
anid.

“You must not say blooming, Cecill
I have told you so many times. Neither
is it proper to allude to & cop by such
on absurd and unmeaning exprossion
a3 ‘' goffer.,' ™ ] .

“Well, that's tho tile, if you like that
better,” snid Pop.

“] do not'like it better ! You should
never, in any circumstances, call a cap
o tile’

“Oh, my! said Pop. *Waell, there
it is, anvhow, snd if you'll 'old on, I'll
got 'old of it."™

Tho car stopped, and Pop descended,
Mr, Clegg s=at ot the wheel, and waited
far him. Pop bent down and securcd
the eap, and jammed it on his head.
But instead of crossing back to the
car, ho made a sudden jump, caught the
top of the palings, and swung himself
over tha ];mrk wall.

“Cecil 1" shouted Br. Clegg. o

With one leg across tho wall, siiting
astride, Pop grinned back =at the sur-
prised and irritated gentleman in the
CaT.

“1 lot that cap blow off n-purpose!™
he remarked, cheerfully. * Jest to make
vou 'old on ™
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“Come back immediately 1"

“Not 'erf ! said Pop.

“Cocil ! - Descond at once, and come
back to the car., We shall be late home
#5 it is, and there is no time to waste !

“You can 'ook it for "ome a3 soon &a
you likel!” retorted Pop. *“I ain't
coming."

“Your guardiafg—""

“"¥ou tell my guardian !"m fﬂd-u? ™
said Pop deliberately. I don’t like
that old covey any more'n he likes ne.
I'm jest fed-up to the back teath, and
g0 I'm telling yer [

Mz, Clegg descended from tho car.

“Like a game of ide-and-seck?”
grmnﬂd‘F’uF. “Woy you couldn’t 'op 1t
over thia 'ere wuﬂ}: Clegg! ¥ou go
back and tell my gunrdian that 1’

fed-up and I'm chucking it. I ain't
going to school, so I tell you. I've
tried *ard to stand ik, and there ain't

anything doing. Axnd you can tell him

that I wouldn't be found dead at Grey-

friars. Got that?'
“Oomo down at oncel”

P“ Wouldn't you like me toi” grinned
op. . _
Mr. Clegg, his face set with grm

annoyance, came close to the wall and

roachetl wp for the elusive Po

‘Fhat cheerful youth stood on the

wall, balancing himeeli by holding to a 1o

bhrench of & tree within.

“'Ow'd you like me to drop on your
‘ead, Clagg?' he asked.

" Deseend—"

“Hats !’ said Pop.

] ghall use force!" shouted Mr.
Clogg, “and I warn you, that I shall
take full advantage of your guardian’s
permission to administer chastiscrnent.”

“If shat means that you'se going to
pitch intp me, Clegg, you ain’t going
to 'ave the nee,” sald FPop, “ So-
long, old covey |

And he dropped on the inner side of
ﬂwt?m‘ word 1 gaspéd Mr. Cl

“Upod my ‘word!” gas r. Clegg.
“Cecill Oecil 1"

from the

inner side of the high wall. .

“You are trespassing in » private
park.”

"Think it'e the first time, old bean?”
chortled Pop. “ Mot by "arf a 'undred
times, cocky " .

“You mey be taken in charge I

“1'll risk ik, GIE%;E! You 'op it and
tull the old bloke that he ain't going to
#06 me any more,"’

Mr. Clegg breathed hard.

“{ecil| Listen to me! If you have
any foolish idea of rejoining that dis-
reputable choaracter, Walker, you nmay
as woell abandon it at cnce. Xour
guardian will take legal proceedings
agasnst Walker for enficing you away
from his guardianship”

“ ood-bye [ _

“?nu-—?'nu young tascal!™ roared the
tutor, “1f you do not como hack at
cnce I shall obtain the assistance of the
police to secure you.™

“'Har, ear!” said Pop. “That will
be & lark, won't it, Clegg? I'll dodge
‘eam all right|”

“1 order yon—"

“Rats1”

Pop strolled away through the trees
of the park, leaving Mr. Clegg vocifer-
ating on the other side of the high
palings. That he waa trespassing on
private ?mpert did not seom to worry
;E;a.f.ﬁua and cheerful young gentleman

all

Mr, Clegg shouted, and shouted
again. But he realised that Pop was
gone. He shut his {eeth hard. Prob-
ably Mr. Clegg’s position as tutor to
that rather remarkable vouth was no
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simccure.  Certainly he looked, ot thas
momant, 23 though he would have liked
to lay a stick very foreibly about
Magter Pop-—as no doubt Master Pop
fully descrved.

FPop, whistling cheerily, strolled away
through the park, Bubt prezently he
coased to whistle, ag it dawned upon
him thot, being in private precincts, it
would bo wise not te betray his
presence. Ho threaded his way oergess
tho park of Wharton Lodge, with a
cheery grin on his face. Buddenly he
caught sight of a fat Ggure rolling
away among the irces at a great rate.

“My! cjaculated Pop. “That fat
covey againl”

He recognized the fat fellow, who
had inadvertently betrayed him to his
tutor at the Bunch of Grapes at White-
bridge.

Bunter spotted him at the same
moment; but the nition was not
mutual, The short-sighted Owl of the
Eemove was too far off to recognise
him, and he took him for one of the
Famous Five,

“Ow! Keep off, you beast!"” howled
Bl}'nﬁr"t:* lated P

vy "at!"” ejacnlated Po

L1 Bmt- 1”- j p“

Bunter plunged away into the bushes,
ving Pop staring n?;:er him blankly.
“My 'at! That fat bloke must

fair off his crumpet!"” murmured P

He pursued his way, and reached the
farther wall of the park, climbed it,
and dropped aver into a lane. After a
keen and cautious glance round him, he
started off at o rapid walk, whistjing'
shrilly once more—satisfied that he
was done with Mr. Clegg.

Meanwhils, the hapless tutor, having
given up shouting for the truant, was
standing by the car, in & puzzled and
extremly worried frame of mind, Mr.
Clegg had passed the asge when it was
ensy to negotiate & high wall, neither
was he prepared to trespass recklessly
on grwatu grounds. He loocked round
a3 five schoolboys came out at a gate
gt a little distance, and as they cama
up he called to them:

“Excnse me, young gentlemen |

Horry Wharton & %0 stoppad.

“Can you tell me to whom this park
belonga?” asked Mr, Clegg.

Wharton smiled.

“Yes; to my uncle, Colonel Whar-
ton,"” ha answerod,

“A boy—a pupil—in my charge has
climbed ﬂ:ﬁr th&ki:.;all, _Enc{{—mwn
away Iin the park,” said Mr, 2,
rather breathlessly, “ Doubtless T can
obtain permission to look for him.'

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob
Cherry.

““Vea, I should think so0," said Harry.
:"'If you go up to the howse-~my uncle
18 1n B!

He pointed out the gate.
ﬂl“Than]{ you—thank youl” said Mr.

o,

o stepped into the car and drove to
the gates of Wharton Lodgos and
turned in, the juniors locking after him
eurigusly. Mr, Clepg disappeared. and
they resumed their walk to the village.

THE FEIGHTH CHAPTER.
Only Bunier !

OLONEL: WHARTON came
i down the drive, the tall, thin
ontleman walking by his side.
ho worried tutor had found a
friend in need.

“Tho young rascal ' said the colonel.
"I hava no doubt that we shall find

him easily cnough, Mr. Clege.”
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*I must apologise for giving you
this trouble, gie."

“"MNot at all,” pald the
politaly.

“It would be disagreeable—most dis-
a%reaahla——-tn return without him,” said
Mz, Clegg. “3Bir Hilton Fopper is—is
somewhat—somewhat 1mporious,  sie,
P:Gbﬂbl!:i’ he would blame me. And
Fol—"

“We will find the boy,” said Celonel
Wharton, *“I shall be glad to help—
and, 1f neceasary, I will call my
keepers.’?

“¥ou are very Lind, sir,” said the
tutorial gentleman. * Sir Hilton lent
me his car to follow the boy, when it
was discovercd that he had bolted—
actually bolted—with a former low
assoclate—a disreputable eircus porson.
The boy's motives I cannot fethom—low
tastes, I fear, derived from low asaoci-
ates of earlier times. The nephow of &
baronet, of & gentleman so highly
placed es Sir Hilton Popper of Popper
Court, and beariog the name of
Pap EI:__H

"Quite s0!” said the colonel.

“If you should copsider it judicious
to chastise him, air, for having tros-
passed on your property, I should reise
no cobjection—no objection whatever,”
said AMr. Clegg.

Colone]l Wharton smiled.
f:}‘w-all, we. will find him first,” he
said,

‘They entered the park, bright in the
afternoon sunshine. A k F came in
sight, and the colonel called to him,
and he joined up to help in the search.

But t!gmugh the colonel expressed the
opinion that Master Cecil Popper would
goont ba found, it did not seem an casy
task, The park was rather extensive,
and in some places the plantations were
thick. There were numerous hiding-
places for nnﬂ fellow who wished to
conceal himself,

“¥You have scen no one in the park,
Jessop 1" asked the colonel.

The kecpor shook his head.

“No, sir; but I thought 1 heard gome-
body a while back,” he said, “It was
near the new plantation.”

“Weo will lock in that direction first,™
said the colonel, “This way, Ar.
Clege.

And the threa followed o “ride ™
through the park, and arrived at the
desired spot. o “pew plantation ™
wasd of young trees, planted rather
thickly; and as they eame in ﬂght of
it tha kecper uttered an exclamation.

“There he goes, pirt?

There was a momentary glimpaa of a
figure among the young trees, hut it
vanished in an instant, A sound of
rustling and crashing was heard, Ob-
vigusly it was the sound of someone in
full flight.

“Securs him, Jessop!” exclaimed the

colonel

. eolonel,

“Vog, sir ™
. The keeper plupged into the planta-
tion in pursuit of the fugitive.

Tho colonel and Mr. Clegg followed
more slowly.

Ther came out into the open on the
other side, and found Jessop standing,
with & grin on his face, close by a large
stack of hrushwood that had been cut
and piled for romoval, _

“¥ou have not caught him?" ex-
claimed the tuter.

Jeszop, grinning, peointed to the stack
of brushwaoad.

“"Locok, sir!” he answered.

The brushweod was stirring, ns if &
smail earthqualie was going on in ats
interior.

Colonel Wharten laughed.

“The boy is hiding IV ke said
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“He's crawled under that there brush-
wood, sir!” said Jessop. 1 didn't cee
him, but I saw the stack moving as X
camec up. We've got him, sir.”

“The absurd, troublesome boy!" ox-
claimed Mr. Clogg. “Cecill Cecil!

Come out at oneca

There was no ly, but the stirring
of tho heap of brushwood ceased. Who-
ever wns in it was lying low, very
cautiously now, petheps unaware that
he had already beirayed himself.

“Thank cdoess wo_ have found
bim,” said Mr. Clegg. “If you will let
your Lkeeper remove the brushwaood,
I.H" #2

" BRemove it at once, Jessop!”

The keeper began to drag the brush-
wood away. There was a gasp of
salarm from the interior of the pile.

113 ﬂw !l-l-

Jessop grinned.

“¥&u'd better come out!™ he szaid.

“Ow! I—I'm not hersil”

“Upon my wordl"” said Colonel

rton, in surprise. ‘I seem to know
that voice—"

“T1t docs not sound like Cecil Pu?per’a
voice | said Mr. Clegg, in equal sur-
prise. “But there can acarcely be
another boy hiding—="

“"Hore he is, sir " ssid Jemsop.

Armfuls of brushwood were ragged
agide, and & hidden figuyre was partly
revealed.

There was a yell, .

*0Ow! Eeep off, you beasta! T'll '5?“{
wall lick you! Yarceogh! If you kic
me, you rotbors—"

“Good gad ™ ejuﬁlthtad the colonel.

“Wha-a-at—" exclaimed Mr. Olepg.

““Here, you come out ! zaid Jessop.

Ha grasped a fat shoulder and jerked,
There was snother yell, and a fat face
and a large pair of spectacles came into
view,

“That—that iz Bunter " axclaimed
Colonel Wharton, “What in the name
of goodnesg——-"

Billy Bunter leaped wildly to his feet,

He was still under the impression that
he was boing hunted by the Famous
Five, and he did not stop to loock before
he leaped. He made a wild bound to
CECADE,

Crash !

“Ohk!” gasped Mr. Clegg.

Bunter’s wild rush unfortunatel
the dircotion of the tutorial gen
He collided with Mr. Clegg
battering ram,

‘! Doooooogh I gursiieci Mr. Clegg.

The tall, thin gentlemsn doubled up
like a pocket-knifa

“QOw!" gasped Bunter, *Wow—"

“Oht %mmnngh 1 gpluttered Mr.
Clegg, as ho sat down.

Colonel Wharton grasped the Owl of
the Remove by the shoulder.

took
GIMAN.
like &

" Bunter——*
“Ow! Leggo, you beast!” lled
Bunter. L

“What!"” roored the colonel

“You beastly rotter—leggo—yaroogh
—halp—v-u»*

“Bunter—are you mad?”

“Oh!” gasped Bunter, realising at
last that it was not one of the Famous

Five who hod grasped him. “Oh! Ts
~ig—is it you, sir? Oh dear! 1 Ebought
it was one of the other bessts”
“Ooocoogh 1™ eatd Mre, Clog
Ho sat and gasped. Bunter h
most of the wind out of him.
“It's Master Bunter,” said Jessop
blankly, “What waa he hiding fort"
_ “Bunfer ¥ Tha colonel sh the faf
junior. '""You stupid boy, what does
this mean? What—"

“Ow |” gasped Bunter, *I—I thought
gwaﬁ beasta were after me—oh dearl

wi

“¥ou absurd boy!” soapped the
colonel testily. “Go away at onece! Mr.
Clegg, I am sorry—"'

Bunter blinked round.

“Ain't—ain't they after me?"” he
gasped.

“If you mean Harey and his friends,
the‘_r,r have gone out—"

“Oh, the boeasta! I thought—-"

“You are a fool, Bunter ™ snapped
the colonel. “Gb nwa.{ at once!”

“You—you're sure they ain't after
me

““Nonsense I" snapped Colonel Whar-
ton. “Mr. Clegg, let ma assist you—""

Hes helped the futor to his feet Mr.
Clegg was gasping peinfully. Billy
Bunter caught the @ ion on his
face and rolled ewa %ﬂ.ﬂtﬂy. Ho did
nﬁt lika the look in Mr. Clegg's eye at
l’ L]
“Ohdear! T—I am qﬁlite breathless {™

gasped Mr. Clegg. “ dear! COhl*
It was some minutes before Mr. Clegg

{Continued on next page.)
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was sufficiently recovered to resume the
search for the missing Pop.

But the search, when it was resumed,
was in vain, Too much time had been
wasted on Bunter, and by that timo,
Pop was outside Wharton Park, and de-
parting for parts unknown,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Walker's World-Famous !

ANG! DBangl
B Pom-pom-pom-pom |
“Hallo, halla, halle!

old cireus!™

Crry.

; “Hold on!" called tout Harry Whar-
on.

It was the following morning, and six
%Eilata were turning out of a lane into
he main Whilcbridge road, when the
0ircus procession came along,

Tho Fameus Five halted and jumped
off their bicycles at the corner, The
procession took up most of the road,
and they did not want to run into it
Aleo they were rather interested ino
watching it pass by.

Pom-pom-pom-pom !

'E.u.ng‘l!

An clephant led the procession with a
outh in spangles, apparently an acro-

monnted on his neck, beating o
drum.

Following the clephant came horses
and caravans and other impedimenta,
A clown, secated on the roof of a van,
blew loud blasts on a trumpet which
mingled more or loss harmeniously with
the thumping of the drum. It was not
& large cireus, but it was making all
the noise it could, doubtless with & view
to advertizemont,

“My hat!” gjaculated Nugent.

Ll"?‘? -E..E'-'-'-I:

“It's jolly old Walker I

“Walker's World-Famous ¥ exclaimed
Johany Bull, pointing to a banner that
bhora the title: *“Walker's World-
Famous Circus and Hippodrome.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Wharton. *Then
that's what that old jobnny was talking
about yesterday.”

“That's it—and there he is, in the
Buster Seven, in the procesh!” crinned
Bob Cherry,

The Famous Five had almost forgot-
ten the encounter with Mr. Jimmy
Walker, though they had rather won-
dered, at the time, what he had mennt
bs his mention of “ Walker's World-
amous.” ‘This, evidently, was tha
World-Famous. It was & circus, and
Jimmy Walker was the proprietor
thercof, though the Greviriars fellows
tock the likerty of doubting whether it
really was world famous. No douks
that was a little cxaggeration of Mr.
Wallter's,

I tha Buster Seven, Mr. Jimmy Wal-
ker was taking part in the procession,
woaring & shiny silk hat now, amnd an
expansive smile on his purple face, as
wall as o large cigar in his mouth,

Bang! Pom-pom-pom !

“Why, there's the kid!™ exclaimed
Nugent, “That fellow Pop 1"

Tho lad in spangles on the heck of
the wslephant grinned down at the
Famous Five, evidently recognising
them.

Jb was Pop, though he lovked very
different now, in his acrobatie attire.
Ile rose to his feet on the elephant’s
neck, and standing on one leg, beat
the drum in that preearious attitude,
much to the admiration of a crowd of
small boys who were following the pro-
ression.

“Hold on, Bunter!”

Tae Maoxer Lmeany.—No. 1,166,

A jolly
exclaimed lob

Billy Dunter was eyeling with the
Famous Five that merning. Ile was
far astern; but he ovortosk them when
they hod haited at the corner of the
lane.

Unfortunately, there was a rather
steep slope down the lane into the road
and Bunter was going strong.

“Gerrout of the way, vou fellows!”
ke shouted.

“3top " called out Wharton.

“ Bhan't ¥

“Tock here, vou silly ass——"

“Gerrout of the way [™

“1 tell you—"

DBunter did not heed. TUphill
Bunter went very slowly; and on the

level e was not rapid; but when he
was gomg downhill Bunter could pit on
spe And when hoa was on a slopo

Iike thizs he was not geing to stop. &
was not going to lose the sdvantage of
the free-wheeling, with the consequence
of having to pick up sgain on the
pedals soonér than was absolutely neces-
SATY.

_The Owl of the Remove was short.
sighted, and perhaps he had not
noticed tho eircus procession in the
road. Or perhaps he did not heed it,
Anyhow, he came on full tilt.

Pop, on the elephant, waved his
drumsticks to the Famous Five in
cheery grecting, and passed on. The
procession passed on after him; and
Me. Jimmy Walker, in tha Buster
Seven, was just oppozite the opening
of the lane when Bunter happened.

“Btop !” roared Bob Cherry.

“Rats!" retorted Bunter.

“"You benighted asg—"

Huarry Wharton & Co. dragged their
machines out of Bunter's way just in

tite,  Otherwise, there would have
been a terrifie mix-up.

Buntor shot thmup;lg the group, barely
missing scveral bicyeles and  their
owners. e shob info the road.

“'Fre, look outl” roared Jimmy

Walker, in alarm.
Mr. Walker jammed on his brakes.
Iortunately, the Buster Heven was
ﬁa:rillg at a crawling peace, as it had ta
eep titno with the elephant that led
the procession.

It stopped. But Bunter did nod stop,
By the time Billy Bunter perecived
that there was no way across the road
it was too late to stop.

He rushed on at the Buster Seven.

*Oh, my hat " gasped Bob Cherry.

“ Look out [

Bunter, pereeiving hiz danger as soon
as it was fairly under b fat little nose,
wrenched at his handlebars.

The bike spun round, barelr missing
the Buster and the horrified Mr.
Walker, It wobbled and danced with
the sudden turn, curled up, and went
spinning; and  Bill Bunter was

eposited in a sprawling heap on the
graza by the roadside.

“Yarooooh |
Tha roar that emanated from
William George Bunter must have

been audible over a.considerable part
of the county of Surrey.

i Yu}wvﬂy.*-crw-ﬂw-tmﬂﬂﬂrm?f 1%

“¥on silly ass [* velled Harry Whar-
ton. For o moment he had {eared that
the Owl of tho Hemove was booked for
a bad smash. It was a relief to soe
that ho had only had a severe bump
—and nobody regretted the severity of
the bump; except Bunter. Bunter
roared and howled; and the sound of
hiz lammentation was heard far and

o,

“Oh, m aye!”  ejnculated DMr,

Walker, and he started the car again,

while Bunter rolled and roared.
“Ow!  Helpl Yaroooh |

smashed ] DI'm injured! My

T'm
legs are
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broken—and 1"ve sprained my back-
bone! Whooop I

“1fa, ha, hal™

Bang, bane, bang! FPom-pom-pom!
went the drum, dying away in tbe
distance, The circus procession swun
on towards Wimfeord, leaving the Owl o
the Remove spluttering and gasping in
the grass beside the road, not quite
sure that hoe was still alive,

Mr. Jimmy Walker raised his shiny
silk topper, and waved it cheerily to
the Famous Five as he passed on.

- ]pE}' to see you at the circus, if
you lhke to come along, gonts,” ha
shouted, “You don’t want o miss
Walker's World REenowned [

And the Biister Heven glided on, and
the rest of the procession trailed after
1t.

Harry Wharton & Co. waved back
cheerily. They rather liked the
exuberant gentleman with the purple
complexion,

The procession trailed on, the roar
of the drum and the trumpet fading
away towards Wimford; and the chums
of the Removo gathered round Bunter,
who was still sprawling and gnsping.

“Btaving there all day, old beani”
nsked Bob Cherry.

“the] Beast! I'm killed—-"

“No such luck ™

“I mean, nearly Lillad ! Al my ribs
are brolen ! wailed Bunter. 1 can’t
move! You'll have to get an ambu-
lanco [™

“Oh, my hat!"

“Go home and send the car for me,
Wharton! I'm fnghtfully injured!
Il[’t'ai (dislocated the spinal coluran of my
&

%{lh erumbs |* i

“Got up, you fat ass!” said Johnny
Dull. * Here's your bike |?

"1 can’t I howled Bunter.

“Look here, you malingering, fat
worm—"

“Beast! Go back and send the ecar
for me.”

“¥ou mean vou'ra too jolly lazy to
ride home on your bike 1" d

“NYah!™

“Well, if Bunter wants to stay thera
we'd better get moving,” said Harry
Wharton. “I'll semd  the  car,
Bunter—>="

“ Goad.”

" To-night—""

i Ig:h':”

“If wyou're not back by dark.
Ta-tal™

“1 say, you fellows—m"

“Come on, you men,” said Harry;
and the Famous Five remounted and
pedalled on their wg.

Bunter sat up in the grass.

“I say, you fellows[” he yalled.

EBut the fcllows rodo on regardless.

‘ Beasts 1"

In spite of his innumerable broken
bones, Dilly Bunter secrambled to Lis
feet and remounted hiy hike. He did
not want to wait there till dark for
the car to fetch him in. Perhaps his
injuries, after all, were not quite so
extensive as he had stated. At all
events, ho succceded in riding after the
Famous Five, and rejoining them in
the lzne.

“Halle, halla, hailo! Dnnter's
recovered I exclaimed “Bob  Cherry.
“There's endurance, if you likel
Tancy a fellow rldlni_a bike, with all
his ribs broken and his spinal column
dislocated 17

“Ha, ha, ha "

“ Beasts 1?

The Famouz Five chuckled; and
Billy Bunter snorted. As usual, he
was & much-injured youth; and, alse
as usual, nobody seemed to care.
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Dolng [

1 ori» b 3 :
“ Con t u immy [
P “Tk Emn’i‘.. d::-p' Pop 1" said

Mr. Jimmy Waiker, shaking
his head seriously.

Grunt from Po '

Walker’'s World-Famous Circus was

itched on Wimford Common. Mr.
gi[ﬂ.[ﬂj" Walker, seated on a tail
hoard, was smoking a oigar and frown-
ing thoughtfully through the smoke.
The big tent was in the course of
erection for the evening performaonce;
and Mr. Walker was keeping one eye
on the work that was going on, an
the other, dubiously, on Pop.

Pop, once moro in the natty clothea
in which Harry Wharton & Co. had
firat seen him, was
standing with his hands
in his pockets and a
froen on his rather
good-locking face,

“TLook 'ere, old
Jimmy, why won't it
do?” he demanded.

Mr. Walker shook his
head again.

“It won't, -Pop!” he
snid,

“You don’t want me
back i1a the cireus?”

enres I do," seid

.....

Mr. Walker reproach-
fully. “VYou knows I
does, Ain't you

the making of it? I
never 'ad but one really
good turn, and you was
1t!  Walker's World-
Famous ain't been the
same sinca the Wonder-
ful Boy Acrobat and
King of the Trapeze
‘ooked it. T can tell you
that without making you
Fop. You know i1t." )

“Wall, then, you old image, you,”
said Pop, “if you want me buck, and I
want to come back, what about i£71"

“ Your guardiap—" )

“Plow ’'im!"” said Pop disrespect-
fully.

conceited,

“That tooter bloke 'ad to go 'ome
without you Iyaatur;da. Pop,” eaid Mr.
Walker., “1 fancie j'-l.'.l-uti gone with

him; and you could have knocked me
down with a coke-'ammer, when you
walked in last night, and told me you'd
given 'im the slip”

“Wasn't you g!ga:l to see mei'’

itaurse I wasl  But it won't do!
hat  tooter covey's s ‘ome¢ and
roported to His Nibal” ssid Mr.

alker. “Well, what follers? His
Nibs, of course. The old ramrod will
e arter you, Pop; and I can’t keep
you 'ere, even if it was right for me to
knnq ou, which it ain't.”

i ‘J:iu.r ain't it1" growled Pop.

“Vou got your futurs to think of.”

“Blow my future!"”

“PRut you can't blow it,'" argued Mr.
Walker.  “You got somethin' belter
afore you than swinging on the high
trapeza, Pop. You'te going to be a
gentleman, you ara.”

“They've been making mo into a
gontleman for six months novws;" growled
Fop, “and I'm fed-up to the back
teeth ! ]

Mr, Jimmy Walker rubbed his purple
nosa thoughtfully.

“ Fed-up,” repeated Pop. * Old Tin-
ribs don't like me. Think he'd have
took any notice of me but for that thera
totiee goming slong? Ho never did
afc:y. Who saved me from work'us’
when T was a little nipper? Jest tell
me that, you old image, you !

=1 g'pose I did,”” said Mr, Walker,

“YWho was it "elped my fether when
he was on his last legs, and hie own
brother never wanted to 'esr a word
from him{'" demanded Pop. “You
dl-:l,h;;c:u old imagel You lost mmizaz;ir
on him, and you know youn did. @
never was worth what you paid "im."

“Hea did his best,” said Mr. Walker
tolerantly. “He was a good one with
'oraes, he was. He did his best, when
he was sober, Pop."’

“You lost money on him,” said Pop;
“and you never expected fo make any
money on me, and you know youn didn't!
Then it turned out that I was good
stulf, and a draw in the eirews. And
jest when I was fancying I was going
to make it up to you, then comes along

I3

more reason why you want mo to stick
to you. Ain't I going to be a blooming
to your declinin’ years?'

“It ain't ible, QU young
donkey voul” said Mr. Walker sadly.
“1ld Tin-ribs will 'ave the law on me!

all legal and
Em;l:-gr, and he can take you away if

e likca, Why, he can send a bobby
to fotoh you away, if he chooses!”

Pop gave an emphatic grunt. But
hoe made no other answer to that
remark. Mr. Walker continued te
shake hiz head.

“It'd bo the making of the World-
Famouns to 'ave you back, Pop,” he said.
“But it can’t be did—it can’t! Not till
you come of age, boy. And by that
time you'll "ave forgotten all about old

Heo's your iu ardian,

this blinking baronet, and wants to Jim Walker.'
make a gepleman of me, Old Tin-ribs “If you want me to punch your noss,
“ Descend at

- “Cecll 1** shonted Mr. Clegg.
N oce Pt T once [
the irrftated gentieman.

would have been glad enough never to
‘ear my namé’spoke if that monoy
hadn't been left to me, and him ap-
pointed my puardian, Ain’t that so?”

“1 &'pass it is,” admitted Mr. Walker.
"B'I]t."‘"-‘l"

“Well, choreo it, old Jimmy! I'm
sticking {o the circus, and I'm sticking
to vou, unlsus you turf me ont.”

Mr. Walker sighed end shook his
kead.

“Your father wes & gentleman, Pop,
and & baronet's brother. He came low
down in tho world when he got a job
in my circus. DBacking horses and jerk.
ing his elbow, pore feller! He- always
was the gentleman, Pop, when he was
eober, and he was always scher when
he was hard up. Now you'voe got a
chance to be a gentleman, too—"

“{lat it out!" said Pop. “If beingz
a gentleman means leaving an old pal
in the lurch, I'd rather be an acrobat.”

“Wouldn't I jest hike you back, Pop !
aaid Mr. Walker wistfully., “The circus
gamo ain't what 16 was—it's never been
the same since the War—and I'm get-
ting old.'

“Gammon ! said Pap. “You're as
young &3 ever you was. But if you're
getting on, you old image, that's all the

Asirlde the wall, Pop grinned back at
“Not "arf ! " he sald.
“ Rats 1Y

jest say that again!”

old Jimmy,

growled Pop,
Honl, honk!
A car stopped on the road by the

common. A tall gentleman, with an
eveplass serawed in his eye, alighted
from it, and came towards tho circus
encampment with long strides. His
grizzled brows wera knitted over his

monocle. _
40Ok, my eyal” said Mr. Walker dis-
mally, *“That's old Tin-ribs! "Tain’t

tha tooter this
el el
T hIv!'" B0l op, 1n dizmay.
MLFWulkcr rose from the tailboard,
and. tousched his hat respectiully to Sie
Hilton Popper of Popper Court, Court-
fick!, Kent. i
The boy eyed the baronct silently and
rescntiully.
“So you aro here, Ceeil,’” eaid the
tall gentleman, in a deep voice,
“T'm "erel” grunted Pop.
“You deliberately eluded Mr. Clegg
yesterday.'”
“T ain't denying it." i
“¥ou have returned to your old dis
reputable associates™
({Continued on page 16.)
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timo, Pop; it's your
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(Continued from page 13.)

“You see, pir——" sgid Mr. Walker
feebly.

“Silenco!” hooted the barconet, his
eyveglasa gleaming at Mr. Walker. * Lot
this occur again, and proceedings will
be taken egeingt you. ghall have no
merey on you, sir, if you venture aguin
to entice my nephew away [rom his
home and his pusrdian.”

“Old Jimmy never did nothing of
the sort!" snarled Pop. *"He's been
tellin’ me all alon t it woo't do,
end I got to go back,”

“Yary sensible advice!™ snagpﬂd =i
Hilton. " Very sensible indead! Cer-
tainly you have to coma back! I am

ing to take you back in my car now.

our conduct ig disgrpeeful. In a fow
days you ars to enter the school of
which I am a governor—my old school
—and you date to leave your home and
return to this-—this circus!”

Pop opencd his lips and closed them
again, Mr. Walker's awe of the
barcnet was deep and overpowcring,

ost amounting to terror. And Iop,
though to & lesser extent, shared the
feeling. In the actusl presence of his
guardian the thoughts of rebellicusness
faded from his mind.

“¥ou will come with me—now,
Cecil,” said Sir Hilton., “If your
former——er—associate has indeed given
you such good advice, you will do well
to profit by it. Come!’

op turned to the ¢ircus provrictor.

“I—I got to go, old Jimmy ™" he mut-
tered huskily. _

“You ‘ave,” said Mr, Walker.
“You've been & good boy to me, Pop.
Try to be a boy with your
guardian, and at the big achool you're
going to. Old Jimmy will be proud of
you, Pop, when you grow into a gentle-
man like your uncle,

Sir Hilton looked at the old circus
master, and his grim, frowning face
relaxed a trifla,

®That is wery proper advice—very
proper 1ndeed!™ he said. “I am :zure
H’u mean my nephew well, Mr.—er—

gllier, eil, you may =a ood-bye
le Ceell v zay good-by
to Mr.—er—Walker !

Pop said good-bye to Mr. Walker,
end, with 8 downoast face, followed
the barenet to the car. Jimmy Walkes
gtood staring after him, blinking as he
stared; and ag ﬁha#bﬁv entered the car,
and it drove away, Mr. Walker gave n
deep, deep mﬁ. A hand waved from
tho ear and Mr. Walker waved back.
Then he sat down on the tailbioard
again, and the back of his plump hand
brushed away something t trickled
down a purple cheek.

———

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Back to Schoot !

t DURTFIELD 1* sang out the
‘ JDorter.

“Here we are ggain ™ =aid
Bob Cherry.
“I say, you fellows——"
“Shut up, Buntar1*
Tae Magner Lisrany.—No. 1,166
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“I way, it's rotten, ain't it?" said
Bunter. “1 was just beginning to
enjoy the holiday. I say, the Head
might bave given us more than a week,
ﬂﬂqmd@rinﬁ that we rescued Fishy when
he was Lidonapped—I mean, I did—="

“Ha, ha, ha!*

"Blessad if I sce anything to cackle
at, It was practically all my work, and
vou fellows merely got Fishy out of the
place—"-"

“Mlerely that, and nothing more,”
grinned b,

“¥ez; 1 faney the Head knows that
all the eredit was due to me,” waid
Bunter, *He might have given us a
longer holiday, I think, But ho's un-
grateful. VYou fellows are ungreteful,
too. You know jolly well that I wanted
to go to Margate instead of sticking at
Wharton Lodge, I told you I'd rather
go to Margate, as you jolly well know.
Look here, vou h_e;-n'sts, if yon can't

listen to 2 chap—

DBut the Iamous TFive did not
listen,

They tumbled out of the carriape,
and Billy Bunter snorted and followed
them.

The exira holiday was over, and the
chums of the Remove were coming back
to school. They had enjoyed a week
away from lessens in the middle of the
term, and they agreed that it was an
axcellent idea of the Head's o reward
them in that way for their services in
rescuing  Fisher T. Fish from the
clutches of Barnoy McCann, the kid-
napper, But everything comes to an
¢end; end that holiday had ended.

It was quite a cheery party that came
back—excepting Bunter, unter took
unto himself all the credit for that
resoua of the &idna;l::ped junior—on
what grounds was known only to
Bunter,  Bunter .considered that the
Head might have extended the holiday
to the end of the term—at lenst, for
DBunter himself.

DBut thea Head hadn’t; and Bunter
could not help thinking him very un-
grateful. But Dunter was aceustomed
to ingratitude.

Heo rolled nfter the Famous Five as
they headed for the bridge over the line,
whera the local train waited,

“1 say, vou fellowsg—"

Bunter panted on and rejoined the
chums of the Remove,

“1 say, you fellows!” bawled Bunter,
as the Famous Five changed their
direction when he had nearly reached
them. I say, you dummies, you're
going the wrong way! That ain't the
way to the local traim.®

He put on a spurkt and overtook the
chums of the Removs,

“You going by the lecal to Friardale,
Bunter ' asked Iarry Wharton.

“¥es, you ass! Think I'm going to
wilk 7

“*Wouldn't you rather walk to the
sehool from Courtfield 7™

“MNo, you fathead!”?

“Then we would! Good-bye!”

“Look here, you beaste——=7%"

“You'va got wour ticket,"
Harry,  “There’s the train! Your
company 1s awlully nice, old fat man,
but we've had a lot of it lately, and it's
5':"_55‘&",],5 te have too much of & good
GINE.

“The teo-muchfulness is terrific.”

“l a@ay, wvou fellows—" roared
Bunter, as the Famous TFive walked
away to the exit from the platform.

They disappeared without replying.

“Beasts I gasped Bunter, * After all
I've done for em1 Beaats!”

And Dunter rolled away for the local
rlatform, Nothing wuu!(f have induced
him to walk from Courtfield to the
echool,  Which did not displease the

said

Famous Five, who had had quite enough
of William George Bunter's fascinating
compeny during that extra holiday at
Wharton Lodge.

Harry Wharton & Co. left the station
and walked down Courtfield High
Street. They left the town behind and
walked along the road over the common
in the direction of Greyfriars School.

A walk was agreeable after a long
raillway journey, and it was not made
lesa apreeable the fact that Billy
Buntor did not like walking.

Honk | Honk!

The Famous Five, sauntering in a
cheery row; almost filled the road, when
the honking of a motor behind made
them jump out of the way.

They clenred to the roadside, and
a handsome Bolls, with a liveried chauf-
feur, passed them, going on towards
Greviriars.

“That's old Popper!” remarked
Nugent; and juniors politely raised
their hatg to the tall, white-moustached,
monocled gentleman who sat in the car,
who acknowledged the salute stiffiy.

“QGreat pip! Whe's that with him1”
djaculated Bob Cherry.

And five voices uttered the neme at
the zame momeant: “FPop!"

Beside the baronet in the car sat a
youth, whom the IFamouz Five recog-
nised immediatels.

It was Pop—undoubtedly Po
though he was not looking anything like
so merry and bright as when they had
seen him in company with Mr. Jimmy
Walker, and mounted on the neck of the
circus elaphant.

“Pop!” said Bob Charry blankly.

“The popfulness iz terrific.”

“My only hat!”

Fop did not look at the juniors; hs
did not scem to see them. He was
sitting with a glum expression on his
face, staring direetly before him.

In a social sense, Sir Hilton Popper
was any number of cuts above Mr.
Jimmy Walker, But he did not sesm
30 congenial a spirit. He seemed to

bave a depressing effect on his youthful
COmpanion,

The car was gone in n few moments,
and the Famous Five stared after it in
a state of preat astonishment,

“That circus kid,” said Bob. " 'What
the thumap can ke be doing in company
with old Popper?

“roodoess knows "' said Harr;'.

“Fop! Popper! Pop!"” said Bobh.
“My hat! His name can’t be Popper,
can 167 Is Pu? short for Popper? Is
he & relation of the jolly old baronet?

“ How could he be—a circus kid 7" said
gohnny Bull, *0ld Popper's no end of
an aristocrat—descended from a fat
alderman or something who bought o
titls in the reign of James the First,”

“My hatl”? ‘ﬂmd H&rr;,r, with =&
whistle. *“I noticed something familiar
about that kid's chivvy when I first saw
him. I know now whom he's like—old
Popper 1™

“But they can't be rclations—"

“Looks like ikl He's very like
old Popper except that he’s good-
looking—"

*“Ha, ha, ha1”

“And hiz name’s Pop, and Pop must
stand for something—it can't be =&
vamo on its own. He's & Popper 1™

“Wall, miy only hat " anid Bob.

It was guite a surprising discovery,
but it scemed probable, now that
they came to think of it. DPut whet o
relative of the lofty and lordly Bir
Hilton Popper could have been doing
ab & circus wes 8 myvafery.

“1 esuppoae old Popper's
Greyfriars,” seid Nugent.

(Continued on pape 18.)
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POP OF THE CIRCUS!

{Continved from page 16.)

governor of the school. Queer that he

should be taking the kid with him.”
“0Qh erumbs!” yelled Bob Cherry.
“What—"

“Y heard that & rolation of Sir Hilton
Popper was comiog to Groyfriars, Old
Fopper's seen Quelch about it—the kid's
ecming inte the Romove. That mumst
ba the kid ™

“Phew 1"

“I remember now,” said Harr
Wharton with a nod. “Thoero was ta
sbout it—a nophew of the old hird, I
believe! Look here,jif he's coming to
the school, we'd better say nothing
about the circus and Mre. Walker. Most
likely the kid wouldo’t like that to ba
jawed up and down the Romove.”

“That's s0,” agreed Bob,

The baronet's car had disappeared
now. Harry Wharton & Co. wnﬁwﬂ an,
guite interested to discover whether the
rather mysterious Pop was indeed the

nephew of 3ir Hilton, who was to enter
the Bemove.

THE TWELFTE CHAPTER.

The Few Hsmovite I

ILLY BUNTER rolled ©
Hemove passsge, pus open
the door of Btudy No, 1, and
blinked into that celebrated

apariment.

“I  sag, fellows 1*
Biokat, . o oo

He squesked in vain, The fellows
weore not there,

Dut although Wharton and Nugent
wora not in the study, No, 1 was not
wholly unocoupied, junior stood at
the window, with one knee resting on
tij:;:zn mdﬂw—a:u&ft. looking :-lut gn:! own
] y gu apparently interested
in watching the swarm of fellows below,

squeaked

Bunter blinked abt him.

Heo could not zee the fellow's face, bnt
ha was aware that this was not one of
tha Removites. He concluded that it
wes & new boy—as, in fact, it was,

Bunter rolled into the study.

Ha was rather anxiovs {0 meet Harry
Wharton & Co., as there was an 1m-
portant question to be settled, which wos
—swhether Bunter was going fo tea In
Hall, or tea with his dear old pals. But
ha forpot Harry Wharten & Co. pow.
Bunter was interested in new boys.

Bunter was not, perhaps, the fellow
to take 2 lot of notice of a new kid in
the way of helping him to find his feet
in hiz new surroundings. Bunter was
not & philanthropist. 8till, new koys
interestéd him. A new boy was a fellow
who had never heard of Bunter's eele-
brated tal-order, and was, therefore,
moro |i;?§|3 to cagh it than a fellow who
knew all about it

""Halla, kid 1" he said afably.

The new fellow turned.

Bunter blinked .ot him  ouriously
through hiz big spectacles. Something
familiar about the fellow etruck him ot
Onod.

“New kid?"" asked Bunter.

II‘EGE‘II

“Zlad to see you, old seout [V

The new fellow raised his eyebrows
a little. Whatever sort of greeting he
had expected at Greyfriars, he had cer-
tainly not expected to be welcomed in
this affusive way.

He looked rather hard at Bunter, and
then & grin of recognition dawned on
his face.

“You l'"" he said.

“*Heen me before 1™ asked Bunter.

“¥Yes, rather! I never knew you be-
longed ta Greyfriars, though.™

“Well, I seemn to have geon you some-
where,” gaid Bunter, blinking at him.
“May have met vou somewhere; 1 go
to a lot of places, you know. In fact,
my vacations sre s regular whirl of
gaicties. A follow gets a bit tired of il
soraetimes, you know. You can soon
get fed-up with a lot of functions one
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after ancther. Probably I've met wou
at some nobleman's country house I

‘“"More prebably not 1"

“Um ! Well, my pame’s Buntor.
I'm in the Remove.”

“Any more at home like you?"” asked
the now fellow,

Bunter blinked st him. This remark
seomed rather disrespectful and um-
g:atafui. considering that Bunter waos

eing kind to the new kid.

“ Ouelchy put you in this study "' he
asked.

Il.?m.lf

“That's rather rottem,” said Bunter
srmpathetically.

“Ta it? Mr. Quelch told me there
were fwo very agreeable fellows in this
study.'’

“Top bad of Quelch|” said Bunter,
shaking his head. “I'm safraid you'll
find vour company here rather rotten.”

“Do you mean that it's your study t"”

“Eht No, I don't{" roared Bunter.

“Dh, d1"” said the new Iellow,
with evident relief., “I'm gled it's not
£o bad a3 that|”

HTook here, you cheeky cad—"
Bunter made an offort to control his
wrath. “J=I mean, look here, old
scout, vou'd better not be cheeky!
You'll find it won't pa¥ in the Bemove,
I'm not Eoing to lick you—"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Blessed if I sce snything fo oackle
at| Look here, you haven't had your
tea, I suppose t”

Tho new fellow shook his head.

“Well, I haven't, esither,’”” said Bun-
ter. “As you're a pew kid, I thought
I'd show you round a bit and stand you
some ten. We get a filthy tea in Hall,
By the way, whot's your name 7**

* Popper.”

Bunter opened his eyes behind his big
spectacles,

“Popper | Any relution to Sir Hilton
PopperT He's a governor of the school
&:S s big pot.”

11-1Hi’ mphe‘v-‘l
“0Oh1” gaid Bunter more respectfully.
A nephew of SBir Hilton FPopper was

£l anmabad{." “Why, I remem now;
I heard old Popper's nephew was com-
ing here. I heard old Quelch talking to
uig Prout sbout it 2o you'ze the
johany."”

“I'm the johnny,” agreed Popper.

“How do u\guu f on with old
Po Ear?" asked unter curiaualf‘
“He's a bit of & stuffy, stiff-necked old
fossil, ain’t ha?**

"1 see vou know him," eed Popper
of tha Rgmm'&.  Sitill, :-frhe h&;ppgm
to be my uncle and guardian, you'd
better not call him names."’

“Eht Why noti"

“ Well, T might punch your nose.”

Bunter blinked at him and decided to
toke that remark as » joke,

+He, he, hal"

“My hat! Have you got one of those
cheap American alerm clocks in your
pocket, Stunter 7' msked the new fellow,

“No, I haven't!"” roared Bunter,
“And my name's Bunter, not Stunter.
And I doen’t want any cheek! I've s
jolly good mind—""

'“G"I:I- it- tH

“I—I mean I came in here to be
fiiendly,” erid Buonter reproachiully.
“Hoearing that there was a new kid in
the Remove, 1 thought I'd lock him up
and show him the ro a it I'm
alwars kind to new kids. I've got a
kind heart, you know, and a generous
nature.”

"“Your foce doesn't give you away,
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that's tha case,” remarked FPopper.
“ Naobody would puess it."”

Bunter bresthed hard. This new
beast was being pesitively unpleasant.

Still, Bunter could bear a lot of un-
pleasantness when there was a hope of
getting an advance in cash om  his
postal-order.

“Well, I'm rather sorry you're put in
this study,” he said. “1'll'lct you come
glong to my study sometimes when you
want some decent company. Hather
hard on o new kid to be put along with
Wharion and Nugent. P?ugcnl:- isn't so
bad; only a bit of & milksop. Whar-
ton's & beast! I used to be in this study
mysalf, you know, but I changed out.
couldn't stand Wharton. IFs been much
better sinoe 1 changed out,”

“*For Wharton 1"

“No, you chump; for me! You don't
seem to have much sensze,”’ snid Bunter.
“I goay, where have I seen vou before?
1 know I'vo scen you somewhere,”

Popper of the Roemove cyed him very
curiously; but he made no answer,

rthaps not dﬂEll‘InF to enlighten

unter. DBut the Owl of the Romove
was blinking at him inguisitively, and
recognition was dawning in his fat face,

“0Ob, my hatl Popper—Fop!" ex-
cleimed Bunter. " Why, you're that kid
1 zaw on the elophant—the kid who was
with that low, boozy rotter at the
inn——->""

Bunter stared blankly,

That discovery astounded him.

Popper of the Remove made a ste
towards him, with & black frown on his
brow and o glitter in his eyes,

“If you're speaking of Jimmy
Walker, don't do it again, Dunter|”
ha eaid. " Any more of that and I'll
change your foatures for you—sharpl”

“That's the name—Walker 1" chuckled
Bunter. *“What a specimen! He, he,
he 1" He jumped back the next moment.
“Here, keep off, you beast! I haven't
¢ome here to row with you,”

*“Then keep zour blooming tater-trap
shut, you flu.}i'])b;.r freak I*' said Pop, re-
lapsing into his manner of speaking
before he had had the advantape of an
expensive tutor at Fopper Court. "1
deasay you'd burst if 1 "it you 1"

w1, hﬂﬂ-‘-‘*"—“ﬂ

“¥ou 'member 'ow I banged your fat
*ead that day ot the inn ncar White-
bridge 1’ demanded Pop. *Well, I'll
bang it like that agin if you don't mind
your p's and g'al Chew on that, you
flabby oyster !’

Bunter blinked 2t him hIankI{;

“You—you can't be old Popper's
nephew—talking like that!' he ejacu-
lated. "Old Popper couldn't have a
nephew a circus rider | Laok here,
what's the game? What are you up to
st Grevinars ™

“*Oh, go ond cat coke 1" snapped Fop,
turnin]g‘ back to the window.

“ All sercne, old fellow 1" said Buntor,
with o suddenr return of amicable
eivility. "I don't mind what you are;
I'm no snob. A fellow of really good
family never is. 1 =ay, what about tea
in my study 1"

“ Blow tea in your study I

“My dear chap, I'm going to be your
friend—"'

“You jolly well ain’t " said Pop.

.ok hore—"

“{th, cheezo it! If this ain't your
blooming study, ‘op out of 1t 1™

“IHe, he, ha!l"

Pop had been sapeaking in quite o
cultivated voice in the first part of this
gurigus interview ; now he was speaking
in anything but a cultivated voice, and
dropping aspiratos rlghlg and left. The
training he had reccived from the
worthy Mr. Clegg scemed to be only
skin-doep.

"You cackling ass, travel ! snapped
Pop, glaring at Bunter over his
shoulder. "“I'm fed-up with you! I
tell you, "op it !

“Deon't be stuffy, old chap,” eaid
Bunter soothingly. "Bilessed if I can
make you out, but I'm going to be kind
te vou., 1 suppose vou don’t want all
the fellows to know about the cireus!
He, he, ho 1™

Pop grunted, and made no reply.

“TI'll keep it dark, old chap,” said
Bunter. “I'm the fellow to keep a
sceret | T say, Popper——"

“Oh, buzz off 1

“Thera was sumething I wanted to
mention,” said Buntoer., * Leaving home
in rather a hurry to-day, [ left my
money behind. It's all n%ht-, I'm ox-
pecting & postal-order by the Arst Emt
fo-morrow. Uan youwlend me ten bob to
tide me over? If you could—-*

I-I'I Cﬂurd ]u-

“Thanks !
hand.

“But I'm not going to,” added Pop.

“Look here—"

* Bhut that blooming door arter you.”

“"Yeu low rotter———-"

Pop turned from the window, and
came swiitly across the study towards
Bunter, DBut swift as he was, he was
not so swift as the Owl of the Bemaove.
Bunter disquc:.amd into the passego
with wonderful specd,

Blam!

The door elosed on the vanishing
Ol

Cecil Po

Bunter held out a fat

er of the Remave, nlins
Pop the Wonderiul Boy Acrobat of
Walker's World-Famous Circus, turned
back to the window with a grunt. And
Billy Bunter, bursting with news,
rolled away to tell the other fellows all
about it.

B. Quelch glaneed at  tha
clock in his study for about
one mallers to which Henry Zamuel
Quclch had to give his personal atten-
been unaware of that, Dut he secmed
unaware of 1it.
sideration to enyone but his important
self.
to speak. It was rather unfortunate
that a2 povernor of the school lived
members of the governing body could
not live abk too great a distance.

9

the staff ot Greyiriors, that there was
much too much of Bir Hilton. i

Still, eon tha present occasion, Sar
IHilfon reuii:{ had business at the sehuﬂl..
and especially with tha REemove master.

He was placing his nephew in Mr,
Quelch's Form, and his nephew was nob
exactly like the usual run of fellows
who camo to Greyfriara.

Ho had already bored the Head almost
to tears, now he was boring Mr, Quelch
almost to frenzy, .

My, Quelch wondered dreerily
whelher he was ever going to depart, or
whether he was a permanont bxture in
the study. ;

At tho same time, he had to keep up
an agreeable manner, 8 governor of the
selionl being & very important person-
age. Mr. tg:u:rlch*s glances at the clock
wers frequent but surreptitiouns,

“1 have told the boy.” Bir Hilton
was saying, *‘to be extremely careful
to sn.ly nothing of his former—er—rather
peculinr associations You will seo the
wisdom of this, eir.”

TAh!D Yea!l Quite ao!"

“It iz very painful for me, that such
associations should ever have existed,"
gaid Sir Hilton. “Y have explained to
you that mi brather was—er—h'm—
somewhat reckless and unfortunate. His
son waas left without care—quite un-
provided for. He spent his earliest
wears in s—a—a circus.” Sir Hilton
scemed hardly able to utter the ob-
noxious word.  “Buch associations
have, of course, left their mark on bim.”

Mr. Queleh sighed. .

He had heard all this before, but Sir
Hilton, like many fussy old gentlemen,
laboured under the delueion that his
remarks werse worth making a second
time, even a third time.

“But ho has improved wenderfully
with his tutor, Mr. Quelch. Clegg really
has worked wonders. 1 am sorry to say,.
however, that Cecil still Lias & wretched,
n disgraceful hankering after his old
Iifo. It will ba your object to repress
anything of this kind with severity."

“Um! Yes! ?nita!"

“"His guardianship, owing to cirenm.
stances, has devolved on me,” snid Sir
EHilton, **1 must do my duty by him,
painful and troublesome as that duty
undoubtedly is.™

“Alh! Yes] Quitel” ]

*0f course, the circus must be entirely
ﬁu_]il ressed. I have cautioned Ceeill It
will tell very much against him here,
if his former eecupation ahuy{d .
known. It would alse be humiliating
for me personally. He has promised to
be discreet.

“Quite sa ¥

“Had I been aware,” continuned Sir
Hilton, *“that a relative would leave &
considerable fortune te the boy and
appoint me hiz guardian, I should have
taken steps earlier to seck him out, and

(Continued on next puge.)

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Secret !
M the tenth time.
There wero a hundred-and-
tion,
Sir Hilton Popper ¢ould hardly have
Sir Hilton was nof, os a matter of
fact, acenstomed to giving mwuch con-
And as he was a governor of Grey-
friars, he had lo be given his head, so
within & fow miles of the school. From
the int of view of a schoolmaster
Dr. Locke would
have been quite o H |_ Y

pleased hod  Sir
Hiltonr resided ot
his town houss, or
had he taken up
ranching in Canada,
or big game shoot-

ing in Africa. And
Mr. Queleh would
have shared his
feeling.

But Fopper Court
was only & few}

miles away, and Sir
IHilton was gener-}
ally there. Ile took
his dutics as =«
HD?{‘.’THDF vor Liarl-
ouzly, and 1t was
the opinion of all
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—and rescue him from contaminating
associations,

“No doubt!” said Mr. Quelch, some-
what dryly.

Bir Hilton gave a little grunt.

Mr. Quelch had a very shrewd idea
that Sir Hilton had expected that for-
tune to come to the holder of the Pop-
par title, not to the penniless son of
the baronct's penniless younger bLrother.

And be was well aware that & regular
ingome waa abttached to Bir Hilion's
guardianship, 2nd he could not help sus-
geotiu that otherwise Sir Hilton would

ave declined to take on that painful
and troublesome duti'. )

Certainly he had left his nephew for
& good many years in his “ contaminat-
ing assooiations,” without hothering his
head about him. :

S0 the Remove master had a2 fairly
cléar idea of the exact length and
depth and breadth of Bir Hilton's sense
of duty. "

“ However—" said Bir Hilton.

It seemed too good to be true to the
hapless Form master, when Sir Hilton
actually rose to his feet at last, IHa
had almost given up hope that Sir Hil-
ton would ever go.

] have no doubt, Mr. Quelch, that
Cecil will soon—er—approximate to the
Greyiriars standard,” said Sir Hilten.
“Only it ia very necessary that no men-
tion of the circus should be made here.
Yery necessary indeed, You will quite
np‘}‘}meia,fe: that, I am sure.”

Quite I said Mr, Quelch. )

To his horror, S5ir Hilton showed signs
of sitting down sgain.

Mr. Quelch rosse hastily.

Bir Hilton took his leave. He walked
out to his car, and never had the
Remove macter been so happy to ees
;.nﬁ pentleman’s back,

2 really was gone ab lask

Mr, Quelch was abls to proceed with
his own affairs now. 8ir Hilton had
secmed sublimely unconseious that Mr.
Quelch hed any affairg to proceed with.

“Dear me ! snid Mre. Quelch, “Upon
my word! Decar mai™

Mr, Qluelch left his study., A few
miputes later, passing along the passage
near the Rapg, he heard a fat voice from
that apartment

I say, you fellows! It's trus! The
kid'a been put in Wharton's study—he,
he, he| Makes out that he's the nephew
of old Popper—that cld blighter at Pop-
per Court, you know! And I jolly well
tell you that he's a cireus performer,

Mr. Quelch stopped dead.

It was not his way to take notice of
rémarks that were not intended for his
E:,m but now he simply couldn't help

Sir Hilton had impressed wpon him,
not once, but many times, the strict
necessity of eliminating the circus, as it
were; of hushing up that peculiar por-
tion of his nephow's past.

Mr. Quelch fully agreed with the
baronst on that point, if on no other.
He had no doubt that the boy would be
sensible encugh to say nothing about
it at Greyfriars.

And now ho had learned that, already,
on the first day of the ferm, it was
known.

“A clewn or acrobat or something,"
went on Bunter, with a fat chortlas,
" I've seen him riding on an elephant
in @ Circug proceseion.™

“Gammon!” said Skinner.

= Oh, really, Skinner—"

What rot!” said Peter Todd. “I
gaw him come in with old Popper!
I-I?‘ s Popper's nephew, all right,”

I tell you T saw him Triding an
elephant in a circus procession ! roared

HE Maener Lierany,~No. 1,166,

Bunter. *I saw him with a fat, old,
boozy eircus man,™

i EGSI]. 1??

“You can ask Wharton. Wharion
gaw him, too. JIL was near Wharton's
place in Surrey. All of them zaw him {"

“ Rubbish [

“Well, ask Wharton, Teddy, you
beast! I sav, YWharton! Ilere’s Whar-
ton; he'il toll vou! Wharton, old chap,
didn't you see that fellow thoy called
P-DE,‘: in a cireus procession !

“ U 0h, go and eat eoke !™ eome Whar-
ton's reply. .

“¥ou saw him, too, Bob——"

“Fathead I

“Look here, you jolly well know it'y
true ! howled Bunter. “You zll saw
him when I did, and you jelly well
know—"

“Can’t yon mind vour own biznoy "
demanded Johnny Bull.

"1 sny, iz thers anything in it, you
fellowa "™ asked Bolsover major. *Ii
there isn't, vyou ean say go, can't youi'

“They jolly well know!"” hooted
Buntar,

“ Oh, shut up, Bunter!™

“"The shutupfulness is the proper

caper, my esteomed Bunter! The jaw-
fulness 18 too torrifie 1"

*I can jolly well tell you—"

Mr. Queleh walked on his  warw.
Hrissnsssssanssarssanassnnsnissanassnsanasuna i
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Obviously, it was not going to be kept
seoret at Groyfriars that Popper of the
Remove had once been Fop of the
Circus,

—ama

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Peculiar New Boy [

T PVELCHY put you in herat™
“Yes"
Q “Right-ho 1™

Pop looked rather sus-
iciously at Harry Wharton and Frank
JL_'I[glmt‘r ns they came into the study.

he one-time nerobat of Walker's
circus was, perhaps, a little snspicious
and tﬂunh;r among the crowd of well-
dressed follows at his new school. And
Billy Bunter had not given him a good
impression of the manners and customs
of Greyiriars men.

“You'ra Popper " asked Wharton.

£ 14 Y-GS."

“T’'m Wharton, and this kid is
Nugont "

The suspicious look on Pop's face was
changing to one of smazement. He
recognized the two schoolbovs now.

“My only "at!” he ejaculated.

Wharton smiled.

;‘l:.;ﬂu remember seeing us before ™ he
Baked,

“I never thought I'd meet anybody
I kngw ‘ere,” satd Pop. “But I seem
ts 'ave mob ‘arf Greyiriars, from what

THE MAGNE1T

I can make out. Thero was that fal
bloke in spees, and now you fwo—"

“And you'll see threo more wha know
you,” said Nugent. “But it doesn't

matter, suppose.  We couldn't
help seeing you on that elephant, you
Eknow I’

“1 g'pose not,”” said Pop, “My "atl

My enly goffer! And old Popper tellin’
me to be careful not to let 1t out that
I ever was at a cireus!”

“Oh crumbs! Did he?”

“ M ht% pertickler about it, tod!”
Eringe op. “Ho's ashamed of it
you see, and thinks I ought to be
ashamed of it, too. Well, I ain't!" ke
added, rather aggreasivoly.

“Quite right!” said Harry. “Why
should you balt" )

“QOh!” said Pop, a little taken aback.
“That's "ow you look at if, 15 it? You
ain't looking down on a bloke?"

{F WEit I‘Elt IH

“My uncle figgered that the blokes

'ere would furn up their noses abt me
if they knowed,” asaid Pop.

“Well, if you soc & nose turned up,
punch it!" said Harry., “That will
turn it down again.”

Pon chuckled.

H¥ou'll find all sorta of chaps here,™
said Harry., “Most of us are quite
decent, I assure you, It was rather un-
luckﬁ that Buntor saw you on  tha
elephant if you wanted to keep the
circus dark,”

] don’t want to; but Uncle Popper
wanted to, and I said I'd keep 1t
dark,” said Pop. “Well, it ain’t my
fault if it's got out. Fur as I'm con-
carned, I'd shout it out from the 'ouse-
tops! And I'm jolly glad it's out, too,
bein' as I didn't let it out myself. My
guardian said I mightn’t be nble to stay
at Greyfriars if it got out.™

“Don't you want to atn;_ﬂ”

“Do I want to stay?” said FPop
derisively, *Course I don’t] I want to
got back to Walker's! II thie ‘ere
makes me ‘op, I'll be jolly thankful I"

Skinner of the Remove looked in at
the doorway. Several fellows loocked 10
over his shoulder. :

“Is he here?!” asked Skinmer.

“There he is," sald Bolsover major.
“That's Popper! I saﬁ, Popper, were
you ever at & circus? DBunter says—"

“Ho, he, he !’ came a fat cackle from
the possage. “He jolly well won't dony
it! He's & hlessed acrobat, or a clown,
or something !"

“Kick that fat frog, somebody ™ said
ITarry Wharton.

“0h, really, Wharton—"

Pop of the Remove looked rather
surlily at the crowd of faces in the
doorway.

“r ta{l you ha's a low bounder " cama
Bunter's voico again. *Talks like &
barges, snd drops his “h's’ sll over
the shop! He, he, hel”

“Well, lot’s hear him drop them,”
said Skinner, star with wneivil
curicaity at the new fellow. “Go it,
Popper *

Pop coloured. Bunter’s romark, per-
haps, had recalled his tutor’s training Lo
his mind, and when he spoke it was
tho enreful diction he had learned from
tha industrious and painstaking My,
Clegg.

“I'm sorry I can't oblige you, whao-
ever you are,’” ho answered. " Do you
fellows always come and sfarc ab o new
chap like this? Can't say much for
your manners, if you do!"

“He talks all right!"” said Dolsover
major. I knew that fat 1diot was
gammoning, as usual.”

*“{0h, really, Bolsover! I fell you he
wos deping his *h's” all over ths
shop—



EVERY SATURDAY

Ty

“You come In "ere, you fat idjit,” roared Pop,
tater-irap for you!

“You'ra old Popper’s pephew, ain't
sou !’ asked SBnoop.

“1 have that honour,” answered Pop

avely,

“Heair to the jolly old baronetey, and
all that?”" asked Bkinner.

“Not at all; T understand that there
ara others,” said Pop, “cousins of mine.
There's quite a lot of Poppers abgout,
1 believe the heir to the haronetey is o
captain in the Guards.”

* And you've never been in a circus ?”

“Lots of times! I'm fond of
circuses 1 :

“I mean, you've nover performed in
a circus (™

“ Boronet's nephews don't perform in
eircuses, as a rule, do thoy?? asked

Pop.

‘PHE"E; gammoning " yelled Bunter,
“1 tell you I saw him on the elephant,
in the procession, dressed up like an
acrobat, and those fellows saw him,

too! I saw him with a fat, boozy, sld
circus man—"
“You fat spadger!” roared Pop,

dropping all of a sudden the high-class
progpunciation he had imbibed from
Mr. Clegg. “You come in "ere, you fat
idjit, and I'll give you a wipe round the
kisser that’ll shut uwp your silly tater-
trap for you 1"

“Oh ecissors I pasped Skinner.

“ Ha, ha, ha ™

“Is that how you talked at the
circus 7 yelled Snocp. *“0h, my hat!"

Pop glaved at them.

“¥es, that's ‘ow I talked at the
cirens, and it's 'ow I'll talk "ere, if I
blooming well like I he retorted.

1 Iiﬂ-, a, ]lﬂ !1-:'

“Here, yon fatheads olear off 1” ox-
claimed Harry Wharton, “This isn't a
peep-show ! Move along !

“Jen't it?"' chuckled Skinner. *Oh,

\

my hat! Quelchy will have a fit when
he ﬁzﬁs Fopper in class !™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Harry Wharton shut the study door
on the gwnning crowd. IHe coloured
rather uncomfortably as he turned to
Popper.

“Don't mind them, kid,” he gaid.
“"You—you sep——"

“Bless wyour little ‘eart, I don't
mind I answered Pop. “But I ain’t
‘earing any bloke run down Jimmy
Walker. Old Jimmy's one of the hest!
Old Jimmy stood by me when I hadn’t
o bean. Heo's worth a 'undred of Sir
Hilton Popper, and then a few more!
Old Popper never took any notice of
me till a fortune was left me: and he
wouldn't "ave then, only he bags three
‘undred a year so long as he's my
guardian.”

“{h,” =a1d Harry.

“The old codger’s on the make,
that's what he 1s, with all his airs!”
grunted P{;E.ﬂ “Old Jimmy never was!
I'll wring t fat spadper’s neck, if he

don't shut up about old Jimmy ¥
“What about tea?” murmured
MNugent.

“Prime!” said Pop. Then e
chudkled. “I mean, ripping. Fou
fcllers say ripping when you mean

prime don't you?

Harry Wharton lavghed.

“Make it ripping,’”” he sald. “When
in Rome, do a3 Rome docs, you know.”

“I'll make it spiffing, if you like!”
answered Po cheert‘u!!{.ﬁ “I've told old
Popper that I'll do my best "ere. 1 snid
I'd keen it darl about the circus. *Tain’t
my fault it's got out, is i£¥"”

“ Clertainly not.”

“And I'm glad it ’as!” said Fop
emphatically. " P'r'aps I can’t 'ang on
'era oW, aln't running down your

glaring at Bunter, ** and I’ll give you something that’'ll shut ap yvour s
< Oh seissors 1 ** gasped Skinner. "

school, you know; but, of course, 1
wouldn't ba found dead ‘ere, if I could
elp it! If I 'ave to ’op 1it, 'ear, 'ear]”

* Oh, my hat!"”" zaid Nugent. * You'd
rather be at the cireusi”

“Wouldn't I just.!” sighed Pop. *“I
can tell you, I "ave—I mean, have—to
keep a 'old en myself all the time, to
tallk like what Clegg taught me. It
don't come natural, 1 8'pose you fellows
arg used fo it. Well, I ain't!"

“You'll get used to it,” said Harry,
with a smile,

“I'd rather mizzle,” said Pop. *'Wh
old Popper couldn't leave me where
was, and wherp I was ‘appy, beats me.
P'r'aps if I get the 'oof out of this
school, he may make up his mind to
it—what 1™

“Look here, kid,” said Wharton
seriously, “you're here, and you cught
to try to make the best of it. If
you've come into & fortune, you'll have
& position to hkeep up some day. You
need to get ready for that.”

“¥You ain't never swung on a 'igh
trapeze ¥ asked Pop,

“ Munno "

“Ain't never "unig; on by your "eels,
with & whole tentful roaring cheers and
giving you the ‘ands "

“No!” gasped Wharton,

“Well, if you "ad, you'd understand,”’
said Pop., “Gimme a chance of 'oppin'
it, and you won't see my ‘cels for dust ™

After which the subject dropped; and,
the rest of the Co. having come up,
there was tex in Stody Moo 1.

I’ap of the Remove found the Famous
Tive vory polite and agrecable; and
thoy found him rather entertaining,
with hia tales of life at the circus, which
ke told with great gusto and very few
aspirates.
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They agreed that they rather liked
Pop. But they wondered & good deal
how he was going to get on at Grey-
friars, and rather doubted whether he
Wo ;1?1' continua long to honour the
Remove with his presence.

A ———

THE FIFTEERTH CHAPTER.
A Row In the Rag !

it RE "
E Every eoye in Big Hall
turned on Popper of the

Romove,

The Head was teking call-over, Tha
whole school was assembled in Big Hall,
mastors and prefects in their places, and
fellow  after  fellow had  enswered
“adsum " to his name, But when Dr.
Locke came to the pame of the now
adsum in

junior there was no
Té9J0nsa, Pﬁp anewered cheerfully, and
in u;]éuuﬁinnn penctrating voioe;

(| ] ra

“rEar, *ear ! murmured Skinner, and
thera was a chuckle in the Remove.

iir. Locke was seen to-start.

“ Popper I he repeated.

[ J‘E.r III
"Yﬂ: fathead!” whispered Bob
Cherry. “You don't say here—"

“ He dido't say here,’” giggled Snoop;
“he said 'erel”

Thers was a a_ﬂplpressad chortle, and
Mr. Quelch's gimlet eye gleamed at
hi%‘l gililrm. jlj

ance

“You gay adsum,” whispered Bob.

“ What* fori'" asked Fop.

“:1‘;:”3 Latin, and meosns *Here I

* That old cove ain’t Latin, is he ?”

“Qh omumbsl No,' :

“Then what's the good of torkiog to
Yim in- Latin?"”

“Silence " hooted Mr, Quelch,

The Head was going on with tho roll,

It was not uncommeon for a new boy
to make such & mistake, though Feo
Wag the first new boy who bad sai
era.

A new boy whe made a mistake was
generally overwhelmed with confusion
under the sea of eyes. Not so P;::P of
the Remove. He gazed round cheeriully
at staring faces.

There was abaﬂiutﬂ%' no shyness
about the nephew of Sir Hilton Popper.
Probably his early lifo am n*pnn les
and sawdust had knocked ell the shy-
ness out of him, end the Greyfriars
crowd was much less numerous than
tha crowd he had been accustomed to
face in Walkor's World-Famous Circus.

There was a good deal of suppressed
merriment in the Remove, and fellows
in other Forms, who as a rule took no
iriterest whatever in a new kid in the
Lower Fourth, showed a very unusual
interest in Pop.

When the fellows came out of Hall,
Colcer of the Fifth bore down on the
newr Junior.

“Here, kid!"" oxclaimed Coker.

Pop locked round at him, He did
not seem to like Coker's manner.

“Here, goat!” he anewered.

“Eh, what?" ejaculated Coker.
“*What do you mean, you checky young
ass ¥

“Jest what I szay,” answered Pop
cheertly,. “If I'm a &id, you, bein’
oldor'n ma, you must be a goat (i
- "That's cheek,” said Coker, frown-
ing, “and I don't like your cheek."

Can't say I like yours,” eaid Pop,
"or the rest of your face. neither! I
g'poze you call it a face?”

“Where did you come from?"’ asked
Cloker. “What sort of & blighter have
they landed on Greyfriars this time?
What's your name "
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“ Popper. What's yourn "

“Yourn!® repeated Coker dazedly.
“Did you say yourn? Oh, my only hat )
What's Greyfriara coming io,
wonder |'" ‘

And Coker of the Fifth walked on
his way, apparently guite overcome.

Popper stared after him, and valked
away, whistling shrilly through his
teeth, Whistling in the possages at
Greyiviars was not only forbidden but
unhcard of. g

“ Here, young 'un, chuek that!
called out Wingate o the Sizth,

Pop stared at him.

“Chuck what?” he demanded. .

“Whistling ! It's not allowed here.

“0Oh, my!” said Pop. “Can't a
bloke whistle if he wants to?"

“A-—a—a what?" ejacubaied
Gmﬁfriars captain.

1 1 lﬂkﬂ.’l

“T don't think I'd use that word,

kid,” said Wingate, looking at the new

the

boy very curiously. “It's not—h'm—
used here” ;2

“Qriright,” said Pop. “I ain't
abovo taking o 'int| Well, then, can't

& tovey whistle ’ore if he likes?”

“Neither 8 bloke nor a covey 1is
allowed to whistle in the ‘?nssagaat"
gaid Wingate, laughing. So chuck
ltl kL

“You ain’t & master 'ere, I 8'posei”
said Pop, eyeing him.

“Nunoo! But 'm a prefect, and
you have to do_as & prefect tells you."”

*“Oh, come off | sald Pop derisively.
"Thmix your oan stuff mei”

“Wha-a-at 7" ejaculated Wingate.

“ Prefect " said Pop. “I've learned
all about prefects with old Jawbones—
Roman officinls thoy was. You'll be
Baying you're a oonsul next!™

‘ﬁ? only hatl” said Wingate
blankly. “‘:‘?"’hat‘. gort of a weird mer-
chant is this! Hero, Wharton, as
Egu*ra head of the Remove, youn'd

tter take this sportsman in hand, and
explain to him what a prefect is, and
that he'd better not argue with one.”

“Right-ho 1" said Harry, |augrbm$;
and he zlipped his arm through Fop's,
and led him away to the Rapg.

- He explained to the new fellow, on
the way, that certsin memberas of the
8ixth Form wers appointed prefects b
the . headmaster, and endowed wit
authority over the Lower School. Fop
{istoned potiently, but announced his
opinion that it was “rot."

When they came into the Rag, the
voico of William George Bunter, like
that of the turtle, was heard in the

land.

"I say, vou [ellows, it's too thick I
dE{:]E.['E.dy Bunter. *I say, it's the
iddy limit]l C(uttersnipes coming to
%‘-re:vfrinrs, you know! I can hardl
imagine what my peaple would thin
of it. If my titled relations knew—"

“The Duke de Bunter would have a
fit " remarked PPeter Todd.

"ﬂh’, really, Toddy! Tt's not =
joke!” said Bunter warmly. *There’s
a limit; and that outsider is the limit!
I can tcll you what, I'm going fo write
to my father sbout 161

““Who's gﬂini’ to lend Bunter a
stamp " asked Peter.
“Beast| We've got some rank gut-

siders here already,” said Bunter, with
reat  indipnation. “That fellow
inley, who worked in & factory——"

“What obout me?” asked a quiet
voICe.

“Oht I—I didn't see you, Linley,
old fellowl T—I mean, we ecan't be
expected to stand that outsider Popper
in the Romove, He may be old
Popper's ncphew, but he's no class—
absolutely no class! 1 tell you I =aw
him riding on an elephant in a ¢ircus
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procession—and I saw him with a fat
old, boozy circus man—a frightful old
rufisn— Yargoooooh I

Pop came inté the Rag with Whar-
ton—at a rather unlucky moment for
Bunter. i

A finger and thumb closed like a
voice on Bunter's fat car.

Bunter spun_round with a yell.

“You fat idjit I said Pop. ”

“Yow-ow-ow ! g0, you beast|

“¥You blinkin® fat image! Can’t you
koep o civil tongue in your silly ‘ead
when you're talking of your betters?”

* Yoooop 17 . .

Bunter jerked his fat ear awny wilh
a roar of anguish. He carcssed that
fat sar with a fat hand. ¥

“*Shut up, you fat chump I" said Bob

Cherry. : :

“ A still tongue is the cracked !:m:hur
thet goes longest to the well my
esteemed Bunter,” said Hurree Jamset

Ram Singh,

“That's all we well 1" growled
Bolsover major. “But Bunter's right.
We don't want gutterspipes from good-
ness knows where at Greyitiars |

*Oh, cheeso it, Bolsover I”

“This isn't a imme for hooligans|"
snorted Bolsover..

“Ain't it?" said Pop cheerfully.
“'What you doin’ 'ere, then?”

“"Ha, hni ha [ ;

“What " gasped DBolsover major.
“What did you say i

“Deaf?” msked Pop. " Deaf as well
as fat'eaded 1" i

. gasped

*Why, vou—vou—you——
the bull gthe Remove. “You cheeky
snipa! Do you want mo to mop up the
floor with you "

“(Oh, my!{ You couldn't map up the
floor with ’arf of me!” answered Pop
dl&dmnfull;r.

“Zouldn't I1" roared Bolsovear. “I'll
jolly well—=>*" o

H{:.rrjr Wharton hastily intorpesed.
k.;f}huck it, Bolsover! He's o new

.I __rll

“(Oh, let him come on, if he's 'unting
for trouble,” said Pop. 3

Bolsover major whirled round Whar-
ton, and came on with a rush. |

The next few minntes were exciting
—especially for Belsover major. Whon
they had elapsed Bolsover was lyin
on his back, gasping for breath, an
blinking dizzily at the ceiling. .

“QOh, my hat! That kid can use his
hands | ejaculated DBob Cherry.

Fop chuckled.

“1 *ad to learn to use my "ands when
I was roughing it in the circus,” he
gaid, “ Now, you Buntor——"

“Here, you kee off 1"  welled
Bunter, 1n alarm. “rlpsnj", you fellows,
halp I

"E} ain't going to touch you, you fat
idjit! But you keep a civil tongue in
vour ‘ead, and leave Jimmy Wallker
alone, see? Another word obout old
Jimmy, and I'll give you a wipe round
the mupg that'll make you uglier than
you are already.”

And Pop walked out of tha Rag,
whistling, leaving the [fellows there
staring after him,

“Well,” anid Bob Cherry, “we've
had some queer kids before, bub we've
got a conghdrop this time 1™

Sir Hilton TIopper’s nephew  Thad
macde rather a scnsation on his fiest
day at Greyfriars.  New kids in a
lower Form did nobt wsually  attract
much attention; but that cvening guite
a number of fellows were disenssing
FPop of the Cireusl

THE EXD.

(Don't miss the next rousing yarn in
thiz acries, entitled: “WAKING P
GREYFRIARS ! You'll vote it @ real
good 'unl)
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THE TEST MATCH

By
JOHN BREARLEY.

5 im) ||
Somebpdy’s out to ruin
“Smiling* Bill
Murray’s  crickefing
career . . . and Bill’s
England’s erack

bowler !

| im) § |

A Blow m the Dark !

F the wild turmeil afterwards,

the bGght to get into the

vilion, the undreds of

ndas that gripped or patted

his shoulders, Bill had only the haziest
Impression,

veryons on the field apﬁeared to be

rabbing him at onco while, in the

ressing-room at last, a constant stream

of wvieitors, most of them famous old-

Il;i_ma cricketers, flocked to congratulate

im.

It was a joyous moment. A clear-
cut win over the Australiane was
definitely on the ecards now, for Eng-
land had three whole days in which to
ram her advantage home,

When James Barr ecamo busthng 1n
later, laden with ld-necked hottles,
not & man thers but flled hia glass
eagerly and drank Bill Murray’s health
with a hearty and confident wvim.

In the evening merrniment reigned
supreme. ‘The HSevernshira party had
solected a quiet hotel, away from the
busier parts of Nottingham; but as
soon &3 dinner was over one and all
proposed a theatre and a hilarious
night generally; for the next day was
Sunday—and & rest.

Their faces fell, however, when Bill
shook his head decisively., He had had
enough of crowds for one day, besides
which, he owned up honestly that the
long duel against Woodfull & Ce. had
tired him thamugh ¥

“No, thanks!™ Lo chuckled as his
friends pushed back their  chairs.
"Moot for little William. I'm absolutely
done, chaps, and my blessed head's
whirling. You push off and enjoy
sourselves; I'm going to write o letter

ome, go for a short stroll, and then
turn in.*

AT stay with  you, Bill” offered
Nickalls at onco.
“Oh, no, you worft!” snapped

James Barr instantly. “*1f Bill wants

to be quiet, let him.  We'll go to, o
show ourselvea. Rl to  bed.
Waiter, where's my hat? Where's the
telephone? Whoere's o few  tawis?

Come on, all of you—

Beat i
As usual, the masterful
nitllionaire had his own

way. Bill pgriosned In gin wamed Rarr,
unswer to their cheeriul
"goodnights” and before, had

watched at the door while
8 burly commissionaire
packed them skilfully into
hastily-ordered cabs. With
the departure of the

wrhur wers

wnalle 1o xpeak ever siunce.
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jovial, noisy squad, peace descended on
the hotel once more. Bill waved his
hand to vanishing mil—l:irhts,
laughed, and strolled away to the little

'writing-room on the first floor.

The commissionaire’s respectful voice
called after him:

“Cab for you, Mr. Murrayi®

“NMNo, thanks!™ replied Bill over his
shoulder. “I'm not going oukb—yet|”
he added as an alterthought.

The commissionaire nodded, and,
waiting until the young Test player
had disappeared up the stairs, he
walked casually back to his post on the
hotel steps once more.

On the other side of tho road a man
paused to light a cigarette, his
features showing vividly in the brief
plare of tho match. The commuzsion-
aire’s hand moved slowly from his belt,
and his thumb jerked uwpwards—twice.

Settling himsclf comfortably before a
sk, Bill was soon deep in a letter to
Alee, for the last thing he had promized
was to send heme a delailed account
of cach doy's play. The grim light
returned to his oyez oneo or bwice
whoen he thought of the younper boy's
acid-burned hands, bLut he shook off
tho mood and plunged cheerily into hia
task.

Finished at last, Bill sealed up the
bulky packnge and glanced throcsh the
window., Tho night was dark but
perfeet. Half an hour’s strolli Lo blow
the cobwebs off his brain, he thonght,

INTRODUCTION.

Crwing to Kis amezing bouding fents, " Smiling © Pill Murray, a Sepcrnehins
County colt, is Aniled everywhere as the hope of England in the coming Tesls,
arch 18 prromired fifty pounds for ecery Test Malch in whick ke plays, by a milfion-
lig gueecsk, for his
onre @i 1t life is to pay for ai operalion to cure Lis pora?yaeck fatler, who, wurs
Beom ™ onted ™ when abonl o erpose a cobning fang, akd Ras beei
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HOPE'!

and then—to bed ! It was a comforting
scheme aftor a hectic day. :

The commissionaire was still standin
by the door when he went down, an
Bill grinned at him, .

“Just the chap I want,” ho said.
“Ares there any quiet strells round
here, d'vou know 1"

Tha man’s rather amall ocyes Bnar-
rowed as he wrinkled his brow.

“Why, yos, sir; turn left at the end
of thiz road and you'll come to where
some new houscs are being  built,
T'other side o' that is all ficlds and
country. It's fair deserted at this tima
o' might.” ]

Ho drew s whito handkorchief
slowly fromn his pocket, flapped it once

or twice, and mopped his forehead
elnhara,telf. )
“Veory hot night, Mr. Murray, ain't

it he suggested. .

Taking 51& hint, Bill slipped & six-
penco into his ready hand, and weny
off, somewhat smused. The commiss
sionaire gave his handkerchief another
flap and replaced it, The faintest
suspicion of o leer glistencd in  his
shifty eycs. _

A moment later a little, cldish man
and o sturdy young one strode briskly
past the hotel. They did not look at
ihe commissionaire, and he 1 turn
starcd iy down the stroet in the
thirection 15111 had taken. liut as soon
ay the two men had passed he turncd
en hiz heel and went quickly inte the
lobby again. iz work
was finished.

It was the purest spite
that had brought the
Weasel and Jerry Mogan,
his ehief ally, hot-foot to
Nottingham  on Ball's
track.

The dizeovery that their
raseally attempd with the
gloves had misfired had
been mada scon after tbe

Iiell i duly
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pungster's departure from Severn
Elit:,ngﬂlen a fre:g:; of baffled rage nnd

disappointment the little thug had set
out ‘to follow. )

By shoer luck, he had discovered an
old ¢rony in the commissionaire of the
Bevernshire party’s hotel; ome who had
been easily bribed to keep an eye on
Bill's movements while he waa inside
" the place. After that the Weasel and
Hogan had sottled down to await their
chance—and take it when it came, with
o vengoeance | _

All thizs day they had trailed the
erickot partf. They had sat at Trent
Bridge, cold with fury ot Bill's
triumph; but as far as getling near
anow ?1 to damege him went, they were
foiled by the crowds surrounding him,
At the close of play they had stationed
themselves within sight of the hotel
door and bided their time ever since.

The sight of Bill's friends going off
without him had made their teugh
hearts leap; the commissionaira’s hand.
kerchief sent them prﬂwhn% into
action. As they went swiftly but
gilently down the dark stroeet, the
Weasel's right hand slipped into his
pocket, andg closed lovingly on some-
thing that lay inside. . .

Meanwhile, Bill was enjoying his
ramble, His head was still full of
Test match thoughts, and a faint breath
of air on his iﬂ-ﬁ temple made him
glad he had preferred this solitary
tramp to a crowded theatre, with
autograph hunters pouncing upon him
and evervome pointing him out as the
hero of the day. He was not conceited,
but he had had soma | o

His *“iriend,” the commissionaire,
had ecertainly put him on to & quret
nei%-hbnurlmnd. He had not met & soul
so far, save a watchman crouched over
his brazier, and, wandering on, he was
soonn in the middle of a half-built
region whoere scaffold poles for houses

stood forlornly on either side of
o churned-up road. Stacks of bricks
and  building materials sprawled

between, while beyond m'arﬁ’fhmg lay
dusky fields and faintly-rustling trees.
Nottingham, lTke most cities, waa_swal-
lowing & bit more of the countryside.

There was no moon, only starlight.
A hush brooded over everything., Once
the faint chink of a rolling stone came
to Bill's ears, but he thought nothing
of it, and the sound was not rcﬁ)‘eitt.eﬂi
Blissfully wnaware of the shadowy
figures gliding towards him, he
sauntered on. A car was coming into
Nottingham from the country; he
could see ita headlights fickering occa-
sionally, lighting the trees as it came
down the twisting road towards himn.

Behind him the dim, murderous
shapes closed in swiftly now, Hogan
hugging the ragged hedge, the Weasel
flitting like a wraith from cover to
eover, each with his right hand in his
pocket, :

The oncoming car scared them; there
was no time to lose. A  faint hiss
stopped Hogan in his tracks. His hand,
with & flat automatic in it slid
smoothly out of his pocket and covered
Bill steadily, while the bristling Weasel
sneaked forward on neiseless feet, &
E_urgyt rubber <¢lub gripped tightly in

is fist.

Tho first hint of danger Bill received
was & low snarl of hatred behind him.
He whirled instantly, like a tiger at
bay; but the Weasel struck too

tckly,  Something whistled through
the sir and thudded soggily on the
hﬂ;'a left shoulder.

His bowling arm flapped to his side
like an empty sleeve.
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Racked with agony, Bill lashed out
pavagely with his right, missed, over-
balanced, and fell throngh a red mist,
fa.n?i downwards, on to tho country
road.

Az ho fell the approaching car shot
round a bend and came towards him at
top speed.

Capfaln Sinclair Again !

& OSH, but I'm fed-up!”
_ And if ever a fellow looked
it, Bill Murray did as he cat
m the Bevecnshire pavilion,
and watched the county gradually
crumpling up before Holmes and Sut-
cliffe of ¥orkshire.

Three days had gone gince the
finish of tho Test Match at Trent Bridge
—seven since the night the Weasel had
lnid him out o completely. The
mysterious and murderous attack on tha
young star bowler was still the sensation
of the hour, however, especially as
Australia had won the first Lest Match
jusk on time by &8 runsl

With Bill helpless in the pavilien
England had been left with only four
bowlers instead of five—much too big
& handicap in Test cricket. In their
second inmings, the ‘Australian batsmen
had piled up runs galore, and although
England had fought back sternly, a
last-minuto collepse had brought her to
defeat.

Bill groaned even yet as he thought
of that awful Monday, Tuceday, and
Wednesday when he had sat cating his
heart out, while England's lead slowly
glipped away from her.

Hizs aorm was gbiff end tightly
bandaged ; indeed, had it not been for
the kindly motorist who had jerked his
car to a standstill within two yards of
Bill's limp figure, picked him out of
the road and raced off to the nearcst
doctor, matters might have been far
worse. According to the medical man,
if the Weasel's blow had landed anpther
inch to the left Bill would have fnishod
with cricket for good, As it was, he
w}uh t-:ut of the game for almest a fort-
ni

LThe oniy ray of satisfaction was that
he was practically a certainty for the
Lord’s Test, and that Jomes Barr's
first cheque for ﬁﬂ%_ ounds reposed
gafely in the bank. Bill had made an
awkward effort to hand some of the
money back as lie felt he had not carned
it all; but the old millionaire had soon
sltered his ideas on that score in one
fuent and explosive sentence:

“(ive it back Gr-r-r-r |"

Still, Bill's heart was as heavy as
lead, The ferocious way his unknown
enemieg wienk £0 work, and the rapidity
of their attacks made his head swinm, In
the space of fwo weeks they had made
threo attempis to eripple him: both he
end Alec were laid up in consequence.

He had caught an instant’s glimpse of
his assailant at Nottingham, just before
the blow fell, and knew him for the
same little man with the spiteful eyves
whe had led the attack coming up in
the train from Scvernmouth,

But wiﬁ',] why, why T A hundred times
1
J

a2 day | racked his braina for =
reason. Jealousy? Rats! He couldn't
help knowing that the Severnshire team
fiked him to » man. Yot-—someone
wonted him out of cricket entirely, for
every attemnpt so far had been to per-
manently cripple his hands or his
bowling-arm.

Ha sat staring at the play for a foew
minutes Jonger, and then got up to go,
unable to stond any more. He had a
clue to follow up that might lead him
t> the little man, but so far he had
been too fod-up to follow it up, and,
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besides, hin left arm rendered serap-
ing out of the question for the time
eing.

The ides of g-:-ini to the poliee
searcely oceurred to himm—he wos too
like hiz father for that. But his rugged
faco hardened as he thought of what
would happen if he ever did get within
hitting distance of his enemies when
he was fit again. If all three were
present, o much the better, -

He had put the acid-lined batting-
gloves in hig locker some days before
and now, taking them out, he strolled
mondily down to the High Street, whera
Jakeman's Bports Shop stood on the
corner, Old Jakoman =kimself was
behind the counter when Bill entered,

and he pave the younp professional a
weleome beam.

“Hallo, Billl How's the arm, my
boyi"

" Mot so bad I grunted Bill.

Under the old man’s curious eyes he
unpacked the stained and tattered
gloves and spread them on the counter.

“Don't touch "em, Mr. Jakeman 1™ he
warned, *Somebody bought these here
and doped them with carbolic aecid.
After that thoy sent 'em on to me—
with thia lektor [

The outfitter's cyes opened wide as he

end 1t,
“Why, good heavens, BEill, this is

terrible ! I heard about poor Alec.
?Etrbut I know nothing about this,
n F L]

Bill grinned despite himself, Old

Mr. Jakeman was the most harmless
person in Severnshire.

“I &know that,” he answered. “But
what I want to find out 13 this—can you
remember the chap who bought these
gloves last week?”

“Eht"” epluttered tha outfitter.
“(Good gracious, lad, you'ro the second
person who's &1511(13{1 me that this aftee-

It was Bill’s turn to jump,

“Great Scotk! Whe was the first?™
he asked eagerly. .

“Why, a—a strangor to me, Bill—a
London gent, I think—at least, he spoke
Yer dﬂﬂ."i'l'ujf and wors & monocle,
and—

“Yeo goda! Captain Sinclair !

"Dunno his name, lad., He dida't
bring in any gloves with him, but he
asked me 1f I remembered selling any
pairs last week, and if so, what the
customers were like who bought them1”

Ha shrugged his shoulders apologetic-

ally.
“I couldn't help him, o' course. I
con't possibly remember everyone who
comes in here—'specially a3 cne pair o
gloves doesn't make much of a stir,
you sea”

Bill was thinking rapidly. The full
story of Alec's mishap with tho deped
gloves had been common property in the
city for a week at, wlguch would
explain why Captain Monty Sinclair
knew all about them. But what was ha
doing following up the same clue as
himself--without the gloves? |

Dismissink the question from his mind
for a moment, Bill turned to the out-
fitter again.

“1 understand !” he nodded. '"Well,
I think I know the ehap whe did buy
the gloves, Sce if you can recolleet him
from my description, will you, M
Jakoeman 7"

Fending over the counter, the young
cricketer drew a vivid picture of the
Weasel as he remembered him in the
railway  ecarriage, while Jokeman
listencd closely. To his delight, a gleam
dawned in the old fellow's eye, and he

nodded sharply. ]
“Yeg—yos, I rememboer ! ho cried ex-
citedly. “Little bad-teroperd man,

with & nasty volce; tried to beat e
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down an ths price. Yes, yes: that's the
man. 1 remember wondering at the
time what he wanted with balting-
gloves ; little driad-up aneak!"

“Vou don't know himi"” asked Bill
quickly. *“OCr hizs name?’

*Don't know his name |” replied Jake-
man, slowly and thoughtfully. " But,
d'ye know, son, I believe I've seen him
more'n once walking wup the High
Strect yonder. Somehow he seemed
famrhar,"”

“Great Scott! Look!”

At mention of the High Street, Bill's
oyes had auntomatically glanced through
the shop window into the busy thorough-
fare, and for one startled moment %.is
limbs refused to act. In the next, he
had shot out of the shop, leaving an
astonished old man staring after him
open-monthed,

For, on the other side of the road,

strutting confidently along, with a trucu-
lent glance for any passer who
happened to catch his eye, was the evil

!i;tt]ia hound for whom he was search-
ing
Heedless of his erippled arm, Bill
Murray crossed the pavement in two
ant strides. Having eyes for only one
ing—that small, hateful figure shead—
he utterly failed to notica a small two-
soater parked a few yards below Jake.

man's, with the driver standing by its
pide,

But the driver noticed him, and gave
& low whistle of surprise. As Bill came
gendding past, a hand reached out and
pulled him up shork.

“Hallo, dear old thing”

Bill jumped as though he'd been
ltﬂ.mg. . i
“Captain Sinclair |

* Corract, laddiel”

Recovering himself with an effort,
Bill tried to draw himself away, his
eves etill following his quarry.

“Clan't stop now, sirl” he panted.
“T'm in a hurry1” _

To Bill's surprise, the grip on nig arm
tightened sternly. Yet Captain Sinclair
still smiled with lazy urbanity.

“1 know wyou are, old fruit! And
I've just tumbled why! And instead
of letting you go I'm going fo take
you straight back to your little cot-
tage !’ he drawled quietly.

Instantly Bill's cheoks went red with
anger, and he tried again to pull free
from that amazingly powerful grasp.
He glanced furiously up the road, and
saw his quarry rapidly disappearing in

tha disbance,

“Go to blazes!” he snorted. "“You
interfering bounder! Let me gol”

A few peopla were already beginning

]
to forn their heads im curicsity; he
couhd see old Jakemen bobbing about in

hiz deorway lika a scared old hen.

Suddenly he became awara of two
very hard and very blue eyes boring into
his and the captain’s voice speaking low
and sharp.

*“ You reckless woung ass!” it whis-
pered angrily. “Tollow the Weansel and
you'll get hurt—badly. Do as I say,
pleazal T'm Hinolair — of Seotland
Yard "

Discoverles |
3 usual, Alec weas slone in the
cottage with his father when
the captain’s car drew up at
the gate a few minutes later

and Bill tumbled out with a look of
astonishment still on his face.

He stepped past Alec into the pariour
without s word, and both b faced
the captain in silerce whmog: came
lounging gracefully through the door
after him. Catching dight of Aleg, ne
codded cheerfully.

LPAh, hallo, my son! How are the
lilywhite hands and so forth?”

All—all right, sir |” stammered Alee,
confused by the unexpected visit and
Bill's strained expression. He stood
glancing from ome to the other, while

(Continued on next papge.)

NTO

A BIG SURPRISE FOR YOU!

OF. some tims pagt I have been
F lanning a gilt-edged, top-hole,
t-class surprire for you fellows,
whicth I'm going to spring on you
iu; & very few weeks' time. That it will
8apd  BYe present  reader, I'm
tPhumughly %ﬁnmd: that it will be
much sought after by boye and girlz in
every portion of the plobe iz one of thoso
very raro things Ilabellod o certainty.
Just what is the naturs of this big eurprize
I'm keeping until next weels. You must
allow me fo tickle your curiocsity for a
weoek, at any rate ; that's only a fragtion
of the time I and my staff have devoted
to thia corking wheeze. Tight bang
from the beginning of the r the good
old Maaner has forged d, ga.iszﬂn
now friends, both young and old, an
&dded considerably to it-agh.igh reputation.
That's the stuff; there's no boundary to
the MaioweT's road of pr 28 ; there's
no limit to the BIG SURPRISES in
store for ite host of loyal readers. Watch
next weok's chat and all of you will be
leb into the sceret of the Maiogwer's
LATEST AND GREATEST OFFER!

A VETERAN FIONEER !

Of eourse, you've all heard of * Dead-

wood Dick.  What bov, British or
Americon, hasn't !  There are quite a
vumber of peopls, howover, who imagine
that he never existed. They are wrong.
Dondwood Dick was very much alive—
until just recently. And now I've heard
that Deadwood Dick, one of the last
of the voteran pionsers of the Wild Woat,
hag died.
_ Ho diad at Deadwood, the little town
in douth Dalota from which he tool his
name, and whers he first sprang into
prominence a8 a fighter of Red Indians
and bands of outlaws, There wore stirsing
times in those days, and Deadwood Diecik
was one of tho first of the shob-gun patrols
whish rode with the Dendwood stage
eoach to protect it from roblers,

1o those days, South Daelkota was known

TH
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as the * Badlands,” and o man had to
be pretty ?iujnk “on the draw " if he
wanted to live long! Desdwood Dick
wag, and be played an important part
when the 8iouz Indians revolted and
attacked the white men, persuadino
other tribes to join in with them., Muc
slaughter toolk place, but after some
time the whites, thanks to the efforts of
guch fighters as Buffalo Bill and Deadwood
Dick, managed to conquer the Indians,
and co waa restored. And now Deasd.
wood Dick, the last of the pioneers, has
Egﬂm but hiz memory will always be
pt green in the stirring tales of the
fadlunda in which he appoars as the
ero.

— e

NE of my readers, John Harris,
of Gravesend, asls me an intar-
eating question this week, which
reminds me of & eurious thing

that bappened a short whilo ago. One
can understand small objects being
migplaced, but ean you undorstand this:

LOST—AN EARTHQUAEE !

And an earthgquake that must have
been one of the largeat ever experienced
in higtory. John wants to koow how
scientista can tell thero has been an
earthquake long before the news comes
from the stricken district. This is done
by means of an instrument known a3 a
* Helamomoter."  The slightest tremors
of the earth are recorded on this, so
that whenever an sarthquoke takes place
the man in cha of the seismometer
knowsa it. There is one of thess instru-
ments ab Kew, and others in wvarious
paris of the world, and by comparing
notos, the gcientists can obtain a rough
idea of where the earthquake took place.

But thiz is the curions thing! =~ Just
a month or so ago, all the seismometers
in the world registered on esrthguake
of tremendous proportions, but they
were unable to say exactly where it
occurred. It is thought to have happoned

—

somewheres round about the Blaocl Ses,
but ne news of any earthguake in thab
neighbourhood hes wet comre through,
Tharefore, one of the bi t earthquelkes
that the world has ever wi has been

lost |

. The explanation is, donbtless, that the
'qualke took gomewhers in an un.
inhabited region, and therefore no damage
to life or property haa been done, Bub
the scientiata would -dearly like to koow
wlﬁg that confounded earthquake has
SO% W

A. Boresford, of 8, Florence Grove;
Burgaas » Thornewood, Nottingham,
will be busily e d in showing his
chuma his fine Magwer penknifs this
woek. I have swarded it to him for the
following yarn, whish should raise a
sraile on your

Jimsen : **How do you manage
t¢ affard such a long holiday ¢ **

Jamssen : ** Quite simple, ¥'know.
Ope month on the sands apd sleven on
the “rocks ' 1"

Now we'll have a loock at the Black
Book |

Firat amonget next week's attractions
COINgs

“"WAKING UP GREYFRIARSI™
By Frank Richards.

And if you don't chuckla all the time
you are reading this full.ci-fun yarn—
well, I'm a Dutchman! “ Pop ™ onee
again plays a prominent part in it, and
that in itgelf ie sufficient to cnsuro theb
this latest yarn of the finest boys' writer
13 going to hold your interest until the
very laat line,

After that comes o long instalment of
cur gréeat Test Match sorial :

“THE TEST MATCH HOPE!

in which vou will continue the adven.
tures of ¥ Bmiling * Bill Murray. I told
¥ou that this was the fSnest sorial ever
written about the “ Tests.”” 1lon’t you
apree with me

Jokes, limericks, and your Editor's
chat, in which latter will bo divulged
the mature of the Big Surprise menticned

earlier on, will round off & renlly tip-
top programme. 8o don't mizs next
woel's isgue whatever vou do |

YOUR EDITOR.
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the captain seated himself carelessly
in the rocking-chair and beamed ub
through his monodle.

“All quict eand comfy!” he an-
nounced. “Weil, young Murray, 1
gupposs I've given you a shock, what?”

“You hove!” treplied Bill curtly.
“ Alee, this gentleman is from Scotland
Yard—so he saysl"

“(h, 1t's quite true, denr boy!" pro-
tested the ceptain amiably, as Alee
gasped, "I soppose,” he went on slowly,
“T ought to have explained when I was
here last; only—well, I had to be & bit
cautious at first, you szee!l”

He looked up brightly at Bill, whe
returned his glance icily.

“1 see!” he replied. *Well, you're
going to explain now, Captain SBinclair,
or there's going to' be trouble. You
wouldn't have held me up in the High
Strect jtst now if I'd had two arms—
and that's Hat. I don't want vyon
butting in, Scotland Yard or not! The
fellow 1 was after was the man who
knocked mo out at Nottingham—and
burnt Alec's hands ™ .

Very slowly, Captain Sinclair raised
his arm and pointed to the silent figure
at the bureau.

“Heo's the chap who brought that
about, too!" he answered softly,

“*What 1"

Both boyz leaped towards him with
o rogr,

“How d'vou know®

“Can you prove it, sir?’

The e~ntain shook his head gently.

“No, I can't tI" he confessed re-
luctantly. *“ But I might if you'll help!”

As bofare, his languid air fell away
as thouglh by magie, and he waved &
hand bgiskly.

“Now, look here, Iads, let’s stop
sparring and get to businesa!  Sit
down, both of you! I'm serious!”

“Bill, I've told you the truth. I'm
from Secotland Yard-—a special investi-
gator. And I'm the ono official at the
Yard your father dealt with when he,
too, was a detective ™

He paused to let the words sink in.

“Then that's why—"" began Alec
eagorly.

“Yes. That's why the shock of my
coming here last time revived your dad
for & few scconds. In the old days T
was the mman whoe hendled John
Murray's confidential roports and acted
on  them—the only man who could

ﬂgﬁﬂihw call himself Lone John
urray’'s assistant. 8o he recogniscd
me, you se¢, and knew what I waos.

And beeanse of that he tried to teoll
me something I
“Oh!" cried Bill contritely, “I'm

snrrg i
The captain’s hand silenced him.

“Forget it, Bill. Now, listen again,
lads You know all abeut your gad’s
reputation l:]'!: now; and you know, as
we do, Lthat he was on a bip case when
he was smashod up. And 1t was right
Em: i Severnshire where he was

urt i

The boys keld their breath.

“Well, Seotland Yard never forgets
these things, Ever sines then I've
been trying to fnd out what that case
was, and wha knocked John Mureay
over tho head. At the time he went
down, somcbody was fooding England
witi_'l counterfeit notes, Wonderful for-
geries they wers, foo, and no one could
get o line on them. Your father said
nothing, of course; but, somchow, from

a wagie hint that he once dmppcd to
me, I feel zurs he was after that * some-
ene.’ And—mark this—from the day

Jobn Marray was crippled, and the
police took charge, the counterfeiting
stopped—sharp 1"

A solemn hush filled the little room,
while the detective it a cigarcite
slowly.

“Lill, three attempts have beon made
l&t;lly to shove you out of cricket for
goad. Whyt”

At th+ ocho to his own ceascloss
thoughts Iill Erinned rucfully.

* Search me!"

“Right! The first was in the local
train. [ didn't take much stock of
that, because, fvom the vague descrip-
tion given to the poli you miight
have fallen foul of an ordinary bunch
of train or racecourse roughs—-savvy ¥

Bill nodded.

“But the sccond—the gloves' that
burnt Alec’s hands—was too deliberate.
As soon as I heard about that I pricked
up my ears!”

“Loud cheers!"” remarked Alee, with
& comical glanﬂa at his bandages.

“Quite!” The captain acknowledged
the sly dig with o smile. His fg.cﬂ
sobernd Immediately, however, *"And
the third atback—before I could take
steps to prevent it—told me & lot. And
becauso the police aren't exactly dead
from tho neck up, we spon punted round
and found exactly who the thugs were,
bath i% the train and at Nottingham !'

(4] Dh 'N'

“ One was the little man—Joo Necker,
known to his ° friends’ as the Weasel,
The other was Jerry Hogan. The third
doesn't matter so much.

“Now, wa've had an eye on Necker
for somoe time, chiefly because he's got
plenty of moncy and doesn't work for
1, Up till now he's been too clover for
us, however., But as soon ag he joined
up with Hogan he meade a4 mistake,

uze Jerry's an old friend of ours,
end he's donme *time ' three timea for
carrying & gun and for brutal assanlt!

“ Although neither of ’em know it—as
you saw by the way the Weasel swag-
ﬁnred along fﬂ-ﬂﬂf, Bill—both could

ave been arrested last Monday. Yet
they're still free, because I want 'em
free, For some reason—I haven't quite
fathomed vet why—the Weasel is
delibarately after your scalp, Bill, If
1 can find that reason, I shall be on to
something big. I'll tcll you why in a
minute.”
~ Fascingted by this curious glimpse
into the ways of police officials and
criminals, Bill and Alec could only nod
mechanically, 'The detective flicked his
cigarette-end inte the grate and tapped

Biil on the knee.

“Now, my son, think, and think
carcfully!  Why does Weasel Joe
Necker want your cricket carcer
smashed 1"

Another decp silenco fell.  Chin in
hand, Bill sat staring before bhim,
while he thought harder than he had
ever done before in his life.  The
detective’'s words had given him fresh
facts to go on} vet he had never harmed
the Wenpsel in his life—hadn't even
known he existed until that afterncon
in the frain.

It couldn't be that the Weasel wanted

1o stop him playing for England, Men
like that weren't usually interested in
cricket.  And if somecone jyas paying

him to do it, thon who could it ba? As
far as Bill J1-:|'Jr:1u',l', he hadn't an enemy
in the world, and it would have to be o
pretty bitter one whe would try to
eripple him for life,

Why—why—why?  The question
churned in his brain over and over
again. His eves, rambling round the
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room &3 if to aid Ins thoughts, fell on
John Murray, sitting crumpled up 1n
his chair, a3 Captain Sinclair's words
ran through his head : Why does Weasel
Joe Mecker want—

And then, hike a great white light
flooding & darkened room, an explabs-
tion dawned on him, so startling that
his heart thumped horribly, and he half-
vosa in his chair from the shock.

The captain’s hand fell on his arm
like B viee.

“Wes, Bill 7 he whisperced picrcingly.

“What is ib "

“It's dad!” choked Dill. *Dad!
Don’t you sec?  It's not me they'ro
after really., It's only to stop ma
carning Mr, Barr's moncy {or dod's
operntion! Oh, my only aunt!"’

All three, the foppishly-dressed detee-
tive and the twe bandaged youngsters,
stared at each other, quivering with
COagerness.

“What do you mean, lad?’ ashed
Sinelair alertly. I know about Jimmy
Barr's offer—everybody in Severnshire
docs. But what's this about your dad’s
operation? By - gad, we're getting
near ! he cried oxultantly.

In white-hot words, that tumbled over
themselves, Bill explained the scerct
ambition he and Alee cherished between

them regarding John Murray. Cap-
tain Einﬁair’a eyes blazed as he drank
in every syllable, .

“And who else have you told besides
me?* he snopped the moment Bill
stopped.

Both boys looked blank.

“Why, no onal We've never men-
tioned it to a soul before—ever!™

The captain’z face clouded.

“ But you must have done!” he per-
sigtad. *Think! If no one knows
shout this, why should anyone try to
stop you " . ]
"Gﬁ!“ mumbled Bill dazedly, secing
his wild theory erumblo into thin air
“ MNever thought of that| I=——"

A shrill whoop from Alec made both
spin round to where tho younger bhoy
fairly danced with feverish excitement.

“Yes, we have—we have! he yelled.
“The man at the window—the man at
the window, Bill! I've just rememn-

bered ! That mght—"
Every vestige of colour drained from
Bill's brown face; he collapsed slowly

into his chair,

“The man at the window!” he
repeated thickly, “My stars, but 1t
can't be, Alec!”

“What is it? Toll me!™ The cap-
tain’s voice cub in like the crack of a
wEnB}
“Why. a—a chap looked in here the
night I first told Alec about Mr. Barr's
offer 1" muttored Bill. * It was the da
after tho Australian match. Alee and
nearly went off our chumps when I got
home; and we were talking about 1t for
hourg—=-="

“And what a chance it gave us for
dad [ broke in Alec.

“Let me think. Yes, I rememher
shouting out loud that I'd play in every
Toest and earn the whole two-fifty, a0 wo
could brinﬁ back dad's lLife and
memory—

“And then we saw eomeone at the
window "

“At that very moment?’ breathed
Sinclair tensely.

“¥Yes; because T grabbed Bill's arm
and stopped him ! eried Alee,

“What did you do? Guick!™

“"Wo dashed outside. But the chap
had gone, Wo ferreted around, but
couldn't =0e any signs. And ever sinco
thon we've reckoned it was an old
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tramp or a gipsy sueaking round to steml
or apy out the land !
“J!{I.F You heard nothing? Saw

nothiug i
“Not u sign! The ,chap must have
moved like lightning 1"
The captain did not raply at once, but
took anoiber cigarette from his case.

His oyes spurkled like blue gems, and
both boys noticed that kis fingers
fursbled  slightly with  suppressed
emotion.

“It waz Joo Necker !” ha said quietly,
after a while. “I can't prove it yet,
Bus it was! He can move hike a ghost !

“Phew [

“And I'm stap on tho trail af last!™

With his fingers druwin§ smoothly the
captain sank back into his ehair and
regsrded the boys quaintly, He was
fast becoming his old self again.

“Bome afternoon—what! By Jove,
I'm glad I stopped you from tackling
ihat little fend one-handed, Bill, From
now on l'm having vou both watched
wherever you ge. So if you see any
strange birds knocking around here
dow’t be zlarmed !”

Flinging his arms wide., ha drew o
leng, %lm:p breath of satisfaction and
eluckled merrily, After thut he grew
gorious again.

“Now, let’s suin up what we know.
Wa know there's o spark of life and
memory somewhere in your father's
hrain still. We know, toe, that the
Weasel 13 after Bill, because Bill can
eorn the money that will set that spark
into & Bame u.gﬂ.m And—"

He nodded significantly,

as soon a8 John Murrey gets his. gnemory
back semething .'-rr:-'ht_v uppleasant 15
going Lo happen!™

“Goed gad!” Bill remembered some-
thing. *ls it anything to do with thow
forgerios you were talking about, then ¥

Captain  Sinclair shook his  head
thoughtfuily,

'%hat I don’t know for cortain. But
there’s this muchk to go om——<clever
though lhe Weasel thinks himself, I've
geen him  po  prowling  inte  Luke
Thurston’s housa fve times during the
last month!"™

“Luke Thurston!” ecried Bill and
Alee together. ™ What, Mr. Thurston, of
Woodsida Hall 1™

“Mr. Thurston, of Woadside Tall!”
repeated Sinchair mherly. “Lp iIn the
EBeacon Hills. Mr. Thurston, who waus
oive an cngraver in Jo'burg, the mye-
tarious rich man whn has financed half
the business firms in Severnshire {or the
last four years!”

His fist thudded on the tuble,

"And the man who diseppeared sud-
denly for siz months, the very night
John Murray was silencod !

i [ ] L L - L3 a

A lorinight later the Englizh cricket
world threw out its chest and rejoiced
rmightily, while forty thousand peopls at
hords burst over the boundarica and
stampeded across the ground to chair
the Englund team that had just heaten
Australia. and 2o drawn lovel in the
race for the Ashoa.

It had bren a %'reat game, its fortunes
swaying breathlossly throughout the

7

Whning the toss again, Australia
had batted Grst, and a long groan cf
disrpay had gone up when, in the second
over, Bill's demaged arm let lhm down
complately. Mauny peoplo had pro-
tested ageinst playing the young
Severnshire star, but after his magﬂ
nificent bowling =t Nottingham,
Selection  Committes  had mk-en Y
chance. Bill, too, had honestly believed
himself A&, for he had bowled againat
Derbyshire duving the provieus three
duys, and dons well. But after eight
balla in the Test, a red-hot pain had
darted through his shoulder joint as he
tried to get a littla extra spin on the
ball, and from then on his arm was
uscless for the duy.

Despite  this  blow, England had
weighed in nobly, 'Uate. Larwood & Co.
stuck to the 501 nstalk batamen like

grim death, and dwmissed them for 279
—a moderate enough total under the
elrcumstiunces.,

Faollowed then o glorious innings Ly
ilobhs und & dour bghting century by
Buteliffe, These two slowly, bub
thoroughly, tock the cdge off the bowl-
Ing. as thr::r hud so often done before,
and then Hammond and Tyldesley pro-
ceeded to make hay of it.
First thing on Tuesday mornin

England declared, leading b e:",r:t.j
300, and all eyes turned on Bill Murray

azain.

(You run he sure Bl will play a bip
prart in the sccond Test maleh., Read
how he fares tn next week's yripping
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HI
(T EARD yo lateat, lads 1"
z Fatty Bacon of ve Remove

Ehat question.
E.M Queen Anne's deed 1!  hazarded

H ] #

“Ass! Bhe hasn’t been born wet!™
retorted yo fat scholar. “ And theu'it not
think it a _m,ﬂmrmum matter, either, when |
thon knowest.

“What is it, then, Fatty ? " inquired
Launeelot de Broke, the cheery Praefect
of y& RHomove and Capitain of Junior
Sportes. * Bome matter of great serious.
ness ! **

“Ay; Fll tell thes. Dr. Goodsmyte,
our worthy headmaster, has decided thot
we do not work hard cnow——""

" What ! " exclaimed a dozen indignant
voIces.

“ 80 he hes posted a notice on ye board
increasing our hours of labour from now
on,” finished Fatty Bacon. *“ Ye giddy
limit, ain't it ?

* By my doublet, I should think zo1"
cried Leuneslot de Broke hotly, ™ Surely
¥&¢ Hend ought ta he content with our
working from five in ye morn up to nine
of ye evening, Como, lods, we will see

intg this !
T ﬂwﬁ.ﬂﬂ.ug ._ "
And o great erowd of Removites

followed theit praefect downsteirs to ye
Hall, where they found an excited con-
courge gathered round ye wpotice-board.
Lauvneelot de Broke made his way to the
forefront end read ¢ut ye notice aloud :

"BY ORDER.

All namﬂwwﬂ will work longer at their
legeons-as from fo-morrow. Yo new and
revised time-table is given hercunder :

4.30 a.m. to .20 am.—LATIN.

B.30 a.m. to 800 a.m.—~BREAD AND
CHEESE AND WATER.

9.00 a.m. to 12.5% p.m.—LATIN,

1.00 bw“u.u.fnummm E AND WATER

D BREAL. !

1.30 p.m. to 6,58 pom.—LATIN,

700 p.om. o 7.15 p.m—ARITHMETICEK
AND GENERAL ENOWLEDGE,

7.16 p.m, to 9.59 p.m.—LATIN,

10.00 oo, to 10.20 pom~—\WATER AND
EESE ANL BREAD,
10.30 p.m. to 10.36 p.m,——RECREATION.
10.36 p.m.—BED.
Item : All holidays are nholished.
(Bigned} HAROLD GOODSMYTE,
Hegdmaster of Grey Friars."

There was a great shout os Launcelot
de Broke reac ¥yo end.
" Bhame t

* Fie on Master Goodsmyte for a scurvy

knave | "

“ Verily, this is & bit thick!™ gaid
Launcelot de Broke. * Ye old bunks has
even deprived us of our half-holidays for
archery and ericket and picnicking——"

" What's thet 1" demanded » stern
voice from the back of ye crowd just thon.
" What didet eall me thon, thon wight ¢ *

There wag a dismayed-silence. It was
Dr. (oodemyte himself—the estern and
echolarly taskmaster who ruled medimval

Grey Friars with a rod of irvon,

Blost of the collegers shrank away from
the Head's eetic prosonce. But
Leauneelot de Broke, who feared naught,
faced Dr. Goodsmyte without flinching.

“1 called thee an old bunks, master | ™
he replied. “ Bo thou art, judging by this
notice | *

* What—whate——"
oreduleus Head.

“* A hundred hours a weok is enow for
pny echolar to work ; Lut, not content
with that, thou want'st us to work a
_.‘“_.,_“...mmmwn and twenty now. It can’t be
4 Hs

“ Bilence, {De Broke!" roared Dr.
Coodemyte, * For saucing thy hsad.
mmnater thoun shalt receive a thousand

gagped the in.

-, & n_..ulufr.\.\.!!
put his head round the portal
of yo Common:room and asked
Gy L)

i aie st S S e e

HEREWITH A THRILLING YARN OF A mm:aﬁ.mﬁ??ﬂn.& IN YE GOOD OLDE DAYS AT GREY FRIARS |

——

.,......I,..__...Irr,_......, ...\I\.ur

dull boy,”* Dr.
Goodsmyte appar-
enily didn’t think (
so in the Good Olde ~
Days . . . hence
the rebellion at
Grey Friars.

“ Rata ! "

“Eh 1t

“Hatg, and many of
game 14" paid De Broke
boldly. “I'm going on
gtriba ! *

5 ._-.u."__#u__r
varet——
“ Rother than put up
with the change I'l raise
the standard of rovolt at
Groy Friara and lead &
robellion. aAgainst theo ]
ashouted De Broke, ** What
say ¥ to that, lads 7 "

Yo crowd, heartened by
their leader’s holdness,
uﬁﬂnﬂmmm with o yell.

0 Ay ! #

“TUp, ye rebelzt "

“.Down with tyranny 1 "

**"Hurrah | ™

Dr, Coodsmyte's face went purple with
raoo.

“Why, ye rehellions wights—whore aro
o _uq.aﬂq.n_nn& t Have at theso rascals and
rernove them to ye deepest dungoons,
whoere they shall be boiled in oil 1 7

EBut ve eonior w_uwuqmnnm had dicerostly
i nenred and there was nobody loit-to
oty out yveo Head’s commanda. And Dre
Goodsmyte almost danced with rage.

* Boack to your Form.rooms, varlcts
he hootad,

“ Baeck to nothing!" retorted Laun-
celct de Broke. Y L and sy {ollowers will
obey thee no more until thiz ordor ie
repealed. Until that time we'll bar cur-
gelves out in ye olde windmill outside ye
school walls ! ™

*“Well anid, Launcelot!" ecried Maly.

thou inealent

_u_u.

pense, * 1'll follow thee, for one ("
“And I ¥
1, too M
“ Hurrah ! **
“Eilepeo 1" hooted De. Coodsmyte,

“T'lIl put ve all in ye dungeona ancd give

&  thousands and ousaoda of
stripes it
" When yvou cateh us ! " said Do Broke,
“ Hg, ha, ha 1"

“In ve meantime, we're going. to ye
olde windmill for our berring-out ! Good-
Lye, master 1

" You—you

Dr. Goodemyte choked. Dot he was
Hﬁ__#q.wim.mm to stop ¥o rebellioua crowd, and
¥o juniors, cheering heartily, followed
their intrepid leader out of ye school,
across ve Dbright, sunlit quadrangle and
over vo flalds to yo olde windmill which
Launcelot had chozen os the scene of his
bacring.out.

There, they trooped inside, bolted and

L ]
-

gtri a day for ye rest of ye term "
TaE Maoxer RY.~No. 1,166,

barred ye door ¢m ¥e ground floor, and

EBLES! - |

o o “..______.1_______.\ —
*“ Al work and no J..h..,m,‘ ==
play makes Jack a -\t

i
e
n

e

went up Yo
gtaire to vo
higher foors
for ye Dext
mave in ye
great drama,

I,
 ALF &n hour
later T %

Goodemyto
arrived ot w.,m_
tha

windmill at
heal of & company of archers
and R:Eﬂ WOTToI8 carrying
p:kes and broadswords,

“Ho, thore!" ho called
out. * Launcelot do Broket!™

Launcelat kad his head ~
out of a window and ssluted *
the Head with moek deference.

“ Havold Goodsmyta!™ he
retortad.

“Ia, ha, ha | "

" Thou saucy varlet!” roared yo en-
raged Heacd. * I have come to give thee
thy last chance. If thou surrender now
I'Nl let ye off with & vear in ye dungeons,
five hundred thousand estripes, and &
boiling in oil. Otherwise, thy punishment
will be much more severa !

“*My hat! X think I'll tuke & chnnes
and keep up the rebellion!"” grinned
Lanneclot,

* Then prepare for trouble, with a
capital T ! snorted Dr. Goodamytle.
“1 have with me & company of warriors
who will take this windmill by storm and
forea you to surrendor! Have at thom
now, men M

Tnstantly the archers drew their hows
armcd let fly a volloy of arrows, while fthe
pikemen rushed to ye portal of ye mill.

Launcelet do Broke haetily dodged
mmgide again. But he did not intend to
remain inactive, as ye warriora soon {foumd

=

fo their cost. Of & sudden a huge mili-

RIADS/

ﬁ_

A ™ o e o e o e+ i o

stone n%ﬂm_ﬂam& at ye window above ye
heads of ye mﬁ...&.ﬁ? A moment later it
dropped with & terrific thud, and half a
dozen pikemen cellapsed under it, yelling,

“* Yarooooooh § ™

" Gadzooks ! Qerroff my chest ! "
“ Whooooop 1 ™ I
“First blood to wua!™ sghouted |

Launcelot. ** Keep it up, lads -7

L 1] ﬂq._..n.m_.ﬂl“m.hﬂw _ uuﬂ-ﬂu HH

Yo cheery juniors turned their attention
to m_a archers. There was a ptore of
mouldy apples in ye mill, and theso thoy
proceeded to turn to great advantape by
flinging them at yo bowmen.

A rain of ancient apples descended on
ve warriors’ heads, emifing them on thoir
ears, noses and eves with fearful foree |

Whiz! Thud! BEqueleh'!
Flop !

* Yarosooooh! ‘What ye
thump i

£ “Yoocoop! Bomething's:
e .~ smitton Emm__..un ve mm&.._uma.nﬁ___m:
1 3 nnnuﬂﬂ-r”muﬂﬂﬂﬂrm.ﬁ_i.r
“ Have at them,
my brave warriors 1™
roared Dr. (ood-
. Bm¥yte, from ye recar.
...... e ' 'Who cares about a
= few mouldy apples
—whoacoop t ™
“ Ha, ha, hat*
The tyrant of
Grey Friars collapsed
undera rain of apples
and the robels, from
thoir stronghold in
ye windmill, laughed
‘oud and long.

On went ye batile.
Pikemen rushed at
ye portal ngain and
again, only to be
driven back ecach
time by missiles
' from above, Archers
spent volleys of
arrows at ‘ye mill,
but ve cheery rebels
managed to  dodge
them all, and aftecr
a time ye archers
began to register
rage and chagrin and
general fed-upweas,
which added not to
ve accuracy of their
.

At last, Dr., Good-
smyte, looking wvery
determinad, ad.
vanced to the very
iront of ¥o battle,
bent on forcing a
victory somsehow.

3  “Have at thesoe
¥ robellious knaves 1™
roarcd vo Hesd of
Grey Friaras to his
“ et yo into them, ye lazy

tollowors.
varleta ]l 7

Yé archers and pikemen gallantly
responded to ye urge of Dr. Goodsmyto.
‘hey rallied and onee more stormed yo
poctal of ye olde mill. Under a storm of
vver-ripe  apples, yeo warriors reipgned
thunderous blows on ye stout portsl,
bt it withstood ye EE..FE%F and Lhey
woere at last eompelled fo retrent,

Lr. Goodsmyte was fuming yo whilo
at his hirelings non-success,

“ Beurvy knaves ! ™ he shouted. * Cob
Yo n battering-ramn from ye nesrest troo
+nd smash down yonder door! Odds
hodking! Am I to be beaten by these
saucy varlets

A fow of yo warriors hastened to a tree,
aud began hacking ot a thick branch.

From wye mill window Launcelot de
Iirnke watched this new development
with concern, for thers were few bod

_ “.Lads, yo enemy are securing a batter-
g ram," he esid. " Hast any of ve a
scheme to thwart this 1

Yo juniors locked at one another
uneasily. Something would have to ba
done to thwart ye warriors ere thoy
renched ve portal.

" Al “mﬁ my halidom | " ¢ried Maly-
pense. 1 have it! A goodly portion
of old flour I noticed down below! Get
ye down, chaps, and feteh it 1"

A crowd of ye fellows hurried down io
fetch ye flour, and it was soon brought up
r I3

et mi.m they ocome!" execlaimed Do
Droke. ** Prepare ye for action ™

Ye pikemen and archers were pormitted
to advanco to ye portal, then— X

Swooooeh 1 Swooosh | Swooosh !

Flour rained down on them, and with
eries of chegrin, ye warriors dropped veo
ram and serambled to safety,

“ Hurrgh! Hurrgh ! ®

* Ha, ha, ha '

Ye juniors chuckled with glee,

Then a sudden brain-wave ecame to
Lounecelot de Broke ns he noticed vo Head

standing in safety under yo sails of yeo
:.:.m. He clasped Malypense by ye arm.
*Quick! Canst ind a butcher's hook

or something like it ?  ha asked.

' What ye merry dickens wantest thou
with & butcher’s hook t* asked Maly-
penes, in surprise.

Eauncelot chuekloed.

“To jape our worthy master with!"
wag his reply. * He is standing ’neath
ye pails of ye windmill, end if only we can
fix a hook to one of ye snid sails, he'll ba
caught up and carried round ™

"By my doublet! That's a right

merry wheeze | laughed H___Emﬂ.nnmu.
‘ Mothinks the very article for ye job is

:_.m.x over therc in yo cormer, too!l"
‘So it is! Bring it hither!* quuoth
our hero.

Malypense fotchod it from ye cornor and
handed it over, and Launcelot, his eyes
gleaming with excitemont, sprinted up ye
atairs to ye top of ye building and climbed
up on to ¥o roof.

From thia spot, he was able to reach
ont and attach ye heook securely to one
of ye windmill's sails,. Hoving made
asure that it was secure, he then raced
maﬂﬂmnﬂmnn ggain and looked out to soe ye
reault.

He waa juat in time to see ye sail aweep
down over ya head of Dr. Goodemyte,
dangling its hook beneath it. Al un-
suspecting, ye worthy headmastor of
Groy Friars wos encouraging on  his
warriors to furthor efforts.

“Onyebell!l Goit, my bonny bays !
he yelled ; thon, as o metal hook suddenly
fixed itaclf into his doublet, his tone
underwent o remarkable change : * Yooo.
cocop! Lemme go! What ye thump—
._.e.__n_,a_an_n_nmu B

To ya delight of yo (iroy Friars rebels
and to everybody clso’s amazement,
Dr. Goodsmyte, dangling ‘'neath the
windmill’s sail, was being slowly drawn
up inte roid-air

As the wind was not strong enow to
carry him up to ye top, Louncelot de
Broks gave orders for o number of yo
rebela to turn yo rollures inside ye mill and
help yo sails round, The result wag that
tho bowling headmauaster was carried right
ovor ye top and came down ye other side
with a fearful rush.

Whiz |

" Keop it ap, Indy [ eried Do Broke.
“As fogt o8 ye liko; wo'll keep him
epinning round till he givea in, now [ ”

“What-ho 1 ¥
. Outside, ye unhappy Ilcad was shouting
in fear and amaze.

“ Whoooooop ! Prithes -rescus mo |
Yooooop! Lemmo gerrout! Grooogh!™

“ Ha, ha, ho ! "

Launcelot de Broks 'eancd out of ye
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“Why, it it'a not yo Head |” he ex.
claimed, in pretended asstonichment.
“ Prithes how didet get like thig 1"

__-H.H_..F. m—.nru_ H.-.hrmuu

Yo Head furned a furious face to ye
lender of ye rebels.

“ I believe ye varlets know something
of thisl' he roared. * Stop ye sails
and let me get down1"

* Not until thou agres’st to our terma §
onawered Launcelot.

" Groooogh! I shall be hurt in a
minutg | ' g Dr. Goodsmyie, still
swinging round. * What, then, are thy

applea loft. Ie turned to ye juniors.

windoiv,

terme, De Broke 1"

“Oar terms, worthy master, can be

summed :.w. in a little couplet :
" A twelve-hours day
And time for play 1"

Art 1:::@ to grant ew_ﬂn ;

“Never ! " roared yo Head. " Rathcer
Hﬂ.diw:H die than submit to such humilia-
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* Right.ho, then!
httla fester, ladsi™

“ Ay, ay, Laungalot | !

The ladg piled in with a right good will
and Dr. Goodemyte, still hanging from
the end of his sail, was .aEq_ﬁm_ ough
the air at a dizzy speed.

" Ow-wow ! Whooooop! I shall fall
end bust my pate, soon! Yoocop!®

** Going to agree to our terms, master ? 4
nsked Launcelot, cheerfully.

Turn ve sails a

Y ..__.....ﬂ...._.-_ I

‘" Foster, lads, then!™

“Yooccop! Ow! All right, then!!
bawled ye

ead of Grey Friars suddenly.
"“1'1 agree; anythin %u
if ye'll but let me down on terra firma
againl "
o Donel" eried Launcelot de Broke.
I'll just draw up & charter and thou
const sign it when ye enil reaches ye top
agnin 1?
~ With that, the rebel leader turned back
into ye mill and inseribed ye following
memorandum on & sheet of parchment :
“1, Hareld Goodsmyte, agreo ihab
'a twelve-hours day and time f[or play
shall be ye basis of work for ye E%.._.._FE
of Groy Friars at all future times and
cccasions,

yo like will I

1

Hurriedly deshing to ye top of ye
building, Launocelot was just in time teo
cateh ye Head before he dropped again,

"' Here's ye giddy chorter I””' ho said,
holding up ye Head's progress with a

handy pele. * Bign here, maater; thou
hast a pooket quill pen on thy porsen ™
" Yea, verily | ¥ mnorted Dr. Goodsmyte

produeing the article with difficulty and
m_m.m:ﬂm the document with a bad grace.
“ Now get me out of this fix 1"

* Of course, it is understood that ne
punishmenta will be inflisted in con.
nection with ye rebellion 1"

“Qf ecourse there will bo—I mean,
certainly not 1™ yelled Dr, Goodsmyte,
as Launcelot made to release ithe aail
again., * Fear not, De Broko; ye'll not
be punished—honest injun "

‘*Good enow ! guoth Launcelot, with
& merrie twinkle in his eye. * Lowor ye
snil to ye bottom, lads and we'll rear a
ladder against it and sst our worthy master
free ! mnnuuﬁ is oural™

* Murreah | ™

Within five minutes of that, Dr. Géod-
sinvie had been released and returned to
yo College to hide his diminished head,
yo archers and pikemen had returned to
¥o Urosse Keyes whenes they hod come,
and yo rebels woere marching back to
Grey Friars amid mueh laughing, chaffing
and cheering.

The liret rebellion at Groy Friars swae
over and won, and ye cheery robela could
claim without fear of denial that they
Lid achieved a glorioua wictory |

THE END,

{Look out for another * Hal Smiles?
yarn next week, chums.)
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