FREE GIFTS!! Tmportant Announcement Inside!

ey

B e e e ety iy e _

e e e e

Mo. 1,167. Yol. XXXVII. Week Ending June 28th, 1930.
Q I I EVERY SATURDAY.

4

“POP” CAUSES A SENSATION!

(A startling incident from this week's rousing school story of Harry Wharlon & Co. at Greyfriars.)



Ready for a Big Surprise ? Then—

Always gind fo hear [rome yow, chums, so drop me a line fo the following address @
The Editor, The ** Magnet '’ Library, The Amalgomatcd FPress, Lid,, Fleetway House,

Farringdon Sirect, London, E.C. 4.

AS PEH FROMISE !
LAET waek [ tickled your curiesity

with ths snnouncement that I

had something extro-special in

store for you. What is more, I
promised faithfully te Jet you inte the
eecret this week, Well, I am a man of my
word., Stand by | Now this big surpriso,
which has tnuant many weeks of planning,
is ripe to be sprung on you all. Ewveryono
knows, of coursc, that tho Australians are
avaer here ta battle for the coveted Ashea.
Evarvone who is a sportaman at hcort—
and that term must surely include every
Britishcr—is frightiully keen to sce the
Anhos stay in England, the home of
erichot, owspapura are catering every
day for * the man in Lthe street’” In
their nows sheets nre discussed the chanees
of victory on both sides, Individual per-
eonalitiecs are being boomed, tithils of
information are being seattered bBroad-
cmat. In short, then, this 1930 tussle for
the Ashes iz going to bo talked about and
remernbered {or vears to come. Souvonirs
of this 1930 xRer skntes will be offered
for salo &l over the world. And this is
where the Magxgr is going to step in and
get om0 over its contemporaries.

SOUVENIRS OF A LASTING NATUR
WILL BE PRESENTED TO ** MAGNET "
READERS FREE :

There, the cocret is out ! To every boy
aid girl, to every reader of thia famous
r, will be presentod s compilete set of

photographs of thu lish and

TOGETHER WITH A SPECIAL ALEUM !

Now how do you feel about it 1 Wasn't
this worth while calling ** A Big Surprise *'?
Youbet! Justthink of it, chums !

FOR SEVEN WEEKS

MuionpT readers will be given, in eddition
to the veusl value for money pmﬁmme
of fetion, real action photos of the pick
of the English and Australian cricketers.

wonderful, life-like photographs
]}mm another wirtue : they are of the
* gticky-back " variety, whicl means that
your will be able to seal them down in the
gpecial album provided and thus be able
to proserve for all time a unigque and
fascinating collection of such  orichet
calebrities as J. B. Hobhs, W. M. Wood-
full, * Boy " Bradman, Wally Hammend,
Fonsford, ete. Iso't this just t1
Ten't it typical of the Maoner policy of
keeping a of the tim antici-
patiog the public need ¥ Jove, chums,
you'll be that pleased with thia big sur-
prise that you won't be able to contain

ves ! I won't keep you in sus
—all of you, naturally, want to know
when ibis stupendous offer will become
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Limerieli—or both—and win our wuseful prizes of leather pochet
c'o ** Magnet,” &, Carmelite Street,

Send olong your Joke or pour
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wollets and Shefficld steel penknives.

red-hot. Well, you haven't long to wait
HOW .
IN A FORTNIGHT'S TIME EVERY
READER

will find in his copy of the Maaser the
spocinl illustreted albom, together with
the first four supcrb photographs.  Just
ong word more. I know umpleen of you
rhaps will be sagor to spread the news to
your pals; thot's all to the good. Bub
plessa don’t lose sight of tho fact that the
reader  whose newsagent's orcder i3 &
regular one will make absolutely certain
of receiving these morvellons gifts, The
chap who gives a requ'ar order fo Ris
nowsagend fo-day, then, is real sensible.
He's making cortain of sharing in ono of
the biggest troatas of the yvoar. After that
ke can afford to talk about this unigue
offer to his [rienda who at present aro
non-roadera, but not bLefore. ‘Nuff snid !
I'vo lot you into the seeret ¢ I've told you
the important date. The rost dependa
entirely upon you !

FEEL in a remarkably good mood

this moring! Probably that is

bacause I've just been reading a

salection of jokes and limericks
which have been sent in by vou fellows,
Here'z a good yarn, for which James
Crook, of 20, Pilling Street, Norden,
near Itochdale, gots a penknife ;

THEIR ORIGIN !

A Scotsman, on entering a
London shop, inguired the
price of some deer antlers.
On being informed, he said 3

“They're .
awiu' dear!™

“0Of course
they ara! ** said
the shop assisiant. ** Bid you
think they were off a cow 2™

In the way of anniversaries I'm afraid
my diary hasn't much to record this
week. However, it may interest you to
know that this Monday is the birthday of
the Prince of Wales, who will be thirty-
six years of age. That meoans he was not
Eftoen when the Magxer wos first pub-
lished. I wonder if the Prinee iz one of
my old readers !

Next Saturday i3 also of interest, for it
marks the eleventh anniversary of the
signing of the Feace Treaty of Versailies,
thus bringiog to an end the Great War,
in which 0 many old MagxeT renders
foupht—and fell—jor the sake of their

country.
e r—

Now to my post-bag |
A reader who signs himeelf ** Inquirer "
wants to Enow something about

All efforis o be sent lo:
London, E.C.4 {Comp.).

A VERY DEEP SUBJECT!

He aska: "“Why does a
diver hnve his boota
Joaded 17 Well, if s diver

wisn't ' loaded ""—aot  only
ort his boots, but also on
his chest and  back—he
would never be able to ﬁ:
to the hottom of the sea,
would simply float on the
surfpae, for, remember, his
suib contains & certain amount
af air. His helmet alzo is
very hoavy, which means that
he would stand on hig head
ab the bottom of tho eea unlesg
his boota were weighted {o
malko them heavier than his
helmot,

Bupposs & diver ftook off
his loaded boots when he wasa
on the bottom 1 He would immediately
shoot to the surfase and float there, head
downwards | Therciore, the loaded boota
ATY NCCOIIATY.

My next lotter comes from a fellow who
signa himself “ Repular Rpader.”

HE WANTS TO JOIN THE FOREIGN
LEGION,

and aaks me for the address of a recrinting
officer for that force. If ho takes my advico
he'll forget all sbout it, for life in ths
Legion is anything but comliortable. I
know, because two fellows I am acquainted
with served in it—and aren’t ashamed to
confess that thoy * eleared out ' as soon
as they got the opportunity ! Lifs on the
blazing deserts of North Afriea, with pay
at the rate of onc.halipenny per day—
that's oll the Legion has to offer |

HERE'S just space for a limerick
bafore I go om to next week's
list of features. Thiz one comes
from J. Tingey, of 87, Forest

Road, Lower Edmonton, N.9. who i
now the proud possessor of B MAGNET
pocket wallet &

Said Bunter ¢ ““ That cake looks quite
nice,”

Az he reached out his hand for a slice ;
But Bull very gquick
smote his hand with a stick,

And then down his meck dropped am lece |

Here'a next weal's programme.
First aml fovemost :

» THE CALL OF THE CIRCUS ™
By Frank Richards.

It's & real corking yam of the chums of
Greyfriars—n  warn that will eertainly
make you wish it were twice na long |
You'll ind Frank R. at the best of his
form, and vou'll chuckle with delight at
the adventures—and misadventures—ol
that popular character, * Fop.”

Don't miss it—that's my advice !

Next on thoe list eomes the final instal.
ment of our scrial,

“« THE TEST MATCH HOPE"”

which hns won new laurels for John
Brearley, whom 1 can elaim to be a
Macyuet diseovery in the way of authors.
In this jssue also thers will be full par-
ticulars of a graml new scrinl Ly Lieo. J:-:;
Rochester, another Magwer " capture
whom vou sll know so well. )

In addition to all this, you will get

limpse of our wonderful FREE PHOTO
%\LBPUM and the first sot of * Test ™
Match erickcters which will be presented
with it in a fortnight's time. Suffice 1t to
zay, then. that all MAGNETITES should be
surs and order their copy at the earliest

IPROrRIRILT. YyOUR EDITOR.
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A RODARING, ROLLICKING SCHOOL YARN . . . . . .

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Fed-np [

i AW-AW-AW-AWWWWW !

i Harry Wharton gave quate a
start.

That deep and prolonped

yawn grected his ears as he arrived at
the door of Study No. 1 in the Remove.

It sounded as if the fellow in the study
was tired of life.

It was a long, long, dismal yawn. It
was almost a gproan. It wasz the last
word in what Hurres Bingh would have
callod fed-upfulness.

“My hat I murmured Wharton.

" YVow-aw-zw-awww I’ came the sound
of boredom agein.

The vawner, apparently, was fed-up
to the back teeth.

YWhy any Greyiriars man sbould be
hored that afternoon was a mystory to
Wharton.

It was a half-holiday: it was &
glotious afternoon in early summer, and
cricket called. i

Life scemed Eattmumrl good to
Harry Wharton that day. Fe had abso-
lutely me fault to find with the general
arrangements of the universe. ’

But the fellow in Study No. 1 evi-
dently had |

Wharton gave the door & shove with
his foot and entered.

The new fellow in the Remove was in
the Btudy.

Cecil Popper, nephew of Sir Hilton
Popper, of Popper Jourt, was stretched
in the study armchair.

His fect rested on another chair, his
hands were clasped behind his head, his
face had e tired look, and his mouth was
open and in the very act of emitfing
another portentous yawn.

e checked the yawn, however, and
gﬁmned rather sheepishly as he sighted
the captain of the BEemove in the
doearway.

Wharton looked at him,

“Tired of life?” he asked, rather sar-
eastically.

BY FAMOUS FRANK RICHARDS.
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“Well, not exactly,” =aid Pop.
“Life's all right—if a bloke’s let
alone! But—— Oh my!l”

““What's the rowi"

" Everything 1" said Top comprehen-
givaly.

“Bored 7" asked Wharton, still sar-
castic,

l:fYES.TT

“Well, I've looked in for voun—"

“Oh, I don't mind!" said Top.
“You don't hore me more than every-
body and everything else at this blink-
ing schaol I

“1'd cut out the blinking, if I were
vou,” esuggested Wharton: “and you
might as woll leave out the blokes |

“ What's the odds?” yowned Pop.
“Well, vou're a Greviriars man now,”

CIRCUS STAR COMES TO
GREYFRIARS—AND THEN
THE “ CIRCUS** STARTS!

said Harcy. “Mean te say that you'd
rather be still with the cireus ™

“Wouldn't I just!" sighed Pop. “0Oh
dear!” He gave a dismal groan, "I
only that money hadn't been left fo me!
There cught to be a law agninst a bloke
hﬂ,vm$ money lefl to him when he don't
want 1t 1"

Harry Wharton laughed.

**Most fellows wmuﬁi be pleased,” he
remarked.

“How'd you like it?" demanded Pop
indignantly. “&'pose you waz an
acrobat in a <circus—Walker's World-
Famous Circus—like I was? B'pose
somop relation you never heard of left
you moncy, and left old Popper three
hundred & year to play ab guardian?
S'pose the old covey rooted you out of
the cirens and bunged you into a school ?
How'd you hke it ?"

“Well, if tho school was Creyfriars,

b 2K
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YFRIARS!

(featuring Harry Wharton & Co,, the
popular chums of Greyfriars.)

I'd like it no end, I think,” said Harry,
laughing.

5’{%;5-& you would,” admitted Pop.
“But L don't like it]l I been 'ere a
week, and 'ow I'm to get through
another week beats me ‘ollow! And
week after week—— Oh my [

He groancd azain,

“1 had six months with a tooter,” he
said dismally, “ That was 'orrid enough |
But at least a feller could get around a
bit. Onee or twice I bunked and had
a8 look at the ecircus. But ‘cre—
Oh my! Rising fifteen, and put to
school |l Why, all you blokes in the
Bemove are old encugh to earn your
keepl I was carning my keep years
agol I'm forgetting what I've learned
—the real stuff, I mean—and bungin
Latin and Irench into my 'ead! Ol
Cuelehy jaws me when I drop my H's
in class ! I'eller takes me by the car af
I whistle in the passages! Feller 'owls
st me when I turn gver on my ‘ands in
the quad! Oh my! I tell you, I don't
know 'ow I'm going to stangd 16! I'd
run away—="

“Run away I” ejaculated Wharton,

“MNot "arf1” said Pop emphatically.
“Only what's the good? Old Topper
would root me out agin and hook me
back! He's my guardian, all proper
and legal, I can’t’clp myself! I'd give
him all the money that's coming to me
when I'm of age if he'd chuck it and let
ma go! I would thatl”

“What about ericket "

Pop yawned again. Apparently, the
SUMIMEE §nime did not appeal to the one-
time Wonderful Boy Acrobat of
Walker's World Famous Circus.

" Blow cricket ! he arswered.

“You can play, I suppose?” asked
Harry.

“Oh, more or lessl T ain't keon™

“Well, we're all more or less keen on
it here,” =aid the eaptain of the
Boemove., " You'll zet keen, too, 1f you
go in for it. Look here, that's what
I'vo coma in for. It's not a compulsory

Tue Magser Linnapr.—No. 1,167,
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day, but I thought vou'd iike te join

“Very kind of you,™ saia Fop,
without enthusiasm.

“Better than frowsting indoors on a
glorious day like this, anyhow.”

“Prlaps I assented Pop doubtfully.

“Well, get & move on and change
into your flannels, and come along,”
said the captain of the IHemove,
“We're picking up sides for a game,
and if you lg{nﬂw how to hold a
but you can join up. A lot of the
fellows have gone out of gates, and we
shan't get a full team, so any old thing
will do. It's really practice, sa it
doesn’t matter 1f you let us down”

Pop dragged himself slowly from the
grmchair, .

“1'|l come along, if you like,” he said.
“1 ain't keen on it, and I don’t play
much of a game. But I den't mind.”

“Woll, come down and change.”

“ Orleight 1 said Pop.

Ho left the study with Wharton. As
they went along to the Remove staircase
a fat figure came slowly and laboriously
up the stairs. Billy Bunter always
found the ascent of a staircase
laborious, e had a lot of weight to
carry up with him,

“T say, ywou [fellows!”  Dunter
blinked at them through his big spee-
tacles. “ Hold on & minute I”

“Just tho man I want 1* said Wharton
cheerfully, “Buzz off and nhanqa,
Bunter | You're wanted for oricket 1’

“Cricket 1Y exclaimed DBunter indig-
nantly. * Wharrer you mean, you ass?
"ain't compulsery practice to-day.
What are you getting att”

“We'rs picking up sides, and we
haven't enough men. Chance for you to
show what you can do,” suggested
VWharton,

“Well, I'm frightfully keen, of
course,” said Bunter. “You koow I'm
a domon at games. But I've gobt an
engagement, as it bhappens, othorwiso
I'd be glad. By the way, you remember
I montioned that I was expectinzg &
postel-order, old chap? Well, what.do
you think? It hasn't come |”

"o hon I .

“Tt hesn't, really,” eaid Dunter.
“Not that it would really matter, as it'a
ecertain Lo come in the morning. Only
Mrs, Mimble has got in a fresh lot of
tarls to-day, so, you sca, it's rather
important. If you could lend me the
ten bob till to-morrow, Wharton——
Think vou could t”

“T think I could—"

“Thanks, old fellow 1

“But I know I'm not going tg!”

“ Beast 1™

" Leave the tuckshop alone, and come
along and play cricket,” said Harry,
“¥You take one of his ears, Popper, and
I'll tako the other—"

“ Yarooooh [

Billy Bunter wanished along the
Remove pam-se. The door of Study
No. T slammed, and the key turned in
the lock, Evidently William George
Bunter was not to be led or driven to
the cricket field,

Harry Wharton and the new junior
proceeded on their way without the Owl
of the Remova,

When Pop had ﬂhangedi and walked
out into the sunshine, he looked rather
more cheerful, and a little less tired of
aexistence. FPop of the Cireus had
become Pop of Groyfriars, and he was
trying to maka the best of it

And when he joined in the ericket he
looked more cheerful still,

If it was not go entertaining as stunts
on the high trapeze, over the hoads of
8 breathless gudience, it was at least

Tue Magrer Lasuany.——No. 1,167.

better than frowsting and yawning in
the study. i

Yop, imdeed, scon looked quite merry
and bright.

When Pop was merry and bright he
was liable to become exuberant, His
exuberance was liable to display itself
in ways to which they were t uite uoac-
customed at Greyfriars. hich was
the canse of a very unusual variation in
the game of cricket that ziternvon on
Little Bido,

—mr—r

THE SECOND CHAFTER.
Aerobatie ]

i LEZS my soul I said the Heaql.
ﬁ “Upcen my word I said Mr.
Quelch,
; “This 13—h’'m—mozt exira-

ordinary |

“ Amazing ™

Dr. Locko and Mr. Queleh were stand-
ing at the window of the lHcad's study,
As was pot unusunl on a hali-holiday,
the Remove master had dropped into
that study for a chat with his c?leief.

There was a very pleasant view from
the Head’s window. Tho groy old build-
ings, the tall old elms, and & wide
stretch of tho playing Gelds, could be
secn from that window,

Bomewhat small in the distance, but
clearly scen, the white-clad ligures of the
Remove crickelers showid up against
tho greon.

The IHead viewed them wilth a benev-
olent eye. So did Mr. Quelch. They
liked to sce the fellows at cricket. When
the fellows were at cricket they were
healthily and barmleasly occupied, like-
wise, they were not taxing the patience
and temper of the masters. A half-
holiday gave the Remove o rest from
%ual-:-h. It also gave Quelch a rest from
the Removo,

Both the masters noted when Cecil
Popper of the Remove went to the
wicket, Both the Formn master and the
headmaster were rather specially inter-
ested in that somewhat unusual new boy.

“Ahl That is the new boy in your
Form, my dear Quelch!™ tie Iiﬂﬁ-d
remarked.

“¥Yes, that is Sir Hilton Popher's
nephew, sir,” said Mr. Quelch, ik

“You find that the boy Las shaken
down here, after his—h'm—somewhat
remarkable carly experiences "

“ Oh, quite! metimes, | am aorry
to say, he falls back into a very extia-
ordinary way of ﬁaakin . though at
other times he speaks amegilcnt Engligh,
Ho 13 not so keen on class work as I
should like to see him. I fear he v.as
somewhat unwilling to leave his—~h’'m—
ver shmn%n carly associntions.””

“Probably he will forget them before

long.*

“81 hope 20"

“The comparison between life at a
public school and life at a—h'm—oirons
will no doubt ¢ause him to feel very
satisfied with the change,” said the

Bad.

“I should imgaino so; sir. It seems
impossible that any normal boy sheald
prefer circus life to public school lile.”

“ Absolutely impossiblo!” eaid the
Head deeidedly.

And they watched Pop at tho widets,
Hurres Jamszet Ram Singh was bowliag
to him, and Pop seemed to be keoping
his end up against the best bowler in the
Remove. Twice he had talken rons,

“ Cricket will be & useful {Fart of his
training,” the Head remarked. * Games
must appeal to any herlthy boy. He
has sertainly forgotten the cirevs at the
present moment, Quelch.”

" Evidently I esid Quelch.

Which proved that even schoolmasters

THE MAGNET

do mot know everything, For the next
minute the unexpected ia pened, which
caused a series of ata,rt]eg and amazed
ejaculations to fall from the headmaster

and the Remove master.
“Ex-cx-extraordinady I stuttered the

cad,

“1s_the boy insanei” gasped Mr.
Quelch, a haﬂl‘-? BasP

The ball had come down to the batss
man again, and Pop had cut it away

uite neatly. As the fieldsman hunted
the leather Pop made his run,

He made it in & manner that hed
nover been seen on the cricket ficld at
Greyfriars hefore,

His earlier runs had been made in
guite a normal way. His present run
was really abnormal,

He started to run, and sudden]
tt:ltrned :ifimr ?Fﬂ:l!:h" hands, and prfmwﬂe
along the in & series of awiit
mﬂ:erin&wﬂe&.

There was & yell from the sstounded
ericketors. That estounded yell floated
cn the breeze as far as the open window
of tho Head’s study, where the two
mma.ﬁta:t 's stood transfixed with amaze-

GIT.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry. “What's that gamei”

“What are you up to, you fathead
}*ellid Wharton. R

“Are you pot rieked Nugen

“Ha, bha, ]fn. !’5? el
“ Stop it, ﬁ“ chump |*

“Is that what you call cricket

“You footling asal Chuck it!"*

But Pop did not chuck it. Ho was s
Greyiriaras man by accident, a cricketer
by chance, and an acrobat body and
soul, He went his own way regardless.

‘How he got alunlg without droppin
his hat nnhﬂtg could tell, But he di
v

not drop it. er and over he went, hia
head up one moment, his heels up the
The Head gasped; Mr. Queloh

gurgled. Yells of remonstrance and
merriment soundad from the cricket
field. From all direstions fellows came
running up to see that astounding sight.
Hardly & fellow had been locking on s
the gama before. Now fellows peamed
to appear from nowhers to stare.
ess mny soul !’ repeated tho Head,

Pop earcered along the pitch and
reached the bowler's wicket. Peter
Todd was at that end. Peter blinked at
the amazing advance of the other bats-
man as if mesmerised. In his astonish-
ment he forgot to run.

* You—you—you——-=" gurgled Toddy.

Pop arrived right end uppermost.

“Run, you asz!” he said. “ What the
thump are you sticking here for ™

Thus reminded of his duty, Toddy
sprinted. His bat clumped on the creese
just before the ball came in.

Harry Wharton rushed uwp to his
remarkable new recruit,

“ You silly asal” he roared.

Pop blinked st him.

“What's the row?” he asked.

“Call that cricket?”  shrieked

Wharton.
Why, we've bmught-
at

1]

““Yes, rather!
down the house plaving erichet like t
irlli Walker's World-Famous!” answered

op.
“You fatheadl Eecp your cirocus
stunts for the cireus!” howled the cap-
tain of the Remove. “That isn't how
wo play cricket at Greviriara”

“You've got a lot to learn,” said Pop
cheerfully.

“Look here, you chump——"

“Don't you think it adds variety to
the game?” asked FPop innocently.
“Why, look at the crowd you're get-
ting! There wasn't & man watching
before, mow there’s fifty! They're
cheering, You're getting the 'ands[*
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“Hurrah!” yelled Temple of the
Fourth. “I say, do that cgain! Come
and ses how the Remove play cericket,
you men |

“Iila, ha, ha!” i

“ You—you—you——"gaspe als
ton. “Chuck it! Do you hear?
None of your funny business on this
field. Keep that in mind, you fathcad!”’

Hurree Jamset Bam Singh, with a
Erm on his dusky face, bowled to Peter

add., Toddy drove the ball away and
ran, Fop of the Remove ran alse—in
hiz own original way. He got alon
quite as fast as Toddy, and thoy crosse
in the middle of the pitch.

_;;E:hrie-ha of langhter came from all
pides.

“Bravo, Popper!”
; “1 (. Chiristopher Columbus! Ha, ha,
ﬂ il

Mora and more fellows gathered
routhd the field now, That pick-up game
was attracting as much atfention sz a
big fixture, Iellows of all Forms came
from all directions.

Top of the Circus carcercd along at o
wonderful  speed, catherine-wheeling
from wiclet to wicket, Ile arrived om
his foct, and stood grinning. Ho was
beginning to enjor the game now.

“#T_J—=T"11 boot him off the field!™
oxclaimed the exaspenated captain of
thri RC‘J‘.I'H-D“-"".‘M HI—I=T'll scrag himt
I'i—"

“He's g‘oliinﬁ the runs!” chuekled

Johnny Bull, *Let hitn ripl *Tain't
a  match, anyliow—only a proctice
pame.™

“Cricket's cricket !” growled Wharton
angrily.

“Tha cricketfulness of tho esteemod
Pop i3 terrific!” chuckled IHurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“Go i, Popper!” yelled Hobson of
the Shell.

“Ha. ha, hal” -

“Get him out, Inky, and finish him !*
called out Wharton,

Hurree Jamsct Bam Singh nodded,
and prepared to send down his deadlicst
ball. Pop grinned as he waited lor it
The shouts and yells and laughter from
the gathering crowd added to his
exuberanco. ‘This was something like
his old life, when c¢rowded tents had

T e
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| Ho was
thoroughly enjoying himself now.

The ball came down like a bullet.
Pop knocked it aweay, however; and
once mora he went catherine-wheeling
along the piteh. :

“Bles; my soul I said the Head, his
cyes glued on the weird figure from hia
study window. The Head could scarcely
beliove the evideneo of his own majestio
ayes,

“The — the — the absard — the — the
utter atsurd bor ("  gasped My
GQuelch, ¥ I—I will speak to lnm very
seriously.”

There was & erash of a falling wicket.
Pop was out. Dr. Locke turned away
fronn the window, with a very thought-
ful expression on his foce. Mpe. Queleh
looked very thoughtful also, But from
tha cricket field caomie Joyful yella

roarcd st his performances,

5

Whatever the headmaster and the
Kemove master thought of that extra-
ordinary exhibition, & hundred Groey-
frines fellows were gquite enjoying it.

—

THE THIRD CHAFPTER.
Bu'st ]

Wi OPPER 1
P “ralle
: Wingate of the Sixth looked

curiguzly at the pew junior,
Pop was, in fact, an object of cupiocsity
ull through Greyfriars Bchool.

“Dropped eomething ¥  asked
Sixth FForm man sarecastically.

Pop looked puzzled for a moment, and
then ho eoloured.

f‘;HaII&. if you like that better |* ho
Eaid.

“Well, that's vather better,” said the
Greyfriars captain. “1 don’t quite
mako you out, Popper. You speak well
enough rs n rule., Sometimes you drop

tha

Peter Todd blinked at the amazing
advanca of the other batsman as if
mesmerised, He was too astonished
1o run himself }

into this woird way of speaking. What
do you do it for?’

“Can’t "elp it,"” said Pop cheerfully.
“You sce, I only 'ad—I mean had—six
months of tootering before I butted in
‘ore—I mean herel You can’t learn
everything in six montha, I keep on
forgetting, and gpesling natural, sec?”

\giugntﬂ laughed. Evidently Pop re-
giﬂ"l‘ﬂi’f.l the dropping of H's as a natural
thing.

“Well, your Torm master wants you
in his study,” said Wingate. " You'd
better take sotno aspiratea with you.
Quolteh won't like vou dropping 1's all
over the plaeo. That's a tip”

“Right-ho I” said Pop.

He made his way to the Removo
mastor's study, wondering rathor dis-
consolately what was woanted,  DPop's
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lings had not been whelly cast in
g.lmsu.rgt places since he had come to

reviriars. At the school, he {felt
rather like a fish out of water; and
though he honestly did his best to fall
into the ways of his Form, his heart
was not 1o 'k

A classicsl education did not ap]ien.!
to Pop. At a very early age he had
had to face stern realities, and that had
made him older than his I8 i many
respects, For the study of Latin he had
a strong disteste and & hearty contempt.
Ho did not seo any use in it, unless a
"hlake ¥ was going to ba a schoolmmaster
—which Pap certainly wasn't, He wuas
going to be a circus performer, as soon
as he was old enough to have his own
way; that was as fixed in his mind as
the immutable laws of the Medes and
Pergians. Still, he waa landed at Grey-
friars now, and there was no halp for 1t.
And he understood, too, that Mr.
Quelch was kind and patient with him;
and he tried to play up. But troubles
wera simply bound to come.

He arrived at Mr, Queloh's study, and
found it empty. Mr. Quelch, after
sending for him, had stepped out to
gpeak to Me. Prout. As he had been
specially sent for, Pop lkuew that he
had to await his Form master’s return;
g0 he weitod.

He loafed sbout the study while he
waited, whmt]ms shrilly through his
testh. He stared at the books in Mr.

eloh's bookecase ; and the very titlcs on
their backs made him shudder. How &
“bloks " could read such stuff of his
own free choice, mystificd Pop. As a
matter of fact, it mystified other fellows
m the Romove ae wall, Fellaws had
seon Mr. Quelch tucking into Sophocles
like Billy Bunter tucking into cream-
puffs; and they marvelled. Sophocles
was Mr. Queleh’s favourite among

-".:_.Ir' Z
P -
i\
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classic anthors. There was a bust of
Sophocles on his writing-table; and
onoe there had been a frightful row in
the Remove when some practical joker
in Quelchy’'s absence had adorne
Bophocles with a charcoal mouatache.

Five minutes of wailting were moro
than enough for Pop. He was full of
energy, and disliked wont of oceupa-
tion. He picked the poker from the
fender, placed it on his chin, and
balanced it, to pass the time, Tricks
of that kind were child's play to Fop
of tho Cireus. With his head leanin
back, he balanced the poker easily; an
then, pleking u{ij the bust from the
table, g'-a ciapim it on the end of the
poker, and balanced the bust as well—
a ncw and surprising expericnce for
Sophaocles. o ]

Pop found thia interesting. :

He moved round the study with the
poker balanced on his ¢hin, the bust on
the poker, and looked out of the open
window into the quad. Beveral fellows
sighted him at the window, snd there
was & yell,

Pop grionned cheerfully.

He Liked an audience. e had beon
brought up on aundiences, as it were,
and be missed them at Greviriars. Any-
thing in the nature of an audience was
o joy to him.

%Jnder Mr, Queleh’s window a crowd
sono gathcred. There was a shout of

laughtar.
halle, hallo ¥ roarsd Bob

“Hallo,
Cherry *This way to the circus [*

“Ha ha, ha ™

The study door oponed.

Mr. Quelch stepped in.

He sxpected to find Popper of the
Remove there. But certainly he did not
expect to find him thus engaged.

or some seconds Mr. %ue]ch_n‘ﬁqnd
petrified, staring blankly at the junior
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standing by the window. Then he {ound
hiz voice,

“ Popper "

It was & roar such as the Dull of
Bashan might have envied. FPop wes
startled and bhe gave a jump and spun
round.

Crashl Clang!

The poker and the bust went to the
floor together. The poker received no
damage. But the Iast state of Sophocles
wagz undoubtedly worse than his first
Sophocles hit the study floor with a
bang, and distributed himself in frag-
ments all over the room,

“Oh erikey !" gasped Pop.

Mr. Queloh pasped, too.

e Bﬂ:r" lu

”gh my 1™ P o

* Your—you=vou—you have smas
that bust I sheieked Mr., Quelch.

“It's bu'st | agreed Pop rucfully.

“"How darae wvoul” thundered Mr.
Quelch. “How dare you, I say, plﬁ
such—such foolish and disrespectl
tricks with your master’s property 1"

“"Oh my! Sorry, sirt"” gasped Pop.
“I waa jest doin’ o mtunt wl:ﬁer T wes
a-waitin’ for you to 'op ip, mir.*

When Pop was excited or oconfused,
all the valuable instructions he haod re-
ceived in six hard months from a tutor
vanished completely from his mind. He
became the original Pop sgain on the

spot.

i }p inl” repeated Mr. Quelch
dazedly, “Hop, 1 presume you meanl
What an expression! ~What an extra-

ordinary expression | Upon word ¥
“T ‘opa I ain't made you wild, sir 1"
sald Pop., “I didn't %u for to make
yvou get your hair orf, sir, I reelly
didn't.*™
“ Popper, how dare you use such—
such expressions? You can & Very

differently when you choose,™

“'Course I can, sir, when I remems
P When

“When you remember, you mean.”

* Jest that, sir,” said EPn-p “ But 1t's
*ard for a bloke to keep on a-remember-
in

“If you wse that word bloke again in
my Srﬁmc&, Popper, I shall cane you.™

ik my! I mean, it's 'ard for a
covey to remember—"

“If you use the word eovey again,
Fopper, I shall chastise you with the
utmost severzty.”

*Oh orimes " paid Pop.

“Do not say ch crimes!” gosped Mr.
Qualoh, “'The expressicn is vulgar and
offensive.”

“I don't scom to be nble to open nm
blooming mouth without J}uttmg me
blooming foot in it1® said Pop, dis
courgged.

“You must not say * blooming I Upon
my word, I hardly w what to say to
the boy| Popper, the bill will be senk
to your ardian for the cosk of
replacing that bust.”

“Oh my!” said Pop. “0ld Tins
riba will be proper waxy I™

“ld what—who—"

“I—I mean 8ir Hilton Popper,
Hir L8
“If you mean Sir Hilton Popper, say
Bir Hilton Popper! I begin to fear
t];at_ Bir Hiltm{:} afqig a Pmiatakﬂ in
plaoing wou at (sreyiriara, Fopper.

“ Jest right on the mark, sir—he jolly
well did I'' said Po “TThis *ere
zin't my mark nchow——="

“You must not say *This
school * 1" gasped Mr. Quelch,

“I mean this here school, sir—"

“You must not say * this here school,
vither.” 3

“Oh crimes! I mean oh crikey V!
Pop amended hastily. "A bloke—I
mean—a covey--that i3, a feller—don's
koow what to sy, sir. It's Tard ¥

I‘Er.
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Mr. Quelch breathed deeply.

“Popper! T sent for you to speak
about your absurd, ridiculons Rper[mm+
pnee ot the cricket field this afternoon.
I saw you—and the Head saw you. We
woro amazed.”

“Wag you, siri” said Pop.

“Oneo for all, Popper, warn you
that you must forget that you weré ever
at B circus. Yon must dismiss the
whole thing from your mind. ¥ou musk
nover reproduce any of the ridiculous

ormances of your past life at Grey-
riars. If you persizt in acting here as
if you were an acrobat, a conjurer, a—a
=g oircus performer, it will be impos-
gible for you to remain at Greyfriars[”

Pc;}:r started. " .

“ You—you mean that, sic? he ejacu-
lated. His eyes gleamed.

“Clertainly I mean it!” snapped Mr.
Quelch. “I do not demire to hard
upon you, Popper. I desire to mako
every possible allowaneo. But thers s
a fitness of things that must be
observed, You are now a Public School
boy. VYou must cultivate a sense of
dignity—of—of reserve. I should be
very sorry indecd to deprive you of the
chanoe of fitting yourself for a better
station in life. DBut I warn you,
solemnly and seriously, that if you per-
sist in ropeating wyour ridiculous circus
erformances here, you will have to
eave this school.”

“Oh my!” said Pop.

“ Now you may igﬁ,' said Mr. Quelch

MoTo gl;mﬂy, _have warned you.
Profit my warning !
“1 will, sir 1" said u}:v. s
“Koop it continually in mind,
Fopper.}

“] won't forget it for s blinking
minute, sir.” 3
gatd RBr. Quelch

“¥ou may pgol”
hnat.ilci,u

And Fop went. Mr. Quelch rang for
a maid to sweep up the remains
Sophocles.  Pop went down Masters'
Passage with o peculiar gleam in his
eves.  Mr. Quelch’s solemn  and
mysterions warning had had its effect
on Pop. But that offect was one of
which the Remove master never
dreamed.

re——r—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Very Awkward !
HjDL'L? old wvisitors 1"

murmured
Bob Cherry. ] i
The Remove were in class in
the morning. DMr. Quelch had
just called on Popper to construe, in lis
turn, when the visitors blew in.

Br. E%luclch suppressed a grunt.

Quelch hated interruptions to lessons.
Tn this respect he diffcred from  his
class. The Remove welcomed anything
in that line. Any old visitors to tho
schoal would have been weleome to tho
Lower Foaorth, and the longer they
stayed the better the juniors liked it—so
long as it was in class hours, So when
tha Head arrived at the door of the
Remove-room, with the two distin-
guished visitors whom he was s.h{::-wmﬁ
over the school, the Remove beamed an
Queleh grunted.

The Femove was construing the
Acneid; and thoy were glad to bid
a short farewell to the pious Aencas and
his companions.

Dr. Locko rustled in, showing in the
distinguished visitors.

One was a white-whiskered old gentle-
man, with a military air; the other a
E:ump lady of uncertain ape, with =a

an nose and a lorgnette.

Through the glasses the lady with the
Roman noze blinked benevolently at the
Remove.

"This," said the Hend, “is the Lower
Fourth Form." .

“ Ah!” gaid tho military gentleman,

“ And the little fellows are at work,"
said the lady with the Roman nose. |

The Removites dare not look the dis-
gust they felt.

No doubt they were little fellows, dear
little fellows, nice littla fallows, in
eyes of the lady visitor., She could not
ba expected to know that every Grey-
friars fellow, senior or junior, was a
il MG, 1 ]

“Prav do not let us interrupt,” said
the military gentleman.

“Pray proceed, my dear Queleh!”
sgaid the Head,

Mr. Quelch procecded.

He¢ had to play unp, though he had a
savage dislike for having hiz Form-
room turned inte a sort of peep-show.

But Colone! Corker was a groat man,
who took a kindly interest in Grey-
friars, and if Colonel Corker had a
desire to sea Greyfriars men at work
Coloneol Corker had to be gratified.
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GOT A POSTCARD??
Then jot down on it that funny
yarn you _know and send it along
to me. [t may win a

USEFUL POCKET KNIFE!1

L. Rogers, of 9. Arthur Street,
Netherfield, Nottingham, has done
the trick. Here's iis cifort ;—

Cltizen : ** | want o revolver.'

Shopkeeper : * Six-shooter,
i T

Citizen: " Nol Better make
it m nine~shooter. You Soa, it's
for the cat next door 1 **

Now get busy and see what
YOU can do!
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Evidently the colonel and his lady
were inportant poople, or the majestic
IIead himsell would not have been show-
ing them round the school. So a mere
YVorm master could only suppress his
foolings and play up. "

#You will go on, Popper!
acidly.

“Wotto, sir!" answered Top.

Mr. Quelch glared af him.  The
colonel and his lady gave a slight
gimultancons start, _

It was, perhaps, unfortunate that it
waz Pop who had just been called on
to construe when the visitors hlew in.
14 was also unfortunate that My, Quelch,
onn the spur of the moment, did not
think of passing him over and picking
on somo member of the Form who
would have done the Remove credit
such ns Mark Linley, or Wharton. Tf
Mr, Quelch thought of that, he thought
of it too late. Lopper wus going on.

Pop, during his period with his tutor
at Popper Court, had made o lot of pro-
gress in his Latin, Ile could band out
a construe as good as the average in
the Bemove.

His Latin, in fact, was better than
his English, when he forgot, or did not
chocse to remember, the high-class

ha said

|

English his tutor had drilled into him
with painful efforts on both mides.

“Constitit of lsorimans.”  “Quis
jam locus, inquit.” " Achate, quae regio
in terris nostri noa plena laboris?

Fop ren his nye over those verses
where he had to go on. He proceeded
o translate:

“Ho stoppod
waterworks—"'

There was & hush.

Mr. Queleh turned almost green. The
Remove searcely dared to breathe. The
Hoad stood rooted to tho floor.
Colonel Corker gave a violent starh.
Mrs. Corker fixed her glasses on Pop.

Pop went on cheerfully. Any other
fellow in the Remove would have said
that the good Acnoas was weeping; but
Pop of tﬁﬂ Circus had his own woy of
expressing these things.

“ What blooming show is there in the
*ole blinking world where they ain't
‘eard 'ow we'ro down on our luck I Pop
proceeded, translating. _

This was Pop's own special way of
rendering : ) _

“Ha stopped, and weeping, cried
What place on earth 13 not now full of
oar sorrow "

Mr. Quelch, from greon, turnca
yeilow. ) o

The Head made a peculiar noise in
his_throat. ; .

The Remove were quite still. They
dared not laugh in such distinguished
presence. Lhey had to suppress théir
feelings somebow. Somno of them felt
that l;t oy were approaching bursting-

int.

“Gad 1" zaid Colonel Corker.

The Head was the first to recover.

“Shall wo go oni” he asked faintly.

He backed out of the Remove-room.

Colonel Corker and the Roman-nosed
lady followed.

The door closed on them.

The distinguished visiiors were gone.
They had heard a Lower Fourth boy
sonstrue; and what impression they had
taken away of the Lower Tourth was
unimaginable. On occasions like this
tha ITead liked Greyfriars to bo ab its
very best; the best goods, as iE were, In
the shop window. Mr. Quelch, naturally,
would have liked his Form to *show
off ¥ & little. Xrstead of which—

There was an awful silence in  the
Remove-room  after the distinguished
vizitorz had departed.

Tha Remove waited for the storm to
burst,

Mr. Queleh seemned to have some diffi-
aulty in finding his voice.

Y Pappor ' he stuttered at last.

“Yessicr ' sald Pop.

“ How—how dare you?" ]

Pop blinked at him in surprise.

“Ain't T pob it right, sir?"” he asked.
“I thought I'd got jest on tho maork,
Bir.

“ How dare you use such expressions I
almost shouted Mr., Quelch, *How
daro you translate ®lacrimans’ as—as—
a3 turning on the water-works”

“But that's what it means, sir!” said
Pop. ™1 gin't a whale at Latin, but
¥ know I got that right, sir. “'Course,
I could put it different, I could say
the covey blubbed.”

“Ha, ha, hal"

The Remove could bear it no longer.
They had to express their feelings.
Thers was a yell in the Form-room.

“Bilenco!” roared Mr, Quelch,

And thore was silence.

*Poppor! You—you—you—yoi should
have transiated that word, f Weeping,' "

“Well, I s'pose T could, sir,” said Fop,
doubtfully. “Dut that means turning
on the water-werks, sir; it'a just the
same."”
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*1 cannot hbelieve, Popper, that you
aro so obtuse ss you pretend to hel”
hooted Mr. Queleh. “EStand out belfore
tho Form."

“* Buttingly, sir.”

Mr. Quelch picked up a cane.

“0h my!"” said Pop. “Vou going to
wallop me, siri”

“Wallopi” repeated Mr. alch.
“Upon my word! Popper, once for all
I forbid you to wuse such expressions!
Bend aver that desk.™

Pop bent over the desk,

Whack !

"Wh 1" roared Pop.

“Bilenca!” shrieked Mr. Queloh.
How near the distingunished wisitors
might be, he did nol know, and he did
not want them te hear 3alfa of anguish
from the Remove-room.

On the other hand, Pop did! He put
his beaf inte that yell, and it rong and
echoed far and wide.

Whack |

* Whooooooooooooop I

It was a terrific yell thiz time, There
could bhave been few far corners of
Greyiriars where 1t did not rouse an

Mr. Quelch gasped.

Probably he had intended to give Pop
six. But he stopped at two. He did
not want the distinguished visitors to

t the impression that murder was

ing committed in & Greyiriars Form-

“Go to your place!” he gasped

" Yessir,' 2

Pop went back to his place. There
was an atmosphere of thunder in the

ove-room as the lesson proceeded.

For the remainder of that morning,
Mr. Quelch passed Pop over as if he
had not been thers. The impression waa
growing in Mr. Queloh’s mind that a
mistake had been made in placing the
cirous boy at Greyfriara. He was think-
ing that it was really impossible that
Popper should continue te he s member
of the Hemove, Which, if ha had only
known it, was exactly the impression
that Pop wanted to give him.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Loder’s Luck ]

ARRY WHARTON joined the
H new fellow after morning
class, The captain of the
Remove was looking thought-
ful. He had rather a liking for Pop,
queer fish as ho waa from the point of
view of most of the Removites; and Pop
belonged to his study. Bo ﬁarry felt
it incumbent upon him to utter a word
of friendly warning. He tapped the
new junior on the shoulder, and Pop
turned to him with his usual cheerful
grin.

“ Look here, kid,” said Harry, setious-
ly. “It'a no bizney of mine, but I'm
goiug to give you a tip.”

“Cough it up,” said Pep.

“You wera pulling Quelchy’s leg with
that con thiz morming. You jolly well
Enow better.”

Pop chuckled.

“What the dickens do you think
those visitors thought, when they heard
your con?” demanded Wharton.

“Never thought about it,” answered
Pop, cheerfully. “But Quelch was quite
green, wasn't ha?'?

“It ma.Iv ba funny to make a Form-
master look greem,” seid Wharton.
*“But you may make him fed-up at
the same time.

“Think 207" asked Fop.

Tue Micwer Lmnawy.~—No. 1,167,

“'Well, T’'m pretty sure of it. I never
savs Quelch looking so thoroughly fed
bofore.™

“Same "ere,” agreed Pop. "I fancied
tha old covey would bust a biler

“Look here, what are you doing it
for 1" asked Harry., “You can talk
good English when youn like."

“It's 'ard to keep on remembering of
it,"” said Pop, shaking his head. %“The
way you .EE'I don't come natural to me,
E0me’ oW,

“Thet's all very well; Lut this is the
first time you've let yourself go in that
gtyla in the Form-room.,”

“It comes casier, though,' said Pop.

“It will come harder if you get
Quealchy's rag dut. If he finds you much
trouble, you may have to clear.”

“Don’t I know iti"” said Pop. “He
warned me of it hisself only yesterday.
That's why."”

“That's why?' repcated Wharton.

“Jdeat that!" said Fop, with a mod.
“Look ‘ere]l My uncle Popper is &
governor of this ‘ers saschoal! Ha
bungell me in "ere, without so much as
saymig by your leave., Well, if I getb
turned out of 'ere, he won't be able to
bung me in another school Jike this,
what "

“¥Yeary likely not.”

“Prime " gaid Pop.

Wharton stared at him blankly. He
hﬁgnn to understand,

Why, you fathead!™ ho exclaimed,
aghast, “Mean to say that you're try-
ing to feed Queleh up, so that you will
bo turned out of Greyfriars.”

“You've got it!"" assented Pop, coolly.
“It's me for the circus, if I get ’arf a

chance,”
said ‘Wharton,

“ Well,
blankly.

“The old covey put the idea into my
'ead yesterday!"” Pop confided to him.
“Soon as he says it, I says to myself,
I says, 'That's the good:l’ T saysl
SBea? Old Quelch iz & bloke of his word,
ain't he?”

“Yes, rather."

“Well, if he keeps bhiz word, all
right I eaid Pop. "“Me for the circus!
If he clears me out cf 'ere, old Popper
won't want me on his ’ands agin at
Popper Court. He can’t stand me about
the 'ouse. Well, then ain’t he likely to
do the sensible thing, and let me go
back to Jimmy Walker?"

“My hat!” repeated Wharton.

“ Bee the idea” grinned FPop.

“ You—you—you want to be sacked?”
gasped Wharton.

“I'd jest jump at it."”

“Well, of all the howling asses”
said tho captain of the Remove. “It's
the chdnce of a life-time for you, get-
t.in% in at Greyfriars,”

“I'd give it awsy with a pound of
tea!l” answered Pop. * No more citcus
tricks, says Queleh., Any more ecircus
iricks, he says, and you'll have to 'op
itl Well, if I have to "op it, I’'m going
to make a long ‘op back to Walker's
World-Famous!” He chuckled. * Ever
secn a bloke walking on his "andsi”

“Nob outside & ¢ircus!”

“Well, lookl”

“¥You silly assz!” roared Wharton.
“In the middle of the quad—you can
be seen from every master’s window———""

“'Har! ‘ear!” answered DPop.

And he turned over on his hands, and
proceeded to walk on them, with his
hat held between his feet.

Thers was a roar., Pop very guickly
had an sudience. ¥Tellows rushed up
an all sidee to witness the performance.

Wharton leoked on blankly., He
understood now; and he was of opinion
that if Pop wanted to leave Greyirviars,

my hat]”
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he was gﬂinﬁl the right way to work,
A glance at Mr. % s study window
showed him the ove master’s as-
tonished and “wrathful face there.

“Hallo, hallo, hallol” roared Boh
Cherry. “This way to the circus! No
chatge for admission,”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Loder of the Sixth came striding on
the spot. He shouted wrathfully to the
parformer,

“Here, stop thatl Stop that at oncel
Do you heari”

_Pop heard, but heeded not. He con«
tinued to walk on his hands, amid roars
of laughter,

Loder rushed at him. As he reached
him, Pop's feet came down with a
crash, landing on Loder's waistcoat,

“Oh I" gasped Loder.

He sat down suddenly.

Pop was on his feet in o twinkling,
He grinned down at the gaaping prefect,

“¥ou shouldn't get in l]l:ﬂ- WAy, you
know,” he remarked.

Loder scrambled up, orimson with
r.:%e. He picked up his ashplant which
had fallen from under his arm.

“You dj;uung scoundrel I' he roared.

“0h, draw 1t mild I” said Pop.

“Bend over | roared Loder,

"]Anything to oblige 1" eaid Pop cheery

fu%{y.

e bent over obediently. Loder took
a business-like grip on the ash
swished it in the air, apnd brought it
down with a terrific swipe.

Had Pop taken that swipe, he cers
tainly Wﬂ?l?d have been hurt, But the
boy acrobat of Walker’s World-Famous
Circus had his own ideas about that,
The ashplant came slashing down
swiftly, but more swiftly still Pop
whisked out of the way. The cane,
Euut-m no trasmta.nm a8 t‘“ Eg
rough empty spaoe, continu ts
career, and landed on f-o-&er*ﬂ own leg.
Loder had put all his beef into that

terrific swi Now had reason to
wish that he hadn't]

The crack on his leg sounded like &
pistol-shot. It was followed by a fiendish
yvell from Loder.

Thoe bully of the Sixth dropped the
cane, and stood on one leg, clasping the
other Emth both hands, yelling with
an IEfl.

“Owl! Ow! Ow! Owl®

“He, ha, bal” shrieked the Re-
T Oni Oh! Ohgadl Myleg! Ow !

e
«§fa, ha, ha P’ .
Loder hopped frantically on one leg,

nursing the injured limb, There wora
vells of laughter on all sides. Pop dis-
creetly retreated from the s through

erowd, For the moment
Loder of the Sixth was unable to deal
with him, and Fop saf departed for
parts unknown before Loder had time te
recovear.

the }Taﬂinsl

ro—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Startling 1
6 OMING down?” asked Frank

é Nugent,

Fop of tha Remove shook
hiz head and groaned.

“Can't I he answered.

Prop was over in the Remove studies,
Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent wera
going down fo the Rag; but Pop re-
mained at the study table, with a dismal
cxprossion on his faee.

“"Five ‘undred lines|™ =aid Pop.
“That's what I got for letting Loder
cane hisself in the quad to-day! Five
‘undred lines I"

“Wall, you asked for them | eaid
Nugent, langhing, “1 wonder Quelchy
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didn't give you
licking |”

“He said he'd coned me once to-day,
and did not wish to cane me a second
time,” said Pop. “‘Ie ain’t a bad sort,
old Quelch. Fact is, I don't like his
cane. He lays it on too "ard! If he'd
push me out of the blooming show, 1
wouldn't mind | But that thers cane of

a thumping good

his is a corker| 1 s'ipnan T gat to do
them lines. He said afore bud time, and
I ain’t done any yet |”

“Pile in,"” gaid Wharton, and let it

be a lesson to g-::-u not to play the goat
any more, old bean "
“Brr-r-rr-r 1" said Pn‘E:. 2oy :
Wharton and Nugent joined their
chums in the Remove passage, and the
Famous Fiva went

want te keep an eye open for Loder.
Loder will be after you like a Red
Indian for making him wallop himself
with his cane."

“That’s all over,” said Pop. “ Quelch
tock the mattor into his own "ands, and
he give me lines, and I'm deing them
now; 80 I should be glad il vou'd shut
up and 'ook 1"

Bunter chuckled,

" Loder will take it out of you, all the
same. Loder had to give in to Quclch,

but he will make you squirm as socon as
he gets a chance. I heard him speaking
to Carne of the Bixth about you.”

“You 'ear o lot of things, don't you?*
said Pop, eveing the Owl of the Remove
with considerable disfavour.

down the ataircase
together. They were
rn%her sorry for Pop,
with =0 pverwhelm-
ing an imposition
to write out, but
there was no doubt
that the pew fellow
had as for it. Im-
deed, if Pop went on
as he had atarted it
geamed cortain that
hiz career at Groy-
frinrs School would
be & hectic one.

Fop groaned, and
began to write linea,
He had roeled off

about a hundred
when tha door
cpened, and e fat

face and a large pair
of spoctacles  glim-
mercd in.

*(Oh, ook it, Bun-
tor "' said Pop, im-
patiently.

He had plenty to
do, and no time to
waste on the Owl of
the Remove.

“0Oh, really, Pop-
per, E

“Nok it ra-
mtﬂd Pop. *“Un.

L he added,
“wou'd like to do
gome of theso bloom-

ing lines for me!™

“I'd ba jolly glad,
old chep, only I've
gprained my wrist.
Cricket, you know,"
snid Bunter. “Elng-
fing' at the ball.

dare say you've noticed that I'm =
demon at gameal!'’

“Can’t zay I 'ave!” answered Pop.
%"But if you ain’t going to ‘elp—why,
g it! You're ’insrzriug!”

“You remember I mentioned to yon
vestorday that I was expecting & postal-
order 7" gsked Bunter.

Pop grinned. He had not been long
at Greyfriars, but he had been there
long enough to learn all about Dilly
Bunter's celcbrated postal-order.

“I remembor 1* he answered. “'Ook
it T"

“T1t still hasn't eome,” said Bunter,

“P'v’aps the bloke forgot to post it !1”
nug;icsted Pop, with saveasmn.

“Well, that's hardly possible,™ spid
Bunter, shaking his head. *1t's from
one of my titled relations, you know,
There’s heen somo delay in the post;
and the fact is, 1t puts mo in rather a
fix. T suppozo you conldn't lend me tho
ten hob till it comos ™

“You've "it it1” agreed Dop.
goualdn’t "

“Well, make 1t half-a-crown,” said
Bunter. By the way, old fellow, yvou

I'FI
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vengeance, this was a favourable oppor-
tunity for catching the new junior on
his own. True, it was against all the
rules for a prefeet to butt into a matter
which had been taken into & Form
master's hands and settled b{ him. Buk
Pop liad seen enough of the bully of the
Sixth ta know that Gerald Loder cared
?er{ little for the rules, so long as he
could keep up appearances.

There was & heavy tread in the
Remove passage a few minutes later,

“Oh, my I* rgpeated Pn;f,

The door of Study No. 1 was thrown

open.

Loder of the Sixth walked in, and
grinned sourly at the sight of the new
Junior sitting at the table.

1
~-
L]

LAY

L}
L}
1

« Popper 1** roared Mr. Quelch. The junior was stariled and gave a jump, Crash! Clang!

The poker and the bust went to the floor together.

“Well, what about that half-a-crown
azked Bunter.

“Nothing about a 'arf-crown " said
Fop. “For goodness’ sake, roll out of
that door, and shut it after you, and
lct a covey get s lines done |

“ Boast 1

“0p it 1" said Pop.

“I'm not anxions for your company
gaid Bunter scornfully., “I'm rather
particular whom I mix with, and I draw
the line at circus nerobats | And T jollr
well won't tell vou now what Loder
said 1"

“T don't want to 'ear it

“T was poing to tell yon that Loder's
coming up here after you I anid Dunter,
“Now I jolly well won’t1 Yalh ™

And with f#hat and a scornful sniff,
William Georpge Bunter rolled out of
;.I}u study and slammed the door after
1im.

“0h my ' said Paop,

TTo did not resume wriling his imposi-
tion. Trep being over in the DRemove,
the studica were deserted, exeopt for
Study Mo, 1, where Pop sat at his lines,
If Loder of the Sixth was looking ior

!H

Pop eved him warily.

“1 'ope vour leg's better, Loder1” ha
gaid, very civilly.

“Do yout" said Loder, *Get up from
that chair 1™

Pop rose slowly to his feot. Iio kopt
the table betwoen himsoli and the bully

of the Bixth,

“MNow cnme here, and bend over this

chatr ' said Lador.

“What for?™

“I'm going to give you sixl
move on | i

Pop of the Remove did net gob a
move on.  He remained whoro ho was,
eyoing Loder very watchfully across the
table.

“You ain't
Enow 1™ ho sal

Get a

eing to lick me, you
5. “Ar. Queleh's given

meo five 'undred lines for what "appened
in the quad to-day 1"

“Oh, that1” said TLoder corclessly.
“Na, I'm not going to lick you for that,
Popper, Not at all1 That matter was

scttled by your Form master, and it hos

nothing farther to do with me. You
musti't imagine for ono moment that

Tue Maguer Lipksay.—No. 1,167
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I'm raking that affair up again. In
fact, I'd forgotten all about it.”

Loder’s manner was quite playful—as
playful as that of a cat dealing with a
mOLSe.

“Then what are you licking me for "
demanded Pop. .

“You've a right to know!” said
Loder, with the same playful manner.
“T'wm going to lick you for whisthng in
the pmssages. You've been told several
times that it's ainat the rules for a
junior to whistle in the paszages. You're
not in the circus now, you know; and
you have to do as you're told at Grey-
friara,"

“But I ain't been whistling in the
passagea since I was told!™ objected
Pop. “"Give you my davy I ain't,
Loder.” .

“1 don't know what & davy is—not
hmrmi had the advantage of bheing
brought up in the slums,” zaid Loder
genially. *“But if you mean that you
give me your word, you can save your
breath.,  You'll want it for howling
before I've done with you. Bend over
that chaoir|” 2

“You mean that you're going to lick
no for making you whack your leg in
tko quad, and you've got & whopper all
réady to tell Quelch if he wants to
bnow I'* eaid Pdp. .

“I'm not here fo argue with you,”
pipid Loder. *Ara you bending over
that chair, or do Tytm want me to take

]

you by tha collari®

“I ain't going to be licked for
nuthing,” sald Fop stubbornly—"and
you can put that in your pipe and
seaoke it, Loder.™

“That does it1" eaid Loder; and he
ttrode round the table at P::-Ip.

Pop circled round the table in the
cther direction.

Loder’s eyes gleamed, and he prasped
the table and whirled 1t aside. Pens
and ink and papers went in a shower to
ifie Aoor. He made a jump at Pop:
and Pop mode a jomp at the window,
which was wide opon to admit the
Bummer air.

“You young ass! Come back ! yelled
boder, in alarm, as the scheolboy
ferobat negotiated the window.

Pop did not come back., Tho fact
that the window was more than thirt
fect from the ground, and that o fal
rmeant instant death, was nothing to tho
one-time  King of the Trapera of
Walker’s World-Famous Circus, Ha
hung on the window-sill, his legs trail-
ing among the thick tendrils of ancient
{vv below, and grinned at Loder.

“Come arter me!” he suzgested.

Loder stood glaring at him through

e open window. The peril of the
unior's pesition was terrible—or would
mve been to anyous bub a practized
kcrobat.

"“{ome back " hissed Loder.

* Bow-wow 1V

" You mad young jdiot ™

“You mad old idiot!"
vop agrecably.

U l=]=T"ll amash vou!"

“Get on with it!" said Pop cheer-
fully., “You ’it me, and down I go:
and what'll you say at the inquest?”’

T You—you—you—=" gaspad Lodar.

Y Me—me—me " mimicked Pop.

Wil vou get inT? hissed Loder.

“Nok "arf 1™

“Then I'll drag you in, and thrash

ou within an inch of your life!™ said

er, between his teeth,

Ho came closer to the window, and
laid his cane on a chair., Pop eved him
coolly,

“You lay » 'and on me, and down
T gol'" he said.

I.odler tock no heed. Ho strotched out

Tue Maarer Lisrary.~—No. 1,167,

retorted

his_hands over the sill to grasp the
junior by the shoulders and drag him
m.

Tha next moment he stopped dead,
transfixed, with a gasp of horror, Pop's
hands left the window-sill, and his head
and face disappeared from view. There
was o rustling sound in the thick iv
below ; and then silence. Loder, roote
to the Aoor, gazed out into the darkness
with a faca white with horror.

" GFood heavene ! breathed Loder.

For a full minuto ha could not move.
Then he forced himself fo the window,
and leaned out and looked down.

Only darkness met his view

or trembled.

Not a ery—not a eound from belowl
But he did not expect to hear a cory;
he knew that if the [alling junior had
struck the earth from a height of thirty
feet thero would be no ery. The per-
gpiration trickled thickly down Leder's
pallid face,

Tor o moment or two he was consclous
of remorse. e wished from the bottom
of his heart that he had let the junier

alone.
thought

But that
T ll-!.ll.

ANOTHER BUDDING
RHYMESTER GATCHES THE

was  quickly

JUDGE'S
with the following Greyfriars
merick.
HE GETS APOCKET WALLET
FOR IT!

At aur school is a champlion
i whaokeyr **

Who Iz dead nuts on every
young slacker,

So the boye hatched a plot
And the anawer wa got
Was a jelly good tale : " Who

Hecked Hagker 7™

Sent in by C. Wolverson,
I3, Borneo Street, Walsall, Staffs,
Make it vour next job to com-
pile a limerick and l]ct me have
i,  QOur lprizes are WELL
WORTH WINNINGI
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banished by the more pressing thought
of tho consequences to himself,

What was going to happen to him?

Loder sheddered. There could be no
doubt. Ile had seen the two hands ship
from their hold on the window-stll at
the same moment; Popper had had no
chanes to pgrasp the ivy below with
githor of them. Ie had simply let po
hia hold and shot down out of sight. Ho
must have pone down like a stons.
Loder stood at the opon window with
his tecth chattering. The night was
warm, but he was feeling an ey chill
running through Dbim.

Slowly—slowly, Loder of the Sixth
turncd away from the window, Slowly
he dragged himself from the fatal spot.
Slowly he crept out into the Hemove
passage.

Several minntes ticked away on the
stidy elock. Then a face 1ose into
vigw=—had there been anvone to see it
—at the sl,u[i]y window, and Pop peored
into the study.

Hoe grinned az he saw that
vacant, and climbed in.

To Loder's eyes, when ho had scen
the junior’s hands elip from the sill, o
fatality had scemed o cortainty. Ilo
had not bheen aware that the schoolboy
acrobat's legps had been twined in tha
thick tendrils of the ivy below, and
that it was child’s play to the King of
the Trapezo te hang by his legs.

it was

THE MAGNET

All the while the horrified Loder had
been staring from the windew, Fop had
been snuggled in the thick ivy a few
fect below, wz:itmgi for him to clear.

The circns schoelboy sat dewn at the
table again, and resurmed his Impot.
What Loder thm:ight, and what Loder
was going to do, did not worry bim; he
had got rid of the bully of the Sixth,
and that was all ho cared about. Line
after line raced from his pen, and ho
forgot all about Loder.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
earved, impassive HRemove
against the look on Loder's face as he
“lodert What ever is the matter?”
hoarsely.
“ It was not my fault!” gasped Loder.
“I—I intonded simply to speank to
new hoy, and badly trained, 1 thought
e and—

Only a False Alarm
M R, QUELCH started to his fest.
master to display emotion of
any kind., PBut even the cold and seli-
presented himself in the study. Loder
was looking aa if he had seen & ghost,
ejaculated Mr. Quelch, startled and
alarmed, * What—what—what—-—""
““What has happened
“ Popper, sip—-""
“1 cannot be hlamed! I—I went to
Pnpner's gtudy to—io s%-cak to himm—"
£
him, in & kind way, to—to warn him
to adopt & more respectful attitude to-
that & few kind words——"
“YWhat has happened?’®
“What bas happened® shrieked Mr.
Chueleh.

It was not like the quiet, re-
contained Form master was not proof
or something still more horrifie.

' An—an accident, sir!” said Loder
“ But what—what-—»"
What s happened ™
wards Sixth Form prefects. As he is a
“Tut ho—he misunderstood,
“Ho — ha — he——"" Loder gurgled

huskily., “He—he—he jumped—"
" Jumped ™
“ Dut—out—out——"! Loder secmed

unable to finish.

“Qut of what?” almost yelled the
alarmed Form master,

“Dut of the window "' gasped Loder.

Mr. Queleh stoed trunshixed.

“Qut of o Remove study window, do
yon meant”

Yo ! pazped Loder,

* Impossible! What do you mean? A
Remove study window! If he jumped
ount of o Hemove study window he
must have been killed instantly.”

“Tt—it wasn't my fanlt sir—I am nof
to bhlame. I—I was speaking to him
in tho kindest possible manner.”

“Upon my word! Loder, yon must
be mistaken! TUnless the boy 13 insane,
he cannot have been puilty of such an
act!™ Ar. Quelch spluttered. “ Hless
mv soull If this s true, Loder——"

CIt—it—it"'s truc!?’ groaned Loder.

“Toder! Mora than onco have
heard complaints of bullying on your
part! Onee or twice I have spoken to
vou abeut it! Loder, what have you
done to drive & foclish boy to =&
desnerate act?™

Loder fairly eringed.

“l'?JhI! Nothing! I swear, nothing!
e

“T cannot beliove that such o thing
has happened!  Such things do nok
happen!  Dut I must investigate ot
onee

Mr. Queleh hourried from his study,

Loder followed him, almost tottering.

Many surprized glances fell on tho
Bemove master as he whisked away to
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tha door, his face wildly perturbed, and
his gown fluttering behind him. He
almost ran into Wingate of the Sixth,
and the captain of Greyiriars stared at
bim with wide-open eves.

“Has something happened, sir—2-"
gasped Wingate.

“Yos—no—I do not know: Loder
etates that a Remove boy has fallen
from a atud? window—— The new boy,
Popper—*

“Qh!* ]EHPH& Wingate.

“Get a light, Wingate, and come with
mo! Loss no time!"

“I've an electric forch in my
stody——-"
“Quick 1"
Mr. Quelch bounded om. Wingate

guickly got hold of the electric forch
and followed him into the quad. Leder
staggered out into the night air, his
knees knocking together.

“Y say, you fellows!”

Billy Bunter burst into the Rag, his
eyes almost bulging through  his
gpectacles with excitement.

“1 eay, you fellows!"” he yelled.

* Hallo, hallo, hallo!”
h“Pﬂp—pup—pup—-” stuttered Bun-

r.
“What

“Pop—Pop—Papper’s fallen out of
the study window—"

“Great Beott

*(Oh, my hat!”

“1 say, yvou fellows, Loder did it!"”
shrieked Bunter. *“I heard him tell
Carne he was going up to collar Popper
in the study after prep—and he looks as

[}

chito as walk—
“What " 2
] mean as white as chal
There was a rush out of the Rag at
once. Hardly anvbody believed _tha
startling newa; but all were alarmed.
The door of the House stood wide open,
the night breese whispering in. Bome
of the fellows rushed out into the quad.
In the distance, under the Remove
windows, a light was winking in the
darkness. )
“There they arel™ exclaimed Whar-

tun-r

“Looking for the bub-bub-body!™
gasped Bunter,

“Jt can't be true!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. *“It's impossible!  But for
goodness’ soke let’s go and see”

“Come onl” gasped Wharton.

Tt was ageinst all rules for fellows
to leave the House at such an hour. But
rulos counted for nuthi:ﬁ in that
moment of wild alarm. ready :L‘.hu
startling news was spreading like wild-
fire. Follows of all Forms crowded ocut
of the Hou and scudded round
towards the winking light of the electne
torch in the Creyfrinrs captain’s hand.

Mr. eloh, doubting but deeply
nlurmﬂdqqtndh’ hurriﬁeﬂ,g scanned the
ground under the Remove study win-
dpws.

MNothing of an unusual nature was ib
be scen there.

Wingate flashed the light to and fro;
and horrified glaneces swept the ground.
But they discovered nothing.

“1 was—was sure it could not have
happened,” panted Mr. Quelch, “I was
—was sure of it] Loder, you have made
soma childish mistake—"

“I saw him fall—" guavered Loder.

“There's no sign of him here!” said
Wingate dryly.

“"He may have fallen [arther out—-"

“"Look—Ilook, Wingate! Bring the
light.”

The light flashed to and fro.
other fellowe had produced
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Beveral
eloctrio

Jowed them in.

torches, too. Lights flashed and glit-
tered on all sides. But they rovealed
no trace of what all dreaded to sce.

Loder stared round him, stupefied.
That Popper had fallen from the win-
dow, he knew. But if he had fallen,
whore was he?

“Jome—szome trick has been played!”
higsed Mr. Quelch. “Loder, you have
made & stupid mistake—or you have
been deceived somehow! Thank good-
ness 1t 15 no worse.”

“ But—but—" babbled Loder. “JI—

I paw—--"

(11 Hﬂmnﬁﬂ- lu

Mr. Quelch stared round at the
buzzing, excited crowd, with a baleful
eye.
“What are you boys doing out of the
Houge ! he hooted. “Go in at once—
at once! Tlo you hear meo?”

" We—we thought Popper was killed,
Blr——" gasped Billy Bunter.

“Nonsensel Silence!”

“Perhaps he's smashed into such
ernali pieces, eir, that you cam’'t find
them —"

“Take ity lines, Bunter!”™

“Oh lor® I

“Return to the House immediately,
all of you. This is—is shocking—=canda-
lous—unprecedented—*

The CGreyfriara fellows faded away
out of the scene. Mr. Quelch, with
compressed lipa and glittering eyes, fol-
Ligder totterod in after
him, Loder's brain was in a whirl ; and
he had given up trying to understand
what it all meant.

Mr. Quelch whisked away to the
stairs,

“Come with me, Loder! You others,
remain whera you are! There's no
cauen for excitement—none 'ﬁhi!f-&‘i"ﬂl'!
I am sure of that! Wingate, will you
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absurd trick have youn been playing
now ¥ roared Mr. Quelch.

“0Oh my!” ejaculated Pop. “I—1—I
never jumped from the winder, sir!"

“Y am rwara that you did not! Loder,
cxplain yourself! Here is the boy, un-
harmed{ Do you dare to repeat to me
that you saw him jump from the study
window? Explain yourself at once.”

Loder almost babbled.

“I—I didn’t say jumped, sir—"

“You did eay jumped; Loder! Youn
said distinctly, jumped !”

“I—1 meant—I meant that he fell—
and he did fall!” gaaped Leoder. “I
saw him let go end fall—and I can't
underastand—"

““Is it possible, Popper, that you have
been playing ﬁur oircus tricks—your
acrobatia  tn i g0 dengerous &
place as a window thirty feet from the
ground 1™

“Dh > gasp&d Loder. He began to
understand.
 FPop suppressed s grin. The expres-
sion on the face of Henry Samuel
Quelch binted that it woe no time for
grinning.

" Answer me, Popper!” roared Mr.
Quealch,

“I jest 'ung out of the winder, sir,”
said Pop. *“That bloke was going to
lick me, and I +wasn't going to be
licked for nothing. 1 jest 'ung cut of
the winder by my ’ands, sir, and took
‘old of the ivy with my lege; and when
he grabbed at me, I let go with my
'anda,,, sir, and ’ung by my legal 1
wazn't in any daoger, sir—I've done
rizkier things than that on the ‘igh
trapeze in Walker's World-Famoue.
Why, blese your ‘eart, air, it was
nothing to me.”

“You—you—you hung by your legs

(Continued on next page.)

kindly see that
thersa i3 no more
uproar,”

The Remove
master hurried up
tha stairs. Loder
followad him. They
nrrived in the
Remove passage,
and DMr. Quelch
fairly horled open
the door of Study

a—

Nao. 1.

“0Oh my!” zaid a
startled volce
within.

Mr. Quelch strode
into the study.

Popper of the
Remove, sitting atb
his lines, blinked at
him. Then he rose
raspectiully to  his
feot. A faint grin
dawned on his face
at the sight of
Loder's astounded
visage in thoe door-
way., Loder stared
at the new junior as
if he could ecarcely
believe his eyes—as
indead ho scarecely
conld.

“Popper 1 Mr.

uelch’s voice was
almost a roar.

“Yeaasir |

“What have wyou
been doing¥”

*“My lines, sir!”

A hauuﬁfu!l;
Length 23",

“ Eagle

“What? What?
Loder has ctated
}imt :ri:_:u j:;:m;é&d
rom the study
window. What| DEPT. 508
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than bigger and more expensive rivals. The kind of

proud to possess and one which enables
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Bowman single-cylinder
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OFf Halford's branches and all good shops—ask
your dealer or send p.c. for free illustrated leaflet

BOWMAN MODELS
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to the ivy, thirty feet from the ground I”
gurgled Mr. Quelch.

“I've 'ung from a irapeze fifty feck
igh by my tocs, =ir,” said Pop. “'1
wasn't nothing 1™

“You have dared to run such risks!
You—you—you— Loder, you told me
that you came to this study to speak
a few kind words of warning to this
junior. He states thot he climbed out
of the window because you were going

to cano him."
* gasped Loder. He had

e ]I-“_I—I
never expected contradiction from Pop,
in the fearful circumstances. “I—I
meant—"

“Loder, you have prevaricated. T
shall mention the matter to Dr. Locke.
Go I” hooted Mr. Quolch.

Loder gave Pop ona lock, and went.
The Remove master turned to the now
junior again. All hiz alarm and
arxiety had turned to wrath, as is not

an uncommon happening.

“Popper, you deliberately #tricked
Loder into the belicf that a (atality
had occurred. You played & trick that

might woll have led to & dreadful acei-
dent, I have warned vou. ¥You hava
not forgotten my warning. You have
now left me no resource but to request
Dr, Locke to send you away from Grey-
friars, I have no deubt—no doubt what-
ever—that tha Head will accede to my
demand,  Not a2 word! © You have
brought this on yourself.,”

And with those erushing words Mr,
Quelch whisked out of the study.

Pop blinked at him.
. Crushing as the words ware, dismay-
ing as they would have been to any
other Gueyiriara fellow, Pop of the
Remove looked neither crushed nor dis-

mrﬁ*nd. ]
¢ grinned,

Mr, Quelch was no sooner off the
scene than there was a rush of Remove
men up to Study No. 1. Every fellow
iu the Form wantod to ses Pop, and
hear what had bappened. A ecrowd of
faces stared in at the deorway, and bo-
held an unexpected sight. %u was
pirouetting round the study Lablo in a
sort of trinmphant danee, and chortling
as he pirovetted,

“What the thump—-="
ITarry Wharton.

“I'm going !” trilled Pop.

4] Gﬁingl'llﬂ-

“Bo Queleh says, IMe won't let mo
off. I'm sached 1™

“ Backed 37

“Yes. Prime, ain’t it? Hurrah !

“0Oh, my hat!"?

M Hurrah "' velled Pop. “ Me for the
circus!  Hoo-blooming-ray 1"

A fellow under sentence of the sack,
as a rule, was reduced to the lowost
depths of the dumps. That wes not tha
case with Cecil Popper of the Remove,
That night, in tho Remove dormitory,
Pop dreamed that he was already back
in Walker's World-Famous Circus; and
& joyous tFrm overspread his face as ho
slumberced,  And when the Remove
turned out in the morning at the clang
of tho rising-bell, the summer sun was
not brighter than the face of Pop of
the Circus,

exclaimed

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Mr. Quelch Is Too Kind !
(i RIME ¥
P __That was Pop's enthusiastis,
if not elegant, remark as he
walked out into the sunny
quad that morning.
His faco woas merry and bright.
Nobody, eatching sight of the ncw
fellow in the gquad, would have guessod
that he was to be *bunked,”” after
Tue Macxer Lismary.—No. 1,167

being little more than a week at the
school.

Pop zeemed to ba walking on air.

He whistled shrilly through his teeth
as he walked. It was not a musical
sound, but it was merry.

“Frime, ain’t it?” said Pop
to whistle, and grinning widei
came on the Famous Five,

The juniors laughed.

“All depends on the point of view
I suppose,” said Harry Wharton, =
wouldn't like to be in your shoecs, old
man.

“The primefulness does not appesr
terrifio, to mi honourable and ludicrous
self,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram

coasing
y as ha

ingh,

j“gﬂ'uu really want to get out of Grey-
frinrs?” asked Frank MNugent.

It was difficult for a Greyfriars man
t» understand anybody wanting to get
out of Greyfriars, whatsoever might be
tho attractions elsewhere,

“Don’t T—just!” said Pop, with a
deep breath,

“Then you must be a thumping ass 1™
remarked Johnny DBull.

“1 s'posa you wouldn't seo it,” said
Pop tolerantly. * You win't never *ung
by your 'eale on the igh trapeze! ¥You
ain’t never stood on yeur ‘ead on a
gi::l!upmg forse. I ain’t running down
the school. Nice old place, for a quiet
life. I liko you follers, too ! Most of the
follers I've met ’cre is good sorts
Bufe—-"

Pop shook his head. Greyfriars was
al. r-:%I]t. in its way, but in comparison
with Walker's World-Famous Circus, it
was like moonlight unto sunlight, as
water into wine |

“Well, I'm glad you're pleased,
anyhow,” said Wharton, ' As 1t can’t
be helped now——"

“Pleased aa Punch!" said Pop. “1
say, when do you fellers think 1t will
come off ! Aforo classes, I 31']‘&{}-3{:?”

“Well, I suppoge zo, if it's coming
off at all"” said Harvy, I suppose
Quelch will take you to the Heud first,
and then call Sir Hilton P{:ip]'rl:r on Lthe

Eht:ut'm, and tell him. And I suppose
e'll ecame for you”
Pop's cheery fuce fell a lLiitle.

“Thal's rather a fly in the jam ! he
admitted. I don't want to sce old Tin-
ribs! Htill, he won't want to keep mo
at 'omo! 'That stands to reason! I'I1
make him tired of ine if he does. Bothoer
“im, anyhow [

After breakfast Pop expected to be
called on by his Ferm master, to bo
taken to the Head, Buat it did npot
happen.

1 lSuclEh, apparently, was 'eaving it
tili later.

There was no doubt that the Remove
master had meant what ho had said in
Study No, 1, the previous evening. Ilo
had been decply and intensely ungry.
After his serions and zolemn warnin
to Popper, the circus schoolboy ha
not only repeatod his acrobatic per-
formances, but repeated them in o way
that endangered hifs and limb. It was
enough to exasperate the most paticnt
master, and to make him apxions to got
stich o very peculiar pupil off his hands,
I'op had no doubt that Quelch meant
business; but he swished he would get
gn with it.

If ha was going, what was the use
of ancther moruing's lessons?  TE
seemed absurd, to Pop. to worry him-
self over lessons that fine sanny morn-
ing, when he was under zentence (o
leave the school.

However, as nothing was said to lim,
he had to join up wlen the Remove
went to their Form-room.

Dir. Queleh was observed to give him
a somewhat grim look as he came in
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with the Remove, After that ona
glance, however, he took no especial
notice of Popper,

When the J.Enrm went out in break
I'ep expected to be called on to st
behind. But ho was not calied on, an
ho went out with the rest, pusziled and
a littla uneasy.

“What's he "anging it out for?” he
asked Wharton, *Why don't the old
covey come down to businessi™

“Better ask him,” said Wharton,
Innp:hi'nF.

“Well, he ain’t a bloke you can ask,"
said Pop ruefully. “But I wish Imgr.l
ger on with it, 'Tain’t any good ‘ang-
ing it oub, Kceeping a bloke in susponse,
you know,"”

After third school, however,
found that tho Temove master had
forgotten him.

When thoe Lower Fourth wers dise

Pop
ok

mizssed the Form master called on
Popper as the juniors filed out,
op’s heart bounded.
It was coming at last! He turned

towards the Form master’s desk and
approached M Queleh. He realised
that it would be wiser, as well as better
form, not to show what he felt about
the maitter, and he tried as hard as
he could to look serious and solemn,
After oll, Quelch was a good sort in

15 way; and he had been kind and
paticnt 1n many ways with his rathep
troublesome new pupil. Pop would not
have hurt his feelings for worlds; and,
?“g.h?“'- 1t was, to say the loast,
Lu weiouz not to let Quelch suspect thad

e wis glad to go.

*Yessir ! Eaigol?ﬂp.

e Emdli do not say fYessie'™
frowned Mr. Quelch, *“*Yes, sir’ gre
tpm? ﬂrnrds, not one, Poppor. Bay * Yes,
sir.

“* Yosgir I

“ It appcars to me, Fopper, that since
you havub been hore vour pronunciation
has deteriorated instead of improved.”

“0h my!” said Pop.

“¥You must not say ‘Oh

“1 mean blimey, sir 1" zaid
cently.

“Upon my word, if you usa such in
expression aa ' hlimey * again, Popper,
I shall cane wyou!"™ exclaimed My,

e
op inhaos

Queleh,

Fopper was silent, and thero wos a
pruse.  Mr. GQueleh eved him and
ceaghed.,  Pop began to feel appre-
housive,

“I have been considering your case,
Popper,” resumed the Remove master,
at last, “VYour conduct yesterday was
outrageous, as I am sure you replize”

“0rrible, sir!" said Pop cheerfully.
2o long as Quelch did not take &
lenient view, Pop was willing to agree
to anything. “ Awful, sir !

“1 am gﬁzd you realise its seriousness,
Popper.” .

“"Course I do, sie!"” said Pop. ™ You
can't be expected to put up with it, sir,
1 ain’t expecting it™

* You cauvsed an zlarin in the school,
amd there might have been a torrible
accident ! said Mr., Quelch sternly.
“Such conduct cannot possibly Lo
tolerated, Popper. You must be aware
of that.”

“1 pet vou, sir!™ azsented Popper.

“You must not say that you get me "
hooted Mr. Quelch. * Such expressions
aro—arg—are outrageous |

“1 mean, I under-constumbls, sic.”

“You—vyou what? purgled Mr.
Oueleh. "' What ever can possilly be the
wmeaning  of that extraordinary  ex-
pression T

“Oh, that's n word Jocy, the clown,
uzez in his baek-chat in the clrens, sip™
st Pap. “You never saw Walker's
World-Famous Cireus, did you, siri”
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* Certainly oot

“You want to see it, sir,” said Pop.
®If it ever comes B this 'ere way,
gir, you 'op it to that circus and ses the
show | It's a sight for sore eyes, sir
Jooy is the funniest clown you ever see
gir~~ho will fair make you {aurﬂt a biler
larfing.”

“Hilonco ¥ said Mr, Quelch in a
formidable voice,

" Oh, yessiri”

Mr, Quelch breathed hard.

“As I have szid, Popper, I have con-
gidered your case. Your conduct has
been thoughtless, disrespectful, out-
rageous, unprecedented—not at all what
can lpussi'bly be tolerated at Greyfriars.”

“] know, sir! 1 ain't sooted to a
gchool like this, sir!” eaid Pop. "I
sin't blaming you for sending me away
pir. I see mesolf that it's jesb right and
proper.” x

“I am glad and relieved,
Popper, to see that you realize
the seriousness of your econduct.
It encourage: me to give you
another chanca.”

Pop jumped,

“What?" he ajaculated.

* [ .aat night,” said Mr, Quelch,

I was resolvéd that you should
leave Grﬂfﬂnﬂ. 1 consulted
with your headmaster. He very
kindly left the decision in my
hands, Nevertheless, after ocon-
pultation on the matter, we came
to the conclusion that your out-
rageous conduct was rather due
to the bad training you received

at an early and impressionable
age, than to any seriona faults in
your character. We decided that
vou might given or
chance to good at this
hﬂFﬂﬁ; . dropped. He stared
s jaw dr . He
at the master :? the Remove in
blank dismay.
“0h!"” he

“You B o e SR N

main, Popper—""

“ﬂw ln

“And I trust,” eaid Mr.
Quelch sternly, “that you will
try to dessrve this kindness—"'

*1 shall pass over your ouirageous
conduct. I 1 take no further notice
of the matter. I shall give you, as I
have eaid, ancther chancd. Make the
most of it, Popper; I warn you to make
the most of it] Such & chance will nob
recur, should there be any repetition of
your disorderly conduct. Bear that in
mind! You maygo!”

Mr. Quslch probably expected thanks,
Probably he expected roliof to dawn and
shine in the face of the respited
Removite. Ne doubt he expected a
burst of gratitude. .

If Mr. Quelch expected thess things,
ho was disﬁppuinted. Pop did not utter
e word. He only stared blankly at the
Remove master. .

Pop's card-castles had fallen in rnins
round him. The circus waa as far off
as nver |

He was forgivenl Forgiveness, in
most cireumstances, i3 gratifying. In
these circumstances, it wasn't | In uttor,
overwhelming dismay, the circus school-
bov blinked at the forgiving Form
master.

“(th my 1" he said at last.

* You may gol” repeated Mr. Quelch
acidly. He was dizappointed ; annoyed.
The boy scomed to have po proper
fecling, )

Slowly, dismally, Pop turned away.
In silence, ho almost crawled from the
Form-room. He limped out inta the
guad. The gummer sunshine did not

lighten his clouded face. His expregsion
wasg one of fixed gloom,

“Hallo, hallp, hallot” Tob Cherry
olapped him on the shoulder. * Enjoy-
mﬁ‘ ife, what "

Ok my 1* said Pop.

Bob looked at him.
_ "Poor old chap!" he said, “ Feecling
it now, what? fancied you'd feel it
when i1t really came to going, I'm
awluolly sorry.”

“Fathead !" said Pop ungratefully,

“What-a-t¥"

“I'm not poing ! mumbled Pop.

“ Mot going ¥ ejaculated Tob.

“The DBeuk's pgiven me
chance 1™

*“Oh, my hot 1™

“ Another chance!™ repeated Top.
“And me counting my  blooming
chickens afors thoy was ’atched !l Oh
my! I g'poso hoe means well. He's let
me off | T got to stick itl Oh my ¥

“Ha, ha, ha 1" roarcd Bals

“What are vou eackling at, vou fat-
head 1 denranded Pop resentiully,

“Ha, ha, ha 1" vollad Dol

“0h, ralz!” growled Top, and he
stalked away, leaving Dob still yvolling.

Pop of the Clircus was stili 'op of
Greyfrinrs. When everybody hod ex-

peted him 4o got eacked, Mr. Queleh
Em:] relented and given him another
chanee. It was too bad, Pop considered,
And hiz droame of returning to the
circus faded into obscurity—but not for
long !

anather
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Loder glared at Pop
through the window.
" Come back, you mad
young fdlotI" e
hissed. "Hhu‘n’l‘ you
mad old fdiot1* re-
torted Pop.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Bunler Hears of Something to his
Advantapge |
said Mr.

6 LARGE cake !
A FProut.
Billy Bunter started.

It was purely by chance
that Dunter, in morning break that
Saturday, had selected tho wall undar
the IMifth Form master’'s study window
upon which to lean his portly person.

O all attitndes Dunter preferred the
horizontal. He found his weight easior
to support when thus cxtended. Htill,
he could not lie down always; and when
be could not lie down, lLe liked to mt
down., Novertheless, ho could not =it
down always; and when he could
neither lin down nor sit down, he liked
to lean. Now he was leaning. There
was, in point of fackt, too much of
Tunter for Dunter to darry it about with
comlort. It eased him to let the solid
old walls of Greyiriars support his
weight for a time.

"That the study window above him was
onen, to admit the frosh air of the
[:}Inasaut sumener’s morning, Dunter had
not noticed. Ho had not even noticed
that it was Prout's window till ho heard
Prout's voico. ]

anter was not thinking of Prout.
His thonghts were wrapped round a
much mors important personage—W. G,

{Continued on page 16.)
Tug Magxer Lippany.—No, 1,167,
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(Continued from page 13.)

Bunter to wit. There wara fow moments
when Bunter's thoughts streyed far
from W. G. Bunter.

More especially, it was the inner
Bunter that oceupied his thoughts. The
inner DBunter was apacious; and soon
after = meal, Bunter was conscious of
an aching void there. In bresk, a
follow needed light refreshments, Iad
Bunter received the postal-order he had
been expecting for gquite & considerabls
time, Bunter would not have been lean-
ing against the wall under FProut's
window. Bunter would have been in the
school tuckshop, wrapping himself out-
side foodstuffs. .

But the postal-order had not arrived;
go there was Bunter, ocoupied, as
Shakespeare would have expressed it, in
chewing the oud of sweet and bitter
fancy. His sweot fancy painted the
doughouts in Mrs. Mimble's shop in
attractive eolours on the blank canves
of hia fat mind. His bitier fancy
gloomed on the fact that be was Etﬂnii'-
and that not one of the considerabie
number of beasts in the Remove would
lend him Il-n'j'ﬂllﬂf- ) . o

Butting suddenly into his meditations
came the deep m:nf fruity voice of Prout
from the open window of the study.

It was rather startling. From dough-
nuts Buater’s thoughts had turned to
cake—a natural transition. His afec
tions were almost ually divided
between doughnuts and cake. Both
were delightful. Doughnuts, perhaps,
were a little more scrumplious;: on the
other hand, cake was more solid and
lasted longer. DBunter was thinking, then,
of ake ; and Prout'sremarkable observa-
tion in the study chimed in, harmonisin
with hia thoughts. It was really an od
coincidenee. 1t secemed to be & case of
two sculs with but a single thought,
two hearts that beat as one,

snid DMr.

“Ieed top—certainly [
Bunter

Prout.
Bunter listened, of course;
was “same ™
Prout's remarks

listened to everything;

listener, Dut really

wera rather surprising. Mr. Prout, the
master of the Greyiriars Fifth, could
hardly take a personal interest in eakes,
even larpe cakeswith iced topa, Mr. Prout
had reached the age when a large cake
with an iced top, instead of presenting
irresistible attractions, was rather re.
garded as a deadly enemy. EBilly
Bunter could have dealt with the
largest imaginable cake, and come up
smiling and asked for another. But a
large cake would have given Mr. Prout
what the doctor wmﬁd have called
dyspepsia, and what the juniors would
have called jip, 8o it really was odd to
hear Prout talking to himsclf about
large cakes with iced tops.

* Fruit—oh, certainly 1" seid Proutf.

. “Well, my hat!™ murmured Bunter,
in wonder,

“Really, T know very little ahout—ch
—cakes!” gaid Mr, Prout. "I leave
details to your judgment. A large cake?
Certainly, Fruity? Oh, yea! Teed?
Certainly. And a suitable inscription.

TaE Maiawer Lissary.—No. 1,15?.

Eh? What did you m%’_? Yes, yes! I
forgot to mention it. g5, certainly, &
birthday cake! Oh, yes!l”

Billy Bunter's fat brain did not work
quickly. But he began to understand.
Frout was not tallung to himself; he
was mlﬂ:iﬁg

e

into the telephone in his
study.

was ordering a birthday
cake from eome establishment where
they supplied such comestibles, What
the thump Prout could want with a
birthday cake was still &8 mystery. DBui
there it was: he was ordering one.

“A Happy Birthday, or something of
that sort,” went on Prout., Oh, yes; or
Many Happy Returns of the Day. Oh,
yes; the usual thing, you know! It is
for & boy—yes, a nephew. Quite s0;
ves! I presume that it can be delivere
to-day? What—what?! Very goodl
Any time so lmj-gh a3 I may ba able to
agtch the post with the parcel before aix,
Very good! Yes, that 1z all, thank youl
E-Ir.r],?mut. Greyfriars Bchool. Good-

yo

The fruity voice of Mr, Prout died
AWLY.

The Fifth Form master hung up, and
stepped to the study window to look oub
into the quadrangia.

. His glance foll on the fat junior, le#n-
ing on the wall beneath window.
Mr. Prout frowned.

Ho did not approve of slackness. It
was true that Bunter did not belong to
his Form, and that Form masters were
not supposed to butt into other Form
masters’ duties. There was an etiquette
about these things. Mr. Prout, how-
aver was guperior to etiquetie,

“Bunter{”” he rapped out.

Eilly Bunter etarted and blinked up
at him.

“Oh! Yes, sirl”

* Do not lounge!” said Mr. Prout.

l'-l-'Ehillj

“Do not lean and laungl_e about in that
alack manner, Bunter! It i shodking!
It is_a very disagreeable spectacle.
Your Form master would be displeszad
if ho saw you. Pull yourself together!®

Dunter's eves gleamed bohind his
spectacles. He would have liked to tell
the Fifth FPorm master to go and eatb
coke. Ie would have liked to mention
that it was like Prout’s cheek to slang
hime. But it was wiser to leave these
remarks unuttered, snd Bunter rolled
away without rﬂpfying, followed by &
disapproving planes from Prout.

Tha bell rang for third schogl soon
afterwards, and Bunpter rolled in with
the REemove,

Third lesson that morning dealt with
geography ; but Billy Bunter's thoughts
were not of a geographieal nature.

His fancy dwelt on the cake that
Prout had been nr&erinlg on the tele.
phone, probakly from the bunshop at
Courtfield. "They were famous for their
cakes at tho Courtficld bunshop. Bunter
did not like Prout, and he thought it
would be awful to have him for an
unecle; but fust then Bunter wished that
he were Irout’s nophew. Somoe un-
known nephew of Prout’s was going to
get that large cake, with iced top and
a sultable inseription. Duntor wished
that Prout was his uncle, positively for
one oceasion only, as it were.

itBunmr!”

It was Quelchy’s acid voice, and it
recalled the Owl of the Remove {rom
& happy day-dream featuring large cakes
with iced tops.

“Oh! Yes, sirl” stammeored Bunter,
“You arec not paying attention,
Bunter.”

“Oh, ves, sir! I—I heard every word
you wers saying, sir!” gasped Bunter,
wondering what Mr, Quelch had becn
BAYINE.
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“Indeed! And what is the most
etriki feature of DMount Ewerest,

otherwise Mount Gaurisankar, in the
Himalayas, Bunter 1"

# The—the iced top, sir."

“What 1"

WI1—I mean—"

“1f you mean that the mountain is
covered with perpetual snow, Bunter,
yﬂu—“

“0Oh, yes! Exaectly, sir.”

“ And what else can you tell me about
Mount Liverest, Bunter?”

“It—it's the largest cake in the
world, sir—"

“*The what " roared Mr. Quelch.

“I—I—] mean, the largest mouns
tain,” gasped Buntor. “ When—when I
say cake I—I mean mountain, sir. The
lurgest world in the cake—I—I mesn,
the largest Himalaya in the mountain—
that is to say—'

'f]u_rntnr wﬁn g:tt:ing mixed,

*You will take ftty lines Bunter.,”

“Oh lor' | ¥

“And if you do not pa
Bunter, you will be detaine
noon 1n the Form-room.”

.;hﬂh i_” tg:_mpp.d Bunter. 4 took

e fat junior sat up end took notice
efter that,

Detention that afterncon would have
put the lid on schemes that were form-
1ng in Bunter's podgy hrain.

That aftornoon & large cake was to be
delivered from the hugnalmp, It would
be landed in Prout's study. Already it
had occurred to Bunter {hnt it" would
be a good deed to save Prout the trouble
of getting that parcel off to-his nephew.
‘Thera was somebody much mnearer af

nd who would appreciate that ceke
il;] 5 as Bmu% es P;g*ut’: ugkuuﬂ-

W, un oould afford to
detained that afternoon.

For tho remainder of third lesson Mr.,
%uelch had a model pupil in Bunter.

he Owl of the Remove hung on his
words as if they were pearls of price
druppm& from the Form master's lips.
When the Remove were dismissed at
Inst Bunter breathed freely. Ho was
done with Q[m;lah now, and could devota
his erful intellect wholly snd solely
to the task of saving Prout the troubls
of getting that parcel off.

attention,
this after-

i —

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Friend In Need !

ih? NG it
A Bunter grinned.
He did not need telling

) whe had made that remark
which Eoell on his ears as he o pmm.:heci
Btudy No. 1in the Bemove., There was
only one Greyiriars man who disre-
garded the aspirate in that reckless
AN DeT.

The fat junior blinked into the study.

e had como to look for the Famous
Five, but Harry Wharton & Co, were
nat there. FPop was in the study, and he
was moving about rvestlessly, with an
Exunndi:lglg dissatisfied cxpression on his

ace,

“Whore are those beasts?” asked
Bunter. .

"3k, "op 161Y prunted Pop.

“Have they gone outi!™ demanded
Bunier.

“Yes, "Op ittt

“The rotters!” ssid Bunter indig-
nantly,

Bunter had Dbeen rather busy since
dinner, He had been keeping an eye
open—or, rather, two eyes, not to men-
tion a largo pair of spectacles. He had
not watched 1n vain.

A large pareel had been delivered for
Mr. Prout. Trotter had taken it to
Prout's study.
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Prout was out of gates. He had
walked ebroad with Capper, the
master of the Fourth, .

Fate, indeed, scemed to be playing
into Bunter's fat hands. Prout, no
doubt, would come in in time to get
that parcel off by post. But, in
meantime, the parcel lay on his study
table, where Trotter had placed 1t.

All that was necessary was to bag the
cake while it was there unwatched and
unguarded. Bunter had already sug-
gested it to Skinner, to Snoop, ta Btotf,
to Fisher T. Fish, to Bolsover majer,
and to Wibley, generously offering them
“halves.” Each and every one of those
fellows had told him to go and eat
coke, to go and chop chips, or somethin
of the kind. Possibly some of them ha
conscientious chjections to bagging the
eake. All of them had strong objections
to taking the consequences of bagging
i, Bunter came to SBtudy No. 1 on a
forlorn hope.  Ho was going to ask
every man in the Remove before he took
the risk of bagging the cake himself.
Bunter liked cake, but he did not like
rishs.

And he found that the beasts had gone
gut! Sneaked off, as it were, while
Dunter waa gtherwiso engaged.

A & era!” repeated Bunter,
“Bnes in%nﬁ like that! Sure they're
gone out, Popper

“Yes. "Op itl”

“You're jolly civill” sneered Bunter,
“Oh, 'op 1t said Pop. “I ain't feel-
ing merry and bright this afternoon, and
rour faco don't maoke me “feel any
citer.™

“You cheeky beast—"

“'Ook it 1™ ;

Billy Bunter neither hopped it nor
hooked it. He fixed his eyes, and his
spectacles, on the new junior. He had
had a very faint hope of enlisting the
Famoas IFive in the good caunse. &
oceurred to him that Popper was a more
hopeful subjeet. Popper, to judge by
his recent proceedings, was a reckless
fellow, regardless of consequences, and
thak was juet the kind of fellow Bunter
wantad to mect.

“1 say, old chap—"
affectionately.

“ Nothing to lend ! said Pop briefly.
A fellow did not need to be more than
o week ot Greyfrinrs to learn what
Byuter meant by “old chap ™ uttered in
an aflectionate tone.

“I'm not asking you to lend meo any-
thing,” s=aid Dunter, with dignity.
“The fact i3, I camo hers to do you o
favour, Popper.”

“¥ou could do me a bigger one by
taking your face away,” answered FPop.

“Lika cake!" ashed Bunter, un-
heedm%.‘,

Pop locked at him.

e was thinking of Walker's World-
Fumous Cireus, and his desire to he
thero. Still, he was not inaccessible to
the atbractions of cake.

"Well, T've got one,” said DBunter,
“and, look here, I'l go halves if you
Hke. You fetch it up for me, and we’ll
whaek it out.™

“Where is 1t 7™ asked Pop, with feint
mterest.

Punter coughed.

“Funny thing is, they delivered it by
mistake inte DProut’s study. T can'd
think how it bappencd. That Trotter
1= such a fool, vou know. Instead of
bringing it to me, he's put it in Prout's

he hegan

study,
" ‘i.:ii”-zl], tell him to ook it out again.”
*“ He—he—he's gone out.”
“"You c¢an ask Proub i, I
eappose.”
“Hle—he's gone ont, too™
Pop looked at him, e was a new
follow, aud did not know Dunter's ways

for

g0 well as tne rest of the Remove knew
them. Bunter hoped that Pop would
swallow this whole,

Instead of which, Fop put his fingors
to hia eye, and opened his evelids
wider,

“Look !” ha said.

“Eh?" Bunter blinked at him
gurprize. " What 7"

“Bep my eya?” asked FPop.

“FEht Ves! What about it#”

“Hee any preen in it 1" inguired Pop.

Billy Bunter blinked at him. Ewvi-
dently Pop had not ewallowed it whole.
Heo had not swallowed it at alll

The Owl of the Remove hbreathed
hard.

“Just like a rotten outsider like you
to doubt a fellow's word!" he ecaid
gcornfully., * I suppose old Popper sent
you hers to be made a gentleman of.
Well, I ean tell you that it's ungentle-
manly to doubt o gentleman's word.”

“1 aint!” said Pop. “T'vo only
doubted your word.”

“Why, yon cheeky beast—"

“Oh, Took it!" said Pop. “If youm
wtm&t to Etfﬂ'{;lldﬂ cake ﬂ-uthnf ]Emut-’f
study, and do your own burgling.
ain't n‘?ﬁnhiﬂg h'::rlrgiar e

“Look here, old chap! It's & ripping
cake I said Bunter. “Prout’s ordered
it specially to send fo hiz nephew for
his birthday. Ha told them on the
telephone that it was to bo a ripper.
Look herel It's in his study now, and
there’s nobody there. Fasy as falling
off a form. We'll go halves! What
about it 3"

Pop gazed at him curicusly. Dunter,
evidently, had no seruples about bag-
ging & cake which Prout had ordered
specially to send fo a small nephew on
his birthday., Bunler, on the otheor
hand. did not regard hims=elf as o dis
honest person,  He would have bren
shocked at the suggestion. Bunter's fat
intellect had its own way of perform-
g its funections. Somchow or other,
it always seemed to DBunter that, if
there was tuck nbount, he had =ome =ort
of mystorious right to it. Untold gold
could have been left In Bunter's nre-
seree without risk, Dut anvything of an
edible nature could not he trusted in
the same universe with Buntfer.

“Woll, vou'ro n corker, vyou arel”
enid Pop, “Vou're a veal corkor, and
no hloomin® error. What are vou deing
at Cireyfriars instead of Dorstal?™

“T.ook here, vom checky rofter——
roarcd Dunter indignantls,

“Oh, "ook ! =aid Pop.

“T.onk here, old chap——"

“Taet's have thiz olear,” gvinned Dop.
Which am I—a checky rotter, or an
old chap?”

“It's as casy as falling off a form.”
urged Banter. *Of canrse, there'll he
n row., Bat wha's to know? Yeu nip
into the study, and nip ont again, and—

in
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like bagpinz nnother fellow's tuch
Prout's a Jorm master] Not tha
there’s any risk ! added Bunter hastily.
“8imply none! Prout's the kind ol
man to make & frightful row about it.
But he'd never know! ¥You mip in—"
“1 don't think [

"You—you see, I mean, there's mno
risk for a fellow like you. You're
clever ¥ said Bunter. “Now, I ain'd
clever] Heei®”

“I seel” grinned Pop. "Solt sowder
don’t cost much, does it?™

“Benst ! sanid Bunter,

He turned to the door. Pop
chuckled. But as tha fat junior was
rolling cut, a new thought seecmed to
strike the circus schoolboy.

“'0Old on ¥ he exclaimed.

Bunter turned back hopefully. If the
temptation of a large and scrumptious
Eﬂm I:llld proved too strong for Popper,
after

“ Prout's rather a rorty old codger,
ain't hei" said Pop thnughtﬂﬁ!m
“Ho would kick up no end of a shindy.”

“Yes; but he'd never know——"

“A feller might get sacked for 1t7"
said Pop.

“Yeos: but it wouldn't come out ™ \

“ A foller could let it coma out I said
Tap.

“Eh1"

“'Ow much vou fancy Prout's paying
for that cake 7" asked Pop.

“Quito a pound,” satd Bunter. “Tt's
Iar‘gﬂ and [ruity, and—"

“A feller could send him a postal-
;:nrﬁﬂr for the money,” said Pop thought-
ully.

“Wha-a-at ™

“Y mean, if a feller waz bunked for
bagging it out of a Form master’s
study, What ¥ said Pop.

Bunter blinked at him blankly.

“IWhat do yon mean, you asa? Do
you want to be sacked?” he snapped.

“Yau've pot it,” said Pop. “ Leave it
to ma, old fat man. Leave it o your
Unele Pop! Tf Prouwt raiscs Cain all
aver Greyfriars, think Queleh will give
me another chance? No fear! I ain't
been ‘ere long, but I've notierd that he
can't stand Pront. Prout holls in too
much, what? Too much of the heavy
father about old Prout! It would mako
Quelch as mad as a ‘atter to have
Prout raising Cain about a Roemove
follor bapging things out of his study.
Leava ik to mol®

Bunter could only blink.

“ All serene ! said Pop. ™1 bag that
eake] I 'and it over to yon, 1if you
likel T don’t want it! When they
raise Cain about it, T own up! Then
it's me for the boot! Teave it to me!”

Billy Bunter eould only eonclude that
tho new fellow waz not gquite right in
the upper story. That, however, was

(Continued on next page.)
e TR,

awd thera yon are!
And it's a serump-
tions cake.™

“There ain't any
risk " grinned Pop.

UNone ot alll
None whatever !#

[1) irhep “‘_h..? dﬂl’l!t
Fou mip in your-
self ¥ '

“0Oh, I—I--Ter™
starnmered  Bunter.

“You silly as=s, a

fellow ni;ighl: he logue of

socled ! [—I-I

mean—-" A
“¥a, la, hEal" A g

roated Tep. o ;
“I nean, il he :

wus spotted ! 'Tuin’t
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an unimpertamt trifle. Tha important
matter was to hag the cale,

Ten ninutes later, Bunter wes wait-
ing m the guad, with an eager, fat
face, and n beating, fat heart, TPop
joined him thers with & parcel under

is arm. It was & large cardboard box
carefully wrapped and tied.

“Dh!" pasped Bunter. '

: Hkﬂ could scarcely believe in his good
UG,
" Now 'ook it!" said Pop.

Bunter had a generous impulse.

“You have some, old chap! Let’s
get out of gates, whera it's safo, and
weo'll whack 1t out.”

Pop shook his head. He had bagged
that cake for his own peculiay reasons,
but he would not share in the plunder.

;'Gp it !" he ;nswared.

nter hopped if.

PE of T-:hPEFREmDW walked back to
the House whistling. He had strong
hopes now of soon hecoming onco more
Pop of the Ciroua.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bad Luck for Bunfer !

L TSCUSTING ! snid Mr. Prout,
‘:‘dﬂﬂ ?I‘.a pleasant  sight !
g0l r. r. :
“If there ?ﬂngthing T dis-
lika in a boy, it is greed ¥ said M.
Prout. g
“(One cannob like it!" agreed Capper.
“T would not eriticize Quelch!” went
on the Fifth Form master. “But there
are somo members of his Form who
would not be a credit to any school
Much as I like and respect Quelch, I
have never been able to approve of his
methods.” . 7
“My own feeling towards Quelch,
said Capper, “ig one of respect and
friondship. But I eannat help adm:lt_;
ting that his methods, as you say—
Capper conghed expressively.
“Look at the boy!” said Prout, "I
said disgusting) I should have said
revolting! Revolting is the word 1"
“T agree with you!” gaid Cupper,
Billy Bunter was utterly unconscious
of the fact that he was the object of
these uncoinplimentary remarks.
Bunter was busy. = ]
With Prout’s cake in his possession,
wrapped up and addressed to Prout,
Bunter had naturally felt that the
gooner he got outside Greyfriars, the
safer he would be. Like cther beasts
of Sm}-, he retired to a secluded spot
to devour his quarry.

The spot he had found was sccluded
and pleasant. Sitting at the foct of o
tree in Friardale Wood, in & pleaecant.
ghady glade, Bunter had unpacked the
cpke, carved it with his pocket-kuife,
and started operations on it

As it was a couple of hours since

mper, and Bunter had nothing
mince but a packet of toffce and some
caramels, and a few biscuits, and a
fow bananas, he was naturally hungry.

was prepered to do full justice to
that cake. And it was 2 lovely cake!
It was & scrumptious cake! The Court-
field bunshop people, famous for their
eakes, wers living up to their reputa-
tion. Bunter had pever tasted a more
delicious cako. Ana it was an ecnor-
moug enke! There was encuph even for
Bunter! Anybody but Bunter might
have thought that there was even too
much,

Bunter was enjoying himsalf.

Far from the madding crowd, as the
poet so well expresses it, Bunter eat
en happy solitude and devoured the
cake,
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That Prout had gone out for & walk momens,

with Capper, Bunter knew, becauss he
had wabched them start. That their
wandering foofsteps led them through
Friagrdale Wood, Bunter naturally did
oot know,

Seated in the grass, his back to the
kree, the cake on his knees, the box and
itz wrappings lying by his side, his
mouth full, Bunter was enjoying life,
and he had ne eyes for anything but
his occupation. And on the thick graas,
Mr. Prout and Mp, Capper made no
sound as they strolled through that
pleasant woodland glade, Not a foot-
step alarmed Eunter, and as he did not
look up from his occupation, he did not
see the two gentlemen approasching.
Bunter had no eyes in the top of his
head, naturally.

“The boy will make himself ill,” said
Mr. Prout, eyeing Bunter from the dis-
tance, with great dizfavour.

o ve:ll.[ probably I"” agreed Capper.

“A disgusting exhibition, Capper.”

- Loathsome ™ gaid Capper.

. “Apparently it is the wretched boy's
intention to devou the whole of that
enormous cake,” said Prout. “If he
does so, he will positively be ill! 1 can-
not allow this.”

Mr. Capper coughed.

"delﬁh dizlikes Intervention in affairs
of his Form!” he murmured. “The
sight is, as vou say, revolting?! Never-
theless—"

“Quelch certainly never expresses
gratitude for advice freom a senior
master who is willing to place a longer
experience at his gervice,” said FProut.
“Quelch is—h'm—-"

“ Bensitive,” said Capper.

"I should say touchy,” said Prout.
“Tart, in faet | Nevertheless, as Quelch
is not present here, I feel bound to
intervens, and prevent that greedy bo
from making himself soriously ill.
FProbably Quelch will not thank me,
when I mention the matter to him, I
receive very little thanks from Queleh.
That docs not, however, discourage me
from being of service to o colleague. 1
ﬁh:;ll intervene, Capper. It 1= my

ukwy Te

“H'm " said Capper

Whether is was Proui’s duly or not,
he was going to intervene. The per-
sistent kinduoess with which Prout inter-
vened in the affairs of other masters at
Greyiriars, scldom or pever elicited
pratitude, but Prout, ns he said, was not
to bo discomaged. Prout was far from
realising that he was an interfering and
fussy old gentleman. This had never
occurred fo him.

Mr. Prout accelersted, and approached
ihe fat and happy Removite.

Still Bunter did net observe him,
Bunter was happy and busy, and breath.
ing & little hard from ks exertions. All
nature smiled on Bunter that day. He
was in possession of an enormous and
scriumptious cake. He had obtained it
without risk to himself; all the risk fell
on Popper. As scon as the row started,
tire trouble was going to fall on Pop.
That was his own arrangement, and
never had Bunter acceded to any
arrangement more heartily. Bunter
was enjoying life. There was not a
shadow on his satisfaction—till tho
?hadﬂw of Mr. Prout suddenly fell an
b,

Then Bunter started and locked up.

* Oooooogh "' he gasped.
l_Thvzr sight of Prout almest paralysed
vim,

It was to avoid establishing any pos-
sible contact with Prout that he ﬂud
retired to that secluded glade in the
wood with his prey. And here was
Prout!

Bunter gasped—at an  unforiunate

.the style and title

THE MAGNET

His mouth was full of cake
Jome of the cake went down the wrong
way. Bunter gasped again—and gurgled

—and choked ! Ile spluitered wildly.
“Qooopogh! Groocoogh! Hoocoohl
Wonoooch !

::%I:guating ol ??"Prﬂut.
DOOUDOEERR. :
“Reavolting | &
“(rurrrrergpg ™
“Buch s speatacle of gree@———=m"
" Gug | Guil Gug! Gug-gug !
“Perhaps I had better pat him on
tha back ™ said Mr. Ea;;ﬂer thought-
fully. *He appears to be ing 1"
Gooog! (Gooooogh! Woooogh!™
Mr. Prout stooped and patted Bunter
on the back. Prout had a large, plump
hand, and he patted hard.
“Grooog ! Qoooch! Oh! Ow! Leave

off I* rgled Bunter. “0Oh erikey!
Owl ava off | Weooch 1V
“Bunter! You will cesse this—this

indisoriminate gorging—this—this re-
volting—" Prout broke off suddenly.
His eyes scemed to become glued on
the box, the wrappings, and the label
Bunter had made considerable progress
with the cake, but it was a very large
cake, and the words “ Happy Returns”
could still be distinguished on what
was left. Prout doubtless would have
supposed that it was Bunter's birthday,
and ‘t.hat soma kind, but injudicious,
relative had sent him thset cake, but
for the label that was staring him in
the face, On that label his own name

was written. On that label was

For some moments Prout gazed
aghast.

Slowly he understood,

This was not a birthday cake sent to
Bunter by s kind but injudicious
relative. This was the cake that he
hed ordered by telephone that morning,
witen, as he remembered now, Bunter
had been lounging under his open study
window. This wes the cake that must
have been delivered at the school in his
absence, Bnd, which, obviously, evi-
dently, and palpably, Bunter must have
purloined from his study.

“Upon my word!” pasped Prout,
finding his voice at last. “Upon my
word! Capper! This wrotched lﬁ)y has
mliﬂ‘ htiw;t ca‘ka!'; 1 s

e 2" ejaculate pper.

*Look at the labe] I

“Dear me!” said Capper,

“This morning,” gasped Prout, *I
ordered a birthday cake, by telephone,
to send to my nephew] Tﬂis boy was
loafing—lounging—slacking—under my
study window ! ubtless he overheard
me! Tsaking sdventage of my ahsence,
hﬂﬂhﬂﬂ purloined the cake!”

“ Goodness %_amnus I** gatd Cappor.

Bunter! hit have you to say 1"

“Grnnugh!”

“*Zpealk I thundered Prout.

“Gug-gug-gug "

“I will take thia boy, and the—ths
rerneing of the cake, direct to his Form
master " gasped Prout. “Quelch has
made many remarks—I cannot call them
agreeable remarks—on the subject of
intervention in his Form! We shall geo
what remarks Quelch will make now!
This wretched boy is caught in the
actual possession uf the cake, recklessly

gorging! I shall take him to Quelch'
Bunter, rise! Come! Not & word!
mae i

Mr., Prout and Mr. Capper resumed
their walk through the wood, in the
direction of Greyiriars. After them
trailed a dismal youth, bearing the box
with the rematnder of the cake. Nature
no 1ﬂnglur smiled on Billy Bunter. He
was no longer enjoying life. Life looked
o him like a weary desert, the dizmal
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horizon unbroken by a single gleam.
Billy Bunter had fallon frem his high
and palmy state of satisfaction, and
great was the fall thereof,

THE TWELFTH CHAPFTER.
Not a Success |

i ALLO, hallo, hallo!®
H “¥ou look bucked I
“The buckfulness is tfer-
rifio 1"

Harry Wharton & Co. regarded Pop
of the Rewnove with surprised interest.
When they had gone out
that afterncon they had left
him lﬂukm%' rather dizmal.
Now they hod come in for
tea, and they found Pop
looking not only merry and
bright, but amazingly bright
an astuniahin%rhr Marry.
He was cake-walking round
tho study table when thoy
cama in, balancing a chair
on his chin in gheer exuber-
ance of spirits. )

Pﬂ;i ropped the chair
snd Jooked round, and his
face beamed on the Famous
Five. Evidently he vasz in
high spirits—there had been
a change sinze the Co. had
secn him Jast,

“Come into a fortunal?”
asked Frank Nugent.

" Bettor'n that, 1 fanew,”
said Pop cheerfully. " Yoa
fellars coma in fo tea? All
right—my last tea ‘ere, I
think.™

“You’re poing?”
claimed Wharton,

“1 fancy eo.”

“What have you been up
to, you fathead?” pruntel
Johnny Bull.

Pop chuckled. ,

“1'11 tell you over tea,” he
anid—"1 tell you it's =
corker! T fancy it's going to
work the oracle. All
that fat rdjit
too! Me for the

2X-

through
Bunter,
eircus 1”

Tha chums of the Remova
sat down to tea in the study
in & rather perplexad frame
of mind. op, apparentiy,
regarded his departure from
Groyiriars a3 a certainty
now, &ml rcjoiced thercat.
The juniors were rather
curiounz to learn what counld
possibly have happened
during their ramble wp tne
river that afternoon.

Over tea, Pop proceeded to explain,
Harry Wharton & Co. listenced as he
told hiz story, punctuated by chuckles,

“"You &now Prout? grinmed Pop.
“Rorty old codger—what?  What vou
think he'll do when e ecomes in and
finds that cake gonel”

“He'll raise Cain, of course,” said
Hugcnh.
“The Cainfulness will bo torrifie”

“"ourse, I'm going to pay for the
cake, after I'm clear of 'erc,” said Pop.
* Bunter secis to think that a coke is
his'n, if he can get hold of it. But I
caj square old Prout later, or else order
another cake for the old scout. Solong
a3 I have to bunk—"

“¥ou frabjous ance!™ said Harry.
“# Quelch will be as mad as a hatter. 1o
hates Prout buiting in—and Prout’s goi,
a good excuso now. IHe will fairly rag
Quelch when it cornes out that & Remove
man raided his study.”

“It'll come out all right!” chuckled
Pop. “I ain’t geoing to make & scoret
of it, you bet your boots.”

Bunter started and looked up as a shad
was Mr. Prout, whose cake he was eafing 1

make tlie most of the chance he pave

The Famous Five were looking rather
gseriouz, The matter, in their eyes, was
mora serions than it seemed to be in
the cireus schoolboy's.

5 “What you think’ll happen? grinned
op.

“I'm afraid you'll have to po,” said
Harry, “Quelch gave you one more
chunce~-and this tears 1t."

"Good cge ! said Pop. " That’s how
I worked it out. Bunter would have got
off with a licking if they'd caunght him
bagging the cake—but not me! Quelch
said distinet I'd "ave te go if I didn't

me ! Well, this does if, don't i£7"

“Locks as if it doos!™ eaid DBeb
Cherey.

“And old Popper will soon got fed-up
with mo at Vopper Couwrt,” said the
circus schoolboy Earighl.l;;, “He could
‘ardly stand it before, when he was
going to get rid of me by Lunging mo
w at Greyfriars, It's me for the civeus
1f this comes off all right,”

The juniors smiled. Iow Pop could
possibly prefer the circus to Greviriars
was_ a mystery to them. Still, as he
evidently "did, they wished him luck.

YAl the same, it's rather thick. ™ said
Johnny Bull.  “Pront will fairly crow
ovor poor old Queleh.”

“Tha crowlulmess will be preposter-
ons,

*And Queleh mar lick yon as well as
beat you, yvou fathead !" said Dob.

“"Who cares?" saud Pop.

Thero wos a ﬁ'-'liumih{.; of feet in the
Remove passage, as of a fellow drag-
ging lnmscll limply along. It was
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accompanied b a deep, wBS™ saund
of suffering,

Groan !

The juniors in btudy WNe. 1 started.

“What the thump?™ ejncufarea Bob.

“That's Bonter ! said Nuzent,

“The Bunterfulness iz tervifie! The
ostecmed fot Boanter has maode himself
terrifically il with too much cuke]™
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Ciroan |

It was an almost hair-raising sound of
suffering,  Harry Wharton jumped up
and opened the doer of the study.

ow fell on him. ** Ovoooogh ' he gasped, for it

Groan !

* Bunter !

Giroan |

Bunter was limping and shuffling up
ihe passage. Ho gazed ot the captain of
the Remove with a lack-lustre eyve, His
{at face was quite paln. Ile wrigpeled
like a contortionist. Obviously, Dunter
was in a state of the decpest anguish.

It was not a caszo of too mueh calke,
that was elear, Dunter's dreadful suffer-
s had come from without, not from
within, Dunter, in shovt, had evidently
had the licking of his life.

Ha

He tobttered intg Study Noo 1.
hlinked dismnlly, woefully, at the
juniers, and shook a feeblo Bt ot Top.
“LBeast I he said faintly.
“What's *appened 7' exelaimed Pop.
Groan !
“Licked ¥ nskedl Bob Cherry.

What on carth s

“Yez! Ow!l Wow! Qoocoh M
® Dint who—what—how——"
Groan |

Twye Aseser Liprany.—No, 1,167,
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"8it down, old fat bean,” said Nugent
caneolingly,

o c2Tas I—1 shan't sit down
again for a week, at least!” groaned
Bunter. “0Oh dear! Owl Owl”

The juniors g= « o 2funter, Bunter
leaned on the tzble and groaned, Food-
stuffs were under his oyes, but the Owl
of the Remove did not touch them—
lmrdl¥ looked at them.  That showed
bhow far gone Bunter was as nothing
elaa could have done.

*But—who licked Fou?” asked
WNupgent.
wl Quelchl Wow!"
“What for?"” asked Harry,
“Ow! That beastly eaket Wowl”

“You silly hasgs " exclaimed Pop, in
mlarm. “You ain't told them that vou
had the cake, have you? ¥You fat'ead,
you! I'm going to own up fo bagging
that cake as soon as the row starts
If you make oup that sou did it, you
du&:.my, I'll jolly well punch your ‘ead 1*

roan i

"Tell a bloke what's ‘'appened™
rparad Pop, in great anxicety. *~ What
have they licked you for, when it was
me bagpod the cake! I #'pose you never
told them you put mo up to it, and
that you had it, you duffor?™

Groan]

“*Cough it up, Bunter,” said Wharton,

It was clear that something had gone
wrong with the scheme,

“0Oh dear ] You—you ses, I took that
pake out of gatee for sealety,” said
Buntet, drearily, “and—and old Prout
c¢ame right on me while I was
it in the wood. QOwi"

“Oh, my hat!”

“He saw his name on the label, and
knew it was his cake t" moaned Buater,
“Ow, ow! T say, you fellows, I'm suffer-
ing Irif;htfuﬂf. d never have believed
Ehu-!i_”ﬂd Guelch had so much muscle.

W

* Prout cauﬁh‘b you with the make?™
said Pop blankly.

“Owl Yea! He marched me back
to the school, and vight into Quelch’s
study, with w was loft of the cake "
moaned Bunter. “He let Quelch have
i, I can tell you—said that A man
counldn't leave & cake in his study
becausze it wasn't safe from Remove
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fellows! Ow! The old blighter fairly

let himself go! He was enjoying him-
sell. Owl You see, he I’l&d %utﬂch
at o disadvantage. There was nothing
Cueleh could say! He waz in a fright-

ful temper.”

“I magine he chuckled
Wharton.

Bunter groaned deeply.

“ Prout jawed for a solid five minutes,”
wailed Bunter, “and all the time Quelch
wes looking madder and madder! He
had to aftfa_ ﬁ.iaa to Prout for what had
happened. nncy his feelings! And
then—ow I—then he fook it out of me!
He wouldn't listen to 2 word! You ses,
they knew who'd had the cake when I
was found scoffing it Thay—they looked

on that as conclusive evidence.”
“Ha, ha, ha ™

l!‘J

W3

Groan |
“Oh my!” said Pop.
“Quelch licked me till his arm

oched 1™ said Bunter drearily. “He was
%;;zpi:!lg when he finished! 8o was 11
ow ™

“Ha, ha, ha ¥
“You—you fat idjit!” said Pop.
*“You had to let Prout catch youn with

the cake! You had to spoil the whole
thingl You had to knock it on the
head, you dummy ¥
“Beast! Ow!l
“You silly chumpl
fathead I” howled Pop. “Now I'm left
out of itl Lot of good me owning up
that 1 bagged the cake, mow you've
been licked for bagging it] You fat-

*ead 1"
“Ha, ba, hal" roared the Famous
d out of

Five.
Billy Bunfer lim
iamally to
had

You burblin

Croanl
the study. He rolled awa
Study No. T, the picture of woe. It
baen » glorious feast; but after the fenst
had come the rechoning, and the reclon-
ing had been severe. For s long, lon
tima Study No. 7 in the Remove enhaeg
$o the sounds of woe, : 1

In 8tody No, 1, the ha}:pPy satisinction
had left the face of Cecil Popper of the
Remove. Once more fortune had fatled
hima, Tosterd of the ““boot ™ for Pop,
the affair had led only to & licking for
Bunter, Buauter deserved the licking:
that did not matter. But the “boot ™

Souvenirs of
the “TESTS”

TWO SUPERB CRICKET
BATS AUTOGRAPHED BY
ALL THE MEMBERS OF THE

AUSTRALIAN TEAM

are offered as prizes in a fascinating competition
starting in this week’s MODERN BOY. 5ix more
bats autographed by famous WALLY HAMMOND

are also offered as consolation prizes,
copy and enter this simple competition TO-DAY.

MODERN BO

Get your

2d.
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was a5 far off as ever from the junior
who had the amazing desire io be
“gacked " from the school. Harry
Wharton & Co. left the study, chuckling,
after tea, leaving Pop of the Hemove
with & face almost as dismal aa
Bunter's.

——

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Popper Going Strong !

% IHARTON I”
“ Whore is Popper t*

“1 don't know, sir.”

“Docs anyone in the Form know
where Popper is 7" asked Mr, Quelch,

No reply.

Apporently, no one krew.

Mr, Quelch compressed his lips, and
the lesson proceeded. It was a few days
lIater, and the Remove were in class in
the afternpon. Fop of the Remove had
not come in with the rest. 3lr. Queldh
was o stickler for punctuslity, and it
was scldom that Remove men ventured
to be late for class. But Pop was not
merely late; he was ten minutes late
when Mr. Queleh inquired after him.
And still he did not come in.

The glint in Mr., Quelch’s eye indi-
cated that a warm reception awaited
Pop when he did come in.

Harry Whaorton & Co, exchanged
glances. They wondered whether ﬁﬁa
was a new move in Pop's extraordinary
carnpaign to get himself dismissed {rom
Greyiriara.  5till, he could hardly
expeet the “sack ™ for cutting class,
He was cevtain to geb a licking, but &
ficking was of no use to him, besides
being painful.

When half ao hour had passed Mr,

3!.1&1-::11 recurred to the subject of
oppor. He pauwsed in the lesson
looked at tho clock, smorted, and

addressed the head boy of the Form.

“Wharten! You have no knowled
of where Popper may be, and why
is remaining out of the Form-room 1

“No, sir!"” said Harry., “1 don't
think I've scen him since dinner 1"

“Tlas anvone scen him since dinner "

“1 saw him go out of gates, =ir,” snid
Skmner. *That was about ten minutes
before the bell went”

Mr. Quelch compressed his Lips hard,

“Very well I' he said.

If Pop had gone out of pates ten
minutes before class, he was evidently
playing  fruant intentionally. The
glint in Mr., Quelch’s gimlat eyes graw
maora pronounced. Most of the fellows
felt sorry for Poppor when he came in,
Bat ho secmoed in no hurry to come in.
Minute followed minute, and there was
ne Eﬁfﬂ of PQPFEL_

“My hat!” whispered Bob Cherry.
“He can’t have bunked on his own,
surely 1 :

Whavton ghook his head .

“They'd fetch him back I he said.

“Then he's just cutting class to gef
Qucleb’s rag ont.”

" Looks like it, the fathead ["

Me. Quelch's eye glittered over the
FForm. :

“Bomeone 13 whspering, I think "
he said acidly.

And there was a tomb-like silence in
the Hemove-room, ] .

Clang! Clang! Tinkloe - tinklat
Jinglejangle-jangle! Every fellow in
the Form-roomnm gove a jump as that
startling sound was suddenly heard
floating in at the Form-room windows
from the guad.

Mr. Queleh started almost convul-
sively. Such a disturbance had never
been heard within the scholastic pre-
cincta of Greyiriars before. It sounded
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as if about a hundred bells were ringing

all at once in the quad.
Clang ! Clang! Clatter! Clatter!
exchanged startled

Jingle! Jingle! Jinglel
Tia Removites [ !
locks, That outhurat of dissonant music

was simply amazing.

It was with difficulty that the fellows
remained in their seats. Every face
turned round towards the windows, But,
without rising from the forms, it was
im ible to see out of the windows
excopt upwards to the blue sky. Amid
tha jangling of innumerable bells, there
was a clattering and thudding of hoofs.
Apparently, some four-footed heast was
logse in the guad.

“What the merry thump—"" ex-
claimed Vernon-Smith.

“What the dickens—" exclaimed
Bob Cherry.

“Silence in the class!” hooted Mr.
Quaich.

The Remove master whisked to the
nearest window., He stared out of it
into the quadrangle.

The juniors, not venturing to leave
their places, craned their necks to watch
Mr. éueluh. From his expression thoy
hoped to get & clue to what was going
ot in the gquad. His expression was
gtartling. Amazement orror, and
wrath grew and intensified in the speak-
i.ng] ﬁuuntananm of Henry

elch.
mHﬁ gazed at the scene in the quad—
whatever it was—as he might have gazed
at the fabled Gorgon. .

He seemed unable to beliove his eyes,

Meanwhile, the wuproar continued.
Bellas jangled, hoofs thundered, and the
beating of & drum was added to the din.
Pom, pom, pom, pom | came booming in
at the Form-room windows,

- my word I gasped Mr, Quelch.

“ Oh, what the dickens——" gasped
Bquiff. .

‘I say, you fellows, it’a a rumaway
horse or somethi 1 _

“Soundz like a giddy circus!” said
Peter Todd.

“What the merry

Hamucl

thum 4

The excitement in the Remove-room
was slmost feverish now. The juniors
simply could not sit still. They rose in

their places in a hubbub of excitement,
“Ths boy is madl|” gasped Mr.
Quelch. _
He leaned from the window.
“ Popper 1" he shouted, * Popper 1"

“ Oh, asped Bob Cherry, “it's
Popper! But what's Popper doing?
t's he up to—what1”
“Popper | roared Mr. Quelch.

Clatter]! Clang! Jinglel Pom,

m, pom! Me (%ueinh, locking rather
ﬁ:e a Gorgon himself, spun round from
the window and made for the door. At
tha door he hooted back at hia Form.

“Keep your places|”

Then _he rushed out of the room.

The Removites kopt their places—till
Myr. Queleh had rushed out. Then, with

one accord, they left them and bounded
to the windows. Every window was
nra:n:&mud with faces, staring into the

LIELLE,

Then they saw !

What they saw made them jump. No
wonder Mr. Quelch had been stricken
with amazement, horror, wrath, and
other emotions. Such a sight had never
been seen within the walls of Greyfriars
belore.

“Oh, my hat I" gasped Bob. “ Popper

=
“Ha, ha, ha 1"
“This way for the eireus 17 chuckled
Smithy.
“0Oh, the ass! Hce'll be sacked for
this I” excleimed Redwing.,
“Go it, Popper [ yelled Bquifl,
“Ha, ha, ha ™

The Removites roared with excite-
ment and merriment, In the passages
was o hurryving of feet, a buzzing of

GREYFRIARS CELEBRITIES.

This week’s snappy poem by the Grey-

friars rhymester is written around Gerald

Loder, a Sixth Form bully and a first-
¢lass cad.

——— e B .
Fo W
—

F Gerald Loder now 1 write,
0 Though not in terms of
praises:
The things in which he takes
delight,
A decent chap amazes,

A bully of the deepest dye,

That best should be forgotten;
And though to find some good I try,

I find heo's really “rotten.”

A BSixth Form bully, first-class cad,
With ways that are malicious:
To deal in matiers really bad,
You'll find him quite ambitious.
Unzerupulous in every way,
A chap that's past red:.;smptim:;
I'd doom him, if I had my way,
To solit'ry detention.

Carne and Walker, prefects, too,
Ara “birds of that same feather,”
And rotten things they all can do—
They always “flock together.”
But still, their influenca is weak,
A fribute to Greviriprs—
You'd have to go for miles to seek
Some more with their desires!

Yot Loder, if he troubled, could
Bring laurel wreaths upon her—
At s;srnrts, exceptionally good,
He'd win his school much honour.
But “sporting " in another way,
Appeals to Gerald Loder—
He likes a life that's bright and gay,
And “something ¥ in his soda |

For Loder seems to take delight
In everything malicions—

He can’t enjoy & thing that’s right,
His temper’zs fierce and vicious.

If all the “ Powers-that-be ¥ could know
His ways, they soon would guell him;

A pair of heels he'd quickly show—
For they would soon expel him.

We cannot quaff the flowing bowl
To such an utter rotter:

o needs to find a “ better 'ole,”
Where thingas are slightly hotter.
But stil}, cur brimming glazz we'll raize

And volee our frm desires,
That eme day he will change his ways
And honour great Groyirarvs.
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Masters wera leaving
and every window
quad was erowded

startled wvowoes.
their Form-rooms,
that looked on the
with staring faccs. Yells of laughter
rose on all sides, The Removites saw
Mr. Queleh shoot out of the House, like
an arrow froem a bow, heading for the
strange Agure that carcered there.

That figure was Pop of the Circus.

Pop was standing on the bare back
of a horse—evidently a hired horse,
hired for this great occasion. Bells
wero hung all over the horse, and they
jingloed end jangled as he moved.
Coloured streamers wers tied on him,
and streamed in the wind with a cheery

cHect. Pop, os he stood on the back of
the carcering steed, was beating a drum,
Probably the clanging of the bells, and

the roar of the drum, excited the horse:
at all events, the animal was careerin
wildly round the quad, clattering ang
thudding and crashing.

“Ch, my kat!” gasped Wharton.
“That's the giddy limmt ™

“ A circus performance in the gquad 1™
ejaculated Vernon-8mith. “Is that born
idiot asking to be bunked !*

“"You've got it!” chuckled Bob
Cherry.

“Why, the Head will ses him from
the Sixth Form room—" gasped
Skinner. “Tho Great Beak himself will
gome out to him.”’

“I say, you fellows, I believe that
fellow wants to be sacked, you
know "

“There goes Quelehy " chortled thke
Bounder. “Quelchy looks waxyl
Quelchy looks wild! Ha, ha, hal™

Mr. Quelch was secoting across
towards the bareback rider. His face
Was de&dlg in its expression; his gown
fluttered behind him as he flew. He
gasped and panted.

“ Popper " he shrieked.

Pom! Pom! Pom! went the drum.

“Popper! How dare you! Stopl
Ceasel Deseond !l raved Mr. Quelch.

t'om, pom, pom |

The Hemove master flung himself in
the way of the galloping horse. Top,
apparently guiding his steed with hia
fect, swerved round the Eocmove master

end galloped on, ]
“Go  at, Popper!” shrieked the
Remove., Any interruption to lessons

was welcome to the Lower Fourth; but
an inferruption on theso lines was pure

joy.

{’c}m, pom, pom| Jingle! Janglel
Clang! Thud, thud, thud!

It was astonishin how much
noise could be made by a gal
loping horse, o set of hﬁﬁs, and a
thumping drum. Every echo of Grey-
friars was awakened. The din was
terrific.

Mr. Quelch spun round after the
¢lusive performer, and rushed in pur-
smit. Ilis gown fluttored wildly; his
mortar-board flew off, and sailed away
on the wind; the summer sunshine
gleamed on the bald spot on the crown
of Quelchy’s head, which reflected baek
the sunshine,

From the House came Prout_and
Capper, Wiggins and Twigg. Form
masters were deserting their Forms;
and the Forms were packing thems-
selves at the windows to watch the
amazing show,

“By gad I’ beomed FProut. * Upon my
wordl The boy is mod—mad! This 18
unheard-of 1 Unprecedented | TUn-
paralleled ! Good gad 17

“Mon Dieu!™ said Mensicur Char-
pentier, “Mon Dien! Name of o name

of a name! Clest un foul”

“Popper! _Stop!” shricked Mr,
Oueleh, in wild pursuit,  © Stopper—
pop | stop 1™

I mean, Po E::r, stop |
“ Boy [ hm}mrrdp.lr. Prout.
Toe Maiguer Liprany.—No. 1,187
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“Tless my soull” said Mr. Capper.
“Raall;—rcal!y—cwn for a boy o
Quelch's Form—reallv—really—"

Tramp, tramp, tramp! went the gal-
Ioping horse. Round and round tho
quad went Pop, as if in the ring at
Walkor's World-Famous Circus. "op
liked an audience—and he was getting
one mow. He liked applausc—and he
was getting that, tool hatover might
be the opinion of those in aothority,
there was no doubt that the Groyfriars
follows were enjoying this. From every
Form-room window ecamo yells of
delight and encouragement.

“{z0 it, Popper "

“Keep it up, Pop!®

“Bravol Bravo!?

From the doeorway of the House
emprged a majestic figure.  The din
had roachied the Head in the Sixth
¥Form room, and drawn him forth., The
Head forgot the Sixth, and even
Euripides, as he gazed at the circus per-
Jormance in the quadrangle.

“Oh 17 said the Head faintly, “Ohl”

He gazed spellbound.

Tramp, tramp, tramp! Thud, thud,
thud! I’om, pom, pom!

“Ha, ha, ha!” )

Pop of the Circus was standing on
oTe Eyg now, on the back of the career-
ing horse. He changed to the other
leg. Then he suddenly overturned, and
for a second tho spectators thought he
was falling. Dut he was only reversing
his position; and he continued on his
wild way standing on his head on the
horse's back.

Thera was & dealening roar of
applause from the crowded IForm-room
windows.

"Bl‘ﬁ'lr"l} !1':

“Hurrah I"

“(Oh crikey!” gasped Bobh Cherry,
wiping his eves. *1 say, there's the
Head—look—the jolly old Beak! Pop
wanta to get out of Greyfriavs—I fancy
he will get what he wants thiz time!"

“¥es, rather|” chuckled Wharton.

“The ratherininess is terrifie.”

Mr. Quelch had stopped, breathless,
perapiring, wild with wrath,  From
the Head, as he advanced into ihe
guad, came o gasplng voice:

“Popper ! How dare you!l Popper!”

Pop looked round. Hao beat the drum
as if in salute to the Head, and turned
tho horse towards lum. The gallop
slackened fo a conter: and as he drew
near the majestic Beal Pop suddenly
few off tho horse’s back and came
towzards the Head in a series of somor-
ganlts. The Head watched him, Lrans-
fixed.

Pop reached him, right end uppor-
most, and faced him cheorfully.

“Yes, sir!” he said. “'Did you call
me, sirt

————

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFTER.
Tha Chepper for Popper !

1 OPPER!”
p The Head scemed hardly

alle to articulateo.
“Popper! Bless my soul!
What—what—what—"

Mr., Quelch came panting up. His
face was crimson and streaked wallk
perspivation.  Mr, Quelch was feelin
the effeet of his  unaccustom

grmnastics,
“gir " he stutiered. Y 8ir! This
young rascal—this—this

boy—this—this
Eﬂl‘ll{lf reprobate——

“Unheard of1"  boomed  Prout.
“Unparalleled! The conduct of boys
irr the Lower Fourth is—i15—jz3—"

Words fatled Prout.

“Popper I the Head managed to

Teeg Magxer Lisnany.—No. 1,167.

articulata. " Popperl What—what do
vou mean by thisi" 3
“Didn’t you like the show, sir?”
asked Pop mm:rmntl{.
“Tike the show?" repeated Dur

Liocke dazedly.

It was considered rather a good turn
at Walker's World-Famous, =ir," said

Pop. “I can tell you, sir, it got me
the 'ands [

“Are vou—are lgmu insane, boy?”
spluttered Mr. Quelch.

“1 ‘opo mot, sir[” said Pop. “Are

you, sir?"

“What? What ™

“Gosling 1" The school porter camo
up; he had been gazing on the scene
cpon-cyed., “Gesling, secure that—that
—that horse, and—and take it away,
Cosling.

“ Yessir I" said Gosling. :

* Boy!” thundered the Head, fixin
his eyes on Pop as the horse was le
away, “Boyl This—this outragecous
gonduet——""

“Oh my ! said Pop.

“ The--tha wrotched bov must leava

Greyfriars, sir!” gasped Mr. Quelch.
“It is 1impessible that he should
rematn |

“I agreo with you, sir,” said the
Head. “1I have been reluctant to tako
a scvera course; but after this, of
course, I am left no choice 1o the
matter. The boy must go.”

“Popper! I shall not flog you for
this outrageous conduot—""

“Thank you, sirl"” said Pop meckly.

“T shall expel you from the school!”

"*h. sirl said Pop. “Not really,

£d3 Dn

ol
asped ’r?hc Head., “Do you imagine,
or one moment, that you can be
allowed to remain here after plaving

such a-—a—a prank ™ !

Pop did not replg. Certainly he had
not imagined that he would be allowed
to romain at Greyiriars aftor plaving
such a prank., Thut, indeed, was why
ho had played it.

“Mr. C%l.u:luht Toke thiz boy awavl
I will telephona to Bir Hilton Popper
immnediately. The boy must be removed
from the school without delay. He shall
not pass another night hero! Bless my
soul! Take him away, Mr. Quelcl.™

“Certainly, sir.” :

The Bemove master's hand dropped
on Pop's shoulder.

“Como [ he said.

"‘Eutt.inglly sir I said Po

blr. Que t:{n’ﬁ rasp on
was like iron. Mr. Quelch’s face was
like iron. His volee was like iron. e
led Pop into the House, ond to his
gtudy. There he relcased him.

“Remain here 1™ he said.

it -Y-GESiI.‘ !::

“But for the fact that vou will be
leaving the school to-day, Popper, I
would chastise wou with the utmaost
sevoriky.”

¥ (Oh, sir! mormored Pop.

““As you are going, end going without
delay, 1 will adminizter no other punish-
ment,” said Mr. Queleh, breathing hard.
HRemain  here—until  vour goardian
arrives to take you away, If vou leave
this room before 1 roturn—’

“I'll *ang on ‘ere, sir,” said Pop.
“T'm sorry I’ve put your blessed back
np, gir-—>

“Bilenee 1

Mr. Quelch left ihe study and closed
the door. Pop winked at the door, after
Mr. Quelch was gone.

Then he sat down in Mr. Queleh’s
armchair to wait. It was the sack at
last, and Pop looked very cheerful.

Mr. Queich returned to his Form-
room, He found it buzzing with excite-
ment. Every fcllow in the Remove was

sir ? .
cuxpect  anything else?”

ﬁis shoulder
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talking, or laughing, or hoth. M,
Quelch glared ot his hopeful pupils with
a haleful eye.

“Is this Low order iz kept in this
Form-room during my temporary
sbaenco?” he hooted, g

The juniors rushed to their places.

“Wharton! You are head boy of this
Torm [ Is this how you keep order in

my absenge ™

i'I.[im t”

"You will fake & hundred lines,
Wharton." Mr. Quelch glared round.

“ Another word, another whisper, and
the whaole Form will be detained [

There was mnot another word or
another whisper. Mr. Quelch was not in
a mood for trifling. The Removites had
enjoyed the interlude; but 1t was
cbvipus that their Form master had not.

'The Bemove was a very quiet Form
while lessons went on. But they were
very, very glad when the time ceme to
dismmiss,

They were wondering where Pop was,
As to what was going to happen {0
Pop, there could not be any doubk
The fellow whe wanted te bo sacked
had done sbout ten times encugh to be
gacked for. ‘The most lenient head-
master could not sibly have over-
looked such a terrific offence. It was
tha chopper for Popper, short and
sharp. i

Hallp, hallo, hallo! Hers cores his
nibs I murmured Bob Cherry, as & car
hooted on the drive.

In the car sat Bir Hilton Topper,
very upright, his grim face looking

rimmer than ever. The Greyiriars
ollows looked curiounsly at the lord of
Popper Court. Evidently he had been
summaned on the telephone, and there
could be na doubt why he had come.

“It's good-bye to Popper!” said Bob
Cherry, “My hat! The old bean looks
waxy ! Ile doesn't seem to be pleased
at tha rmapm of getting that jolly

nephew home again.?

Bir Hilton's eyes were glinting under
his kmtted, grizzled brows. The lord
of Popper Court never locked very
gmdvternpnred. He looked frightfully

ad-tempered now.

He descended {rom the car and strode
into the House. Mr. Quelch met him,
looking almost as grim as Sir Hilton
himseli

“8Bir Hilton !
st d y—=a"

Cirunt!

“Hizs box 15 packed—>"

“T must see the Head [

“Kindly como with me."

Sir Hilton went with Mr. Quelch—
but not, to judge by his expression,
kindlv. Outside the House, a buzzing
crowd of Groyfriars fcllows waited, to
see Pop of the Circus off when he went.

But Pop of the Circus was not gone
rot | Betwixt cup and lip there is many
a slip!

The boy iz in my

——_m——

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Alas!

i ONBENEE Y
N Sir Hilten Popper [airly
hooted,

Dr. Locke colourad.
“ Sir 17

S 17 ejaculated Mr. Quelch.

Sir Hilton Popper suorted. DBut he
strove to control his temper. Ile was
in a record wax; and when Sir Hilten
Popper was in a wax, he was rather
accustomed to letbing himszelf go. But
even Sir Hilton realised that ho could
not talk to the Hoad of Grevfriars as if
that gentleman were cne of the footmen
at Papper Court.
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Pop suddenly flew off the horse’s back and came towards Dr. Locke In a series of somersanlis. Yae Head walched

“Excuge me|” he said ungracigusly,
“1 am disturbed—groatly disturbed and
put out | Nevertheless—"

“I1t is obvicus that the boy must
leave 1™ said the Head tartly, * After
such unheard-of conduot—"

“ After such unparalleled econdust!”
said Mr. Quelch.

“3uch ocutragecus performances——"

*Buch unheard-of insolence—"

“Huch dis&rmiul proceedingg——"

"8uch ruffianly recklessness—"

Bir Hilton logked goaded. The two
mastera were going it, strophe and anti-
etrophe as it were, like a chorus.

“Allow me a word!” hooted Bir
Hilton, "I am not defending the con-
duct of my nephew | It is unspeakable I
Wern he at present in my charge, I
would wear out a riding.-whip on him,
by gadl e young scoundrell 8
voung bl uardl The disgraceful
young ruffiani Flog himl Lock him
up in the Fumahment-mml Then flog

him again| Bube—*
“"He must go—"
“He must leave—"

“Allow mes a wordP' roared Sir
Hilton, purple in the face, “One word,
if you plesse! You are being de-
ceived—made uge of—by this young
rescall You desire to expel him! You
are playing into his hands! He desires
nothing more, sir, than to bo expelled
from this achooll"

“Wha-a-a-a-t 7" stuttered tha Head.

" Wha-a-z2-a-t 1" spluttered Mr. Quelch.

The two masters gazed at the baronet.
They had agreed on the very severest
punishment for the culprit. NMNaturally
it was rather startling te be informed
that the culprit welecomed it. They
wondercd whether insanity ran in the
Popper family.

“Let me speak! said Sir Hilton,
"Let me make myseolf clear! This boy
spent hiz early youth in a—a—a cireus!

him, transfixed !

He still has o hankering after his early
associztions, his blackguoardly associates!
Nothing would please him inore than to
be expelled from Greyfriars! Whoere
could I eend him, sir, after he had
been expelled from this school? No-
wherel He knows thatl Do you
imagine that he did not kpow what the
penalty was, when he acted in the out-
rageous manner you have deseribed to
mo? Of course he Lknew! e was
playing for it—deliberately playing for
it! It was his object]! He sees in this
a chance to get back to the circus!
That is his gamel”

“DBless my sowl!'™ zaid the Head,
faintly.

“Severel times, sir, he ron away from
Popper Court—onee he actually re-
joined the cirous, and I had to fetch
him back personallyl I cannot have the
boy permancntly on my handa!
knows that! He s a designing young
rascal, sir—ke has aimed at this, plottod
it, achemed it, sir—and you have played

into his hands by expelling him! You
speak of punishment] Pahl You are
not punishing him! You are grati-

|
+

fying him—rewarding him

" Bless my soul P’ repcated the Head.

“Rewarding him, sir!” hooted Bir
Hilton, "“If vou desire to reward the
boy, send him away from Grevfriars!
That ia what he wants."

“ Blesa my soul I'" said the Head, for
the third time.

There was a short silence in the study.

Mr, Queleh’s jaw squared, and sct
hard. His eyes glinted. Ide was the
frst to speak. .

“I understand " he said.

Dr. Locke looked helplessly at the
Remove master.

"Is=—is this possiblo?’ he stuttered.
“Io-—is — is this — this — imaginablo?
Bless my soull This is very—very ex-

Ha [

traordinary! uita out of m
pﬂl‘iﬂﬂﬂEWM}* Q{]aar Quelch, whgt-
you think 7"

“1 think Sir Hilton is right, sirl
said Mr. Quelch, "I think 1 sce the
niatter clearly enoughl I am afreid,
sir, that thiz—this extraordinary boy
has daljllhuratﬁly led ue to take this

slep——
the Head

* Bless my
fecbly

“1 ogres with Sir Hilton, sir, that
the boy should not bo allowed to succeed
in this—this scheme!” said the Hemote
master, his cyes glinting. “Ho desires
to be eont away frém Greyfriaral
There ars other punishments that be
docs not desirel I recommend thegm,
Bir.

“Dut—but any repetition of =uch
agtions—it 15 impossible to contems
Hate—=""

“I think, sir, that there will be no
danger of any repetition of such actigns,
when 1 havo dealt with Popper.”

2ir Hilton gave & grunt of assemy,
Me. (%:ml{:h wna speaking lke a man
after his own heart.

“I—I leave the matter in your hands,
then, Mr., Quelch,”” said the Head,
“The bﬂg’ is in your Form—I1 truet to
your judgment! I leave the mattes
entirely in your hands"

ox4
da

soul " said

Pop, standing at the window of Mr,
Queleh’s study, wns locking out at the
car, wondering how long it would Be
before he was called on to take hizs sdad
in it with his pnardian.,

He whistled cheerily as hoe wnited.

But he ceased to whistle, and looked
uneasy, as he saw Sir Hilton stride oub
of the House, take hia seat in the dary
and drive away.

(Continued on page 28.)
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MOST VIVID STORY OF TEST MATCH THRILLS EVER PENNED!

THE TEST MATCH

By
JOHN
BREARLEY.

am—
il

¢ Bmiling " Bill Murray |

ILI, had had nearly threo days
B rest.  DBub whoat was more im-
portant still, James Barr had
whirled him off to Harley Street

on the Bunday, where a famous surgeon
had laid slender, skilful fingors on his
damaged shoulder and worked wondors,
Guarded like a prince, both by his
own {riends and by certain other watch-
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ful and guictly-dressed gentlomon, Bill
had been kept free also from any further
sttempts on the part of the Weasel.
Thus, whoen the time came on Tuesday
morning for the final attack on the
Australians, *smiling” Bill Murray felt
serene again. As he awuﬂg his arm
round in his first over, he knew thaf,
properly handled, ho would 1ast the day
all right.

And Chapman nursed him perfectly.
All through the play, England’s skipper
watched the young star, never allowing
him to tire. At the nursery cnd, the
fast bowlers slammed away HLercely,
while at the other, sturdy Jack Whita
of Bomerset held the fort while Bill
was resting., DBut it was the boy from
Severnshire who swerved end spun his
way past the Australian bats and finally
corried LEngland fo victory.

At lupehi-time, the colomals, with two
wickets down for 92, looked
te have a chance of saving
the game. An hour after the
ioterval, Woodiull alona
stood between her and do-
Ia::;i. For Bill had " gone
mad "' aguan.

A superb leg-break bowled
Jagkson neck and crop, and a
fask out-swerve saw Kippax
brilliantly caught at frst slip. Then
Tate bowled Bradman for 2, and, re-
tyrning to the fray, the young slow
bowler lured MeCabe and Fairfax into
his leg frap and disaster.

Vet Woodfull, grave-faced, lynz-eyed,
gtill fought on for his mde.

For nearly an hour the English
bowlers fell back bafled by that mar.
vellous straight bat, while at the other
end, ﬂldﬁ&lgd backed his captain up
manfullv. Runs didn't matter; no one
headed them. It was the clock that was
the enemy now.

hapman nodded fo Bill again.

“One last effort, my son!” ho smiled
cheerily, although his eycs were anxious,
And Bill grinned in reply.

Tee Muexer Lipany.—No. 1,167
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His first three balls were impossible.
Each curled fantastically towards the
men  crouching almost at Woodfull's
side, and the batsman played them with
great care. Then came the fourth—
*“the glorions fourth” as someone called
it afterwards,

It was a straight ball, a top-spinner.
Tt dapped, hissed viciously off the turf
at lightning speed—and  streaked

through Woodfull's guard like & rapier
thrust |

Before the frantic, delirious clapping
had died away, Bill's next had been his
blindly into the air by Hurwood. Chap-
man jumped, and his hands elozed over
the ball in a grateful, all embracing

60 runs wanted—and twenty minutes

to go!

England hope for victory in the

Fourth Test ?

grip. A sccond later came a mighty
shout and the pounding of many feet———0—r

England and Auwstralis were level
again,

. That evening, Alec Murray, trotting
joyfully back from Desford with a paper
beneath his arm, saw 8 gamckeeper
striding down the road from the Hunter
woods that surrounded the village. Ha
had known all the local keepers for
years, bubt this one was a stranger, tall
and alert. And as they passed each
other, he could have sworn the man
winked at him quickly.

Captain Monty Binclair’s warning
came back to him in o flash. He walked
on 1n silence without looking round.
But his heart leapt swith a sudden theill.

A Quarrel and & Plot !

O Bill and Alec Murray, the next
few weeks sFm;'l ast  like the
wind, The Third Test at Leeds

) came along—and for the whole
four days the players stood in  the
pavilion, watching the rain drive down
in solid sheets. But Bill was amongst
them all right, and another of Jumes
Barr's chegues had been ndded to the
two already in the Severn City bank.

There was = [urther resson for
cheeriness, too, within the little cottage
in PDesford. Whether Wenzel Joe
Necker had spotted the constant watch
Captain binclair's men were keeping
over the boys, wo one could eay defi-
nitely; but certainly zomething sce
to have put a kink in the
little crook’s campaign., Since
the affair at MNottingham, he
had not made e move,

Tho captain  himseelf was
puzzled, but serene. Bill saw
guite & lot of him theso days,
for ho was constantly drop-
ping mto the Severnshiro
pavilion with Jaomes Barr
The players had become used to
Sinclair always trailing behind  the
breczy millionaire, and Nickalls & o
pulled his leg mercilessly. Ho took
whatever ch was going with lazy
good humour; but now and again he
would get Bill skilfully to one side for
a fow erisp words that made the
voungster thrill, Things were be-
ginning to huml

To Ihll's surprise, too, he found that
James Bare was apparently right in the
thick of the mystery, like the old war-
liorse ha was, He told the lad so in his
usual explosive sbvie.

“Yeg, my son!"” he snorted. MI'm
oub for Lu—for someone’s bloed. When
I was in business in Africa four years
are, I canght a bod cold over those dud
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noles sent out from England; and now
I've retired, by the great horn spoon,
I'll get the man or men who did me
down. You bet! I gave this—this
Iounge-lizard his first clue, and I'm
gticking around to see he doesn't slack
on the job! Hey?

It was James Barr, also, who came
forward with the startling proposal that
John Murray should be operated on
right away—at hizs expense,

But Captain Sinclatr wouldn't agree.

“1 know it sounds ecallous, Bill,” l}c
said gently, “but your father’s not in

any paim.  Can’t we leave him as he is
for—well, a little while, anyway? It
might spoil things otiterwise.  We've

got to do things off ocur own bat now,
and cﬁuickh—b&cauge once it gets known
that John Murraﬁa being operated on,
we can say good-bye to the Weasel and
~~whopver's behind him. They'll scoot
like blazes!™

After ho had thought it over for a full
day, Bill reluctantly agreed. He was
enxious to get even with his father’s
enernies.

Meanwhile, neither Luke Thurston
nar Joa MNecker had the shightest inten-
tion of bolting.

There were times when the finanecier,
rendercd panicky by Bill's constant sue-
cess and fear of the Weasel, thought
longingly of tho: Argentine; but the lure
of money-making held him in strong
chaina: while as for his little ally—he
was “The Weasol ? and like his blood-
thirsty namesake, never gave up =
viotim.

MNor waz it the police wateh over the
two boys that kept him gquiet. Ife had
expected ae much after Nettingham, and
ocaly sneered whon he found out.

Buch & net didn't worry him, as he
meant to prove pretty soon. It was the
purest accident that had put the Weasel
on the sheli—for a time.

Two days after their return from Not-

tingham, he and Hogan had drifted
down from quiet Severn City to the
busier and rougher port of ESevern-
mouth, in search of pleasure and profit.
In a back room near the docks, the two
had joined in & game of poker with
gsome very hilarious sailors, and all had
been well until one of the tars spotied
pomething wrong with the Weasel's
deanling.

After that, cvents had gono with o
bang. The table went one way, chairs
the other. Jerry Hogan fought his
way out eventnally and ran; but a
bottle squarely over the head laid the
Weasel nuhmﬂ! in tho first ton scconds.

He awoke hours later to find himself
in bed and foreoed to stay there for many
waaty days. Not until the day before
the Fourth Test at Manchester was he
able to slink back to his old haunts in
Bovarn City, red-cyed with rage and
bafled hate, and ready for wviolent
ackion,

That night, as soon as darkness fell,
he went sidling up to Thurston’s house
—tha first time for weeks. The
familiar knock brought the financier to
Lis feet in a flash, and he Hung open
the window. The two stared at each
other for a long minute in silence.

The Weasel looked thin and
after his illness, but Luke Thurston was
too gick and nervous himself to worry
ahout others. His florid {ace was white
and puffy, and great dark cireles ringed
his eyes. Grabbing the Weasel by the
collar, he fnnkad him savagely over tha
window-sill and hurled him aecros:s the
Toom. '

“Whera have you been, {Inu dog i ha
whispered madly. * You hound! ¥You
hoasting our! You, to stop Bill
Murray s cricket career, you bungling
fsoll Where have you been hiding 1™

weak fﬂ

_Regaining his feet, the Weasel spat
like an angry cat,

“What's biting you, Luke Thurston |

he hissed. “Don’t give ma that stuff [”
“Vouscum! You— Ob, take that!
And that "

Blows showered on the Weasal's head
and shoulders as the hystetical man
Jumped at him. The two rogues closad
on ¢ach other, sparling, and fought [or
several moments like wild beasta.

Overborne by superior weight, The
Wenzel went reeling backwards. Tol-
lowing up., Thurston threw him against
the wall, turned, ard then jumped for a
heavy decanter, His foot caught in the
ruffled hearthrug, and down he went
with o crash.

When he scrambled to his feet, he saw
the Weasel with an open clasp knife in
his hand and murder in his eyes.

*Movo an inch and I'll put this clean
through you [

Thurston’s rage died swiftly, Whim-
pering, e crumpled suddenly into an
untidy heap and began to moan piti-
fully. Tour years of power and easy
living had zapped his nerve completely.

MNecker eyed him hatefully until he
saw ho had mnothing more to fear,
whereupon he walked over and stirred
hiz stricken ally with a contemptuous

boot.
out of it1™ he

“Come on: sna
growled. *“What's been cating youi”

The other raised a drawn, white face.

“Joe! Whera have you been since
Nottingham ? B% Heaven, I've nearly
gone crazy! I-—1 thought you'd been
caught and——="*

“And tho police were coming any
minute for little Lukev ! sneered the
Weasel wickedly. “Well, I haver't
And you haven't the spine of a rabbit,
vou fool. That for the palice!™

Heo snapped his fingers, and as Thur-
ston crawled slowly into an armchair,
told him briefly what had happened in
Severnmouth.

The finoncier seemed to swell with
relief. But fear came back to his eves
quickly, and he elutched the Weasel's
arin.

“But, Joo, what about Bill Murray
oll this time? Don't vou realise he's
earned three of that old fool's cheques?
Next he'll get the fourth., And soon
the Fifth!"

“Hold yer rowl T'va tried to stop
him, haven't I? I've been ill, I toll
ver ] And let me tell ver this, too: it's
oing to be more difficult etill now!

ho *splita’® are watching him every-
where !

13 A_Eh !Il

“That's right, faint agin!" grunted

INTRODUCTION.
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Necker, * After Nottingham, the police
m}turallly tumbled someone was after
him. bet they don’t know why,
though—that's one comfort! Crand,
al’t L7

“ Then—then we're finished !

“Shut up! Finished! Have you
ever known a teo that could stop ‘me
from getting near enough to hit anyone
" The Weasel snapped his §

8 Weasol anap 13 fingers again,
“That for 'em !E g J
Leaning forward, he shook Thurston's

krnee vindictively,

“ Now, listen, you! You're all in—
and all because you're too windy to
live. It's too late to stop Murray play-
g to-morrow; all right, let him! But,
by thunder, we'll get him nest wesk—
and thoroughly. You've got to help!
It's one big effart—or bust! Seel?
Suceess or & lifer—all at one go 1"

He leaned back and surveyed his
cringing companion truculently,

“How's that for & gamble®®
gloated.

Thurston’s whole body trembled with
nerves, e remched feebly for the
decanter.

“Wha-what's your schome now, curse
you " he blazed with sudden vicionsness.

The Weasel sneered disdainfully.

“¥ah! Well, first of all, get rid of
gll your servanta, I'll get you two wo
can trust! Hee? And after thar—"
His voice sank to & whisper. “T've
finished with *accidents’, Luke—they're
too much of a chance. We're going to
;:mkewa. clean sweep of those young

wps !

'Pﬁ?ﬂu mean—7"

*Never mind what T mean ! growlod
Necker roughly. “That's what I say!
Because it"s now or never, Luke—Fill
Murray—or Dartmoeor! Are yo going
to listen 0™

With a Jimp wave of his hands tha
financier gave in, The Weasel came
tloser, whispering.

When he alid down the ivy half an
hour later he left behind a man who

sweated with fear, yob whose eycs held
a faint gleam of hope in their dopths,

Lia

| — fp—

England’s New Batsman |
HPEHA’I“B middle and leg!

Five
to come [
Duckwortk of Lancashire,
England’s last man in, tapped
his blockhole frmly, then pgave it
another for luck., Then he nedded
calmly down the wicket to where Tim
Wall, the Australian fast bowler, waited
cagerly.

At the other end Bill Murray, not out
26, poised himeelf ready to run, while
Chester, the umpire, stood acide,

Blinging his bronzed, muscular arm
upwards, the South Kustralian burat
into explosive action.

Like a2 whirlwind in white he came
leaping up te the ereaze, smacked hia
lefr boot down with a bang, and let go
o short-pitched thunderbolt straight {for
IMickworth's shoulder.

It was quite unintentionel, however,
and left the little Lancastrian only one
thing to do—dnck !

And duek he did, right speedily !

Not quickly enough, thongh! The ball
thumped heavily into his ri%s, stopoered
him shightly, and went skipping away
towards fine leg. Then——

i H-'l.'ll'l !:I'I ;

“Hmiling ™ Bill Murray's  excited
bellow echoed round the packed Old
Trafford ground. Duekworth ran.

“You bet!" he grunted as he raced

‘Tue Migwer LIsRARY.—No. 1,167
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past Bill, and just beat Jackson's
throw-in to the wicket by inches,

Tim Wall came up quickly.

“Hurt you, old son®”® he asked
anxiousty, “I'm awfully sorry!”

Duckworth shook his head, and furned
to mnswer Bill's breathless grin. A
smack in the riba more or less was
nothing to the tough little man whe
had to keep wicket to his own fast
bowler—Macdonald—every day!

A roar of laughter st the-cheeky run
rewarded him, for Duckworth was a
prime favourite with all Lancashire
crowds. And it seomed as th;iaugh BvOLT-
one in the Red Rose county had turned
up to =ce the third day of the fourth
England v. Australian Test match !

Australia 326. England 312 for nine.
The mateh was as good as drawn, of
gourse, with only one day remaining for
two innings; but everyone wanted to
e Lngland get o lead on the firss

knock,

Bill got ready for the next ball. IHe
had tho typically erouching style of 2
Lig hitter, and it was a faet that, try
how they liked, no one yet had been
able to teach him how to play with a
straight hat.

Bill's idea of batting wans simple. Heo
had & bat in his han%s, and thore was
ﬂt'm ball to be hit. And when he did his
l_

Wall's next ball wos another short
one. Straight and nasty, it kicked off
the pitch, singing merrily. Bill's eyes
timed it all the way, though, and at tha
last moment he swayed backwards
shortened his bat, and let drive.

Smack !

Every head in Qld Trafford turned
mechanically to follow the red dot. On
the boundary, Bradman ran inte posi-
tion, watched the ball with longing cyes,
then dropped his hands resignedly., Ten
yords above his hoad the ball flew past
gul;r. and dmpj}&d amidst the crowd

r into the stand.

Chester raised his hands on high.
That was Bill'a second siz, and the
Lancashire crowd roared their delight.

*Well hit, laad !

“Good old Sovernsheor 1™

The leather was retrieved, and Wall
came again—this time a perfect lcngi-#h
enorter on the uﬁ'-ah:n'ni:. Bill got his
left shoulder nggressively forward. shot
out his leg, and so put all his weight
into a sctorching slash—the most gor-
geous punzh in cricket.

At cover-point, Vie Richardson,
Aystralia’s star fieldaman, saw it
coming—for a second. He dived

%allﬂntlvt arms outflung ! Not a hope!
efore his falling body hit tho turf the
ball had hissed along the carpet and
over the white line.

The scorchoard clicked: 322 for 9!

Tim Wall looked grim as he lined up
for his fifth attempt The effort he put
intp it drew a grunt of exertion out of
!nm, yet no one heard ir, for Bill, jump-
ing out of his crease, went right down
on one knee, swung recklessly, and
swished the bat wp with & resl old
rustic swipe.

His drive mot the ball sweetly,

" 0-0-0-0-0ver I _

The leng-drawn cry changed in a
second 1o & laughing, rolling cheer.
Straight and clean into the pavilion
balecony the ball had disappeared, scat-
tering the onlookers to right and I

England led on the first innings by
£ runs.

“HSome hitting, William 1" murmured
Oldficld, with his quiet, friendly smile.

Bill chuckled.

Amid a chear%, baisterous hum "Wall
bowled his last ball. .

Bill swung aFain happily, but this
tima he missed

His leg stump sang past Oldfield's
head, his middle stump went flat, whilss
hlqth bails flew spinning through the
slipa.

Idfeld dug him in the ribs.
“You're out ! he observed dryly.
Dizzily Bill surveyed the wreckage.
“Perhaps yvou're right |” he grinned;

then, glaneing over his shoulder, he
grah%ed hig bat and ran.

Bill beat tho crowd fo the pavilion hgi
a short head. The ovation he receive
az he trotted up the pavilion steps nearly
took his breath sway.

Tt had been a1 great game up to now,
Batting first, the Australian batamen
had given a wonderful dis?laj. A
patient cenfury by Woodfuil had paved
the way to dashing knooks by Bradman
and Kippax, and although Jackson had
beenn run-out cheaply, the tail had
“woagped 7 with & wvengeanee.

For the first tims in the campaign the
English bowlers had been tamed. il
kad taken 5 wicketa and kept the bats-
men quiet—which was all. Not even
he had been able to break through

.‘Illl“l.l’l EEINENAEEEEAssiFEEnEEETREEREd l:illtn

STILL THEY COME!

“ Don't put off until to-morrow
what you can do to-day!" says
Albert Offord, of 25, Devonshire
Flace, Brighton, Sussex. He's
gent in the following Greyfriars
Limerick and has won a POCKET
WALLET for his trouble !

Bald Bantar ta Todd In dia=-

gust :
1 8ince dinnar I"ve not had a
prust.’’
And Toddy replled @
It In your Inslde
You utufl any mores, you will
buat ! ™

See what you can do now.
as casy as it's fascinating!

It's
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Woodfull's defence this time, or cope
with Bradman's daszling array of
strokes.

However, the English batsmen econ
had something to say. Following &
typical Test partnership by Hobbs and
Suteliffe, Erncst Tyldezley, playing on
his own ground, had delighted the
crowd with a beautiful hundred, and
nfterwards Hammond and Hendren had
hit all reund the ring.

Chapman and Tate had gone for
fairly small scores, but Larwood mended
matters. Then had come Bill Murray's
mad and merry 42,

Players and erowd alike wors in con-
tented mood to face tha fourth and last

day.

'fha play next morning began
songationally, for Bill, pitching a ball
nlmost on to Jackson's tocs, made it
break back prettily, to knook the voung
batsman’s off -stump out.

To Australia the blow was a bad one,
for they had cvery intention of camping-
out and giving Eg]glnnd a feld day.
Thera was not the shghtest chance of a
victory for oither side; the match would
be left drawn. And then—the Ovall

This eame thought scemed to have
been in every player’s mind—at the
start of ({alﬂ.y. Jackson's quick dis-
missal and the fact that the Old Traf-

THE MAGNET

ford wicket was obvionsly in favour of
the bowlers, abruptly chonged their
ideas. ;

Kippax was next man in, and he and
his skipper batted etolidly for & while.
At 35 for 1 Bill put up & plain ball,
spinless and without swerve, but o littla
higher and a little slower than usual.
At the same time, he followed uﬁ_‘hnrd.

Carefully studying the ball, Kippax
raised hia bat briskly and let drive, It
was a fine shot, but not perfectly timed
—Bill had secen to that, Like a red
streak, the ball skimmed down the
wicket a few inches above the turf. Bill
knelt guickly, hands cupped end ready.
Next moment ha was up again, flinging
the ball high into the air, while Kippax
shook his hetd resignedly and turned
LWAY.
bl gig hat 1” murmured Tate. *We've
got ‘em groggy, Dill1”

A tremendons wave of confidence sud-
denly thrilled the English team. During
the next bhour or so it was a glorious
sight to watch Tate and Larwood at
their bost and fastest, arms whirling,
jnws determined, i

The great Sussex bowler ran swiftly
intc o shattering streak of form, Lar-
wood pelted away grimly, and Bill kept
pecking and thrusting at the batsmen's
defences. With the eoming of Iunch,
five wickets had follen for 60 runs.

Even Woodfull looked slightly worried
when he came out with Bradman for the
afternoon's play. The England team
sottled down to it with the brisk
cificiency of men whe realised they had
n _great chance of snatching a last.
m%‘ﬁﬂa i lik d ski tarted

apman, like a good skipper, starte
with his n’mnﬂt mrwheln%?': attack.
Tate at one end, Larwood or ECInﬂm ab
the other, whi&}p&d down their most
dangerouns stuff, while the fieldsmen
backed them up on tiptoe.

Nothing was given away, the men
covering each other like parts in a
wall-otled machine.

A glorious catch at point sent the
Australian skipper back te the pavilion
—one of Larwood's fasteat licked
MsCabe's off-stump ffteen yards.

The Australian tail-enders, with
Bradman still in to stiffen them up, hit
back sternly. *'The Boy,” as usual, was
playiog a great fighting game for his
side, wriggling cleverly out of Bill's
numerous traps, and beating back tho
faster bowlers with a flashing bat that
was always just right.

The end came just before tea, when
Bill flicked a leg-break past Clarrio
(Grimmett's bat, and Australie were all
out, Bradman carrying his bat for 104.
And while the crowd rose to the gallant
voungster, they had a special cheer for
England's magnificent bowlers.

The Mother Country needed just 20{
to win—and they bad two hours in which
to do 1t

Chapman'’s orders were to hit. A
brisk start by Hobbs and Sutcliffe sct
faces beaming around the ropcs, but
both were out trying to clump bells into
the road. Then gloom descended swaftly
in tho disastro uz%mlf—huur that followed.,

In rapid succession Hammond, Loy-
land, and Hendren ]l shared the same
fate. The Australians were hanging on
doggedly.

In this erisla Perey Chopman,
England’s checry skipper, rose to the
ocoasion, Attacking from the first ball,
his flailing bat swept the ball to all
parts of the ring, while st the other
crn(d:rTgI!deslaj gcored fast and soundly,
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A great ball from Fairfax took the
Lancastrian by surprise.  As he came
panting into the pavilion he called Bill
over quickly.

“%ou follow the next moment, ald son,
and bit hke blazes !

The words sot the youngster's blood
tingling, Turning, he made a dive for
his gear and began to huckle on
his pads with fingers that trembled.
He was no soonar ready than a dgep
groan of disappointment floated througn
the window and made him glare out
feverishlv., Out on the ficld, McCabe
was chucking the ball up joyously, while
Tate was comiong slowly back with down-
cast face.

“0h, help!” )

Down the staivse Bill went, passing
Maurice at the pate.

“Good luck, boy! CGive 'em socks!”

A warm burst of clapping greeted
Bill’s appearance, but he scarcely
noticed it. He glanced at the score-
board, then at the cloek—60 runs wanted
~twenty minutes to gol

Fairfax was bowling, and bowling
well, Bill z=aw the ball jump towards
him Ehrough a sort of mast, b it and
started to run. A roar and Chapman's
beaming smile made him look up to sce
it sailing clear to the boundary.

After that things beeame hazy, Again
and agzin the mﬁ pill kept popping up,
and Lill smashed at 1t furiousiy—any-
where, anvhow, He watched someone
bowl to Chapman, who hit like fury,
and they ran and ran. There was cheer-
ing—waves of sound as though the
world had gone mad. Faces sround
were blurred—figures in white scemed
to dash uwp and then mysteriously dis-
appear. And all the time the bnﬁ wias
there, and Bill kept hitting—hitting—
hitting.

He was breathless, grim-faced, nnd
nild-eyed with rrncuntrated axertemont.

Smeack | Another ball. Smack] More
chesring. DMore running,. Woodfull's
faee white and stern, Fairfax bowling
lhiko a demgon.

“ Last over |"

The umpire's voice cut through the
din like a knife. For the second time
Bill g'[anﬁed dazedly at the score-board.
Tho figures made his heart leap.

Ten runs wanted !

*Gosh 17

Tim Wall had the ball, His first two
crpresses wore unplayable, the third
Bill slammed, and ke and Chapman
m'ﬁﬁ'Ed tWIE'E'l

Eight!

A terrific long hop jumped past the
wicket head-high. DBill's bat came round
in 8 wristy gleaming cirele, Woodfull
jumped=—and missoed,

¥our |

The fifth ball was impessible, Qld-
ficld took it and threw 1t back amid a
phostly smlence,

Four to get—one hall to do it! To
Bill's delight, the last ball of the match
was a half-voller. He daneed forward,
slung up his bat. and hit with all the
power of his biz shoulders and steel
wrIsts.

“Got it—got it! Oh-sooh 1

For Vie Richardzon, hurling himself
along the turf like a man possessed, had
rot a desporate outstretched hand to the
Fall—and stopped it!

Quietly and deliberately the wmpires
removed the bails, The game was over.
Australia had saved the day on the
etroke of time,

“Wait fill we get vou at the Owal,

Bill!” murmuored Bradman, as the
teams won their way into the pavilion
at last,

And the two voung cricket stars
prinned at each other grimly,

A Swilt Raid !

1 OULD ye sparc some bacey,

boss 7™ . ]

Sprawling untidily against

& milestone, just outside

Desford  village, a dingy old tramp

zered hungrily from under the brim of

Eis battered hot, as o stulwart game

keeper, gun on shoulder, sirode home-
wards throngh the gathering dusk.

A long suminmer day had drawn to its
close at lust. Back in the village,
lighted windows twinkled cheerfully
round the groon, bat out here in the
shadow of rustling woods and the silent
hills beyend, the road was dark and
lonely. Only a sclitary gleam from a
cottape farther up shone through the
troes: the rest of the world was lost in
purple shadow.

At the sound of the whining voicn, the
keeper halted, staring keenly down at
the vague figure by the wayside. His
hand, aiter a slight pause, slid slowly
into his velvetcens.

“Bacey '™ he growled good-naturedly.
“lInh! llere y'are, thenl Look
slipny [®

With a2 mumble of thanks the old man
seratmbled up esgerly and began to 61l a
recking clay.

“Thanky, boss! Gorra light?”

A mateh fMlared in the dusk, highting
tho kecpor's smooth face and  the
tangled beard of the vagabond, Tho
cves of the two men met in a brief
stare. A cloud of smoke drifted into the
night.

-l-A‘I'! 0_ K_?J‘J

"¥eg Thev're just having supper.”

' Been anvone Y

“Nat a soul. Be glad when this job's
uver [V

‘AL, Will be—to-night 1™

The kecper grunted,

“Ta-night’s the night; fsn't it ?
watching Woodsigle 29

Whe's

“Monty himself! Fvervthing's set.
S'long 1™

“ Ba E':"‘U‘d prs

Their hasty whizsnoring ceased. The

tramp's vaies rose huskily.

“Thark ve, boss! Thank ye kindly !™
no eried, and, stuling his pouch away,
tl;t{‘:i keeper marched on with a careless
nad,

Leit to himself, the knight of the
road hooked a bundle from the grass,
and went shambling ;.l..'l.'n.'&:}' in the oppo-
site direction. Passing the cottage, he
glanced quickly in through the open
window, smiling quietly at the sight of
Bill and his brother Alee, talking ninc-
tern to the dozen over the supper-table.
Bill Murray, be knew, had only arrived
back from Manchester that davy, and
had plenty of news for his brother's
eager CATS,

tili with the same shuffling step, he
passed on until he came to & stile in the
hedge, where a bridle path climbed
steoply up through the woods and into
tho hills,

Fifty yards up the path, the trees
bepan, and there on the edge, he tossed
his pack among the rootz of an onk, and
gat down with a grunt of satisfaction.

It wos o fino position. From where
he lay he could lock right down into the
cottage and its little garden, the fields
bevond, and the main road running to
right and left.

No one was in sight: darkness
eovered the country-side. I'itching his
dirty old hat on to his bundle, he
stretched comfortably and began to fill
his pipe afresh,

“"Last night out in the opon. Ted, me
lad 1” he murmured to himself, “Wish
I was up at Woodside, thm:gh. Wonder
how Monty's getting—a-ah I

{Centinued on page 28.)

)

THE COME-BACK OF
CAESAR!

{Coniinued from pags 14.)

“"Ho, ho, ho ¥ ¥You o Lotin seholar !
If that's not the limit 1" gurgled Julius
Cacsar. *"All I can say is, if you're &
Latin scholar—yaroocoh |

Tihe limit of Mr. Crosalev's patienco
had at last been reached. With a audden
mavernent he reached forward ond gave
Julive Uncsar's prominemt nose & savage
tweak, and the remarks of the celebrated
Boman ended up in a wild yell.

The npext instant, Mr. Crossley waa
velling, too, as Capsar's short sword
hﬂgun to tickle his waisteoat.

*Ow ! Grooogh! Keepimoff

“ Here, Cacsar, cape up with that

prodding bizney. old chup i " urged Hal

[1-?

Smiler, rather auxiously. “ Won't be
anything left of Lim in o minute 1 "
“ Bilence, boy ! roared Caesar. * Thero

certainly won't be anything left of him
by the timo I've finished with him. DBut
it's going to take me a long time to finish
with him ; vou sco, I'm going to make a
gallev-alave of him! "™

** Oh, great Eip g2

“Help! Have me!™ howled Mr.
Crossley, hardly knowing what to do.
“ Feteh a policernan, somehbody, and have
this maniac arreated | ™

“By Mara'! I'd like to see the police-
man that could arreat Julive Caesari™
chuckled the ancient Roman leader.
** Bhout as much as you like, old chap ;
nothing can save %ﬂ:-u from slavery on a
Roman warship for the rest of your
natural | Seige him, soldiera ! **

A dozen brawny Romans rushed $o obey
the order, and Mr, Crossley was whirled
mito the air.

Then, before anything else conld happon
came & second explosion just like the one
which hed heralded Caesnr's approach.

An instant later, with atartling sudden-
nesg, Juliue Caesar and his legiona van-
ished into thin air! The five minutes’
time limit in Hal's wish was up, and our
cheery hero felt rather glad now that hoe
had made it only five minutes. With
ten minutes at hig disposal there wae no
teMing what Caesar would have done |

As it wasa, Mr. Crossley, deprived of the
support of the Roman soldiers, felt him.
solf desecend to the floor of the Form-
reom with a fearful concussion.

Bumap !

“Yoooooop! Halp!™

“Hus, ha, ha!" rosarel the uneym-
pathetic Fourth.

Hal Smiles wont out to the front of the
class and helped the Form-roaster to hia
feet again.

“Itta all right now, s, he  said.
* They've all gone, snd I don't think
they'll come back 1™

“Ow! Thonk goodnesa! "™ gospod Mr.
Crossley, wiping the perspiration from hia
brow, * The wholoe thing has beon monst
disturbing, Smilea. I suppose we muat
all have been victims of an extraordinary
mirags or other wvisunl phenomenon.
Ow! You may return to your placo,
now [ "

“And shall T ecarry on construing
Caesar 1" asked Hal, innocently.

Kr. Crossley shuddered.

“ No, Smiles. Put away your Latin
books : I don’t want to hear any more
of Julius Caesar to-day, and I don’t think
I shall want to hear so much of him in the
future. We will talte English literature,
ingtead !

So Mr. Crossley wos cured of his ex-
aggerated regard for sancient Fome.
And Hal Smiles felt, as ho put his Latin
books into hia desk, that there had been
at least one good result from the amazing
Come-back of Cacsar |

THE BXD.
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8 THE
THE TEST MATCH HOPE!

(Continved from pege 27.)

Hills, road and eottage dissolved sud-
denly 1oto o mad oxplosion of ‘scarlet
light; a dull, terrible pain wrenclied tha
base of his shull, Then blackness, - Ile
- wexds forward Iimp]ﬁ. his body shding

%:Wwﬂl}*. down_ the slope 1Lito n bush,

fis apin twitched curiously, and sfter:
werds, o was still.

Club in hand, a dark figure stole from

il -the -tree 'and bent over him:

cautiously. There was a short, spiteful
laugh, followed by guéer ruatlitigs amid
the undergrowth. One by one, in quick
siccession, -threo other men enme swiftly
framn the shadows. :

“ Lamine interduce ye, boys ! ‘Mr. Ted
Elrg'l-.ir o' Scotland Yard! ‘e big
LT !

an silence, the . others haels down.
When they rose again, their faces wore
sdmiring gring,

“You're. 2 wonder, Joe!" whispored
ene, “*He's sleoping -like z babe, and
.nm‘fir 1]1—-'.'!':“_'[-1“-11“'; hit him 1" :

“Yah! a was ¢asy!” gloated the
Weasel. “Rope him uwp, Tom! o on,
Jerrv—out loose 1

* Right, Joo1®

Jerry Hogor threw beck his bead,
and the moumful hoot of an owl. went
ﬂ:};ohl-mg throwigh the darkness. TFaint,

elear, from the fialds -behind: the

cottdgo GArmo an answer.
rubbed ls hapds softly. -
- “New thep, Mr. Bill Murray!” ho
‘l."i‘:]lr'i[j{'i’;:"d.' *Ready, Tom? " Then coma
AT

Sikent  as pi‘}ih'sts, the derk figtires

ﬂ ﬁ-fh_-rfnﬂ-;‘: ¢ path _tmh 'rtg:{-!:ra-aﬂhmad.ﬁd
& ed again when achdd:

t*»‘gbhﬁm,rm aga en they reac]

The TI'.‘!FEEEEI_

The reply came almost at

.'ﬁﬂ'.ﬂ'ﬂﬂﬁﬂvﬁ net was closing ia!

- BiH Myreay leaned hack luxiificusly.
In the glow of the lamplight the pariour
looked vary bright apd epsv. And the
boyd' faces wore hpight, too. Four of
James DBarr's chagues stood to  their
credit in the eity paw, bosides what
Bill had saved out pf hia Severnshire
Pays .

The Murrays werg
eyes, 93 usial, funod
ab the thought. i ‘

John Murray sdf im his chair fully
closhed, save {fev collar and. tie.

*Time we got dad to bed,” ho oh-

served lnzily. .
" Alee pmﬂw& back his chair.

‘?rcﬂpe:in g Bill's
owards hiz fathoy

MAGNET

F;‘-Hﬂ:ﬁ, I'il do it,” he -said guigkly.
i it_l} . =
-He stopped; both youngsters staced.
Although the window was open, neither
]1111;1 héard a step on the path,

‘et ‘someone was tapping gently at
the - door, : TR ey
" M'Who' the dickens——*

Quickly Aled stopped across the room
and turned the handle, He peerod out-
sihe; the garden path was empty. Bill
wiatched him look round in perploxity,
saw him put his head ouwt farther. He
heard o thud and o faint gusp’, then
to his horror sow Alec throw' up his
hands. and bucklo weakly at the kinees,

Nezt moment the Jad fell hack inte
the parlour senseless, and in a trice the
room was full of men. ;

The attack was swift and deadly.
Bill only had time for one fierce shout
of ragey then the men were upon him.

Snatching up hiz chair, -he dropped
Ilogani, in his tracks: but the others
swyrthett over him before he could raise
the chuir again.  The light snapped
out; a sinewy hand throttled his crics
for ‘irwelp.  OUther men cathe quickly
through the back door and fell on him.
Alee stavoed where e had fallen.

In thirty secomds Bill was pinned be-
neath o pile of heavy bodies.  Five
minutes more, end both boys lay gagged
and tightty Honnd.

A Famnt sonad made one of the men
ghingee  quickly “through the window.
He futned at once. '

“lat's hore, Joo!

-

The . beader grunted complacently.
CRight! Got “emn out, boys ™

Rough hands grabbed ‘Bill and Alee
apd whisked thein down 4o the gate,
whare Leke Tharston stedd whito-faeccd
beside his car, having just cping fromn
e ofhces iR Etwn’r‘ifh!nmﬂ.sl‘f,__ Ales _.fﬁtiil

id not move, while Bill could. only

are and wwrithe in futile Jesperabion.

hey were fuung into the coar,cand tho
mon erowded in after them. _

Alone. in . the cottage the Weasel
looked round, smiling a wuket, slow
grin of- triuthph. ; !

. His eyes travitled -at lasy to the Help-
less man ab-the boread, shtl hoe rubbed
hig hands 1 ovil anticipation. His
stnile deepened by degroad until his faco
was - hideous in - its rat-like cruelty.

Very deliberately bo closed the cotthge |
atd gzidlod esecr towards lis - ofd

door,
BNy,
(Wihnt's the

next week—everyrtine will arip youl)

Wenwnl poing fa do 1o
John Murray now thatehe's goti him at, .
Jis smerey? Boysirdon't fail toread tie
fnal ingtrilsvent. of 1this powerful ~zérial’

EVERY SATURDAY

WAKING UP GREYFRIARS!

(Continued from poge 23)

Pap’s face lengthened.

“0Oh my!” he murmured,

He could sce the surprised locks onm
ﬂ.m faces of a crowd of fellows outside.
They werc amazed to see Sir Hilton
depart withott his nephow,

But the bharonct was gone—alonol
FPop waited uneasily for what was to
fallow.

The study door opencd, and AMr
Quelch cameo in, :
Pop turned to him,

“Popper ! said Mr.
deep wolce,

“¥Ye-c-es, sir! faltered Pop. His un-
cosiness was growing, Sonwthing, &
secmed; had gone wrong, when sucecsa
scemed o certainty. :

“You will not be expelled!™

“Ohl” gasped Pop.
~ He could not hide the disinay in hia
face. If Mr. Queleh wanted any proof
of Bir Hilton's assertions, he had it
now. His face grew grinuner and
grimmec,

“The Head has left the matter in my
!mng?" Popper! You will be flogged.”

L1 Ii“ -

“On "any repetition of your offenece,
t]m‘:‘}lilggg'ﬁi‘g- will Le ropeated.”

il 1] >

“Put in no coze will you be sent
awiy " [ron Loy frjags,™

..r.c}h-!ll: ) 2

There was o Birch in X, Quelch's
hand., Ile had thoughtinlly lwought it
to the sfudy with hioe.,

“And gow, Popper, you will bend
over that chair!™ !

r I-il G!] !l:l :

The seeno that followed was painfgl—
very pojnball  Det s, ds a riovelist
would ampe deaw govei]!

Queleh, in a

Harry  Whavton amd Cd.  found
Pop in Study MNo. 1 later.  His look
woidd have touched the hardest heart.
“Not goue?’ said Havey.

Fap enly groancd.

U Not ghingd

Another proamn.

PPop was not gone—and he waa noé
going! Pop of the Circus wos still Pop
of Groyfriars!
: THE ENIN.

(Whatcver you do, chums, don’t miss
the, concluding  yarn in ilhis geries,
entitled; “HTHE (CALL. OF THE

B ; l[‘sﬂﬂrﬁﬂ% E to, all suférers, particulars of & proved | -
I. w Bgme “tréatmeént that Eujtkl:' *removes®ally
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I.
CAESAT AWD OIS LEGIONH!

ANG ]
m * Take that, you dogl"
* And bands up, Cowboy Joe!

I'm the Bherifi of Two-Gun
Guleh 1 ™

" Good old sheriff | * yelled Hal Smales
and Fred Larking, the cheery chums of
the Fourth at Cayningham,

The scene was Hal's study, at .um,u..uﬂ:_m.
ham, England ; it was also a disreputable
ealoon in Arizona, TV.8.A.

The explanation of that somowhat
contradictory etate of affairs wos that
Hal's study wos being used for the
waqﬁnmm of projecting a .Ew_nm&u_nﬁsnm

ealing with the wild and woolly West !

* Talkies,” in & Cayningham study, were
rather an innovation. Hal's useful Little
‘mazic ring had made them possible. With
tho aid of the ring, Hal achisvod the first
wizsh he heppened to mﬂ%aﬂu evory day,
and ag thie wea a wet end disamal evening,
he had wished for * Talkies.’

Ali Garoomph, the obliging Slave of the
Ring, had responded immediately with a
umwm.u%euﬁ_.:m projector and & screen,
Regult: Hal and his pel wers now
.ﬂﬂi:wﬁmh firat-rate progrumme in their
own H den |

Properly s m,pﬁzw_ of course, our lucky
ald heroes ahould have beenm grinding at
their prep. Mr. Crossley, the master of
the Fourth, had kindly given his Form
& large slice of the colebrated works of

Juliua Caesar to preparc that night. But
strange to relate, Hal and Fred ferred
Cowhoy Joe and the Sheriff of Two-Gun

Gulch to Julius Caessr and all his works.
It showed lamentable lack of taste on
their part; but Fourth-Formers usually
do show leck of taste in such things,
don't they 1

Hal and Fred watched the triumph
of the sheriff over Cowhoy Joe with
tremendous enthusiasm. Then thoey had
8 few merry ha-ha's gver the entics of

Dicky the Grouse, and o good, long roar
over @ super-talkis featuring Buster
DBeatem,

“AMy giddy auntl Bed-time !

exclaimed Fred Larking, looking up at
tho study clock at the end of that picture.

“8o it 18! " eaid Hal Smiles with a
gtart. *' Better call thet the end, then.
What about prep ?"

* Ain't going to be no .m.a_.am%. by the
lock of things!" grinned F Larking.

“ Crossloy will be whxy in the morning.™

“Won't be the first time!”

“ Well, there's that! " chuckled Hal.
“* Btiil, prep's prep, and you know how
fond he 18 of __..ML ulina Sneezer! 1 can
sce trouble looming ehead in large quan-
titics when ho finds out how much we've
done 1 ™

In which forecast Hal Smiles proved to
be perfectly correct.

Maorning dawned bright and sunny
after the rain, as all respectable mornings
should be. Hal and Smiles felt bright
and sunny in sympathy. Mr. Crossley
didn't ; Mpr. Crossley never did !
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whatover about that

BOB CHERRY'S THE BOY FOR BREEZY YARNS—HE'S

One rub of Hal Smiles’ ring—agh and—
Hey, presto !—Julius Caesar comes

The master of the
Fourth had kidnoys
and bacon for brealk-
fast. That wos o
bad sign. Kidneys
gnd bacon meant
dyapepsia, heartburn, =and
liver trouble for Mr. Crossley,
all at once. And any one
of those complaints wos
mfficient to make him love
Julivs Caesar more than
ever, and love his pupils
considerably lesat

Mr. Crosslay plonged into Jnlius Caesar
with a zest, a8 soon aa the Iourth had
assembled. The Fourth waded affer
him without eny zest whatever.

One by ono, the unhappy juniors wera
called on to stapd wp and construe.
Some performed the task moderately wall,
others wvery badly. But whother they
constriod moderately well or very badly
indoed, thoy all knew somothing about it,

With two exceptions !

Those two exceptions were Hal Smiles
and Fred Larking. If one fact stood out
plainly that morning, it was the fact thet
our cheery horoes know absolutely nothing
alice of the works
of Julius Coesar which they were supposed
to have studied the evening belore.

After hearing Fred's construe for one
minute, two bright-red apots appeared on
the face of Mr. Crogsley. After listening
to Hal for ten seconds, Mr. Crossley’s
eycs began to glint.

Ten seconds after that, his ears began
to twitch., Ten seconds moare, nnd his
heir was standing up on end. Ancther
ten soconds, and he seemecd in grave
danger of throwing an apoplectic fit.

“Stop 1" he shouted at last, clapping
his hands to the sides of his hend, as
though Hal snd Fred had given him
earache. * Enough! More than enough,
in fact! Your construe ia a disgrace,
Broiles ; likowise, yours, Larking., They're
both utterly disgraceful, I say!™

“Oh, sir!™ choruged Hal and Fred
meskly.

* Buch abysmal ignorance I have never
encountored bofore!™ raved the irate
Form master. * It is lamentable—dread-
ful—appaliing—monstrous ; it is beyond
words, in fact.”

“ My hat!* exclaimed Hal, involun-
tarily. ** All the same, sir, you scem to
have found one or tweo words to fitin! "

' .H.”—..m... muﬂ_w mu.m- H ¥

* Silenge | " hooted Mr. Crossley.
** The matter, boys, is not one ior laughter ;
rather is it a matter for grief. It grieves
me doeply to realize that pupils of mine are
so unappreciative of Caesar as to noglect
the study of his works. Julius Caesar,
a3 I have repeatedly told you, was one
of the greatest characters of ancient
times."

“Good old Juliua!” murmured Fred
Lavking.

“Ha, ha, hal®

" Hia simple, lueid style of writing should
be an inspiration to all of you, VWhen I
was a sclhoolboy, I loved Caesar,” said

Mr. Crossley impressively. * Why, then,
Smiles, should you not love him, tog ? ™

Hal Smiles jumped.

“ Me love Caesar, gir? Oh crikeyt"

“"Hsa, he, hat ™

“Ope reason why I don't like him, is
that he interferes with crickef—e"!

“* Hear, hear! ™

* And another ia that he's always got-
ting me lines and cand gal Can't expoct
me to love & man who's always gelting
me into rows, can you '

“Ha, ha, hal®"

* Bilence ! " roared Mr. Crossley again
* Wore Creanr boro, Smiles, he would tell
vou that only by hard work, such as
studying his books, does man achieve
Buccessg.’

Hel Smiles grinned.

“ Doubt it, sir! I expect if he were
hore, Caesar would be jolly annoyved to
find that his one remsining claim to fame
waa that he regularly got schoolboys
caned ! "’

Mr. Crossley glared.

* How dare vou contradict me, Smiles |
Lot me tell vou, es one who koowa some-
thing of Caesar, that he would Lo delighted
to know that his works are still reparded
a8 & model 1 7

Hal, forgetful in the hoat of the argu-
mont of the fact that be had not yvet had
his magic wish for the day, retorted
quickiy :

"Well, I wish Juliuva Caezar swould
come back to hie for five minutes, &0
that weo could see who wae rightt”

Bang |

There was n sharp oxplozion
outside the Form-.room,

from

to Earth !

3

b1

o) 1
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IN WITH ANOTHER SPOT OF MAGIC THIS WEEK!?

And Hal Smiies
realised that i1t had
happened |

*Oh, yegoda |l ¥ he
muttorad. “ That’s
dore it 1™

It hod |

Almost  Immedi-
ately, there was a
steady tramping
sound, as of an army

v
\\a on the march, from
3y °/ the passapo outside
v the Form-room. After
.\ / a few seconds, a sharp
. command rang out,
and it ceasod. Then
tho door of the
Yorm-room was flung

\ _..:_:..__.ﬁ___._w_._

open, and a stranro
figure, clad in tho
toga and sandals and
helmet of an aneient
Ilomansoidier,
marohed in, followed
by what looked like
an army of other
anciente amilarly olad.

* Juliug Caesar ! * yolled Mr. Crossley.
“ And his giddy legions | ™ added Hal
Bniles,
“ M.m-my hat!"
11,

find that Cacsar could speak good English

CHARGING CROSSLEY'S MIND |

_= bbﬂh.ﬂwﬁﬁ&._:mi&h:_rﬁ
% cmm.m_.ﬁ..mﬂ_anﬁ_wnﬁﬁ.?nw_?
Crossley.

At lcast, that was what Mr,
Crossley alterwards decided he rmmust
have said. For the time being, the
master of the Feourth couldn’t make
sense of it ot all. About written Latin,
thore wasn't much that Mr. Crossloy
didn’t know. Spoken Latin was &
differont matter, Never having lhad the
chanee of hearing Latin spoken in ancient
Rome, Mr. Crossley wasn't very well up
In pronunciation, and for all he knew,

Juling Caesar might have Leen speaking
Greak |

* What—what——" he gasped,

“ Balva, mapgister | ™

fe .m“.Hp .m £} ]

“ Balve, magister | But perhaps,” eaid
Caesar, lapsing into English, ** you do not
speaka da Latin, so I speaks Enlish in-
ptead, hey 77

“ How dare you suggest that I do not
mm,mw__m Latin ! ™ roared Mr. Crossluy.
“Why, I am one of the leading Latin
scholars of the day [

*“"Ha, ha, ha !

It was a roar from the Fourth, For
Juliuya Caesar, the celebrated Roman

enoral, to come to tho conclusion that
Ir. Crossloy did not spesk Laotin struck
them as distinetly funny. Mr. Crossley,
however, evidently did not rogard it as
funny. He glared.

Julins Cacsar ignored him and turned
to tho class.

* Friends, Romans, country-
men---f mean, gentlemen, chaps
and fellows of Britainl!! he

L,

>
=
=
-

corrected hastily, * Julius Caesar greets
voul

“How do, Caesar! ™ yelled back the

Fourth, cheerfully, quite relieved to
after all.  Most of them, bLeing still in
ignorance of the existence of Hal Smiles’
magic ring, noaturally didn’t believe 1t
it rowlly wos Julius Cacrar come bnek to
carth ; but whother he was Juliuzs Cacaar
or not, they much preforred him to Cacanr's
celebrated worka.

Cacsar surveyed the Fourth for a
moment with a slight smile. Then ho went
on :

" Boys! I've turned up with the object
of dispelling a few miseonceptions re-
garding mysclf. Quite a lot of the yarns
that are told about me oo all wrong,
you know. For instance, thab cno about
the assmssination, when I wes supposed

to turn round and oxelgim, * And thou,

Hrutus 1' The faot iz, DBrutus -wnan’t
thers ot ell, What I did say when they
bazhed me wes *Ow ! You Lbrutest’

15

“Great pip 1™ murmured the Fourth,
greatly surprised.

" Then there’'s that other hoary old
fable shout my wife being sbove sus-

icion,” went on Caesar. " Dead wrong,
soys, believe me. She was always under
suspicion a8 far as I was coneerned,
Several times I suspected her of poisoning
my porridge, and I know for o fact ghe
pui & pin on ray scat one time when I
was presiding over the senate |

“My hat!" exclasimed Hal Smilea.
“ Looks as if we shall have to revise our
ideas of Roman history, chaps 1 ™

“* All this talk of rendering unto Cacsar
the things that are Chesar’s ia very mis-
leading, too ¥ ' pursued Julivs Caesar, with
a sheke of his helmeted head. “ "Bout the
only things I got out of my eampaigns
were A prezentation set of needies from
Cleopatre and a free season ticket to the
cireus at Rome ! I ask you, boys, was it
worth it ¢ "

" Well, grinned Hal
Smiles.

Julius Caesar enorted.

“Boyael If any of you over foel
tempted to conguer the world, take
tho advice of one whoe conquered
Gaul, Britain, Africa and a lot of
other placea whosse names I've
forgotten, don't] The game isn’t worth
tho candle I

Mr. Crossley thought it was about tine
he stepped in.

“ Loolt here, sir," he interposcd, “I
don't know who vou ATO——""

“1 am Julins Caesar | "

“ Utter nonsonse, my dear sir ! ™ aried
thoe mastor of the Fourth. * Juliua
Coesar hns been doad for two thousend
yeara | ™

“Well, he's comoe back to earth and
stands hefore you now ! And by the way,
who are you to doubt the word of a
Cacszar

1 am Mr. Crosszley, mastor of the
Fourth at Cayningham, and a- colobrated
Lutin seholar 1

Juling Cavsar jumped.

“ What, you t You o Latin scholar and
you didn’t even recogniss the Latin
cquivalent of ‘How's wyour father?’
Ha, ha, ha t ™

“ Lwok here—" began }Mr, Crossloy,

hardly t *

The whole yarn arose from thet. Savvy t 1

(Conténued on page 27.)
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