“JOHNNY BULL ON THE RUN!” sonvss woris' Harry Wharton & Co.
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A STIRRING SCHOOL-ADVENTURE YARN BY A STAR AUTHOR!

Featuring Harry

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Little Misunderstanding !

4 QU cheeky rotter 1
Y Harry Wharton jumped, and
slinozt dropped the receiver.
Ram Singh,
his side at the telephone at
Wharton ge, heard the words that
came over the wires as plainly as
Wharton did. And his eyes apened so
wide that they looked like starting from
his dusky face.

Both of them knew quite well the
voice of their chum, Johnny Buall, of the
Creviciars Romove., Neither of them,
wwost certainly, had expected that well-
known voice to utter sugh startling
wards,

But there waz no miztake about it!
It was Johnny Bull speaking, from his
home in far-off Yorkshire, io Harry
Wharton, at Wharton Lodge, in Surrey |
And rhat was what he said.

Whartan, alfter jumping, stoocd as if
petrified. The receiver remained in hia
hand, but not at his ear. A faint sound
from it indicated that tha follow at the
ather end waz speaking, but he did not
hear the words. He was too astenigshed
to heed,

“IDid you hear that, Inky?" gaspcd
Earry.

"The hearfulnesa was terrific and
amazing I said Hurrea Jamset Ram
Singh.

“*Has he gone mad, or what?”
"Eiteemed goodfulness knows !
Harry Wharton lifted the receiver—
bot he lowered it again. If that was
what Johnny Bull had to say on the
Magyer Lisrany.—No. 1,481,
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Wharton & Co., the Cheery Chums of Greyfriars.

phone, he most decidedly did not want
to hear any moro.

But it was amaring—startling—inex-
plicable, upless Johnny had suddeniy
gone off his rocker. Only & week apo
they had parted on the best of terms.

The friendship of the Famous Five, of
the Greyfriars Remove, doubtless had
itg little ups and downs. Generally,
was, a4 the poet expresses [t—roses,
roses all the way ! But there flad some-
times been rifts in the lute!

But not of late! They had spent the
summer vacation together, on a cveling
tonr round the coast of Suzzex and Kent,
winding up at merry Margate. After
which they bad scattered to their
various homes for the last daya of the
holidays,

Frank Nugent was in Wiltshire, Bob
Cherey in Dorset, Johnny Bull in York-
ghive, and Hurree Singh, whose home
was at Bhanipor, in far-off India, had
come  back with Harry to Wharton
Lodge.  But there hod heen a posteard
fram Johnny, szayving ihat he would
miva Wharton a lask in before the rew
terin began at Greyfriars School. Which
was quite good news to Wharton and
Hurree 8ingh. And now—

“Parhapstolly,” murmured Hurreeo
Singh gently, “the esteemed Johnoy

is speaking to some other sbsurd
person—-" i
“*Perhaps ! s=aid Wharton dryly.

“But I suppose he doesn’t speak te his
father like that!™

The Naboh af Bhampur grinred.
Harry Wharton's fare was rather set.
It was a trank eall, frem Wharton
Ladge to Moor Fell, in Yorkshire, and
Harry had had to wait to get through.
And a3 soon At he got through, that was

what he got from Johmny!
was not nicel

However, he pat the receiver to hia
ear again. If Johony had been speak-
ing, he had left off. Wharton spoke tnta
the transmitier.

“Are vou there® Is that vou, Bul]?™

“Yes," came Johnny's voree i roply.
“Is that Whartoa speaking 7"

“Yer; I was going to ask you about
vour train to-morrow. But what the
thump did sou mean——"

Wharten was interrupted.

Loud and clear on the telepheone
came the voice of Johnny Bull, as sharp
and clear a3 if he had been standing,
like Hurree Singh. at Wharton's elhow :

“Shut op! Can't you leave me alanc,
you pushing cad? Shut up, I tell you I

Harry Wharton compressed his hps.

He had had enough of that—rathoer
more than enough.

“My esteemed chum—"
the Nabeb of Blhanipur.

Inkv's dusky face was dueﬁw'[;.r IS
tressed.  Standing close to his chum, he
had caught those astorishing words over
the wires as well as Wharton., Bue his
bronze hand caoght Wharton's wrist as
Harry was about to replace the receiver
on the hooks and cut off.

“"Held on, my esteenied and sahsurd
Wharton——"

"I've had enough from Bull, Inky !"

ddl BLI.t e
“Let’'s get out! 1 Ffancy Bull has
changed his mind about coming here!

It really

murnmiured

Coodness knows what's biting him; but
he ean't talk to me like that! By
Jore *—Wharton's eves gleamed—"T'r

jolly well punch his bead if he wasn't at
the other end of a telephone wire 1"
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“But——" repeated the nabob.

“QOh, cut off, and let's get out!® ex-
claimed Wharton impatiently.

“There is some ludicrous and idiotic
error,” said the Nabob of Bhanipur,

ently but fiemly. “Speak to the absurd
Eahnn;r agaln 2

“I'm fed-up !

“Then let me do the absurd speech-
fulness.

“Please yourself !

Wharton allowed the nabob to fake
the receiver, which Hurree Singh placed
to & dusky ear. Johnny Bull's voice was
eotning through. x

“You there, Wharton? I say, I can’t
hear you! Are you therei”

“It is my unworthy self, my excellent
Johnny 5

“Oh, you, Inky, old manl!” came
Johnny's volce, from far-off Yorkshire.
“T was going to sav—— You rotten,
meddling fool, will you shut up and
leave & %ﬁilnw alone 1

The Nabob of Bhanipur started
violently. Wharton, beside him, heard,
end gave him a sarcastic look. Inky was
getting soma of it now ! .

, “Like that style of conversation,
Inky ¥ asked the captain of the Grey-
friars Bemove.

Inky stood silent.
receiver to has ear.

“"0Oh, cut off I” snapped Wharton.

Wharton was sngry, and, like tha
prophet of old, he felt that he did well
to be angry.

Hurree Singh was prepared to be
angry, also, with good cause; but he was
going to make sure that there was good
cause first. Really, thero seemed to be
no explanation, unless Johnny, at his
home, was having a row with somebody
while occupied in answering a telephone
call. That seemed improbable enough,
but it seemed, to the cool-headed nabob,
still more improbable that Johnny was
5ll?nging his old friends for nothing at
a -

The voice at the other end ran on:

“Will you mind vour own business?
Who asked you to butt in? I tell you
I'm fed-up with vou—up to the back
teeth I

The nabob listened in silence. Whar-
ton caught his arm.

“Haven't you had encugh yet, Inky?"

Inky zhook his head.

“"That's enough from woul” went on
Johony Bull's voice. © Kee? away from
this_phone, and keep away from me!”

“You can have the rest yourself,
Inky ! said Harry Wharton, and he left
the telephone cabinet, which opened off
the hall in Wharton Lodge.

Colonel Wharton, who was reading his
newspaper by the window, glanced
rather curiously at his nephew’s flushedd
face os Harry d him. He raised
his grizeled evebrows slightly, but made
no comment. Wharton, with a knitted
brow, went out on the terrace.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh stood at
the telephone, the receiver clamped to a
bronze ear. Johnny's voice came:

“"You there, Inky?”

“T am stilliully here, my
Johnny,” said the nabob guietly.

“Oh, all right! I was saving—— For
the last time, vou cheeky rotter, will you
clear off and leave me alone? If you
interrupt me again, Lucas, I'll punch
vour face, and chance what the pater
says about it. X mean that!”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grinned.

Johnny's voice came again.

“Inky, old man, it's all right! I'm
coming along to-morrow—three o'clock
iroin at Wimford. Trot along to meet
me if you've got nothing else on hand.”

“The trotfulness will be a pleazure,
my excellent Johnny.”

“Right-ho ! Good-bre, Inky ™

But he Lept the

idiotic
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"Good-bye, Johnny %

The WNabob of Bhanipur put up the
receiver, and left the telephone caginet,
With a lurking grin on his bronze
features, he went out on the terrace and
joined the captain of the Remove there,

Wharton looked at him with a knitted
brow.

"It is all right, my worthy chum
smiled the nabob. “The excellent
Johnny's frain is three o'cleck at Wim-
ford to-morrow.”

Wharton stared.

“He's coming—after what he said ("
he exclaimed.

“Quitefully so! The absurd Johnny
was not addressing those surprising an
reprehensible remarks to you, my
esteemed chum——"

“What rot!"

“Is your name Lucas?'*
nabob,

“Eh? You know it 1sn't

“Is my name Lucas?"
guired Hurree Singh.

“No, ass! What do vou mean?”

“I mean that the worthy Johnny was
speaking to some person of the esteemed
namea of Lucas, who seems to have inter-
rupted him at the telephone 1" grinned
the Nabob of Bhanipur. * Probably it
did not ocour to his powerful intellect
that what he said was also heard at
this end.”

“Oh ! ejaculated Wharton,

He stared blankly at his dusky chum,

[
a

inquired the
11

further in-

YORKSHIRE GRIT !

Like any other schoolboy,
Johnny Bull, of the Greyfriars
Remove, objects to the idea of
hard work in the holidays !
But when it comes f{o danger,
he’ll face it llke 3 man—he’s
Yorkshire !
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“I—I say, are vou sure of that
Inky ?"' he exclaimed.

“Quitefully certain! BSome unplea-
sant person of the excellent name of
Lucas seems to have been trﬂing to stop
the worthy Johony from phoning, and
our esteemed chum was blowing off
steam  at him—not at our ridiculous
selves.”

“0Oh ™ repeated Wharton,

He coloured.

“YWell” he said, * what was a fellow
to think?"

“Anvthing,” said the nabob gently,
“eoxecept that it was the proper caper to
take offence where none was intended,”™

“Oh, rub it inl" said Harry, “I-—
I'm glad you went on with the call,
anyhow. But what the dickens can he
happening up there? .Johnny’s got a
cousin named Lucas Bull—I've heard of
him~—they're not very pnll{;, I believe.
I supposze his cousin can't be bullr.
ragging him, in his father's house?
Blessed 1f I can make it out."”

* Perhapsfully the esteemed Johnny
will explain when we see him to-mor-
rowfully I suggested the nabob, " Any-
how, so far as our absurd selves are
concerned, it iz all right rainfully I’

And 1t was left ab that.

———

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Man Irom Yorkshire !
13 ERE'S the traini"”
H The following afternoon, at
three o'clock, Harry Whar-
ton and Hurree Jamset Ham

Singh were standing on the platform
at Wimford Station,

They whiched the train as it cams in,
and the doors flow open, and passengers
alighted, Both of them were very keen
to see their chum from Yorkshire,

That peculiar talk on the telephona
the day before, made it clear that there
was some sort of trouble going on at
Johnny's home. They could guess that
that was why Johnny had announced his
intention of paying Wharton a wisit
before the new term—an announcement
that had been weleome, but unexpected.
He had reasons for wishing to finish the
holidays away from home. That tele-
phonic talk had very nearly led to a

ainful misundvr&tnnﬁing, All the moroe
or that reason, Harry Whartion was
anxious to see his.chum, and give him a
particularly warm welcome.

. But the two juniors scanned the train,

in vain, for the sturdy, stocky figure of
Johnay Bull, He was not among the
passengera who alighted, snd the train
rolled out of the station.

* Missed the train ! said Harry.

“There is a terrific lot of changeful.
ness on a rallway journey from esteemed
and remote Yorkshire,” remarked the
Nabob of Bhanipur. “ It will not husk
us to wait an absurd hour for the next.”

Harry Wharion nodded. It was a
long trip down from Yovrkshire to
Burrey certainly, and' Johnny had to
change in London. But it was not like
him to lose a train, all the same. Johnny
Bull was an extremely careful, practi-
cal, and methodical youth, with & full
share of the keen canninesz of his native
county. A fellow like Billv Bunter
would misz a8 train as easily as he
would miss a goal. But Johuny never
missed trains,

However, 1t was clear that lhis had
missed this one; and his friends had to
wait an hour for the next. Bo they
walked out inte Wimford, and strolled
ahout the litile Burrey town till it was
time to come back to the station.

Five minutes before the four o'clock
train was due, they were standing ou
the pleiform again, watching for
Johnny.

The train came in and disgorged itz
passengers. In  great surprise, they
found that Jehnny Bull was not among
them.

“Mr only hat ! ejaculated Wharton,
“Has the silly nsa missed two trains,
one after another?” )

“The lookfulness ia like it'" gaid
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “or per-
hapsfullv he has been prevented from
comming. "

“How could he be prevented, fat-
head! His father must have given him
leave to come; and there's nbbody else
to stop him."

Hurres Singh made no reply to that.
Ho was puzzled. It was clear. at all
events, that Johnny had not arrived by
the four o'clock train,

The passengers cleared off along the
platform, with one exception. That ex-
ception was a man of about thirty, with
a reddish face, that seomed to be
moulded in iron, so hard wers ihe
features and the expression.

He stood on the platform, his keen,
gharp, searching eves, gleaming from
his brick-like face, scanning the place
as if in search of someone., His keen
eyes, sharp as a hawk's, fastened on the
two Gm:-.-ﬁ-inra juniors. YWharton and
Hurree Bingh, observing i, gava the
mon & glance. They had never, so far
as they knew, sven him before; but
there was a touch of familiarity 1n his
features as if he resembled someonao
they knew, -

“That sportsman seems interested in
us!” Harry Wharton remarked care-
lessly ; and the nabob nodded.

Toe Magxer Lisasev.—No. 1431
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They walked out of the station, un-
decided what to do, whether to return
to Wharton Lodge, or to kill ancther
hour, and look in for the five o'clock
train, in the hope that Johnny would
arrive by it. As they strolled down the
road debating that point, the man with
the brick face followed them from tho
station.

At a little Jistance, the juniors turned
back. It waa rather a weary business
to walk about aimlessly for an _hour
waiting for another train-—especially a3
they could now feel far from certain
whether Johnny was coming. However,
they decided to <o 3o, and turned back,
and came face to face with the hard-
faced man.

Instead of passing them, he stopped,
and planted himself directly in their
path.” In sheer surprise, the two juniors
stopped also.

£ Xewurd with you, please!" said the
hard-featured man, in & veoice as hard
and sharp as his face.

“Two, if vou like,” answered Harry.

“I think I know you !™

“The knowfulness of your estecmed
gelf i3 not terrifie!” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh—a remark that
made the hard-faced man start and
stare at him. If, as ho said, he knew
the juniors, he evidently  did not know
tha pnabeb's wunusual variety of the
English language.

“I think I have seen you in a phete-
graph of the Remove football eleven
at Greyfriars School!™ snapped the
brick-faced man. I do not know your
rames, but I certainly know your
fa-EE.'l."

“If sou've seen a photograph of the
Hemove eleven, no doubt vou've scen
us in it 17 =atd Harry. “I can't imagine
where you've :een the photograph,
though.”

*That is easily explained. It hangs
on the wall of my cousmn’s room at
Moor Fell, in Yorkshire.”

“0Ohi" Wharton looked at the man
with new interest. suppose  that
means that jou are Johnny Bull's

congin ™

* Precisely !

“The estesined Lucas!”" murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. This evi-
dently was the man who had bren inters
rupting Johnny at the telephone the
previous day; and to whom Johnny had
addressed emphatic remarka.

“Aly name iz Lucaa Bull!” rapped
the hard-faced man. *I have come here
to take John back home. Where 13
he 1"

“You'va come hrre to take
back 7" repeated Wharton blankly.

“Are you deaf "

“Hardly."

“Then vou heard what I zaid.™

Harry Wharton knitted his browa
Most certainly he did not want s row
with any relative of his Yorkshire
chum. But Lucas Bull's manner was
about as uﬁhuant 43 & man's manner
could be. at he was & man of aggres-
sive and overbearing nature, was eaaily
read in his hard, obstinate-looking face.
If he was an inmate of Moor Fell, it
was not surpr':smg that Johnony wanted
to finish his holidags elzewhere.

“I've no time to waste!"' went on
Lucas, before the captain of the Removae
could make up his mind what to answer.
“Where is my cousin i*

Wharton looked at him coolly,
steadily, and contemptucusly. Possibly
the man did not intend to bully, or did
pot realise that he was bullying; bus
th:it Th.; exactly 'H']'Iflt Ii':i w{;a doing,
and captain of t reyiriars

Tes Hlﬂﬂlﬁﬂmm’.—-ﬂﬂ. 1,491.
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Remove was not the fellow te take 1t
patiently.

“Do yon hear me?"” snapped Lucas,

“I've just informed you that I'm not
deaf ! answered Harry coclly; and the
nabob grinned.

“I've said that ve no time to
waste ' zaid Luecas, raising his voice a
little.

“Then there's no need {o say it again,
15 there?™

The hard, square jaw shnt like a vice,

and the sharp eyea glinted. Lucas Bull

mads a step towards Wharton, ss af
with the intention of taking him by the
collar.

However, if that had been his inten-
tion, he restrained it.

Wil you answer me *" hoe said.

“I don't see why I should,” said
Harry coolly, "I can’t sce that you've

t any right to ask me questions.

ven if you have, you'll have to put
them a bit more civilly if vou want an
answer,”

Again Lucas made a moltion towards
his collar. It was evident that he had
a temper, not easy to restrain. But
AFERIN L8 restrained it

he

“Perhaps I'd  better
said.

“*Perhaps you had,” agreed Wharton,

And urree Jamset Ram  Singh
added that the perhapsfulness was ter-
rific—a remark that drew another stare
from Lucas Ball.

“John 13 in my charge, during his
fathor's absence from home,” said
Lucaa Bull., 1 have forbidden him
to spend any further time in idle
loafing with idle friends—*

“ Little ua?*"* ssked Harry.

“Including you, as I have no doubt
that you are the friend he was intend-
mF to visit, and to whom I caught him
telephoning  yeaterday. have for-
bidden John to visit you. He has come

rxplam,”™

here, in spite of my authority. Is
your name wyharton?”

“Right in one "

“Then there i3 no doubt. He has

defied me by coming here, I have fol-
lowed him to take him back. Now tell
e at once whera he 187"

Harry Wharton laughed. As he had
not the remotest idea where Johnn
Bull was, he could hardly have pas
on the information to Lucas, if he had
desired to do so,

“You will find that this is not a
laughing matter,” said Lucas Bull
grimly. “1 have no doubt that you
are acting mn collusion with John to
defy authority—and I am the very last
men to tolerate anything of the kind.
Tell me, this instant, where to lay my
hands on John ¥

“Go and eat coke!™
Wharten's answer,

“What ™

"Coke 1M

Hurrce Singh chuckled.

But his chuckle changed the next
moment into a well, echoed by =a
roar of rage from Wharton =as the
brick-feced man, grabbing both of them
suddenly, knocked their heads together
with a resounding crack,

Crack |

“Wow I

&£ ﬂwlh

“Now,” said Lucas Bull grimly,
“tell ma where John is, or [ will
knock 1}':}1;]!" heads together again, and
——  Yarooch "

It waa Lucas’ turn to yell as the two
Greyfriars juniors, grasping him to-

cther, whirled him cover, and landed

im in the Wimford road, with a crash,
an his back,

was IHarry

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Muddy !

i€ U check rotter ' roared
Harry Wﬂﬂ.ﬂﬂn, gnconsciously
repeating the words that had
so startled him on the
phone the previous day.

“¥You execrable and ridiculous ick i”
velled the Nabab of Bhanipur.

Thevy glared down at the man sprawl-
ing on hie back in the dust of the road,
and rubbed their heads as they glared.

It had been quite a hard crack as
their heads came together, and it had
left a pein. But the pain really mat-
tered less than the man's cheek In
fancying that he could collar Greyfriars
fellows, and bang their heads together
at his own sweet will. He had dis
covered his mistake now, at all events.

Lucas Bull sat up, gasping. It was
clear. that he was a hard-fisted man,
very ready with the usze of his hanods,
and he had had no doubt that he would
be able to extract the required infor-

tele-

mation from Johnny's friends by the
simple process of knocking their heads
together., He was taken nuite by sur-

prm; by his sudden bump on the hard
FOARA,

Hea scrambled to his feet. His brick-
red face waa erimson with rage, his
eves flashing. He made a swift mdve-
ment towards the two juniors, and they
immediately stood shoulder to zhoulder
with their hands up.

Only too plainly they were ﬁm’ng to
hit, and hit hard, if he laid hands
an them. And though the stocky,
solidly built man was much more than
a match for etther of them, it was very
doubtful whether he was & match for
the twe together. He chocked himself.

“Oh, come onl" said Harry Whar-
ton disdainfully. “You cheeky cad!
No wonder Johnny wants to get clear,
if you're the kind of rotter he's got to
stand at home "

Lucas Bull panted.

“Will you tell me where John is? [
have followed him to take him back,
and nothing will induce me to go back
without him."

“If you'd asked me civilly, I'd have
told you I don't know where he 13"
snapped Wharton,

“That is untrue! He left Maoor Fell
this morning to come here. You are
tha friend he set out to visit. He
came herge—"

“He did not come.”

“You will not expect me to believe
that. I know that he came, and I can
guess that you, his friends, waited at
the station to ses whether hie was fol-
lowed," snarled Lucas.

Wharton gave an angry laugh., Hae
could guess that Johony had found
that his cousin, and temporary guar-
dian, was following him, and bad
dodged Lucas somewnere on the leng
journey from Yorkshire to Surrey.
But from Lucas Bull's point of view, it
looked as if Johnny bad arrived at his
destination, and cleared off, leaving his
friends to spot a pursuer.

“You don't believe mei"™ asked
Harry.

“Certainly not 1"

“Then vou can please yourself! Go
snd eat coke, as [ said before! Coma
on, Inky! I've had cnough of that
rotter !''

“Will you tell me——*

“I've told youl"

“1 do not believe—""

“Oh, shut wup!" said Wharten
unceremoniously.

And he turned snd walked up tha
road with Hurree Singh, leaving Lucas

Bull bru hinF dust from his cost and
trousers, glaring wsfter them.



“Mar as_well get back, Inky,” said
Harry., “No good hargmg up at the
station any longer. roodness koows
when Johnny will come, or whether he
will come at all now 1"

Hurree Jomset Ram Singh nodded,
and they walked on towards Wharton
Lodge a mile away, occasionally rub-
bing their heads as they went.

CGlancing back & few minutes later
they saw the brick-faced man—follow-
ing at s little distance behind, and
hea]?ing pace.

Wharton's eves flashed.

“See that, Inky ! That brute's going
to keep us in sight. He ecan’t take
our word. and he thinks we sghall guide
him to Johnny.”

*He will have his abaurd trouble for

=
ol W O,
LB ]
-y

e B Lo

“Yow! Ow! Wow! Stop it, Fishy, you beast I ** The repose of Gosling In his
yells. Loecking out of his lodge, the school porier had a view of a fat figure
lean figure In flerce pursuit, 8 bony hand brandishing a poker. Gosling

]

his ridienlous pains,” remarked Ilurree
Jamset Bam Singh, with a grin. :

“We den't want him barging in at
home.” Wharton set his lips. “ We'll
give him a chanee; but if he follows
us as far as Giles' pond, he's not fol-
lowing w5 any farther.”

Hurree Singh chuckled.

“Good egg!" he agreeld.

The two juniors walked on—Hurree
Singh grinning, and Wharton with his
brows kmitied.

A backward glance every now and
then showed Lucas DBall still at the
same distance behind, Giles' pond lay
at the wayside, half-way between Wim-
ford and Wharton Lodge. That was
the limit fixed in Wharton's mind for
Lucas Bull. If he was still following
when the pond was reached, he was
going to stop—in the pond!

Whether {he man had, or had not,
authority 1o prevent Johnny {from
visiting his friends in the holidays, the
chiums of the Bemove did not know—
they had, at any rate, only Lueas’ word
for it, EFven if he had, it was a
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tyrannical exercise of authority, and
1t was not surprising that a fellow like
Johnny, with a full allowance of York-
shire determination, kicked against it.
Anyhow, he was not going to butt into
Wharton Lodge in search of his cousin
—if Harry Wharton could stop him.
And he counld!

They reached the pond, and halted.
As ther faced round Liucas Bull came
steadily on. He stopped, facing them.

“I'm glad vou've decided to tell me
where John is!” he barked. *I sup-
pose you can s¢e now that I intend to
keep you in sight il I find him. Now
waste no more fime,”

“You're making & htile mistake,”
said Harrs coolly. “What we've de-

cided to tell you is this—we're fed-up

with vou. and it’s time for you to clear
coff about wour own business. Get

going 1"’

“T shall not stir one step!™ said
Lueaos.

“Yon will?” said Harry. *“Go i
Inky !™

There was a sudden rush. Lucas

Bull stageered back as the two juniors
crashed into him. HHe stumbled, and
went down in the grass beside the road.

He would have been up again in a
mement—Dlbut a moment was not given
him. Before he could gain his feet
the two Jjuniors grasped him, and
rolled him headlang over,

2plash !

Water and mud flew up 1n & shower
as he rolled into the pond. There was
a foor of watér, and at least & foot of
mud under it. Lucas Bull had plenty
of both as he rolled in.

“ITerveregh 1™ came in & splulfering
& Asp.

He scrambled up wilcly, slipped in
the sofe mud. and went over headlong,
splashing out into ithe muddle of the

dging, 5
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pond. There was almost a waterspout
s he landed there.

He struggled to his feet, smothered
with mud, spluttering for breath, the
muddy water washing round his knees.
His hat was gone, he was crowned with
a thick cake of mud in place of it
Water and cozy mud ran down him in
streams, The juniors burst into a roar
of laughter, as they looked at Lim.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Yurrrrggh! Urrrgh ™

_"Come on, Inky! He can follow on
like that if he likes!" said Harry,
langhing.

“Urrgh! Wait till I—gurrggh !®
gpluttered the man in the pond. “1 will
—urrcgh ™

But the juntors did not wait! Io

¢ was Interrupted by a series of
and skipping, with a long,
& erusty grin.

Lucas Bull's present horrid. sticky state,
they did not want him at cloze quarters.

They went down the road at a trot,
chuckiing as they went, When they
looked back, they saw that Lucas was
not following. A mud-bespattered
figure sat by the roadside, frantically
rubbing off ocozy mud and slime with
bunches of grass., Lucas, evidently, was
too busy to think of further pursnit or
even to bother about exercising his
suthority over his cousin Jolin ! He lad
plenty to do at present, cleaning off
mud—and the Greyiriars fellows, chuck-
::ing. trotted on and cheerfully left him
o it

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Both Yorkshire !
e OIINNY I exclaimed
J Wharton.

“The ridiculons Jolnny !
cjaculated Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.
Tae Maigxer Lisramntr.—DNo. 1,491
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A stardy, stocky figure rose from o
chair as Wharton and the nabob came
in. The expression on Johnny Bull's
face had been serious and perhaps s
little glum, but he grinned cheerfully
ot the sight of his chums,

“Your jolly old butler, Wells, told
ne vou'd gone to the station for me,”
he said, *“Awfully sorey—I had to
chango my route and I couldn’t let you
know—-="

“Right as rain, old bean™ said
Harry. *“You've got here gll right,
anyhow. 1 fancy I can gucss why you
changed the route.”

“The guessiulness is terrific 1 grinned
Tlurree Jamset Ram Singh.
Johnny looked puzzled.

“We've met your affectionate relative-

at the station,” explained Harri?. “1
suppose you dodged him coming.®

“You've scen Lucas?” exclaimed
Johnny Bull, with a start.

“Yes, we've seen the dear man.”

“Where did vou leave him "

“In the pond on the Wimford road.™

“Wha-a-at!” gasped Johrny.

“I hope you don’t mind us handling
vour relation & bit. old chapl He
acked for it—in fact, begged and prayed
for it. And we sort of gatber that you
don't love him a fearful lot.”

“Handle him all vou bLike™ asaid
Johony. "Do you know that the rotter
15 after me 12

“Sort of™

“T spotted him when I changed in
London,™ said Johnny Bull. * Naturally,
I didn’t want to arrive here with him
and treat vou to a family row on your
daorstep. Bo I dodged him and teok
another train—and did the trip down
here partly by train, paitly by motor-
bus, and partly by taxy. T've been here

LOOK 0UT FOR SHOCKS NEXT WEEK WHEN—

half an hour, and I've seen your uncle
and aunt. Dut tell me——"

Wharton cxplained what had hap-

pened at Wimiord, Johony Bull's brow
grew grimmer and grimmer,
- “He won’t have the cheek to bargo
in here aiter me—I hope!” he said.
But he spoke a little dubiously. " Lucas
i a sticker—all Yorkshiremen are stic-
kers, you know. He's not a credit to
his county, but he’s got that quality.
But I'm rather & sticker, too™

“The stickinlness of our esteemed
Johnny is terrific |” remarked Hurree
Jamzet Ram Singh, with a dusky grin.

“Come up to my den, and tell us
the trouble!" said Harry. “T'll ask
Wells to brming our tea up—it will be
like a spread in the old study at Grey-
friara, what?

“Good egg 1” said Johnny.

They went up to Harry Wharton's
den, a bright and cheery room, with a
balcony over the garden. Tea was
brought there—and Johnny stood lock-
ing out of the window till Wells was
gone. Then the three chums sat down
round tha table. Johnny was hungry
after his journey, and he gave his firat
attention to the spresd. But his face
was overcast with thought all the time,

His friends waited for him to speak.
They were rather curious to know what
could have hapﬁlemﬂ at Moor Fell. It
was clear that things were not normal in
Johany Bull's home., Whatever was tha
row, they were prepared to stand by
their chum to the last shot in the
locker.,

“I'd better explain,” said Johnny, at
length. “You mayn't want me here
when vou know how it stands—"

“"Rot !” said Harry at cnce,

“Well, I'Il tell you, My father's gone
to New York on business and won't be

el S el e D

HURRICANE!

Excitement and Thrills on
RaceTrack and Boxing Ring.

by John Hunter

Thrilling fights in the boxing
ring—breathless races on the
motor-track] These are the
exciting things that fall to the
ot of the young chap who is
the hero of this tremendous
sports yarn. Irom the first
ke is out to help a fellow who
cannot. help himseif. And
there are crooks out to stop
him——crooks who will stop at
nothing. The duel between
them and Hurricane makes a
story that cannot be put down

: till the last word
is read.
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back for a good many weeks, and the
mater has gone with him. He's left
Lucas in charge—at tho works, where
ha's manager, and at the houze—whera
he fancies he 13, but jolly well jsn'! I
believe you know about the jolly old
works—machinery and all that—Lucas
has been manager, under my father, for
years. Now the pater’s away ho's top-
dog—and he's started biting.”

“He looked it!” mgreed Harry.

“Mind, he means well, in hiz way
said Johnny, rather unexpectedly.

“The waylulness of the esteemed
Lucas is preposterous!” murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“He isn't a bad chep in his own
welird way. DBut his way isn't my wavy !
Hard as nails—obstinate as a mule—
absolutely unable to see more than onoe
side to a question—never giving an
inch | What are you grinning at?”

“Nothing, old chap! Carry on.”

Johnny's deseription of his coutin
Lucas was, in point of fact, not quite
inapplicable to ﬁhnnﬁ himself | It was
clear that there was, at least, a strong
family resemblance in character among
the Bulla.

“Lucas was brought up hard,” went
on Jﬂ-hnn{: “Hard work and hard
gense and hard everything! He has ne
usa for frills, and prides himself on it1
As honest as the day, but he has never
given anyt away in his life, and
never willl He would no more part
with anything of his own than he would
touch anything belonging to anybody
else. ¥ou know the zcrrtmt_hﬂu%h tﬁera'a
more in the north than in the south.
You're a bit =oft down here.”

“Thankst Get on.”

“Lucas has had a tough training, and
despises evervbody who hasn't!™ went
on Johnny. “The mere mention of a
Public school makes him snort! So you
can guess what he thinks of Greyirars
end of my being there,”

“Mo bizney of his,
Harry,

“Ife doesn’t worry about minding his
own bizney | He thinks me & lazy voung
slacker—me I said Johnny, breathiog
wrath. * You know we had & bike tri
in the hols—well, Lucas thinks I'd nwce

i

surely 1M eaid

better have put in the time at the
works, under his orders, picking up the
business,”

“Lotas of time for that!™

“Lucas has never wasted a minute in
hia life. I suppose you've come across
people who mistake meddling for a
sensa of duty. That's Lucas—and he's
got- 1t sirong. Ie couldn't keep civil
if he saw me with a Latin school-book
He would bs ashamed to knew a word
of Lintin, You can't talk to commercial
iravellers about machine parts in Latin
—szea I

“Dear man ¥

“He's got it fixed in hia head thaj
when I come to handle the big busi-
ness later on it's going to the dogs,
rack and ruin, and the bankruptey
court, because I'm & Greyfriars man—
and soft!” Johnny snorted. ™ De soft!
He's going to stop it if he can—and the
pater being away, and leaving him to
carry on, has given him the chance he's
been longing for. He doesn't even un-
derstand that what he's doing, really,
ts throwing his weight about.”

* Yeal, Mr. Easy 1" grinned Wharton.
Al zeal )

“But I want to give him his due!”
Johnny, m his Yorkshire way, was as
anxiouns to do striet justice to & man
whom, evidently, he dieliked intensely.
“You zee, he's worked hard in the
pater’s business, and helped to make it
what it is, and takes s personal pride
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in it, It would breal his heart if Bulls,
Ltd. ever closed down., He fancies it
will when the time comes for me to take
control, unless I change—and ha thinks
that if I become like him it would be
a ochange Ffor the better.” Johnny
snorted expressively., “Now he's pot an
opening, he's going to make me toe the
lina if he canl Obstinate fcol, you
know! Obstinate as o mule! Why, I
wouldn't give way the millionth part of
an inch 1™ ;

Johnny paused, as he detected a grin,
again, on his chum's face. He did not
see, himself, anything at which to grin.

But Harry Wharton immediately be-
came serious once more, and lis chum
from Yorkshire went on:

“The pater's had him as his frust-
worthy right-hand man at the works for
ever s0 long—he started there as o kid,
and worked up. So¢ he left him in
charge of evervihing when he went to
New York—including me. He broke ont
at onee. It was just the chanece he
wanted, Mind, he doesn't know himself
that he's a bully and a meddling as=—
1'll do him that justice. It'a lua nature,
That’'s why I sent you that posteard
telling vou that I'd come here to wind
up the hols. I'd had enough. But he
put the stopper on that!”

“Tike his cheelc 1"

“He said there had been enough
idling nnd slacking, He had the cheek
to forbid me to come here, That set-
tled it—I came, Yesterday, when I was
answering vour phone call, he ordered
me sway from the telephone. I called
hiny some names.”

“We heard you!” murmured Harry.
And the nabob grinned.

“Thiz morning he stayed away from
tha worlcs—first time in dunke:.iﬁ' VoA FE—
to sea that I didn't cut. Well, T eut—
and he seems to have cut after me. He
nearly got me when I changed in
London. From what ‘you say he's
followed on here—but I hope he will be
fed-up with what ho's got. Ha has the
maneers of s rhinoceros—but he can't
very well barge in heve, I think. Now
he's lost me I hope he'll %c: home, and
enjoy himself at the works! It must
have given him a pain already not to
have heard machinery wlarring for a
whole day.”

Harry Wharton !uuqh{-d._ .

“If ha barges in we'll give him soms
more I he said. “ Anyhow, it will take
Liim some time to clean off the mud ¥

“Cheeky rotter 1" said Johnny. **Now
he's got the upper hand he’s going to
drive hard—just as hard as he can.
But, by gum, he will jolly well find that
I'm Yorkshire, tool” .

Johnuv's eves glinted and his teeth
sat, Ho looked at that moment rather
hike the "tyke® of his native county,
reputed to bite alive or dead |

“But,” he went on, I don’t want to
land you in & family row!l TIE you'd
rather I cut, tell me so plain—we speak
plain up in Yorkshire, and don’t take
offence about nothiong,”

Harry Wharton coughed, and hae
remembered how very nearly he had
taken offence about nothing the

revious day. _
p he said, “if sou

“My dear thug.”
think of cutting I'll grab you by your
back heir and pull vou back again! Is
that plain encugh?”

Johnny Bull chuckled.

“ Right 1" he said. \

And Johnny stayed; and that even-
ing, at all events, nothing was heard
from the man who had pursued him
from Yorkshire. And the three juniors
hoped that Lucas had tired of pursuit
and retrested northward, to enjoy once
mwﬁ:ﬁ the whir of machinery at tha
WO Ks,

THE FIFTH CHAFTER.
Fierce for Fishy!
ISHER T. TISH of the Grey-
F friar: Remove stood in the door-
way of the House and looked
out inte the guadrangle with a

HMOroze eye.

Mozt of the Greririars follows,
seattered north and south, east and
west,  were onjoving the summer

holidays. But the junior who had had
the distinetion and advantage of being
“rajsed ¥ in New Yorlk found the
vacation very long. )

Fishy's home being on the superior
side of the pond, it was not practicable
for Fishy to go home for the holidays
He sgtaved at the school.

Groyfriars fellows might have asked
him home if so disposed—but no Uirey-
friars fellow scemed lLeen on sceing
more of Fishy than he had to, Fishy's
conversation, when It was not about
money, was alwayz about the vast
superiovity of s own couniry to anv
other. Iishy enjoved 1t; but nobody
else did. Gentie hints from Fishy woere,
therefore, disregarded by Gireviriars
fellows when the school broke up—and
Fishy drew a line at planting himself,
in Billy Bunter's style, on fcllows
whother they wanied himm or not.

So there was Fishy on his own—
with nobedy to speak to but old
Gosling, the porter, Trotter, the page.
or Mrs. Kebble, the IHouse-dame—and
with infinite quantities of unuttercd
conversation bottled up inside hiown
Not another man was lefe at the school
Other fellows had far-off homes—ibut
somebodr was alwayvs glad to  ask
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh, or Sguitf.
the Australian, or Tom Brown. the
New Zealander; even litile Wun Lung,
the Chinese, was welcome in many

laces, Fisher T. Fish had Greyfriars

chool to himself; even Mr. Quelein
the master of the Remove, was awayr—
and tha Head and his family—a=all the
“staff, in fact—if Fizshy could have found
comfort in the society of beaks! And
a5 the vacation lengthened out Fisher
T. Fish puessed, calenlated, and
reckoned thak it was the bee's kneo, and
the elephant’s side-whiskers, and then
Eome.

Now the holidays were drawing to a
close—to the sabisfaction of Tisher 'T.
Fish, thuugh robably to no one else.
Ho Jonge fr:}r the day when the
dezerted quad would bhie crowded once
more; when the passages, now so
silent, would eocho to the tramp of
innumerable fect,. Even grinding
Latin with q;mlc:h in the Form-room
would have been a pleasant change.
He would have been glad to hesr
Johnny Bull's voice once more in Study
No. 14, if only io hear Johnny ealling
him a mean worm!

Looking out into the guad, brilliant
in the September sun, Fisher T. Fish
counted the days to the end of the hols.

But solitary as he was, there waa
etill, so to speak, balm in Gilead. A
fellow who had the whele place to him-
gelf had other things to himself—such,
for instance, as a feed in the study. If
Fishy, in a moment of rare extrava-
gance, stood himself a ecake, nobody
expected him fo whack out that cake.
Not that Fishy would have whacked it
out, in any caze. But when there were
other fellows about it was a littls
awkward, even for Fishy, to keep every-
thing he had absolutely and entirely for
his own behoof. It was a departuro
from schoolboy custom that caused
fellows to call Fishy & worm, and =
toad, and & swob, and s scug, and other
unplersant names. Indeed, on ona
cceasion Johnny Bull and Bauiff, who

shared Study No. 14 with Fishv, having
discovered him in tho enjoyment of &
seeret and hidden feast of jam tarts, had
actually pushed those jan tarts down
the back of Lis bony neck as a lesson to
him not to be such & worm, toad, swob,
and scug.

That, at all eventa, couldn’t happen
now, And now, a2 it happened, thero
reposed a coke on the table in Study
No. 14 in the Remove—a cake thas
Fisher T. Fish had bought with his owe
money, and which, therefore, it would
have given him a severe pain to share
with anvhody.

Fishy had had his tea wiih Mrs.
EKebble, and eaten all he could. His
meals being paid for, Fishy would have
regarded it as idiotie, if not actually
sinful, to miss one of them. Tie cake
wis & special tithit to follow—one of
‘ishy’s rare—very raro—trests. It had
cost him twe shillinga and sixpence—
two severe pangs and & half. Fishy was
not going to eat it all at once. Ile waa
going to have a slice every day till ic
was gone—after which he was going to
mourn sadly over the half-crow hegha:,l
st on 1k,

“Oh shucks!" said Fisher T. Fish,
addressing space. "I guess [ wish theso
jesky hols was over. T'IL fell & man,
Thev're a bunch of ail-fired boobs and
javs and boneheads, but T do wish they
were back, Sure !V

There was the sound of a bell from
the direction of Gosling's lodge.

Fisher T. Fish glanced in
direelion,

“Coum ™ he ejaculated.

A fat figure rolled across the qltmd to
the Houwse, the fat face adorned by a
large pair of sg:etacles that gleamed
baek fne Srptmn r Bumn.

“Bunter 1" ejaculated Fisher T. IMish.

What Billy Bunter, the fat Owl of the
Reinove, was doing st the school beforo
the new term began Fishy could not
ZU0SS,

But he was glad to see even Bunter!

dom, if ever, was anyboedy glad to
see Bunter, But Fishy, 1o the circum-
stances, was!

Billy Bunter rolled into the doocrway
and blinked at the American junior
through his big spectacles,

“Oh, you'ra hera ! he sald,

"¥ep 1" assented Fishy, “"What you
doing hera?”

suort from Bunter |

“Btaying,” he grunted, “When I got
bock home from Margate what do you
think I found at home ("

“ Brokers in i" asked Fishy.

“(h, don't be an ass!® grunted
Bunter, *“You ses, I waa fixed up for
tha whole +vae, and told my people 1
shouldn't be back till the last day. Bo
thevy didn't expeet me home till then,
and when I went I found the house shit
up—even the servants sway—everybody
Pater and mater and

that

one, Sammy and
essie—all pone, and the servants given
a holiday.” -

“Hard luck!” said Fishy sym-
pathetically.

“You sce, what I had on fell
through,® explained Bunter, “And I

refused to go home with Wharton—="

“I can E&ur vou doing it!” grinned
Fisher T. Fish, )

“] declined absolutely to stay with
Bob Cherry; and, as for Nugent, I told
him p]nilﬁy that I couldn’t stand his
brother Dicky and his cackling sisters,”
said Bunter.” “And when I ?jmnnd to
Bull some beast with & voice like a fle
answered the phone, and eaid that if I
comne there he would kick me out again.
That's how Bull's relations talk to Lia
Greyiriars pals”

“And so the poor dog had mnonat™
grinned Fisher T, Fish, .

“Bo thers was nothing for it but to

Toe Macuer Lisranr.—No. 1,491



ut jn thﬂglrﬁlh of the hols here,” spid
unter. pater had irn.rﬂi that,
N -OREE boliday fell throu 1
sa ha pght it mightt  Bit thick,
1n't ik, for & fellow like me eticking at
school i the hols like n fellow like you,

Fi 2
You posky jor—>

Billy Bunter rolled on into the House.
Fisher T. Fish chuckled. He was not
auriprmud that Bunfer's holiday bhad
fallen through—people did get tired of
Bunter, =0 .  Heo was rather sur-
prised that the fat junior had not sue-

ed in hooking on te some member
of the Femous Five; but evidently that
resource had failed Bunter this time.
The Owl of the Remove was down to his

very, very last resource—school in
holiday-time, and fhe company of
Fisher T. Fiish |

FFishy, on the wkole, was rather
pleusej. Any company was better than
none ! It even crossed his mind to ask
Bunter into Study No. 14 and offer him
& whack in the cake there.

But he shook hia head at that thought.

Bunter would want to scoff the lot,
He knew Bunter ha-only way he
could save even half that cake for him-
self, if he let Bunter into the study,
would ba to eat as fast as Bunter !

And that cake was scheduled to last
Fisher T. Fish a whole week, at least.
Unly by makiog it last as long as pos-
vible, or lenger, could he console him-
self for having B%:mt. mogney on it.

“Nopel” said Fishy, in answer to his

own thought, “Nopel I guess not!
Nope 1" i
ﬁ:mter had gone in to scrounge &

late tea with Mre. Kebble. Fisher T\
Fish walked out into the guad, to stroll
about there, till Bunter was available
for conversation.

But the fat junior did not appear,
and Fishy decided, at last, to go up to
his study, and negotiaste the slice of
cake which war going to be his allow-
snce for the day. It was rather a good
idea to g;:t through, and get the cake
safely locked up, before Bunter saw it.

Fichy's lopg, thin legs negotiated the
Remove staircase, Bunter pessed him
ot the landing, coming down. Bunter
kad been u%ih:- his study, apparently.
Hea paesed Fishy rather hast:hy. and
rolled downstairs, Neither did Fishy
seek to detain bim; he did not went
Bunter's company till he was through
with the cake.

He whisked. alomg to Study No. 14, at
the end of the Remove passage. Tho
door stood {:ﬁn—md Fisher T. Fish re-
membered that he had left it shut.

_ With a sudden pang of alarm, he ran
inte the study.

“Oh1” gasped Fishy. “0Oh! Wake
sakes u:l;r ahwal:h c;:hln &! Oh, great
jumping ctapha arry me homse
to d?::ﬂ 'l tell & man, thia?a fierce |

Heo gazed at the study table, On that
table lay the paper wrappings of a
cake | 2 cake itself was not to he
seen., A few scattered crumbs remained

1.

JFisher T. Fish gazed at the scene of
disaster with starting ejes. Really, he
might as well have whacked that cake
out with Billy Bunter. In that case, he
might have secured half, or nearly half !
X TP him 1” gasped Fish

“I'll sure scrag him ¥ gasped Fisher
T. Fish. e

The c¢ake was ?:m-e. S0 was Bunter.
It wan only too clear that the cake had
,ﬂ'ﬂ‘I‘l?, ﬁm "ﬁ insida pas L Ei'.

tell & man. T'lI lynch him ™
shrieked Fisher T. Fish,

Ha stayed only to grab the ar
from the grate. £n %m sped nw%?rkin
soarch of gumqr-and vengeance |
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‘and ha

THE MAGNET

A few minutes later, the repose of
Gioaling, in-his lodge, was interrupted
by a series of fearful yells.

ing looked out of his lodge, and
had a view of a fat fgure dodging,
sprinting end skipping, with a long,
lean figure in fierce pursuit, a v
hand brandishing a poker. And Gosling
grinned a crusty grin.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
1] Hﬂp E e

w ARE iykes!” murmured
Har harton,
“Eh, what 7'" ejaculated
Johnny Bull,

*The estimable Luecas ! )

It was a mild Beptember mornin
the morning following Johnny Ball's
arrival at Wharton Lodge. :

Three cheery juniors were walking
down to the lake in the park

On that little lake there was a rather
ancient boat—which, ancient as it was,

"

afforded schoolboys a good deal of
leasure 1n  the holidays, Harry
barton was carrying a light mast

under his arm—Hurree Bingh carried a
tiller—and Johnny Bull a furled sail
and tackle. These were to be fized up
in the old boat, which was then to be
sarled on the lake., It was not & large
lake, and thera waz not a lot of dis-
tance for = sail—but the sailing-boat
would be able, like the music in the
song, to go round and round. On o
windy autumn morning, that was quile
i hnligg occupation for thres cheerful
schoolboys, and they were looking merry
and bright.

But as they went, & stocky man with
a brick-red faco appeared on the drive
from the gate, spotted them in the dis-
tance cut across towards them. It
wWaS ﬂma Bull, who, only too evidently,
had not returned to the “works® to
enﬁny the whir of machinery, after all.

Apparently, Lucas had ié)ut up for the
night somewhere, and wtarted in the
morning to look fer Wharton Lodge—
now found it.

Johnny Bull looked grim.

“Come on!” he said, *Never mind
that cheeky tick ¥

The three juniors walked on through
the park. ers was & patter of feet
behind them as Lucas broke into s run.
His voice was heard :

“John! Stop!®

Nobody heeded the enll. Neither in-
creasing nor slackening their speed, the
chums of the Remove went on their way.

“Stop! Do you hear me, Johnt"
roared Lucas Bull

Patter, patter, patter!
. The brick-fi man overtook ‘the
uniors, circled round them, and planted
imself in front of them, rather breath-

esly. Then thay stopped.

" Good-morning, Mr. Bull}¥ gaid
Harry Wharton politely, “Walk on to
tha lake with us, will you? Only & few
minutes.”

Lucas stared at him,

* What do you mean?” he snapped.

“¥You're looking for another ducking,
aren't you?” asked the captain of the
Greyiriars Remove, And Johnny and
the nabob chuckled.

“That will do, harton ! rapped
Lucas. “I have nothing to say to you.
Jobn, I am here for you. I am herse to
take you bock to Yorkshire”

“Guees again ! eaid Johnny Bull.

“Y am not anxious to use force !” said
Lucas grimly. “But I shall certainly

use it, if you do not obey my orders,
John.” ]
“Better get on with it, then ! said

Johnny. “I can't quite see myself obey-

ﬁf yfhﬂ orders of a cheeky, meddling
‘Lucas made = movement towards him,

Jobony Bull stood like a stona statue,

imﬁnmab{%.hwith ulmdidd handa,

' arton hastily interposed.
"m om, Mr. B?i]l ™ r%i said.
“ Nobody here wants a row, if it can be
helped, What's the matter with Johnny
staying with his friends, »s he’s done a
doren times before?! His father has
;iwl:rj: been pleased fér him to come

ere,”

“¥ou may be unawsre how the
matter stands now,” said Lucas.
“ John's father, my uncle, is away in the
United States, and I am left in control,
Jobn will hardly deny that he was lefs
in my charge. With all his faults, I
believe that he ia truthiul.”

Snort, from Johnuy Bull.

“To discbey e ia practically to dis-
obey hig father I went en Lucas. *“His
father’'s authority has been placed in my
hands.”

Another snort from Johnny,

“The pater never knew how you were
going to ‘begin throwing your weight
about as goon as his buﬁ was turned I”
he grunted. “If he'd known that—"
oo Your father has known me all m
life, and trusted me!” sdid Lucas Bull
“He acted with his eyes open, in
leaving you in my charge. That he in-
dulged you far more than I intend te
do, is _no doubt true, but it makes
no difference. have unguestioned
authority, as you know perfectly well,®

Snort !

“But where's the harm—" began
Wharton pm:iﬁ-:mllg.

"I am not bound to explain myself to
an lmgertment schoolboy I* said Lucas.
“But I may say that I have never sp-
proved of John's friends. Slacking and
idling and losfing are not my way.
believe that your influence over Jn]‘;n is

—thorou bad.™

“Thanks !” said Harry dryly.

“The thankiulness is terrific

“l am not empowered,” went on
Lucas, “to prevent John from returni
to Greyfriars mext term. ﬂth&rwiun?
should certainly do so. 1 disapprove
strongly of Publio schoole—devoted to
games for the most part, and for the
rest, to wasting valuable time learning
useless things. I regard all such institu-
tions with utter contemapt.”

“Even you, Mr. Bull, might leamn
ﬁmet-hmg useful at Greyiriars,” said

ATTY.

“And what is that?"” sneered Lucas,

mntemptuuua}i;,

" Manners ™ said Harry.

“That will do! Are you coming with
me, John

“ Hardly | answered Johnny.

“Ii you prefer to make a scene, that
is_as you please!” said Lucas grimly.
“Y ghould prefer to avoid it but it is,
after all, immaterial. I shall take you
to the station with my bhand on your
collar, if l_:p‘au will not come of your own
accord. Now—>

He pushed Wharton aside and
gras}i:‘:ed Johnny Bull by the collar.

Johnny's eyes flashed.

“Hands off, Lucas!” ha said between
his teeth.,

“"Come with me.”

“T won't !®

“You willl” said Lucas. snd he
jerked Johony Bull along the path with
8 strength that Johnny, sturdy as he

was, could not resist.

“Rescue ¥ yelled Jﬂhﬂnf. struggling.

His chuma were not like. %te pass that
call unheeded. Harrg harton and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh rushed at
Lucas Bull. g:upeﬁ him uncere-
moniously, wrenched bhim away [rom
Johnny, and tipped him over in the
grasa,
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With his bent up and tled to his wrists, Lucas Bill hopped wildly on his leli leg f0 keep his balance. * You look
like mﬂﬁ ?ﬁgthn mgon, with your paw on my collar, don't yon ? ’’ sald Johnny Ball. * Coms on, you men—we're
through with him.** * 1 will thrash you within an inch of your life, when 1 get you home 1 * Lucas.

Lucas sprawled, panting for breath. * Hold him 1 THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Johnny Bull coolly set his collar  Btruggling frantically, Lucas Bull was Mad |
straight. But the brick-faced man was rolled over and his hande pulled behind :
on his feet again at once. his back. Quietly and steadily Jobhony 00D gad!™ ejaculated Colonel
“Better cut!” suggested Harry Bull tied his wrists together with the Wharton.
Whartan. ""Et:r;!’l.'ﬂ riok hﬂﬂd“ﬂg our ﬁ:&rd. Luﬂ,ﬂ-!-’ face was Ghﬂnﬂi:::ffimlﬂ T_‘he urﬂ; ﬂ}lﬂﬂa! whe stand-

pal, Mr. Bull, snd the sconer you get
that into your thick head, the better!™

Lucas’ reply was a rush. ﬂverhagri:;g,
dictatorial, obstinate, narrow-minded,
he might be—but he had the dogged de-
terminstion, if Dot the other good
ualities, of his county. He had come
?hem to esrry out his purpose, and noth-
ing, if he could help it, was going to
stop him.

But he was stopped, all the same.
Three pairs of hands were laid on him
at once, and strong as he was, he had
no chance. Ha went down again
heavily, and this time, Johnny Bull fut
:i knee on hiz chest and pinned bhim

oW,

The brick-red face was crimson with
rage as Lucas struggled furiously under

that gripping knee. Bub as Wharton
nd Hurree Bingh were also grasping
Eis wrists, his struggles were unavailing.

“Now,” said Johnny, “if we let_you
go. Lucas, will vou clear off gquietly
and mind your own business?”

“T shall take you back to Moor Fell
with me ¥ panted Lucas

“You won't go without me 1"

“Naver [V

“Right! Mind if I use some of thia
cord, Wharton "

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Use the lot, if you like”
answered.

Johonny Bull uncoiled the cord from

he

the sail he had been carrying. There
wore 8 good many vards of it.

“Roll him over1” he said.

“You young scoundrels!” pented

[acns,

ywour life when I

red to purple now. He breat urv.

“Will you clear of now, Lucas?”
asked Jﬂ]’tﬂnih

“Nol" yelled Lucas.

“All right. Twist his leg up "

Luocas’ right leg was bent up at the
knee, Jobnny Bull took & turn of the
cord rouud his ankle and tied it round
hirm.

“Now stick him up 1" he said.

Grinning, the juniors lifted Lucas
from the ground, atandinf him on his
left leg—the only one svailable |

The brick-faced man hopped wildly
to keep his balance.

“You look like taking me to the
station with your paw on my collar,
don't you?!” said Johnny. “Come on,
vou men, we're throngh with him.”

“ Releass me instantly 17 yelled Lucas,
“Rats 1"

“7 will thrash vou within an inch of
. ot you home to Moor
ell I shricked Luecas.

“T ghall be there when you do it!”
said Johnoy. “And you may find out
that we learn how to punch at Grey-
friars, among the other things you don't
Like.”

“Will you release me?”

“Rata! You men coming!” asked
Johnny.

He walked off towards the lake, and
his friends followed him.

Lucas Bull was left hopping wildly on
one leg. He stumbled, EE lfrchad,jrand
he swayed—but he had to hop, and hnl_?.
and hop, to keep from falling. The
chums of the Remova went cheerfully
down to the boat.

ing in the doorway at Whar-
ton Lodge, looking out into the mild
Beptember morning. He sniffed the
frezh air, he looked at his old trees, in
their autumn brown, but suddenly he
gave guite a jump.
An extragrdinary fgure dawned on
him, coming up to the house,

Feor a moment or two the old military
gentleman could scarcely believé his
eyesight. Had a playful schoolboy ap-
gmnchfd the house, hopping on one leg,

e would have thﬂug:ht it trivelous sod
absurd. It was amazing to see a man ot

thirty deoing so, But that was what the
Man was mﬁ E'B-EF)-B-%“ his handas
behind him, and one leg tucked up, this

extraordinary mean Wes coming up the
drive, hopping on one leg!
t was no wonder that the colonel was

astonished.

The man was a stranger to him. He
lsoked respectabla—he was quita well
dressed. The colonel could hardly sui:h
pose that he was some disreputable

erson who had sampled the liquid re-
Frea.hment at the Bed Cow not wisely
but toe well. But the altornative to
that was that the man was a lunstic. A
sane man, s0 far as Colonel Wharton
could see, would never pay & morning
call hopping on one leg |

Almest mesmerised by the extra-
ordinary sight, Colonel Wharton gazed
blankly at the man, as he drew nearer
and nesrer—hopping all the way!

Not once did he let his right ]Eﬁ fall
to the ground. The colonel could net
sea the resson; and he could only sup-
pose that the red-faced man was Leep-
g that leg tucked up of his own
Tz Macyer Liprart.—No. 1,481
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accord. It was enough to astonish any

O G AT Tty shy el
¥ gad "' re a colonc
almost ﬁu&dly. “ﬁ:ﬁ&i Wells! Look
R N

¢ thi

Wal!si( the butler, came to the door
and looked out. He almost fell down as
he saw the hopping man,

“Qood gracious I ejaculated Wells.

“A lupatio!” said Colonel Wharton,
“Why he i3 com here I e¢annot
imagine, but it is clear that he. musi
have escaped from some asylum. He
must be seon Wells [*

“Yes, sirl Um, sicl” ssid Wells, not
very enthusiastically.

ells was elderly and portly; far
from keen on bandling escaped lunatics,

“Call Robert—and Arthur!"” said the
colonel,  “Foree may be required]
Madmen often have unusual strength,
Wells. We must not hurt the poor man,
but he must be seoured, for his own
sake, and taken back to the place he
has escaped frem. Someons is very
much to blame for thiz—same ecareless
attendant at the county asylum, I have
ue doubt,™ i i

“ He—ho—he looks very excited, air !
murmured Wells.

Wells felt rather uneasy. There was
no doubt that the approaching man
looked excited. He looked wildly
excited, His faca was crimson. His
eyes blazed with fury. Wells had a full
allowance of sympathy for any ];;:rwn
who waz =0 unfortunate as to de-
ranged in his intellect; but he really did
not want to get too near that furious-
looking gentleman.

“ They do get excited, Wells,” said the
colonel. “Poor fellow—poor fellow!
Call Robert and Arthur at once, and
wa will secure him without delay. Why,
he might have fallen into the lake—he
is coming from that direction. There
might'have been a fatality, Wells. W
must secure him; he might wander out
on the roads, amé be knocked over by a
car! Loss no time, Wells [

" YVery weall sir!"

Colonel Wharton stepped out of the
house. Robert and Arthur, two sturdy
faung inen, came at Wells' call, and
ollowed him. Wells brought up the

Cear.

Lucazs Bull was glad to ses them
coming. He had hopped guite a con-
siderable distance, and his leg was feel-
ing the straim—indeed, it threatened
every moment to give way under him.
It was nmot a warm morning, but his
bricky face streamed with perspiration
from his exertions. His hat was on
sideways, bub, with his hands tied
behind him, he could not, of course, set
it straight. I& did not oecur to him
that the dwellers in Wharton Ledge
took him for sn cecaped lupatic; but,
really, what else were they to think of
a man who hop slong on one leg,
with his hat on sideways?

He ceased to advance as the colonel
came towards him—he was glad of a
vest ] But he had to keep on hopping
to kecp his balance,

Wells was uneasy; Robert and Arthur

looked rather nervous. But the colonel
advanced resolutely. He was an old
campaigner—a man who had been
through the War, from beginning to
end, was not easily frightened.  He
marched steadily en, But he was on
his guard. A lunatic might spring at
him. He did not want to hurt the
poor fellow—far from it!—but he was
prepared to deliver s hefity knock if he
SPrang.
“ Hurry up ! called out Lucas. " Come
here, please! For goodness’ sake, get
a move onl X shall fall down in &
minute &

" Poor fellow 1 Poor fellow 1* said the

THe Macrer Lipmary.—Neo. 1,491,
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colonel. “Don't be alarmed. You are
in friendly hands, you will be taken
care of ™

“What 1" yelled Lucas. “ What the
dickens do you mean {*

“Be calm—as calm as you cani”
urged the coloncl. “You have nothing
to fesr—absolutely nothing. No one
will hurt you.” .

Tucas stared at him, dumbfounded—
and hopped.

“What do you mean?” he roared.
" Are you mad !

“Poor, poor fellow 1 murnmuugred the

colonel.  “That is quita s common
symptom with them y think athers
are mad. Now, tske him suddenly—
before he can spring! Heé is keeping
his hands behin him—a  trick,

evidently, to make a sudden grasp at
anyone who comes within reach. He
must be scized suddenly, and over-
wered
“Wiil you come here and release me,
you old fool 7 shrieked Luoss .
“Releaze? The poor fellow thinks
he is still in the asylum, 1 suppose.

Take every caye. You go to his right,
Robert, you to tho left, Arthur, I will
take him in front. And you get behind

him, Wells, in case he makea a sudden
bolt. He may do so if he suspects that
ke iz to be taken back te the ssylum—
snd, for his own sake, he mmust not be
sllowed to get away.”

The colonel’s forees advanced in open
order. Lueas showed no sign of bolt-
ing—much to the relief of Wells, who
was far from anxious to bar his retreat
if he did. Robert took the riiht.
Arthur the left, the colonel marched
streight ony while Wells eircled round
uneacily to tha rear. Then, at a sharp
word n¥ command from the old militar

ptlemarn, they concentrated, in a sud-

E'E rush, mi:d senbured him. ———

uoas, taken by surprise, wriggle
wildly in four pairs of hands. He }'E%IE{]
frantically.

“Hold him ™ panted the colonel
“(rasp his arms. He may have some
weapon, for all we know. Grip himl
Now we have him! Be calm, my poor
fellow! T repeat that you are in
friern:ﬂ:,.r hands, and wiil not be hurt

“YTou old fool, will you release me?
' “Be calm—as calm as you can! You
are in hands, my poor fellowl I
will order my car to take you back——"

“Are “yon mad!” raved Lucas.
"Will you untie me, you old i1dict?"

“His—hia hands are tied, sir!"
gasped Wells, The butler, from his
post ‘in the rear, made that discovery.

“Indead! All the betfer!” ssid
Colonel Wharton., “It will make it
casier to get him "away in the car.
Someone must have caught him

already, 1 suppose, and secured his g

hande—but clearly he has gob away
again "

“His leg's tied up bohind him, s=ir ™
gasped \%’El]ﬂ, making further dis-
COVErics.

"What—what 7"

T¥ou thundering old idiot, will you
relecase me?”  shrieked Luecas. I
demiand to be released instantly ! YWou
fool—idict—madman—dolt—raleass me
at once "

“1 shall certainly de nothing of the
kind,” said Colonel Wharton warmly,
“and if vou were in your right senses,
you would make ne such request| Yom
ave zafer—far safer—as you are—until
you get back to the asylum.”

“What ?" shrieked Lucas. “Whet do
you mean? I am tied up—="

*Yes, yes, yes! Quite so!” said the
colonel soothingly, “I can see now
that vou have tied up your leg—"

“You old idiot, I have not iicd up
my leg! Why should I tis up my leg?

raved Lucas. I have been tied up
like this by & set of rascslly schoolboys,
in your Eark, sir, and I demand to
released.

“Good gad!”
“(Oh " gasped Wells. A grin dawned
on his portly face. “ Perbhaps—perhaps

he isn’t mad, ai

“Mad?*” howled Lucas.

" Ha must he mad, Wellt! How can
he be anything elss, when he hops
about on one leg, with his hat on side-
wa;,ru? Don't be absurd, Wella I

“But—but p’r’aps he can't help hop-
a}nﬁ, sir, with his leg tied up 1™ gasped

ells, “If it's & practioal joke of the
}'nun% %entiaman, Bl p—"

“0nh ¥ ejaculated the colonsl.

“Will you release me from #his
cordi” roared Lucas Bull. “I will
prosecute you, sir, f I am not immedi-
ately relensed 1 .

l G;]unal Wharton gave bim & grim
oak,

“If you sre not mad, I certainly
cannot excuse the e:‘?rmium you have
used |” he rapped. “And I regquire to
know who you sre, and what
doing on my property, before
you tc be releasad.™

“1 am Lucaa Bull—"
“Bull? Good gad! Not s connec-
tion of my nephew’s friend, I supposei”
exclaimed the colonel. i

“1 am his cousin, air, and his tem-

orary guardian, and I am here to take

im home. With the assistance of two
other young acoundrels, he has tied me
up like thie!” roared Liicas. “And if
the boy is not immediately handed over
to me, I will fetch a constable to sce
that he is handed over, sir I"

“1 decline, absolutely, to believe any
such sztatement,” said Colonel Wharton.
““Wells, do you think this man is
gana 1

# ]—I—7 think o, sir.”

“If he is sane, he has no right to
trespass on my property, and if he has
made himself cbnoxious to my nephew
and his friends, they may have done
this to keep him out of mischief—and I
find it hard to blame them (" said
Colonel Wharcton, “Obviously, he is a
man of the worst temper and the worst
manners, whoever he may be. If ha is
oot mad——"

“¥You old fool I™

f lilenca, air!” ra Pad the ecolonel.
“You may release hplm, Wolls. See
him safe off the premises! Cloze the
gate after him. If he makes any
attempt to re-enter, I authorise you to
throw him out. By Jove, I have seldom
had to deal with such an insolent
scoundrel ! Turn him out at once [*

7T tall you—" shrieked Lucas.

“Here, you come along!”
ohert.

“Take him a.wa{'!” said Coelonel
Wharten, “Turn hun out at oncel
Throw him out, ¥ necessary! Do not
stand on ceremony with the insolent
knave I

Lucoa was released from the ecord.
He could welk now. But he had o
walk down to the gete. He had to
walk out. The gate was slammed after
hirn.  He was almost foaming, az he
departed.

ou are
order

said

—

THE EIGHTH CHAFTER.
The Arm of the Law!

ARRY WHARTON and his two
H chums spent a very cheery
morning with the old boat on

the lake.

After Lucas Bull had hopped out of
sight, they gave him no fuarther
thought; and the trecs shut off the view
of wiat. was happening by the house
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They had no doubt that, sooner or later, Lucas would find

somebody to untie him, and they cheerfully left it at that.
When, later, they walked back to the house, they saw

nothing of Luecas Bull. .

At lunch, Colonel Wharton gave Johnny a rother curious
glance, and seemed about to a:k & question—but checked
himself,

Having reflected on the strange episode of the mormng,
the old colonel was rather puzzled and perplexed. That
extremely unpleasant young man bacd given his name as
Bull. Colonel Wharton could not help realising that it
was possible that he was a relative of Johnny's—a dizagree-
able relative, evidently. 3till, the colonel said nothing on
the subject. He did not want to raize awkward matters
with his nephew’s guest. S . R

After lunch, however, the juniors inguired of Wells
whether there had been a caller of the name of Bull, and
tearned from him what had happened. Which caused them
to smile considerably. . .

“We're finished withk that worm !" said Harry., " He's
E;-t likely to come back snd ask for more, Johnny, old

an‘}l

“The morefulness would be unpleasantly
remarked Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

“Um " said Johnnv, “He's Yorkshire !

By which, apparently, Johnny implied that Lucas was not
iikﬂfj to give in. Johnny, being Yorkshire, too, he was
not going to give in, either |

“Oh crumbs !** ejaculated Wharton suddenly. The three
juniors were walkiog on the terrace after lunch when a taxi-
cab from Wimford came up the drive.

Two men were seated in it. One was Lucas Bull. The
other was a police-constable in uniform.

Lucas' face was grim; his jaw shut like a rat-trap, The
ruddy-faced county constable had e faint grin on his ruddy
face. The three Greririars fellows guessed at once why
Lucas had brought him there.

“ An esteemed and ridiculous bobby ! murmured Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

Harry Wharton whistled. ] ) )

Johnny's jaw squared, rather like that of his cousin,

“That tears 1t ["' he said.

Wharton and the nabob exchanged glances. For the first
timie it came into their minds that the law bad a say in fhe
matter, and that the law, in all probability, was on the side
of Lucas Bull.

“]—I—1 say, old chap,” stammered Harry, " rou—vou
don't tlrﬂn}.: that bobby can barge in, do you, and—and—
II]:Ii_

Johnny gave a shrug of the shouldera. :

“I fancy so. My father left Lucas in charge—he’s practi-
cally & guardian till the pater comes back. That goes on
till I get back to Greviriars for the new term—he can’t
barge in there. But till then, he can enforce his authority—
the law upholds a guardian’s authority, you know! Quite
right that it should, too, if you come to that. Silly, cbstinate

terrific ™

kids can't be allowed to do as they jolly well Like, if ther
kick over the traces. In this case, of course—um !—it's
different.”

“In one's own esteemed case, the difference ia alwaya
terrific 1" murmured the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“I'm not standing for it !'* said Johnny. “But I can zee
now that I can't stay here! Can’t land a fearful row on
vour uncle, Harry.”

“You're not Emngh "

“Niust 1" =ald Johnny briefly. “Your uncle would be
hound to hand me over, if Lucas asked for me in the
presence of an officer of the law. I never thought he would
go so far as that—but I might have guessed it! TIf your
uncle kept me here now, Lucas could get an order from the
court to have ma handed over—and Colonel Wharton
wouldn't like that.”™

“Oh erikey 1™ : ;

“1f he would stand for it, I'm ¢ertainly not ﬁ?mg to land
him in anyvthing of the kind ! said Johnny Bu

Harry Wharton was silent. If the law was set in motion,
and if it upheld Lucas Bull, obviously Colonel Wharton

could not allow & runaway to remain under his roof. He
could not, if he would
It loocked as if Lucas had played a trump card. That

gmiling, ruddy-faced country constsble in
gented overwhelming and irresistible forces,

“¥You're going back with that cad?"’ asked Harry.

“Hardly | I'm geing to cut before g-::mr unecle is forced to
hand me over to him I” answered Johnny Bull. *“0ld Bob
will put me up for a few days if I blow in at Cherry Place—
and Lucas can walk all over Surrey with his bobby, locking
for me, while I'm in Dorgetshire."

Herry Wharton Iauqhad.

“Right " he maid *SBorry to lose you, old chap—but 1
stippose thats the best thing to be donal”

{Continued on next page.)
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“It's 1the only thing,” #aid Johnny,
in hia quiet, practical way. “You cut
ap and get my bag for me, Inky, and
bring it to me in the garden. ¥ou keep
Lucas as long as you can, Harry, while
I have time to cut. We'll dish that
meddling ass—and we'll have a laugh
over this later, in the setudy at Grey-
friars.”

Clearly, it was the only thing to be
done; unless Johnny was to give in—
which, apparently, was imposzible for
genuinag Yorkshire! The three juniors
went quickly into the house as the taxa
drove up.

Johnny Bull left again by the french
windows at the back. Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh ran up to his room io pack
his bag for him, aod convey it te him
in the gardens, where he waited at a
distance. Harry Wharton staved in
the hall, to see Lucas when he cama
in.

There was a loud and imperative
knock at the door.

“Hold on, Wells!” said Harry, as
the butler appeared. Wells looked at
Iim in surprised inquir];!'. “Don’t be in
a hurry! Keep that blighter waiting &
few minutes. ™

“But, Master Harrgy——"

“Hurry up. Inky !>

Hurres Jamset Ham Singh came trots
ting down the stairs with a spitcase.
Hea grinned and nodded and vanished.

ells stared after ham.
re was the sound of & knocking on
the door.

Colonel Wharton came. into the hall.

“What is this Open the door,
Wells ! What—"

Wells opened. the door.

ﬂ'aipnei Wharton knitted his brows at
the sight of the man who had hopped
on the drive that morning. He stared
at the constable who st behind him.

“What dees thir mean?” bhe
demanded.

Luoas Bull strode in.

“It means, sir, that I am hera to
take away my cousin John, left in my
charge by his father, and that this con-
stable is present to see the boy handed
over,” he rapped. "And if you refuse,
siv, to submit to the authority of the
law, vou will very soon discover that
the law is too strong for you”

Colonel Wharton stared at him
blankly. Then he glanced at Harry.
Wells stood exprassionlesa,

“Harry ' gasped the old colonel
;}Fgﬂ is this man! Do you know

im

* A relation of Johnny's uncle,” mur-
nI“'lnl: Harry. *“His—his cousin,
thank. ™

“Has he, as ho says, any authority
over r school friend "

“1 have said so, sir!" hooted Lucas.

“1 decline to hear a word from you,
sir!*® rapped the colonel. “You tres-
passed on my premises this morning.
You acted in & way that led me to
eritertain  doubts—strong  doubts—of
your_sanity. I do not like your looks,
sir, I do not like your meoners. You
will oblige me rémaining silent, sir,
while I sm speaking to my aephew.
Harry, answer my gquestion.”

“I—1I think so, uncle,” said Harry.
“Johnny's father seems to have Jeft
him in that man’s charge without under-
standiig that he was a meddling fool
and a bully.”

“Good gad!™

“Jobhn will not deny it, sir I"* snapped
Lucas,. " He is, at least trutilnjgﬁf
Send for the boy at once. ’I say, send
for him.” : £

“And I say, sir, that it is not for you
to give orders here|” rapped lonel
Wharton. “Be silent, sir! Harry, call
vour fri here; this matter must be
clea up immedistely.”

Tax Maigner Lumr{r'—ﬂa. 1,451,

THE MAGNET

“I'll go to his room at once, uncle”
gaid Harry,

And he went—Ileaving Colonel Whar-
ton and Lucas DBull weiting, frowning
at one another, and the constable stand-
m% discreetly i the background.

They wero wnitinﬁ for Harry to re-
turn with Johnny Bulll. Which really
was not very hopeful, ss Harry had
gone up to Johnny's room for him—and
Johnny, in thoss same moments, was
receiving hia  suitcase from Hurres
Singh, and walking out of a back gate
to head for the l'ﬂiﬁ‘fﬁj' station.

THE NINTH GHAPTER.

No Catch !

OLONEL WHARTON gnawed
q his lip. Lmcas Bull grunted,
and grunted again, with angry
impatience, he Wimford
constable, in the background, closed
one eve slightly at Wells, who stood by
the service dook. DBut Wells, portly and
impassive, was far above winke—he
affected not to sce that tw:tdlinfq eyelid
of the arm of the law. Minute followed
minute.
But there were footsteps on the staira
at last. Harry Wharton came down
again. Ho came alone.

Lucas’ cyes gleamed at him.
“Where is John ™ he snapped.

Harry, taking no npotice of him,
locked at his uncle.

“ Johnny isn't in his room, uncle,” he
sald.

“Good gad ! Where is he?” exclaimed
tha colone t““llf' ““He was with you
after Iunch. as he gone out with
Hurree Singh? Where is Hurree Singh

—ha may know where the boy 1a
Where—"
“Here, osteemed eshibl!”  The

Nabob of Bhani{mr glided into the hall.
“Is Bull with you, Hurree Bingh?

Do you krow where Bull is?”

elaimed Colonel Wharton.

““Hea is not in my esteemed presence,

ex-

sshib!” answered the Nabob of
Bhanipur. *I believe he has gone for a
walk.”

“A walk!” exclaimed the colonel
“He has gone for a walk?”

“1 think so, estcemed sir!”

Hurree Jamset Bam Singh did not
add that Johnny was walking in the
direction of the railway station, and
that he was carrying his suitcase. Hoe
was not bound to give detaile.

“I do not believe & word of it!” ex-
claimed Lucas Bull, in a grinding
voice. “The boy .is here, and 1# keep-
ing out of sight. I warn you, =air, thgt
if guu barbour a runaway schoolboy in
defisnce of the law, you are laying
yourself open to very severe penalties”

“I do not require you, sir, to instruct
me in respect for the laws of my
countey 1* roared Colonel Wharton.
“Your remark is insdlent, sir—of a
piece with the whole of your conduct. I
shall question the boy 1n your presence,
and if I am satisfied that you have
authnnl;ﬁ aver him, I shall not disputa
that authority. Until then, you will be
wise to measure your words—I may re-
mind you, sir, that you are in my house
and liable to be thrown out of it, sir, i
you are insolent.”

“Bend for the boy!" said Lucas,
between his teeth.

“T zhall do that, sir, without 1nstrue-
tions from you. Harry-—Hurree Singh
—please find Bull immediately, if you
can. Wells, request the servants to look
for Master Bull, and send him here if he
13 FEI{FHJE house.” -

ery good, sir.
There was another long wait. Harry

Wharton and IHurrce Jamset Ram
Singh went out, with smiling faces.
They were not likely to find Johnny.
e was about half a mile on his way
to the station by that time.

But the longer he was loocked for, tha
bhetter chance ho had of getting elear.
Yivery passing minute was o gain, from

the pownt view of Johnny's loyal
chumsa.
Wells and his myrmidons looked

thraugh ihe house. They were only able
to report that Master Bull was not to

he found. )
Colonel Wharton was fuming. The
Wimiford constable was concealing

yawns behind a large red hand. Lucay
Bull was growing blacker and blacker,
more and more bitter. His sharp, hard
jaw, which had been closed like a rat-
trap, was now shut like a stee] vice,

His expression indicated only too
plainly what the runaway had to ex-
pect when he fell into the hands of
authority.

Whether Mr., Bull, on his departure,
had even thought of authorising Lucas
to administer corporal punishment to
hiz zon was very ﬁuhtfﬂ—var}' doubt-
ful indeed. But there was not the
slightest doubt that that was what
Lucas was i:::-m to do as soon as Johony
was in his hands.

IIe was realising that he was being
made a fool of. It dawned on him that
Johnny knew that he could not resist,
after the arm of the law was brought
into the matter, and that instead of the
recklesa defiance he had expected, and
which he could have overcome, theis
had been a straiegic retreat.

It was growing clear to hizs mind that
Johnny had ¢leared off-——and that every
minute he waited gave Johnny an
added chance of escaping unpursued
into parts unknown. at was an 1n-
Enﬁe irritating reflection to Lucas

H - -

“1 have had enough of this!"” he broke
out ot last. ‘It is elear to me, sir, that
vou do not intend to hand the boy
over. You are endeavouring, sir, to
matke a fool of me.”

“That, sir, 18 dalready dona ! snapphed
Colonel Wharton. “ Nature, sir, has
Jdone that already, and I may add, has
a]mlf'm.dﬂ an impertinent jacksnapes of

“I demand that the boy be given up
to me.”

“ Search my house, sir, if you choose,™
said Colonel Wharten. “1 give you
full permission to do so. You may have
the aseistance of the constable, If tha
boy is here, and if he admits your
anthority vou shall take him. = Wells,
keep an eye on the umbrellas, while that
man is in the house.”

“ Certainly, sir.”

Lucas gasped with rage.

“You insclent old foel I’ he panted.

“Enough, sir! Get out!” Colonel
Wharton advenced on him, * Leave my
house, sir! Take any mcasures you
please—but leave my house. I will
tolerate the presenoe of an insolent

knave no longer.”
Lucas backed to the door.

“Hands off |* he said between &is
teeth.

“(et out " roared the angry colonel.

Lucas glanced at the constable. That
ruddy-faced arm of the law shrugged
hrumi shoulders, He had a proper re-
spect for Colonel Wharton, who was a
great man in the locality. He had
nene for the brick-faced man, who was
a stranger to him, and whose manners
he certainly did not like.

“Better go, sir,” he advized. “VYou
can't talk to s gentleman like that in
his own house, sir.”

Lucas realized that he had better go.
Colonel Wharton mearched straight at



him, &and the brick-complexioned man
had either to step out on his feet, or
depart less ceremoniously on his neck.
He decided to go on his feet—and he
5teF£ed qguickly out at the door.

“Go 1" rapped the colonel.

“I will go!* panted Lueas, almost
cholzing, “I am well aware that you
have tricked me, wasted my time while
the boy escaped! I have no doubt you
Enow where he has gone.”

“I have npt the slightest knowledge
of the i:nﬂxy'ﬂ. prezent whereabouts, and if

I had, should ecertainly not inform
ou I* rapped the oolonel. * If his father
as indeed placed him in your charge,

he has acted thuug'htiesslf, or, more
likely, rou have deceived him as to your
true nature. You are & brute, sir, and
a bully, and & meddleseme fool, and I
have seen more than encugh of you ¥

“I—1 will go, but—but—"

“Constable, pleaze see that mean off
my premises ! If I see the boy again, I
will bring him to the station and dis-
cuss the matter with 1}‘{11111; inspector.”

“Yes, sir] Certainly, sir "

The constable, having bestowad
another wunregarded wink on Wells,
followed Lucas Bull from the house,
They entered the waitin
glided away down the drive, Colonel
Wharton watchiog it from the doorwary,
with a grim, frowning brow.

As it reached the gates Lucas glared
out of the window at two smiling
faces. Harry Wharton and Hurree

Jamset Ram Singh capped him with

earcastic politeness. Lucas snarled to

the driver, and the taxi stopped. He

leaned out, and called to the iunif:rrs,
“Here ! Come here, both of you!”
“Rats I answered Harry cheerfully.

“The ratfulness is terrific, my
esteemed idiotic fathead !”

“You know where John hus pone
hizsed Lucas. * You warned him to go!
1 am very well aware of that oow!
Where has he gone?”

“Teho answers where!™ said Harry |

YWharton, with a laugh.

“Esteamed echo replies that the
wherefulness is terrific [¥ grinned the
Nabob of Bhanipur. ;

Luecas gritted his teoth, and signed to
the driver to go on. The taxi turned
into the road.

There was a patter of feet, and Lucas
glanced back as Harry Wharton came
running after the cab. Again he signed
to the driver to stop, and turned a
hopeful eve on Wharton.

“Hold on a minute " shouted Harry,

Lucas waited for him to come up.
This, so far as he could see, could only
mean that Johnny's chum had decided,
after all, to fell him where Johnny was.

Wharton came up, rather breathlessly,

“Well, what is 187" rapped Lucas.

“I've comething to tell you ! gasped
the captain of the Remove.
“Quick, then! What is it?
kknow where John 1s%"
“Yes ! gasged Harry.
then—a

T ou

“Tell me, b omce ™
“I'm going to tell you. Wait till a
fellow gets his breath [

Lucas waited impatiently., But he
could afford to wait if this schoolbox
was going to tell bim where Johuny
was. Hurree Singh came running up.

“My esteemed chum,” he exclaimed,
“.you are not going to give the absurd
Jolmny away te that ridioulous and per-

nicious person "
“ Ba silent, you !” snarled Lucas,
“ My esteemned Wharton——"
““Bilenee, wyoul”  hooted Lueas.
“Wharton, I am wailting! Tell me
where I con look for John!"
“I'm_going t0,” said Harry. “It's all
right, Inky. 1 don't see any harm in

telling him, and I'm sure Johony

taxi, which
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Let go—you are wastlng tlme ! **
branch, and took his chance.

Down he shot, and the

3 1

you as you drop, you young fool !

With his teeth set, Bob Cherry let go ol the

branch shot up as

he weni. His arms outstretched, Lucas waited below, ready to catch Bob.

wonldn't mind. He's in Surrev, Mr.
Bull.*

“What ?” roared Lucas.

“Burrey I

“You wvoung fool! What do vou

mean? Do you suppese J think he has
already got out of this county!'”
shrieked Lucas.

“Not at all,” answered Harry.

“Then what do you mean?®”

“I should have thought vou could
guess that one, Mr. Bull. What I mean

is, {0 waste as much of your time anm
possible [ explained Wharton.

There was o sudden gurii’e from tha
constable in the taxi. ucas Bull,
crimson with rage, reached out of the
window and made a grab st the smili

junior. Harry Wharton backed out o
reach; then, stepping forward agoin aa

(Continwed on pooe 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.}

qui-:d!:h. tipped Lucas' hat off into the
road.
Something like a roar came from
Lucas Bull as he grabbed open the door
of the taxi to go after his hat.
The two juniors, chuckling, scudded
back into the gateway. '
o

They had had quite a good desl
sumsg in their laudable object of
delaying Lucas as much as possible, and
Fiving Johrny Bull time to get clear.
They departed, laughing; and Lucas
Bull, with feelings too deep for words,
fielded his hat, stamped back into the
taxi, and drove on.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Bob Backs Up!
& ALLO, hallo, hallo!™ gasped
Bob Cherry.
Bob stared. o
He was on his bike in the

low of the bright September sunset.

Ie was going at a good speed. He
was, as a matter of fact, 1 no hurry;
but it was Bob Cherry’s way to put
.plenty of beef into everything he did.
. Bob had gone from Cherry Flace to
Dorchester, which was about ten mules
from his home, to make some purchases
for his father, Major Cherry. He had
thern in & bundle on a carrier on his
bike, and now he was sailing merrily
home. He was thinking as he rode of
that jolly cycling trip he had had with
the other members of the Co., and
rather wishing that his Ea]a were £till
with him, when he sighted a stocky
figure ahead of him on the road.

That stocky figure was gomg at &
trot. There seemed something familisr
to Bob's eves in that figure, and, as he
drew nearer on the bike, he recognised
it—hence his surprised ejaculation.

had supposed, till that moment,
thE:teJahnny ﬂﬁll was at home in York-
shire, So it was quite & surprise to
goo him trotting along the road in
Dorsetshire. But it was an agreeable
gurprise, and Boeb put on a little exira
gpeed, and eoon overtook the fellow
n};leud

“Hallo, hallo, halloi” he roared,
almost in Johony's ear.

Johony Bull gave a start, and stared
round at the eyclist, His face was red,
and he was a little breathless. Evidently
he had been hurrying, and there was o
rather heavy suitease in his hand, as
well as & coat over his arm.

“Qh1” he gasped. “You, Bob!
EEFE]; I,_-}'Bnd me your bike !”

Bob jumped down.

“ B8hove my bag on the carcier,” said
Johnny, “and the coat on it, togl
Thank goodness I've met you |”

Bob stared at him blankly.

“1 suppose yeu're coming to my
Tae Macugr Liprani.—No. 1.491.
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place, as you're heading in that direc-
tion ¥ he remarked.

“Yes, Like fo put me up for a day
or twoi”
“OMf course, fathead! Have yon

walked from Dorchester 7

“MNo. I took a cab from the station.”

Bob blinked. ]

As he had found Johnny hurrying on
foor, carry bag and coat, and there
was no vehicle to be seen on the road,
that statement naturally astomshed him.

“What have you done with the cab,
then ¥ he asked. * Swallowed 11"

Johnny grinned breathlessly.

“No. A blighter was after me, and,
by sheer ill-luck, got on the same tram,
and got out of the station when I did.
He nearly had me there, but I dodged,
and got off in a cab. few miles out
of the town, though, 1 spotted him after
e in o Car.

Bob could only stare. As he had
heard nothing of the family troubles of
the PBulls so far, he could only
amazed. : ] )

“1 turned a corner jolly guick,” went
on Johnny, “ and got out, with my bag
and coat, paid the driver, and told him
to drive on as fast as he could. I got
behind a tree and watched the blighter
come round the corner and whiz after
the cab. Then I started walking up this
road-—see

“Oh, my hat1¥

“1 don’t know how far he will be led

off the track; he seems to have picked
up & pretty fast car, judging by thd
speed he was going at,” =zaid Johnny.

“But when he tumbles to it that I'm not
1o the eab, he will return this way. So
lend me your bike, old bean, and I'll
beat him yet I

“But who the dickens is after you?”
hooted Bob., “Can’t you ask & bobby.
or can't we stop for him ourselves and
boot him 7"

“"Hardly. You see, he's my Cousin
Lucas, and my father left him my
guardian while he's away abroad.”

“Oh erikey t*

“He's rooted me out of Wharton's
place: but he doesn't know about you,
old bean, so I shall be all right at
Cherry Place if I get there without the
rotter picking up my trail I” explained
Johnonv, “I'll tell you all about it
afterwards. No time for jaw now "

“Right as rain!” said Bob. *“Jump
on the jigger and going I

He stared bock along the read.

Thera was & turning a considerable
diztance back, where Jchony had
dispatched the station cab, to lead
Lucas Bull on a false scent.

Round that corner—a speck in the
distance—a car came spinning. Bob
canght his chum's arm.

“Was it a dark-blue car he was in?”

" ¥Yes "

“Ia that it

Johnny stared back at the car that
had come round the corner, and

WHB
coming on towards them fast.
“ Looks like it!" he said.
“Then he's found out slreadyr, and
tirned back for wyou!l” =aid Bob.

“Bhove your bag on—quick! Give me
vour coat!"

Johnny fastened his suitense on the
corrier, along with the bundle already
there, Bob. to his surprise, slipped on
the overcoat. It was a light grey eoat,
very easily seen at a distance.

“What the thump~—" began
Johnny.
“(xet on, as fast as von can ! said

Bob. “I'll pull his jolly old lag, in
vour coat, and give you time to get

clear. See?”
Johnny Bull put a leg over the
ntachine.  Fla whirzed away up the

road, going all out.

Bob stood and watched the coming
car.

Ile shaded his eves with his hand,
not so much because of the sun, as to
conceal his face from the man in the
car, if it was Johnny Bull's pursuer.
He had no doubt that Johnny DBull's
cousin would know Johnny Bull's coat,
a3 Johnny bad been under his eyes
that davy.

(f the rights mnd wrongs of that
family row among the Bulls, Bob
knew nothing, except what Johnny had
just told him. But he knew that he
was going to stand by Johnny, for that
was the way of the Famous Five.

The blue car came whiuin% on. It
came swiltly; clearly, Lucas ull hu_d
picked up & fast car to run down his
runaway cousin. The driver had no
interest for Bob; he tried to' pick out
tha man inside—and as the car drew
nearer, he had a glimpse of a brick-
red face, with s square jaw, and a
resomblance to Johnny's.

He had littlo doubt that it was
Johnny's pursuer. Anvhow, he would
soon know, for he knew that the man
in the car could see him standing
there.

Having made sure of that, Bob ran
to the roadside, where a big becch-tres
stood back from the road.

He clambered into the tree.

Ha did not hurry. He wanted the
man in the car to see that light-grey
overcoat going up the ;

Evidently the man did, for the car
stowed down. It stopped by the road-
side; and Dob, in the foliage above,
grinned, as he heard the door open and
the brick-faced mon step out.

“John!” came a calling voice
below.
Lucas Bull stood under the wide-

spreading branches, staring up. e
had & glimpse of & light-grey overcoat
—a3 Bob intended that he should. But
he saw nothing of the schoolboy’s face.

Bob made no answer. Johnny Bull'a
cousin would, of course, be well
prequainted with Johnny Bull's voiee;
and an answer would have apprised
himm that the grey cont had changed
owners. Bob grinned and was silent.

“John! Come down out of that
trea at once! I saw you eolimb up,
vou young fooll I know you arve
there [

No answer.

“Da vou hear me, John? You are
making matters all the worse for your-
self. In any case, I shall thrash you
when I get you home. You are aware
of that. The more trouble you give
me, the more severe will your punish-
ment be, Cannot you understand that,
you young rascal ?"

Bob did not speak. He began to
whistle, The tune he whistled was
“Who's Afraid of the g, Bad Woli?"

Lucas gritted his tecth. ITe was
feeling, just then, s good deal like a
big, bad wolf, hungry for the prey.
That cheery whistle in the free above
indicated that the schoolbor hidden
there was not afraid.

“Will von come down, John?!™ he
roared. “Do wou think you can get
away with a silly trick like this? I
have followed wou from Yorkshire to
take you home, and I am going to
take you home to-might.”

The whistle above changed to
another tune. Bob began to whistle
“We Won't Go Home Till Morning.*

The Darchester chauffenr, sitting ak

Lis wheel, grinned. It really was quite
an enfertaining dislogue; angry words
shouted on one side, answered by =

tuneful, cheery whistle on the other.
borry was quite enjoying this.



The longer Lucas stood shouting under
the tree, the better chance Johnny had
af getting clear on the bike. And if
Faicas chimbed after him, Bob was
ready to give him as long o chase as
possible among the thick branches.

“You young rascal I” roared Lucas,
“For the last time, John, I order you
to come down from the tree, and come
home with your legally appointed
guardian.™

By way of answer, Bob changed hia

ione again, Now he was whistling
"Won't You Come Home, Bill
Bailey 1"

The chaunffeur gave a chuckle. But

ne looked serious again as Lucas glared
round at him.

T'ha brick-faced man clenched his
hands and stared up into the becch.
That Johnoy Bull waz in the tree, he
had not the slightest doubt,

Lucas Bull was, undoubtedly, a
sticker. He had lost Johnny at Whar-
tonn Lodge; but he had guessed that
the runaway would meke for the rail-
way station. Owing to ths efforts of
his chums, Johany had s long ztert,
and he had reached Wimford Station
first. But Lucas, n the taxi, got in
before his train left.

ile had spotted Johnny on the west-
ward-bound express, and jumped into
the same train, He had watched from
his window, to jump out when Johuny
jumped  out--which had happened at
Dorchester. There he had nearly had
him, but not quite! Now he was surs
that he had himl

What else conld he think? He had
overtaken the empty cab, and turned
back at once, and followed the road
Johnny ‘had been following before he
turned the corner. He saw = school-
boy, about Johymy's size, in & light-grey
coat such as he had scen Johnny wear-
ing in the train, ¢lamber up the trec
and hide himself there—a schoolhoy
who- tefused to answer him, but
whistled defiance |

If the boy had been anybody but
Johnny, he would have said so—at
least, so far as’ Lucas could see! He
had no means of guessing that Johnny,
by & lucky chence, had fellen in with
4 chum on the read, who had taken
iz coat, and his place, to draw the
pursuit |

Johnny was in the tree. He was
assured of that. Tt was his last refuge,
and Lucas was going to hook him out
of it. Still, he was not keen on tree-
climbing, if it could be helped!

He stood for some minutes, glaring
up, with eclenched hands and gleaming
eyes. In the thick branches over his
head the whistle sounded cheerily. Bob
changed his fune asgain. Tt was
now “Look Up and Laugh!™

Luces looked up. But he did not
laugh—he seowled.

“Will you come down, John?”
roared Luoeas. “If you do not, I shall
come up for you, and I warn you that
I will thrash you tjll vou howl fer
mercy ! you hear me, you young
scoundre] #*

He paused for a reply. The reply
came in  another whistled tune:
“Whisper, And 1 S8hall Hear !”

That was enough for Lucas. I
threw his coat and hat into the car, and
slarted ¢olimbing the beech.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Two in & Tree !
BGB CEHERRY chuckled.

It was rather entertaining to
think of Lucas' face when he
made his catch, and discovered

that tbo fellow in tha tree was not the
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fellow he wanted. But Bob was going
to delay that dizcovery as long as he
could.

Lueas clambered up actively., Ile
wos a strong and active young man,
and though he certainly was not keen
on trec-chimbing, it came casy enough
to him. Iis hcad appeared among
the lower branches.

Bob, sitting astride a higher branch,
peeled off Johnny Bull's cost. He
dropped it neatly over Lucas’ hend, as
that head appeared through  the
foliage.

"0k gasped Tucas.

His head was enveloped in the folds
of the coat. He held on blindly, splut-
tering with rage. The branches
rustled end swayed.

It was twe or three minutes before
Lucas could get rid of the coat and
drop it te the ground. Then, crimson
with rage, he clambered on.

Bob' clambered higher.

After him climbed Lucas, Holding
on to a branch with one hand, he
grebbed at sn ankle sbove him. His
grip clozed on that ankle like a vice.

* Now, i voung rascal!™ hissed
Lucas, "Come down! You are taking
the risk of & fall! I shall certainly
not let go! Will you come down?
Will you—— Whoop !

Bob was holding on with his hands.
Luezs had one of his feet—but the
other was free! That one tapped on
Luecas’ nose.

It tapped hard,

“Yoo-hoo-hooo I roared Lucas Bull
"Oh gad! You young ruffian! You—
you rascal ! Cooooch I

He let go the ankle and clasped the
hand to his nose. Thus released, Bob
c¢lambered out on a long branoch.

Ile had no doubt that Johnny, by
that time, had gint to Cherry Place
on the bike. At zll events, tho fugitive
was now safe from Eursuit. S0 Bob
was ready to cease his playful game
with the pursuer.

Sitting out on a long, thick branch,
Beb grinned back at the man who
started clambering after him from the
trunk.

“T've got you now!I” panted Lucas.

“Hure you want mei” grinned Bob.

Lucas Bull suddenly stopped. He
stared at Beb Cherry with slmost
starting eves. This was his first view
of the face of the fellow in the tree.

He could scarcely believe his eyes
a3 he ssw that it was not the face of
Johnny Bull,

In utter amazement, he stared and
glared at the cheery Bob. Bob
smiled back at him along the branch.
His position was mnone too securs, as
the long branch sagged and swayed.
Bui as he sat astride of it, facing
Lueas, he had his leg jammed in a little
forking bough, which kept him steady.
And Bob had mountains of nerve.

That branch, certainly, would not
have borne the weight of two, had
Lucas followed him along 1t, as he had
seemed, in his rage, about to do. For-
tunately, he stopped two or thres fest
from the trunk, as he saw Bob's face.

" You—vou—you—" he stutterad.

Bob nodded chearily.

“ AMe—me—me ! he apszented.

“Whe are you?i”
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John ?"* ssked Bob innocently. *Lock-
mg for a chap named John?”

Lucas panted. He could hardly he-
lieve the vvidence of his eyes when ho
saw that it was not Johany in the tree.
Still, he had to believe it. Ile was
utterly surprised, and still more en-
raged and exasperated.

“¥ou young raseal!  You heard ma
calling the name of John! You know
that—— Why did youn not answer
me?"” he hooted. “Are you madi?®

“Mo; are you?" asked Bob afifably.

“¥ou have done this en purpose!”
roared Lucas, light breaking on his
mind, “¥Yeou have dono this to delay
me, like those young rascals back in
Surrey! You are a friend of John's.
You have met him, on this road! T

am certain of 1t.  Answer me—do vou
now Johnt™

“That depends on which John you
mean,” answerad Bob, “There's a lot
of Johme. If you mean King John—>

“What?" gasped Lucas.

“IHe was belore my time!™ exs
plained Bob. ' But if you mean John
Peel—*

“You young idiot ™

“D've ken John Peel?” asked Bob
cheerily.

Lucas -did not answer that quostion.
He seemed on the verge of foaming
at the mouth.

Lucas Bull, as his cousin Johnny
freely admitted, wes not by any means
a4 bad man, though he certeinly had a
bad temper. But he had not been
gifted by Nature with anything
appmnchmfg & sense of humour, His
view of life and all its circumstances
was serious, not to say solemn, and
rather gloomy.

FProbably he hiad never seen & joke in
his life. If he had, he would have
regarded it as & fri?o]'ﬂu: waste of time.

B0 he had no use for Bob Cherry's
cheery &llaﬁulum He locked as if
he could have bitten him.

“But perhaps,” went on Bob, “wyou
mean John o' Groats? You won't find
that John in Dorset. You have to go
north for that John.”

“You young fooll™ hizssed Lucas.
“Hava you seen John on this road 1"

“I'm trying to find out what John
you mean, old thiog. Do you mean
somebody s son John, who went to bed
with his trousers on, one shoe off and
one shoe on—"

* o] —" g}llmped Lucas.

“Or John, John, the piper's sonm,

who stole a p:‘g and awsy he ran?
Such a lot of Johng—-™"
“1 know you now,"” sald Lucas,
scanning his face. “1 have seen you
in the same photograph of a football
eleven as Wharton! You are one of
John's idle, loafing friends at Grey-
friars"

“Are vou always os complimentary
as that to strangers? IEEECF Bah,

“¥ou young rascall You are
deliberately  wasting my time, as
Wharton did—"

“Grood old Wharton 1 chuckled Bob.

“You know whera John Bull is at the
present moment. Probably he has come
to this district to visit you, as he was

(Continued on next page.)

shouted Luecas sav.
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“I'm me!” said
Boh, m surprise, -
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eompelled to leave Wharton Lodge

+

You hate wasted my time while he got

clear !
“Gueszed that one!” asked Bob
admiringlyv. *What a brain!”

Lucas gritted his teeth.

“You will not escape unpunished.”
he said. “I am o busy man—every
hour of my time is valuable! You
have wasted it, like the other young
raseals ! But vou. at least. are it my
hands. I shall thrash wou!™

“(:o0 shead ! grinned Bob, *Buk let
mea point out that this jollr old branch
won't carry two, and it's a bit risky.”

Lucas, with gritted teeth, came
further ont on the branch, It sagged
and sack as it took his weight, and
Bob, at the end, dipped, almost as if
sitting on a sce-saw. .

The man from Yorkshire backed to
the trunk sgain. He was extremely
keen to get within whopping distance
of that cheery schoolbor., But most
certainly he did not want to endanger
his life or limbs,

For a long minute he glared at Bob.
Bob cheerfully winked at him—a cheery
wink that drove Lmecas almost to
frenzy. . ;

But there was, clearly, nothing doing,
and he turned to clamber down the
beech again. Bob Cherry chuckled.

His cﬁmck]e ceased suddenly
Lucas’ weight was taken from the long,
floxible branch, it jumped. Bob's leg
slipped from the fork into which it
was jammed, and he slid over. He
grasped the branch with both hands,
as he went, and caught hold.

A gasp came from him as he swung
over emﬁt;r space by his hands, at the
end of the branch. He made & frantic
offort to pull himsalf ug:: and failed.
Hardly more than his fnper-tips held
—and barely held. Helpless, he hung
at the end of the sagging branch,
swinging over the ha earth far

o,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Helping- Hand !

UCAS BULL dropped from the
l beech to the ground,
With his back to Bob, he had
not ween what had happened.

But, as he stamped savagely back
ta the car, the horrified stare of the
chauffeur canght his eyes, and ha fol-
lowed it, and gave a jump st the aight
of the Greyfriars junior swinging in
the air.

*You voung fool!” he exclaimed.

1 did not answer. He could not.
His tecth were set as he hung on to
the high branch.

He made another desperate effort to
?u[l himself up. In doing so, he almost
ost his grip. He swung, powerless to
save himself, koowing that he must
fall and erash. Gnmegcl bad suddenl
turned to something IiEe tragedy. X,
crash from such a height meant, at
least, a fractured limb.

“You young fool!” roared Lucas.
“Cannot you climb up? Do you want
to break your mpeck, Fou Foung
lunatic 1"

From what he had seen so far of
Lueas, Bob would not have expected
the man from Yorkshire to care much
whether he did or not.

But hitherto he, like Wharton and
the nabob, had seen the worst side of
Johony's cousin.  There was a better
side, not generally revealed, Now,
bowever, it came to light.

Lucns had not time to lose. Alread
there was little doubt his quarry lus
got away, owing to the daa.j eaused
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by Bolb Cherry. If there was & chance
left of running him down, it was
br gotiing poing at full speed of the
car. And _'gnh had exasperated Lucas
to an intense pitch of wrath.

But if Lucas Bull had no sense of
humour, apd no relish for the lighter
side of life, he had qualities which, in
such an emergency oas the present, were
rather more valuable,

He did mot step into the caor and
iell the driver to go all out, as he was
undoubtedly disposed to do.

He stepped back swiftly towards
the beech trunk, to clamber up and
get to Bob's assistance,

But he stopped at once. The branch
would not have borne his weight if he
had climbed. Clambering along to Bob
enly meant two falling instead of one,

“Oh! You young idiot!” snarled
Lueas.

He starcd savagely up at Bob. He
could not get to tﬁe ia;r to help him. A
ladder was the only thing—snd there
was no hope of getting 2 ladder from
anywhere 1n time.

“Hnold on ! he shouted,

Bob could not speak. But he was
holding on—he did not need telling
that. e held on with all the strengt
in his aching, failing Bngers.

Lucas ran to the car.

“Quick !” he snapped. “Back under

the tree!" i
“ Er—what—" bhegan the surprised
chauifeur. ;
“Fool |7 roared Lucas. “Quick!”

The driver said no more. He
backed the ¢ar under the beech, bump-
ing on the reugh grass by the roadside.

gia stopped st a snap from Lucas.
The roof of the car was now directly
under Bob's swinging feet—far above.
But if he fell, it shortened the fall,

But Lucas was not finished vet.

Swiftly he clambered on the roof of
the car. In & few moments he was
i_tandi,ng there, under Bob.

“0Oh 1™ gosped Bob.

He was hardly able to hold on now.
His fingers were slipping from their
insecure graip.

“Let go!” rapped Lucas. "I will
eateh you as you drop, ¥ou young fool !
Let go—vyou are wasting time !"”

It was by no means an easy proposi-
tion, Lucss was reads to take Bob's
weight, as he dropped, and hold him.
But it was only too probable that that
sudden weight would pitch him headlong
from his footing, none too secure on the
roof of the car. In which case, both of
them would have gone erashing off tho
car together to the earth. ]

But there was nothing else for it
Bab could not have held on more than
another minute,

With his teeth set, he let go and took
his chence.

Down he shot, and the sagging branch
shot up =3 he went. He slid down
through Lucas’ arms, which closed round
him and held.

The Yorkshireman stood like a rock.
But he swayed ar Bob's weight jarred on
him., He swayed, but he stood, and he
held Bob; and the Greyfriara junior, to
his own astonizhment, fou himself
standing on the roof of the car, Lucas'
grasp keeping him from pitching off.

“(ooah ! gasped Bob.

“You young idiok [

“Thanks 1" stuttered Bob.

*“Fool I¥ answered Lucas.

With a far from pgentle hand he
Emsped Bob by the collar, knelt, and

ropped him to the ground. Then he
jumped down after him.

b leaned on the beech, gasping for
breath and rubbing his aching, numbed
fingera, Lucas glared at him.

“You might have broken a leg!” he
snarled. “You might have broken vour
neck | Is that the sort of foolery you
learn at Greyfriars 1"

Bob grinned breathlessly.

“Thank you for lending me & hand "
he gasped. “You're not such a blighter
El ou make yourself out to be, Mr.

ull ¥

He had expended time—l‘all?l valuable
time—in getting Bob out of his serape.
He had run the risk of a very un-
pleasant fall himself. Certainly he had
saved Bob from almost certain injury.

Now, however, his Jocks plainly
indicated that he was strongly inclined
to go ahead with the thrashing.

“You're in my hands onow ! he said
grimly. “Neow vou're going to tell me
where John 1"

“Guess sgain " said Bob.

Lucas put on his coat and hat., Then
he picked up a walking-stick out of the
CAT.

“Are vou going to tell mea where to
find my Cousin John ™ bhe asked.

Bob, leaning on the tree, eyed hum
steadily. ‘The Dorchester chauffeur
shifted the c¢ar off the grass, back into
the road. Fle sat at the wheel, and

waited.
“Where is John 7Y rapped Lucas.
“Find out 1" retorted Baob.

Up went tha stick.

“Will you snswer me??

“No " eaid Bob Eharrﬁ. “Keep that
stick to yourself, Mr. Bulll I don't
want to punch you, after what vou've
done for me; but if you touch me with
that stick, I shall punch just as hard
as I jolly well cant™

Lucas laughed contemptuously. He
paused; but it was not, clearly, any-
thing that Bob could do in the punching
line that made him pause.

In a slow, careful was, which was
extremelv like his Cousin Johnny, he
was thinking out the rights and wrongs
of the matter,

“John has run away from home,” he
said at last. “Perhaps you do not know
that. I have followed him to take him
back. 1 am his leg}ﬂ{"'? appointed
guardian during his father's absence in
America. MNow answer me [”

Bob shook his head.

“Sorry I” he said. "I don't want to
barge into vour family {froubles, Mr.
Buli. But Johnns's a pal of mine, an
at Greyfriars a man doesn’t give & pal
away. That's not the way of n Grey-
friara man [*

Lucas Bull stared at him,

“0Oh!" he ssid. *I am glad to hear
that something useful, at any rate, is
lﬁartm!d at Greviriars! It is news to
me B

He put the stick under his arm,
walked to the ear, and stepped in.
Another moment, and the car was
whizzing away up the road.

Bob Cherry blinked after it.

“Well, my hat I" he ejaculated.

The car vanished in & cloud of dust
in the direction Johnny Bull had taken
on the bike. But Lucas had no chance
now. PBob knew that. Before this,
Johnny had reached Cherry Place on the
bicyele, and was safe in, Lucas, it was
clear, did not know Bob’s address, even
if he knew his name, and the car, doubt-
lesa, would rush on past the gates of
Cherry Place.

That was all right!

But Bob, as he started walking home.
wg;d&. was not feeling wholly easy in his
mind.

He was backing up Johnny Bull—the
Famous Five of Greyfriars always
backed one another wup, through thick
and thin! But Lucas, with all his bad
temper and ungracious ways, had saved
Bch from a very probable broken limb,



and in deing so had loet his last chance
of rubning down the runaway he was
s eager to recapture.

Evidently he was not, as Bob bad
expressed 1, such & blighter as be made
himsslf out to be. And Bob could not
help fﬂ-&li‘.ﬂi rather worried aa he
plodded on his homeward way,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Rooted Out !
M AJOR CHERRY glanced st the

card.
“!Bull,’ ” be read aloud—
“*fLucas Bull' Any relative
of yours, my boyi"”

t was thres days later.

Those three days Johony Bull had
tpent &t Cherry Eace, in the cheery
companienship of his Greyiriars chum.

Bob was glad to bave him there, and
Major and Mra. Cherry made him
cordially welcome. It was settled that
he was going to stay till ihe term opened
at Greyfriars School. )

Naturally, it did not oceur to either
the major or Mrs, Gh&rr% that Bob's
sochool friend had taken French leave
L

Vi3l 2r aca O
enough, and the major kn;jw his father.
That there was & new dispensation at
iﬂuﬂr Fell, up in Yorkshire, be did not

naw.

Both the juniors hoped that Lucas had
gone back to Yorkshire. Bob thought it
pretty certain, Jobnny was nobt so
certalo.

As hoe said, Lucas was Yorkshire—
which meant that he was not the man
te give in, Jobnny, it seemed, rather
admired that quality in bim. It strongly
resembled Johnny's own character.

Bob, loyal as ho was to his chum, did
not feel guite easy aboutb it. uCas
seemed to be an unpleasant sort of tick,
and a good deal of a bully. But
Johnny's father had left him in Lucas'

charge.

Certainly, Mr. Bull had not foreseen
that, when he had gone, Lucas would
take the opportunity of dealing with
Johnny as he hed always wanted to deal
with him, and perhaps conscientiously
believed that he ought to be dealt with.

Btill, that did not alter the fact thet
My, Bull had left him under Lucas#’
authority. Lucas did not matter a
hoot; but there was a bhint in thia of
disregard to paremtal suthority, which
worried Bob.

Jehnny did not see if. Mo assured
Bob that, if his pater knew how Lueas
was carrying on, he wounld send a cable
from New York washing out his
authority on the spot. Bopb admitted the
force of that argument. Still, he could
not feel quite at ease.

Bob was rather thoughtless, end per-
haps a little careless, at times; but the
clightest wish of hia father was law to
him, If Major Cherry had left him in
charge of any man, howeoever dis-
agrecable, Bob would have toed the line
t1ll his father gave mew. instructions.

Still, it was not for him to give his
chum sermons, s¢ he backed up Johnny
Byll, snd hoped that Lucas was done
with for the rest of the hols. He would
be done with, anvyhow, when the new
term started. ]

It was morning, and the major was
going to take the two bLoys out for a
run in the car, when the card was
brought in; and as Major Cherry read
the name on it aloud, Boab and Johnny
exchanged an eloquent glance.

Lucas, evidently, had not gone back
te Yorkshire, He had turned a deaf car
to the atiractive whir and clank of
machinery at the " works.”

EVERY SATURDAY

_He had not been idle, but it had take
him two or three days to
Cherry's residence, and now he had
discovered it. And he was nj:tnﬁ:ng
in the hall, and bad s=ent bis oar
in.

Major Cherry glanced at Johony.

“A relative of yours?” he asked.
“The name is Lucas Bull.2

“My cousin, sirl” said Johnny
grimly.

“I shall be glad to tee him ! Perhaps
he will join us in our run this morn-
ing | said the major cheerfully. * Bhow
Mr. Bull in, Thomas 1

Mr. Bull was shown in.

Johnny rose to his feet. But there was
no escape for him. Grimly he eyed the
brick-faced map as he was shown in.

“Good-morning, Mr. Bull |” said the
cheery old major, shaking hands with
his visitor, “I have not had the
pleasure of meeting vyou before; but
Johnny tells me that you are his eousin.”

“Quite 80,” said Lucas. “Has he
elso tilji Fou dt}:at dI am I]:"ia i!e ally
appon guardian during his fat
1 ce abroad ™

“Eh? No. Is Mr., Bull ubread?”
said the major, looking puezled.

n
discover Bob th
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His own cheory cordiality iaded at
¢ grim, atiff, uncompromising espect
of his visitor.

. “"Ho is abroad,” said Luces. *Dur-
:}if”h:: absence, Jobhn is in my charge,
91 am sure he could not be in
be%g.te:! hands,” ssid Major Cherry
politaly.
“That is st least,” said

; opinion

Liicss Bull calmly. “T fear that John
does not think so; but that is im.
mat&rmi.h I %:It}-:mr hzhat& ¥ou are un-
aware that n s left his home
without leave——"

“Burely not?"’

“That iz the case, sir; and for
several days I have had to neglect ths
affsirs left in my hands by my uncle
to search for him, and take him home,”
said Lucas. “Now, fortunately, I have
found him."

Major Cherry looked at him—looked
at -Johnny's grim ?iug? and at Bob's

ara,

red and uncemfertable

'H'B renlized that this was not »
s friendly call from Johmny's relative.
He frowned a littla.

“Perhape you will ba seated, Mr.
{Continued on next page.)
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Bull.* he said. “Perhaps we can dis-

cusa this nistter in & friendly way.”
“T will stand, sir,” said Lucas.

have little time to spare, John., ¥ou

had better go and pack your bag
at once. I have s car waiting at the
pate. I will accompany you. cannot

sight, after the

st vou out of my
fruet 2 me &t Wharton

tpick you plaved on
Lodge."! .

“i{ m not going back,” said Johnny
gralidly.

“Look here, Mr. Bull——"" began
Baolb. )

“1 have no desire,” said Lucas, ruth-
lessly disregarding the two juniors, and
spenking to Major Cherry, “to cause
any unpleasantness here. Dut I am
here to-take Johm awar, and no amount
of unpleasantness will deter me from
what 1 consider my duty.”

“Very right and propet,” grunted
the major. “But this lad has uitep
staved with my son, with his father's
fulf knowledge and spproval. And I
gop no reason why he should not spend
the remainder of the school holidays
here.™

“Jt iz enfficient, sir, for me to see
the reason, as the authority 1n thﬂ
matter happens to be in my hands,
zaid Lucas coldly. .

Major Cherry's eres glinted,

He waos a good-tempered and plac.
able old gentleman. But be had &
temper, and Lucas was rousing ik

“Bull, is it & fact that you wera
left in this voung men's charge?”’ he
rapped.

“*0h, ves!” answered Johnny,

“Ny vour father's orders?'

“The pater never knew that he was
going to break out like this,” explained
Johnnv., “He keeps it under when

the pater's at home. If I'd asked my
father before he went whether I could
come hete, he would bhave said *yes'
at once.” . .

“] am sure of that,' said the major,
“asnd that surely should satizsfy you,
Blr. Luecas Bull”

“Kot in the least!”

Major Cherry reddened.

“Am I to undersiand, sir,”’ he began
to boom, “that you do not regard my
home a& a euitable place for a Grey-
friars boy, or my son as & suiteble
associate for him?” ] _

“Bince vou ask me, sir,”” said Lucas,
unmoved, "I do not.” _

“Good gad!” gesped the major.
“Young man, if you were not under
my roof st thie moment, I would take
Mealacca to voul  Yes, sir, by
Jave I'

“Yon asked me a question, and I
answered it,” said Lucas calmly. "I
come from a place where we give direct
answers to plain guestions, and I have
no use for idla chatter. I am waiting
to take that boy awar” 5

“{ne moment, sir I'' said the major,
repressing his wrath, “Mar I inquire
what is vyour objection to Johnny
spending & few days here, sz he has
often done before?” o

“1 am quite prepared to explain, if
vou desire to know. John iz the heir
to a large works in Yorkshire, Some
day he will have to manage it .My
opinion 13 that he should be preparin
for future responsibilities. 1 regar
his terms at Greyirisrs as a sheer waste
of Lime, hope yet to persuade my
nnele to toke him away from that idle,
frivalous Public school, where he learns
nothing that is of use to him, and place
him at a commercial college, wheta he
will learn what & business man requires
to know.”

“Oh, gad!” said the major. “I am
an old Greyfriars man myself, sir.

Tem Macser Lianser.—No. 1,491,

THE MAGNET

You are speaking of my old school.”

“MNo doubt. In that case, you are
doubtless well acquainted with the
frivolous and useless nature of such an
instituiion.”

“Good gad 1™

“During my uncle's absence,” went
on Luecas, unmoved, *I have an oppor-
tunity to give John the benefit of my
knowledge and experience. 1 am de-
termined not to lose that opportunity.
It is no pleasure to me, sir—it is &
matter of duty. Jobn has wasted
weeks in an idle bicvele excursion with
hie school friends. I am resolved that
he shall waste no further time.
Enough will be wasted when he re-
turns to idleness at Greyfriars—="

“(opd gud!"” repeated the major.

“While the bor is in my charge,”
said Luess icily, “he is going to give
-u]p idle leafing and slacking, and give
close atteniion to business matters in
the works of Bull & Co. 1 shall see
that he does not waste a minute. Some
dey, I have no doubt, he will thank
me for it. Whether he does or not is
imematerial. I shall have done my
dity, all the same.”’

Johnny Boll snorted.

“If ever I'm head at the works,” he
eaid grimly, *“the first thing I shall
do will be to sack the manager.”

Lucas emiled faintly.

“If at that time vou are not satis-
fied with the manager, John, I 2
votu will sack him on the LA
gard. “That 18 exactly what I should
like to see. The faect that I am the
manager makes no difference what-
ever.’ ] :

“Oh, you're a silly ass!” growled
Juhnn{‘ “And a meddling fathead,
teo! Why the thump can't you mind
your own business?"

Lucas glanced at his watch.

“My time, Major Cherry, is not my
ovwn.” he ssid. **Is this boy to be
handed over to me, or am 1 to invoke
the law, as I had to do at Wharton
Lodge ™

ajor Cherry gazed at him.

He was quite at a loss.

A man who meddled and bullied,
from & wrong-headed sense of duty,
was rather a difficult proposition to
tackle. '

Johnny Bull drew s deep breath.

“I'll leave this house,” he said.
“I'm not going to land my friends in
a row. But I'm not poing back to
Moor Fell, Lucas.™

“T thall gee that you do, John. If
you give me vour word to enter the
car with me, I will trust you out of
my sight.”

“71 will go as far as the ear,” grunted
Johnny.

“Very well: loze no time ™

“Good gad!” repeated the major.
“Good gad!” )

“I wish vou pood-morning, sir!’ said
Lucas; and he wolked out of the room,
out of the house, and back fo the car

at the gate.

Major Cherzry was left breathing
hard. His complexion was almost
purple. His desire to take that youn
man by the collar and lay a stick roun

him was slmost irresistible.

Lucas neither knew nor cared what
impression he had made on the old
major. He walked back to his car,
and waited there.

Bob went up with Johnny to pack.

“Hard cheese, old bean!” he said.
“What's tha matter with that chap is
that he never went to s Publio school
and got kicked. But, look hera! It's
not lo to the new term now. You
can stick it for a week or two——""

Johnny looked at him, with an ex-

pression remarkably like that of his
cousin, Lucas.

“Not for a minute,” he said.

“But I say—=>"

“R’Dt-I”

Bob snid no more. Ten minutes
lster Johnny and his were in the
car, driving away with Lucns. Major

erry was left more than half-regret-
ting that he had not laid a stick rqund
that obnoxious voung man while there
was yet time. Bob was left wondering
whether Luecas would succeed in get-
ting Johnny as far as Moor Fell,
¥orks, He hardly knew whether to
hope that he would, or that he
weouldn't. The chances, at all events,
were that he wouldn't.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Nugent Next ]

RANEKE NUCGENT grinned.
He was standing at a garden
gﬂte in a leafy lane from Ames-
ary. In the road therc was a
large car which, large as it was, was
getting well packed.

Nugent's two_sisters were in it and
Mrs. Nugent. Dicky Nugent was in it
with l.uleﬂ.lE, Gatty and Myers, of the
Becond Form at Greyiriars, It only
waited for Mr. Nugent to come ou
and get into the driving seat, when
Frank was going to sit beside him,
and they would be off. They were
goung to drive to Stonehenge, which
was not at a great distance from
Frank's home in Wiltshire., Frank,
logking along the lane, grinned as he
saw & rather dusty ﬁﬁure-, walking
§Uiﬂkl": and recognise his chum,
ohnny Bull, of the Remove.

That morning Frank had had two
telephone c¢alls, one from Harry Whar-
ton, the other from Bob Cherry, in-
quiring whether he had seen anything

Johnoy Bull. He hadn’t.,.  Now,
however, he saw him. And, as Harry
and Bob had both given him some
newa on the subject of Johnny's late
remarkable adventures, he was not sur-
prised to see him, or fo note that he
waa In & hurry.

He could not but grin. Johnny's
flight from Yorkshire to Burrep,
from Surrey to Dorset, and from Dorsat
to Wilts, had ita comic side. Havin
been rooted out of Wharton Lodge an
Cherry Place, Johnny, evidently, was
turning to the last member of the
famous Co. for aid, ond Frank Nugent
was going to have his turn. He grinned
—but he wos quite ready to play up.

Leaving the gate, he ran up the road
to meet Johnny,

“Ohl Here vou are!™ said Johnny
Bull, “Glad to find you at home,
Fraoky.”

“"Just in time,” said Frank. *The
whole jolly Eamily’s just starting on
a trip! Come?”™

chnny shook his head.

"T think Taucss 13 after me! I'll ex-
plain later, but—-"

“I've had the news from Wharton
and PBob!™ said Fraok, laughing.
“That's all right! How did you get
away from Lucas? Bob told me he had
kooked you off in a car from his place.*

“I wasn't likely to stay in the carl”
grunted Johnny, “It wasn't easy to
get away—my cousin Lucas i3 no fool.
But we had to stop for petrol, and I
had a chance—and jumped for it
Luckily, a motor-bus was passing, and I
jumped on it, and gave Lucas a mise. "

“Oh, my hat "

“He was after me pretity quick.”
went on Johnny, "“But sou sce, ¥Yd
got off the bus and out across country.
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As Lucas Bull jumped al Nugent, Jo

the table. Crash1 Claiter ! Over went the tea-iabls, with a

and he never pickea me up sgain, and
pow—hers I am| See?”

“I zeel” assented Frank. *“Joliy
gud to see you, old man! Bob and

arry both warned me to keep an eye
open for you if you blew this way!
Welcome as the Howers in May, ciﬂ
bean. You'll be all right here.”

“I'm not sure! Lucaz has heard of
you, of course, and I've got a suspieion
that he's rooted out where my
friends live,” said Johnny. *“If he has,
ha will guess I've struck in this direc.
tion, and he will come after me.”

Frank whistled.

Personally, he was prepared to stand
by his chum through thick and thin,
But he conld not help wondering what
would be the effect on his parents if
Lucas Bull barged in demanding the
runaway.

“I'm not landing you in a row,” went
on Johnny Bull quietly. “If Lucas
doesn't get after me, you'd like to have
ma around—>

“I'd like to have you around any-
bow | said Frank loyally.

“H he gets after me, I shall clear—
your people don't want a row,” said
Johnny, “and I shouldn’t be surprised
any minute to see him coming up the
road. 1 spotied a red face et the
station at Amesbury—I'm not sure that
it was his, but he's some sticker! I
eay, if your people want you—?>
Johuny locked along the road towards
tha packed car.

Mr. _Nuiyent had just come ouk to
teke his place.

“That's all right!” said Frenk, “If
you'd like to come along and have a
squint at Btomehenge, we can pack you
in somehow—"

“I'd rather make sure that I'm clear
of Lucas—I don't want a shindy before
your mater and sisters—Lucas wouldn’t
3&;;& a braﬁs hu“m’.':dhl;i I do,™ =aid

ohany. “But yow o ap———"'

“That's all right, I'll cut it out, and
stay behind,” said Frank. "They're
just off—T'Il be back in a jiffy.”

[.eaving Johnny RBull leaning on the

EVERY SATURDAY
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put a

fence, under the shade of an overhang-
ing apple-tree, Frank ran back to the
Car.

“Come, come, I am waiting, Frank [
said his father., *“ (et in, my bey!”
" Look here, Frank, you can cram in-
side | squeaked Dickv, "I'd rather go
in that seal beside dad, seel”

“You can bhave it, knd 1” ssid Franok.
“I eay, dad, a friend from Greyfriars
has just turbned up—you don’t mind if
I stay—-="

“ Just as you like ! zaid Mr. Nugent.

Frank etood beck, and the oar
started. .

Heving seen it start, Frank walked
back up the road, to the spot where he
had left Johnny Bull,

To his surprise, Johuny had vameshed

from sight.
ejaculated

“What the thum
Frank, staring round him, _

A man of stocky bauild, with a brick-
red face and ghlinting sharp eyes, and
2 very square jaw, waj coming down
the road from Ameaburg‘ at & rapid
stride, Frank looked at him,

He had never seen Lucas Bull before.
But he guessed st once who he was,

and why Johnny had so0 suddenly
dissppeared.
Evidently, Jochnny had spotted the

cnemy in offing, and now was on the
other side of the garden fence,

Frank aupfremd a grin,

Lucss Bull gave him a sharp look
as ha came up. But he did not know
Frank by sight. The other members of
the Co. he had been able to identify
by their faces in the photograph of the
Remove football eleven, in Jobony's
room 8% Moor Fell, But Frank Nuegent
was not in that phuwmih He was,

ucas’

therefore, n stranger to sharp
eyes,

But he came to a stop, ]

“Can yoo tell me if that is Mr.

Nugent's house ¥'' he asked, with s ges-
turs towards the roofs showing over the
orchard by the lane.

“ Nugent I* repeated Frank, thought-
fully, “I've heard that name! I know

8« ..~ \ @
Toot in the way. sh:mawrﬂ,:nﬁhﬁhu&lmg agalnst
smashing of croekery.

fex

**Ooconogh 1™ gasped Lueas.

Mr. Nugent lives about here some-
where,”

Lucas gprunted, and walked on to-
wards the gate. There he paused, to
stare mfter the car, which was mski
rather slow progress. Frank wa
him with & cheery grin. Lucss seemed
undecided whether to hurry after the
car, which he could have overtaken, or
whether to go up to the house. He
seemed to decide on the latter, for he
pushed the gate and went in.

Frank clambered over the fence and
dropped inside. Bitting under the apple-
tres, a_ largs ripe apple, was
Johnny Bull, Ha grinne rank Gver

o apple.

“That was Lucas ¥ ha said. I jolly
well knew he was close on the track.”

“He guesses you've come here ™ said
Frank,

“MNot much doubt about that!”
grunted Johnny, “I can’t stay here,
though goodness knows where I can go
next. I'm not going back to Moor Fell |
That's settled, But—"

He finished the apple thoughtfully.
Frank watched him, equally thoughtful
There was a sound of rapid footsteps on
the garden path. The gate opened, and
slammed. Then there wers rapid foot-
steps on the .

“What the dickens——" eoxclaimed
Nugent.

pulled himself up the fence, and
looked over, A ré WaS gOing
st a rapid. run, in the direction taken
by the car, now nearly out of sight.

Frank stared after it

“"Oh, my hat1” be ejaculated.

He dropped back into the gerden,
chuckling. .

“He's gone after the car!” he said.

“1 dare say told him at the
house, that the whole family had gone
out, and he fancies you may have gone
with the jolly cld family, what!”

Johnny grinned, and looked over the
fence in his turn. Lucas Bull, going
strong, waa vanishing up the road in
a cloud of dust. Evidently he had

Tex Mioxzr Lisrary.—No. 1,401
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learned at the house that the whole
Nugent family had gono out in the car
on the excursion to Stonchenge, an
suspected that Johnny Bull was in the
party. It was not a fast car, but Lucas
was not likely to cafch it easily unless
Ie picked vp a lift from somebody.
Johnny ehuckled as his cousin dis-
appeared in the dusty distance.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Tea for Two—And Jam for One!

4 o OLLY ! said Johany Bull,
It really was jollv,
Sitting at a lLittle table under
the apple-trees in the orchard.
the two juniors were having tea. Fraulk
had given up that exeursion to 3tone-
henge, on his chum's sceount, but he
did pot mind in the least, Lucaz Bull's
pursuit of the car gave Johnny a respite
which both the juniors considered could
not be better used than by having tea.
Johnny was both tired and hungry, and
he enjoyed his tea with & healthy appe-
tite almost worthy of Bille Bunter, A
trim maid had set the table, loaded it
with good things, and left the two
schoolboys to themselves. Johony, get-
ting a much-needed rest after so much
travelling, proneunced that it was jolly.
~ “Only 1t can’t last ! he snid, * Lucas
15 & sticker| If he goes as far ns Stone-
henge after voure peaple, he will find out
that I'm not with theru—but he will
jolly well come back here to look for
me,”

He wrinkled his brows thoughtfully
over plum eake.

“Chanee it!" said Frank,

“Well, vou szce, vour pater couldn't
keep me here, oven if he was willing,”
explained Joluny, “ Lucas has the law
on s side.”™

“Why not go hame and stick it till
the end of tive hols, old chap?” asked
Frank gently. “The man secms to be
a silly ass, and & meddling duffer, but
vou admit yourself that he means well
int his own fat-hended, overbearing way.
And your father left you to him. Why

. 1
ma

naog=—

NEXT WEEK'S COVER-TO-COVER YARN:

“Cive in to Lucas?” asked Johnny.
“No fear! Cateh me being bullied n
my own fathetr's house by s meddling
ass! You see, the wnan's an obstinate
fool! He will never give in an inchl
What are vou grinning at, Franky ?"

“0oht Nothing 1" said Nagent haatily.
“ Anvhow, vou're all right here while
he's tripping to  Stonchenge. What
about giving old Mauly a loolein when
vou leave here? Or Smithy? They'd
take you in like & shot.”

“Can't Jand it on them '™ said Johnny.
“If 1I'd known this was golng to
heppen, I'd rather have stuck at the
school, like Fishy, for the hols. By
guir | That's an idea—I can barge n
at Groyfrinrs if T like, and keep Fishy
company there ! What?"

He helped himself te jam,

“I suppose vou could!” assented
Frank dubiounsly. “But the schpol's
pretty dismal with everybody away for
the holidays. and Fishy isn't ox-
hilarating company, old chap !

““Better than giving in to that med-
dling tiek ™ :mi:fJuhum:.’. “You see, I
g-m'::'t possibly give in—that’s where it
15,

"Well. thera's L
it over,” said Frank, with a smile.
“Jolly old Lucas won't be back here
vet, if he comes at all—"

He broke oft snddenly.

A stocky figure appeared among the
apple-trees, and 8 red face glowed 1n
the Bepltember sunshine.

(M, my hat 1 gasped Frank.

The two juniors jumped ro their feot.
It was loss than an Lear since Lucas
had disapprared in pursuit of the family
car. Probably he had picked up a lift
onn the road, and ascorteined that
Jolimny was not with the party for
Stonehenge. Anyhow, here he wns,

There was: & grim exprossion on his
face as he came striding up to the tea-
tahle undar the treos,

Johnny Bull eyed him  acress the
table, & good deal like o bulldog. Franl
looked from one to the other.

“Want anvthing " he asked.

Lucas gave him a look,

“I ean guess who you are—now,” he
said, “and I have not the slightest

lenty of time to think

=
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doubt that you know who [ am,. why 1
am here, and what I want. Jobhn, are
yvou coming with me quictly, or am I to
take you by the collar#”

“Look here,” said Frank, with a flash

in his eyves. It :;uEEn't seom fo ocour
to you, br. Bull, that you're trespassing
here,”

“I am ready to leave on the instant,
with that boy, whom his father has
placed in my charge!” answered Lucas
stolidly, “I shall certoinly not leave
without him, and I am prepared for a
constable to be sent for” .

“ Johnny's staved with me before, in
the hols—" said Nugent. )

“That does not concern me.  While he
is in my charge he will not waste his
time in idle loafing,” =aid Lueas.
“MNeither should I dream for oue
moment of allowing an obstinate and
gelf-willed boy to dizsregard authority.”

“Do you know what Shakespeare haa
said on that subject?” asked Franl,
with & grin,

“I have never had time to read
Shakespeare, and have no desire what-
ever to become better acquainted with
idle seribblings I answere was. I
may do for Greviriare, but—"

“I'Il tell you what he said, all the
same | retorted Frank. *ie said thac
! man, vain man, dressed in a little brief
authority, plays such fantastio tricks
before high heaven as make the angels
\\'E'Ep!:' 1

Johnny Bull chuckled,

“That's worth chewing on, Lucas!" he
remarked.

“Are you mmin%. John %" was Lucns'
L&

reply. Clearly, had no use for
Shakespeare, or that great man's
wisdom.

HNo!" said Jolinoy between  has
teeth. “I'm not!”

Lucas came round the table at him.
His grip was on Johnny's collar the
next moment.

Frank Nugent's eye: blazed. Ie did
not stop to think., He grabbed pp a jug
of milk from the table and jerked.

Bwisssssh ! :

“Urrggh!” gasped Lucas Bull as the
milk langd}d in his red face. “ Wurrgh |

He released Johnny's collar and spon
round fiercely at Nugent. A pat of
butter met him fairly in the eye.

“Oocoogh 1" gasped Lucas.

One eve was  bunged up with bulter,
But the other blazed as he jumped at
Nugent. Johnny Bull put a ':]r:rat i the
way, Lucas stumbled over at, and fell
headlong against the table.

Crash! Smashl Clatter!

Over went the tea-table with a terrifie

Ecattarin%sand smashing of crockery.

v Lueas Bull, roaving, sprawled in the
rlna.

“aive him  some more!”  gelled
Johnny.

He grobbed the jam! The next

moment it was streaming over Lucas’
face, Frank Nugent followed it up
gwiftly with the honey.

Tucas Bull eat up, spluttering wildly.
His face was & study in mixed jam and
lioney and butter. As he sat and splut-
tered blindly, Johnny Bull gave hia
bowler hat o terrific bang, and it was
crammed down on Lucas’ red ears.

“Good-bve, Franky, old bean?!™
gasped Johnny, “I'd better cut!”

¢ eprinted for the fence.

Lueas Bull steggered to his feet. Hea
wrenched oway the crammed hat, ang
dabbed stickiness from his face,

Johnnw DBull was over the fence in a
twinkling. The sound of running fcet
died away rapidly up the lene.

“Urrreegh 1 spluttered Lucas.
“Gurrrggh! I will—uuurrggh! You
young scoundrels, I will—gurregggh!®

He dabbed wildly at honey and jam
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and butter. With buttery, jamumny eves,
he glared round for the runaway. Then
he started for tho gate.

“Ha, ha, ha!” svelled Nupgent.
“Wouldn't yvou like & wash before you
go, Mr. Bull? You're a bit sticky.”

Lucns, with n jammy glarve, mada a
rash at him, Trank promptly dodged
smong the apple-trees. Hia game was
ta delay pursuit if he could—as Johnny
Bull’s other chums had done on previpus
occasions. Laucas, jammy and infuriated,
fell into the trap. He pursued the Grey-
friars junior furiously among the apple-
trees, :

* You yﬂun%—-frunngh I—rascal=T will
—grovogh ! —I—I—1 will—urrrpgh ! he
spluttered. i

Frank clambered into a w:de»sgre-ad-
ing tree. :Lucas’ fierce grasp barely
mizzed him as he whipped into the tree
with the activity of a monkey. From
the fruit-laden branches he prinned
down at the enraged Lucas.

“Coming up " %w chuckled.

But Yucas, enraged as he was, remems-
bered that Johnny Bull was on the run.
He shook an infuristed fist et Nugent,
and turned away.

Bang ! ;

*Whoooop ! roared Lucas, as s ripe,
red apple lended on the back of his bull-

neck.

“Ha, ha, ha "

Lucas stopped—but only for a

moment, Then he ran for the gate.
Another and another apple whizzed
after him as he went. But he did not
stop again—he rushed out at the gate
disappeared.
Frank _%ugent chuckled, breathlessly,
as he dn}pﬁad from the apple-tree. He
had dona hits best for his chum, and
Johnny had, at least, & good start,
When he got to the gate, and locked
aleng the Amesbury road, neither of
them was in sight—and Frank could
only wonder how the hot chase would
end.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFTER.
Bunter Enows How !

i EAST ™
Billy Bunter made that re-
mark, But he made it under
his breath as Fisher T. Fish
cameo along, jerking across the guad
with his usua gerl:y stride. ]
Having confided to himself, under his
hreath, what he thought of Fishy, the
fat Owl of the Remove approached that
bony Transatlantic youth with 2 fat in-
gratiating grin.
“I say, Fishy, old chap——" he began.
“Aw, can it !’ rapped Fisher T. Fish.
“But I say, old fellow——>"
“Pack it up!” snapped Fishy. *“ And
git on the lid I he a dEcL .
It appesred that Fisher Tarleton Fish
had no use for William George Bunter.

In the solitude of sehool without
schoolboys, Fishy had been prepared to
give even the fat Owl a welcome, and
the glad hand, and the joyful eye—but
he had not been prepared fo give him
anything that cost money. The loss of
his cake, on the day of Bunter's arrival,
had embitterad Fiﬂ\“'z:.r.

had been annoyed, too.
Several swipes with the studga ker
naturally annoyed him. Thera been
strained relations ever mince.

Whenever Fisher T. Fish forgot
Bunter's dire offence, in the desire to
unburden himself of long bottled-up con-
versation, DBuonter always turned the
conversation to matters that interested

Bunter

himself. Thera was only ona subject in
which Billy Bunter took a real and
abiding interest, That was food. He

was o% interested in food as Fishy was in

money. Fishy could not mention his
favourite topie, moncy, without Bunter
trying to borrow some--for expenditure
on tuck! Altogether, Fishy found soli-
tude rather more agreeable than
Bunter !

2o, having told Bunter to can it, to
pack it up and zit on it, Fisher Y. Fish
jerked onward. DBut Bunter rolled afier

1.

“I =ay, Fizhy, hold oni!" gasped
Bunter. “Don’t walk away while a
chap's talking! I =ay, it's rather um-
portant,’”

“Bhucks " prunted Fishy.

“Well, if you don't want that hali-
erowp—-="

Fisher T. Fizh came fo a sudden halt.

He did want that half-crown. The
caka Bunter had scoffed had cost Fisher
T. Fish two-and-six! Hea wanted that
sum from Bunter—if he could get it. It
did not look hopeinl, but hope springs
cternal in the human breast. unter
had suecceded in interesting Fishy, at
any rate,

“You pic-faced clam !” gnid Fizhy.
“¥ou owe me half-acrown! Iony up!
I guess I want that half-crown—just a
few! Yep! I'H tell & mani”™

“Well, you can have it,” said Bunter.
“PlIl tell yvou how the matter stands,
Fishy! My Ifru-upia are away—that's
why I'm finishing the hols here, as _[
told you. But when they come back, it
will be all right! I'm expecting a
postal order———>"

“Eht" ]
“On the first day of term,” said
Bunter, blinkin g ab the American

junior through his big spectacles—" the
very first day of term—I'm expecting

& tal order—in fact, sevaral postal
ordery g——"

“ You ie-faced piecan:!™ hooted
Fisher T. Fish.

He did not want to hear about Billy
Bunter's celebrated postal order.

“Oh, really, Fishy—""

“Aw, can it, you gink|”

“But, I say, old chap, do listen”
urged Buntey, " That postal order will
ha for five hobh! Well, I'm letling you
have your half-crown out of it. But
my idea is this—you lend me ancther
half-crown now—"

“What 1’

“And take the whele postal order
when 1t comes!™ said Bunter. “ What
about that, Fishy?!"

Fisher T. Fish gazed at hum.

He had, for one hopeful moment,
hoped that Bunter was going to pro-
duce a half-crown! Instead of which,
Bunter was trying to stick him for
another half-erown !

Woards failed Fisher T. Fish!

But words were not needed | Actions
would show, more plainly than words,
what Fisher T. Fizh thought of
Bunter's happy suggestion !

He proceeded to nctions!

A bony hand suddenly gripped
Bunter's pollar. The next ' moment
Bunter's bullet head was rapping on
one of the old (Greyiriars elma.

Bang |

“¥Yoooooop ! roared Bunter.

Bang |
“Owl Beastl Wow!  Leggo!™
shrieked the fat Owl. “"Wow!l I'll

{?’ll;.r well whop you, you bony beast!
ow! Leggol”

" MNow mt down, you pesky pilecan!
snapped Fisher T, Fish.

And he tipped the fat Owl over, apd
Bunter sat down with a bump that
almost shook the old quadrangle of
Greyfriara.

“ Woo-hooo-hoooh !

Fisher T. Fish jerked on and left
Bunter sitting and roaring. The fat
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junior scrambled to his feet, and shook

& podey fst after the deparling, bony
form of Fishy.
“Ow !  gasped Bunter. “ Boast]

I've a jolly good mind to go after him
and mop up the guad with hm——
Wow! Ow! Wowl”

But instead of going after Fisher T.

Fizsh, Bunter volled inte the House.
He did not want to risk b&illﬁ
punctured by Fishy's bony fist.  An

there were more ways than one of kill-
in% a cabl!

reathing wrath, Billy Bunter weat
up to the Remove passage.

Thers was nobody in that deseried
passage; the studies were silent and
empty. As eagerly as Fisher 1. Fish,
Bunter longed for the first day of term
to sea the Greyfriars crowd comnng
back. At the moment, however, it
snited Bunter for no eyes te observe
his nmwovemonts,

He rolled along to Study Neo. 14, the
Iast study i the passage.

That study, in term time, was shared
by Fisher T. Fish, Johnny Bull, amd
Souaff. Only Fizshy inhabited it at
present.

Bunter rolled in and clazed the daor
after him, leaving it a couple of nmchics
Ajar.

Then he placed a chair insude the
door, picking up & Latin dictionary
from the table, and mounted on ihe
chair.

The Latin "“die” was carefully
placed, resting on the top of the door
and the liniel of tha doorway.

So long as the door was not moved, it
was ms safe as houses. But as soon as
the door wes pushed open, obviensly,
that dictionary would come down, with
a crasih, on the person that puzhed it
open.

Billy Bunter was not a brainy man.
But he had brains enough to fix up a
booby-trap!

And he was not finished yet. On top
of the dictionary he piled zeveral
other books, On top of the books he
placed an Thkpot.

Having proceeded thus far, the fat
Owl surveyed his handiwork with & fat
chuckle, He had done enough already
to give Fisher T. Fish a surprise when
he came back to the study.

But like Alexander of old, whao
sighed for fresh worlds to conquer, tha
Owl of the Hemove was not satisfied.
Ho blinked round the study, thremgh
his big spectacles, for something more.

“0Oh, good!” ejaculated Bunter, as
he spoited an empty eardboard box.

That box had once contained the cake
ihat had heen scoffed by Bunter.

Bunter had found a use for the cake!
Now he had found a use for the box!

Ha took the shovel from the grate
and reked down sobt from the sbudy
chimney. In a few minutes the caid-
board %o:-: was almost full

Bunter mounted on the chair again
and carefully arranged the box of
soot, along with the inkpot, on the pile
of books. i

Ho was satisfied now! There was ne
doubt that the fellow who pushed that
door open would get a startling suv-
prise. o

The fat jumnlor ed down aid
removed the chair. aving arrangod
that booby-trap over the door, he was
unablsg to get out of the study. But
ha did not want to get out. He sat

down in the armchair to wait. When
Billy Bunter had nothing to eat, and
it was not time to go to sleep, he could

fill in time with contented satisfaction
by sitting down. He zatl
He grinned as he sat.
Tug Macxgr Liseary.—No. 1,491
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Sooner or later, Fisher T. Fish
would come back to his study! He
would bag that boobytrap! Buantey
sitting comfortably in the armchair,
would see the show, like sitfing at a
stall in & theatre!

It was quite a happy prospect!
Thoughtfully he placed the study poker
handy. He might need it when Fisher
T. Fish received & shower of books,
ink, and soot on his bony Transatlantic
head.

Grinning, Bunter waited.

As it happened, he had not long to
wait. Hardly half an hour had
elapsed when  footsteps came up the
Remove passage. Quick, heavy foot.
steps—heavier than  Fishy's  tread
generally sounded. But there was
poseibility of a mistake—nobody
Fishy came to that study.

Bunter, grinning breathlessly, waited.

The footsteps stopped at the door.

The door was pushed open.

Crash! Clatter! Bang! Splash!i

* Yurrroogoooop [ -

“He, he, he!” gasped Bunter. Oh
crikey! Oh crumbs! Ie, he, he!”

—

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.

A Surprise for Lucas !
i OHN ! Stop ™
Lucas Bull ghouted along the
platform of Courtfield Station.’
Johnny Bull stared round at
b,

“Oh, you rotter " gasped Johnny.

Jolhinny Bul! had stepped out of the
train at Courtheld. rom another
carrizge, farther up the train, stepped
a man with a thick-set, stocky figure
and a hrici:;-re?i IMEI';'

Johnn ared at hun.

He hfdgtnld his friends that Lucas
was a sticker! There was no doubt
that it was 80! Lucas was sticking like

lue. ]
£ Having given all the other members
of the famous Co. a turn, and having
been rooted out of refuge after rc-h;ge,

hnny Bull had turncd to hiz last
f[?sm:_rge—{hejﬂfrinrsl He had hoped
that Lucas was dropped off the track.
somowhere in Wiltshire, and that he
would never suspect the final refuge for
which the runaway was heading.

It was a far cry from Wiltshire to
Tient. He had seen nothing of Lucas in
transit. He had put up for the night at
a railway hotel—half-expecting to see
s pursuer when he came down in the
morning. But he had seen nothing of
him.

sull, Johpny was very caubtious, He
had taken e roundabouf route, as if
his destination was anything but Grey-
friars. In the sunny Beplember after-
noonn he stepped out of the train at

= el
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Courtheld, feeling safe! Bubt it was,
alas | only to eee the indomitable Lucas
slep from the same tramn, and to hear
his hard, unpleasant wvoice calling on
him to slop.

Lucas, evidently, had picked up the
track somewhere. Or perhaps he had
guessed what Jeohnny's  refluge was
going o be. Anvhow, there he was—
not a dozen yards away, and coming
down the platform with long strides,

Johany gave him an infuriated

lare, and cut along the platform to
the exit.

“Stop !" roared Lucas.

Johnny threw his ticket to the col-
lector and  beolted out. After  ham
rushed Lueas. Johnny was a few
lengths shead, when be whipped out of
the station inte Courtfield High Street.

“Btop ' hooted Lucas.

Johnny went down Courtfield Iligh
Strect at full speed.  Aficr him fol-
lowed Lucas Bull, going strong.

Johnny shot round the first coruer
—and there was a crash. He did not
sos anybody round that corner, and had
no time to look. A wvouth, with bright
black eves and s handsomely curved
nose, was about toe emcrge inko the
Hirh Street, when Jobaoy met him in
full career.

“Dn!” pgazped Johany,
from the shock.

“Woooh!" spluttered Solly Lazarus.
“0h, you thilly ath! Woooh!"”

“Bolly, old man!”  Johnny recog-
nised the voutbful Lazarus, a member
of the Courtfield football eleven, with
whom the Remove played matchez. “1
sav, Solly, old chap—-"

“(h. thissors!" gasped Solly. "0y,
vou thilly ath! hending a fellow
thpinning—" ]

Johnny grabbed him by the arm.

“There's a rotter after me, Solly!
Stand by me, old chap ! I say, trip hun
as he comes round the ecorner, will you,
there’s a sport ¥

Johnny tore an. .

Sollv Lazarus, gasping, blinked alter
him. Then he grinned. Solly was a
good-natured fellow. He was quite
readr to do a Greviriars man a good
turn, regardless of the fact that that
Gireviriars man had just barged into
him and sent him spinning.

Johnny did not wait for an answer.
He knew that he could rely on old
Sollv. He roced on.

“Oh, thissorz!” gasped Solly.

He stood ready.

Less than a minute, and Lucas Bull
came charging round the corner.

Lueas was rather more careful 10 tiee
matter than Johany had been. He
would not have run into Solly Lazarus.

But it booted not—for Solly Lazarus
ran into him!

The moment he saw Lucas, Solly
knew thak this was the pursuer, and
barged right into him.

Crash ! Bump!

Lucas, with an angry roar, sat down
on the pavement. )

“Oh! Thorry ! gasped Solly, grin-
ping hrenﬂ}(llfsﬁh'. )

But he did not stay to say more. The
look on the hrin:]iﬂ_‘EJ face indicated that
something was going to happen fo Solly
when Lucas got on his feet. Obviously.
it was going to be something painful.
Solly did not wait for it to happen. He

staggering

whipped round the corner, and dis-
appeared into the High Street.

Lucas Bull staggered to Lis feet
breathlessly,

He gosped as he took up the chase
again.

But for Sellv’s happr intervention.
there was little doubt that he would
have had Johnny Bull. But Jehnny
had turned onother corner now. By the

time Lucas reached that corner, Johnny
had evidently turned another, for he
was not to be seen.

Lucas halted,

Johnny had disappeared. It was use-
less to hunt him up one street and down
another. But there was not the slightest
doubt of his destination. Lucas has sus-
pected it, and now he was sure. The
Ureyfriars junior could have headed for
the neighbourhood of Greyiriars Behool
for only one reason—he was gowng to
the school. }

Assured on fhat point, Lucas was
annoved, but by no means downhearted,
gt Johnny's escape. Ie would have
preferred fo grab him oo the spot and
march him off. But he was prepared,
if neceszary. to walk into Greviriars
Hrhool and demand him of whomsoever
might be in charge there in vacation-
time.

With that intention fixed in his mind,
Lucas DBull. walked back to the High
Street, inguired the wav to Greviriars
School. and started to walk across
Courtfield Conunon.

It was a very pleasant walk scross
the common in the September sunshine.
The wide, green common ; the downs In
the distance; a glimpse here and there
of the rippling Sark; shedy old trees
putting on their autumn brown; the
sweeping woods of Fopper Court—all
made a wvery pleazant view. DBut the
hard-headed and practical Lucas did not
give it a glance or a thought. MHe had
no use for scemery. Binging birds and
humming bees passed unnoficed by that
extremely practical young man, to
“whose ears the whir and clank of busy
machinery was far preferable to the
musie of the spheres.

He arrived at the school and rang at
the pate.

Laosling came down to the gate.

Old Gosling blinked with his ancient
eves at the brick-red face of the wisitor.
Lucas gave him a glance. A doddering
old wreck who ought to have been
sacked vears ago was his opinion of the
ancient Greyinars porter,  Perhaps
some hint of that opinion ehowed in
his face, G-::slinf grunted.

“This is Greyfriars School?" rapped
Lucas. ,

"It are !"” grunted [:oalm%.

“1 am here to see a Greviriars boy—
a junior—"

“They don't come back for more'n a
week wet!” prunted Gosling. “The
"olidays ain't hover vet t*

“I Lknow that! But
Remove bov—1s here, az I am
well aware i snapped Lucas.
tiwat the case*™

“0Oh, wes!
Gosling.

“Iam here to see him. I am his rela.
tive,” said Lucas.

And as Goslin
at him, ke pushe
and walked in.

Crosling stared after him.

“My eye!™ he grunted.
1s this "ere=—my sye "

Lucas crossed the quadrangle.

He glanced about him. at the guict
old guad. the ancient clms, and still
more ancient old stone walls, elad with
immemorial ivy, and his lip curled con-
temptuousliy.

It was his first view of Johnny's school
—an imposing pile, bui, obvieusly, to
Lucas' practical eve, requiring a lot of
modernising. ]

Find Luces been in charge there, his
first order would have heen to clear
away all that nioulds eld ivy; his next,
to root out all that steined glass. and

ut in windows that would let in light:
ﬁi5 third probably would have been to
cut down the old elms, which had a
value as timber, but were quite uselesa

one bov—a
periectly
“Is not
so0 1"

That's grunted

still stood blinking
the old porter aside

“Wot 1 savs
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Eucas pushed open the door, and was about {o stride into the study when there was a crash and a al:ﬂar, and a swishi
and swooshing. Something hard hit him on the head—something black and powdery swamped over himthlng lig

sireamed down hls neck.

sticking about the place as they were
doing now.

He knocked at the door, which was
opened by Trotter, the EHouse page.

“Yes, sir?" said Trotter inquiringly.

“My name is Bull!” said Lucas
eurtly. *1 am here to sce a Greyfriary
b::-y a relative of mine. Where is he®”

" Master Fish or Master Bunter, sir 2"

“ Neither ! His name is Bull—John
Bull ™

‘Peotter blinked. Lucas had no doubt
that Johnny had reached the schoel;
he had had ample time to get in fifst.
As a matter of fact, Johony hadn't.
Trotter was Eﬂlﬂf!lﬂTﬂ]g and blissfully
unaware of any of Johnny Bull's pro-
coedinga since Greyfriars had broken up
for the summer holidays.

“He ain’t here, sir!” said Trotter.
“ Nobody'a come back yet, sir, cxeept
Master Bunter and Master Fish.”

WY am perfeetly well aware that he
is here, and I demand to see him !™ said
Lucas n:li;,r ““He has run away from
home without leave, and I have followed

him here! Take me to him at once ™
“Oh erikey ! said Trotter. "1 ain't
seen him, sir! If he's come in, sir, he

may have come in by the 'h-n-;.a door,
LES

—

“He is certainly here,” said Lucas,
Twhether you have seen him ar not!
Could he get to his study without being
seen

“0Oh, yes, zir, sasy ¥

“1 have heard him mention his study
~MNa. 14 in the Remove! Take me to
the Remove studies I )

“This way, sir!” said the astonizhed
Trotter.

Lucas followed him. Trotter led the
way up the staircase. to the Remove
staircase above, and tie Remnove land-
mq e pointed.

“It's the last study in_the paswage,
sit. I'll go and sce if Master Bull ia
there, =ir, if you'll wait—" .

“You need not trouble 1 Lucas did

“ Yurrrrrggh ! he splotiered.

not_desire Johnny to be watrned of his

arrival. That. will do. I can find my
way now.”
*Very good, =ir 1
Lucas Bull strode along the Remove

passage with quick strides. He reached
the last study, over which was a half-
ebliterated number—"14" The door
stood an inch or two ajar. If Johnn

was there, he was safely cornered. An

he could hear someone in the study—a
ereank of a chair as someone stirred.
Lucas puthed open the door and
strode in.

He hardly knew what happened next.
Thers was a erash and a clatter, and a
swishing and swooshing. Jomething
hard hit him on the head; something
black and powdery swamped over him;
something liquid streamed down his
neck.

FLucas gave & roar of surprise and
wrath.

Standing in the midst of a shower of
school books, smothered with =oot and
drenched with ink, he roared.

=l il -

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.

Not John !

ILIL."E:r EI]"HTER c:hurti:‘:d
“ Fle, he, he "’
“Yurrrr {J;gh 1 spluttered
Lucaf;, sta ggpnng in the door-

way. “Urrgh! What John, you
youn seoundrel Yurrooocop 1™
i erikey ! gasped Bunter.

Ha ceazed to chuckle.

He blinked at the staggering man in
the doorway, with his eyes ahlnost
bulging throngh his spectacles.

It was not Fisher T. Fish who had
pushed open the door and walked into
the boohy-trap. It was not a boy at all;
it wa= & man—a man Bunter had never
aeen before, and who certainly did not
belong to Greyiriars in any way. How

“ He, he, he !’ cackled Bunter

could an absolute stranger have walked
into Fishy's study? Bunter, who never
fﬂr-:eaaw an;i:hlng, had never forezcen
such & possibility

Certainly that study was Bull's as well
az Fishy's, But how could any fellow
have guessed th;t a relative of Johony
Bull would be b mg m io eee him
in holiday-time ut um ool ?

It was one of those things that no
fellow could have foreseen, Still, it was
very unfortunate,

Bunter %gle& at the man in horror.

Lucas dabbed soot and ink from h:s
face, t'mm his nose, from his eyes.
howled, he %{uped he spluttered | HE
had been taken guite b;,r surprise—but
he was more enraged than surprised.

He had no doubt, of course, that this

was Johnny's handiwork } Johmmy had
fixed thize up for him. And hn wag
going to thrash Johnny within an inch
of his life |

Luckily, he had his walking-stick with

him. He im:l dropped it; now he picked
it 'up. He gave an mLy sooty glare
vound the room for Johnny.

Ile bounded at Bunter.
mist of ink and soot he did
his uvsual keen clearness.
eclm-n-lhng-ha Ernhbed him.

Buntpr

Ew! t?rg—ﬂrmhl It wasn't ma
iy

Whack, whack, whack!

An iron grip on Bunter's collar
twisted him over. The walking-stick
landed on the tightest trousers at Grey-
friars,

Bunter had placed the study ?ﬂkﬂ]‘ in
readiness, in case it waa wanted for deal-
ing with Fisher T. Fish. He forgot

Through a
not zea with
He saw a

it now. Not that it would have been of
any use, He was a helpless lump in
Luras' museular

¥rup.

Whack, whack

“¥Yarcoch! Yooop L‘Fﬂi’hmﬁu{g:' mﬁrmli

Bunter. *"Help! go! crikoy
Tee Micwer Lipriry.—No. 1,481
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Leave off, you beastl
and I me:nt- it for Fishy !
Wow I¥ -

# Juéle You young scoundrel—

nted Lucaa. .
P Ow! I ain’t Jobhn!” shnekfd
Bunter. “Leggo! Help! Whooop!

1t dawned on Lucas that it was not
John! He realised that John would
not have howled and wriggled, but
would rather have punched and
thumped. He ceased to rain whacks
with the walking-stick.

“Ow! Yow! Wowl” roared Bunter.
“Beast! Owl Wowl Yow!”

Lucas dabbed soot and ink away, and
cleared his vision. He stared savagely
at the fat Owl of the Remove. No one
else was in the study. That fat fool
was alone there—John was not to be

8eeTL
“Whao are vou?"” roared Lucas.
“Ow! I'm Bunter | Keep offl Ow!”
“Where is John”
“Ow] Wowl I don't know! Beast!”
“You young rascal!” roared Lucas,
“ John has put you up to this! Do you
think I don’t know thatl Tell me at
once where John i3, 2
He whirled up the walking-stick, and
Bunter howled with apprehension.

“Owl Beast! I don't know anythin
about John ! yelled Bunter. "I fixe
it up for Fishy—wow ! What the thump
did you come in for, blow you? ¥ou've

t no business here! Owl Wow ¥

“Tlhis is John Bull's study, you youn
rascal, and I came here for him, an
},ﬂ“__u _

“You silly idiot!” |
“Bull's away for the holidaya! He
won't be beck till the new term.
Nobody's here but me and Fishr.”

Whack, whack!

“Yarooeoh I

“YWhere i3 John?" roared Lucas.

“Ow! Beasst! Wow! Blow John—
blow wyou! Ow! Keep offi you
rotter |” shricked the hapless Owl,
“Keep that stick away, you beast!
Wow 1™

Whack |

“Oh crikey I i

Billy Bunter clmiged frantically round
the study table and bounded out at the
deorway. Lucas made ancther lick at
him as he went, and a fendish yell
floated back from Bunter. Then he
went down the Remove passage as if he
were on the cinder-path. ]

“ Yaw, what's got you 1" gasped Fisher
T. Fish, on the move landing, as
Buoter raced by. But the fat Owl did
not stay to explain what had “got ™
him. e went down the Eemove stair-
case two at a time, and vanished.

“Wake snakes!” murmured the
astonished Fishy. )

The next moment he jumped nearly
clear of the landing as a man with &
black face came striding down the pas-
sage. Fishy gazed at him with distended
eves. _

“Carry me home to die!” he gasped.

Lucas gave him an inky, sooty glare,

“Where is John Bull?" he roared.

“Eh? What! Jobnny Bull?” ejacu-
lated Fishy. “I1 believe he lives in
Yorkshire—yaroooop ! Whooop! Great
Abraham Lincoln! Yarooh!”

As Lucas was convinced that Johnny
was in that building, he tock Fishy's
reply for playiul impertinence. He got
in only one lick with the stick—Fishy
did not stop for another., Bul it was
a2 hefty lick, and Fisher T. Iish woke
the Etiﬂu&s as he fled sMcross the land-
ing snd dodged up the Fifth Form

possage.
. ond soof,

I never did it,
Wow |

velled Bunter.

breathing fury

THE MAGNET
stamiped down the stairs. Trotter, in

the lower hall, gazed at him. He had
heard an uproar froun above, and won-
dered what had happened. Now he
knew.

“Oh jiminy ! pasped Trotter, gazing
at Lugas' inky, sooty face with s fas-
cinated gaze. “Oh j-j-jiminy 1"

Lueas strode at him,

“Where {s John Bull?” he roared.

“1 dunne, sir, I— Yoooooop IV

Again Lucas got in only one lick, but
it was a hefty one. Trotler vanished
into the regions below, yelling.

Lucas stood panting with fury.

He turned at a fﬂmstep—%n %mg the
stick. But it was Mrs. Kebble, the
house-dame, who sailed up to him with
lofty and severe dignity. Even the
enraged Lucas did not think of giving
that stately dame a lick with his walk-

ing-stick ! "

“R2ir!” said Mrs. Kebble, “Who are
you ! What—what——"

She broke off, gazing at Lucas’ face.
It was a striking and startling 'l'.'iﬁﬂ-if.‘, at
the moment. here it was not black
1E-’i’th spot and ink, it was scarlet with
ury.

With = tremendous effort Lucas
ealmed himself, and spluttered out who
he was, and what he wanted,  Mrs
Kebble, with an aspect of severe dis-
approval. could only tell him that
nothing had been seen of Master Bull
at the school. Gosling must have scen
him if he had come in; he could inguire
of the porter. By that time, it dawned
on Lucas that Johnny, having spotted
him in pursuit, had not carried out his
intention of getting into Greyfriars. He
had walked into a hmhy-tra% st by
one young rascal he did not know for
another voung rascal he did not know—
that was the sum-total of all he had
gained by his visit to Johnny's school !

However, the house-dame—still severe
and disapproving—told him where he
eould wasl!:. He really had to get a
wash before he resumed the hunting of
Johnny Bull And as he cleaned off
ink and soot he breathed. deadly
wrath, resolved to scour the whole
neighbourhood 1ill he discovered John
and then—— What was geing to hap-
pea then was indicated by his frenzied
grip on the walking-stick as he tramped

own to the gates,

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER !
On the Brink !

COHINNY seb his lips.
His eyes pgleamed at  the
stocky figure and red face of his
cousin—redder than ever, after
so much rubbing and scrubbing,
Johnny was seated in a canoe, by the
school raft. He bhad reached ULrey-
friars, but, with the cectainly that Lucas
would arrive there soon after him, he
had not gone into the school,

Johnny was a8 resourceful youth, and
as resolved as ever not to give in.  But
he was feeling rather at the end of his
tether., Lucas had hunted him to his
last vefuge. Putting in the rest of the
holidays at Greyfriars was now out of
the guestion. Lucas would root him out
of the school, as he had rooted him out
of Wharton Lodge, Cherry Place, and
Frank Nugent's home in Wiltshire.
Instead of going into the school, there-
fore, Johnuy had gone down to the
boatkeeper's house. The hoatkeeper,
aurprised as he was to see o Remove
fellow before the term, let him have &
cance out, and Johnny sat in it while

he considered ms next movements, IHo
was, at all évents, safe now; he could
paddle across the river if Lucas an-
eared in the offing, But for what
gestinnticm to head now was a problem
that required thinking out.

He was thinking 1t out when Lucas
Bull appeared on the bank. At sight
of the junior in the canoe Lucas hroke

into & run, his eves blazing, and his

Bst gripping the stick.
Johnny Bull coolly ﬂ?mked up the
paddle and shoved off. The canon

rocked out of reach as Lucas arrived at
the edge of the planking.

He had to stop there.
Johnny gave him & grin.
“ Jump |

he suggested cheerfully.
Lucas I:rrandie.heg the walking-stick.

“¥ou young rascel! Come back at
once '™ he bellowed. T will thrash you
within an inch of your life [”

“If I were ns big as you are, Lucas,
vou wouldn't have to ask twice ! said
Johnny Bull grimly. “I'd come there,
and give you such & thrashing, you
rofter, that vou'd have to crawl back
to Yorkshire. Your stick wouldn't stop
me.*

“I order vou—"

“Rata 1"

“You disobedient voung scoutdrel,
¥

—

“VYeou meddling fathead !” retorted
Johnny. “Can't you mind your own
biznev? I'm not coming back to Moor
Fell! I'd camp under a hedge, rather!
Think you can give me orders? Yah!"

Lucas stood breathing hard end cal-
culating the distance fo the cance, He
waa so evidently thinking of jumping
it that Johony gave a turn with the
paddle and pushed farther out.

“Botter not 1" grinned Johony. “You
can't swim, vou know. That's one of
the things we learn at Greyiriars: but
vou ve never had time for it, old bean!
And it's pretty deep here!”

Lucas set his teeth.

#Will vou eome bock ¥

“ Hardiy 1™

The next moment Lucas Bull sprang.

It was & wide jump—wider thaun Lucas
wonld have attempted had he been cool.
But he was not cool now. He was boil-
ing with rage. For days and days he
had been sinmering. Billy Dunter’s
booby-trap had given the final touch—
now he was boiling over |

Wide as the jumnp was, Lucos reached
the canoe, his feet crashing on the prow.

The prow dipped, and the stern rose
high in the air. Luecaz was not a light.
weight, and all his weight came crazh-
ing on the prow, driving it under.

’i:'her{- was a gasp from Johnny DBull
The water rushed into the canoe in a
flood. :

Backward: went Lucazs Bull, falling
on his back in the river. Johnny madoe
a eluteh at him as he went, and misscd
him. But hiz cluteh at Lucas threw
Jahnny's weight on the sinking prow of
the canoe,

1t shot away from beneath him, leav-
ing hun slruﬁglm in the water.

He gurgled as he went under.

But he was up in a moment. Johang
was a good swimmer. Every Greviriars
man had to learn to swim belore he was
allowed on the river at all. Even Billy
Bumier could swim, after a fashion.
Swimming in deep water aud a swilt
eurrent with one's elothes on, was not
easy—but Johnny could have got back
to the raft easily enongh,

But he thought of Lucas.

Laucas Bull knew all about machiners.
Eificiently and conscientiously he
managed the “works” lle could

Lucas,
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handle “labour,” No men in the
works ever got by Lucws, without put-
ting ton 4 fair day’s wark foc o fair Jay’s
LETHLES His kecn brain grasped the
west complicated acceousts at a glanee.
Plans  awd  specilicationa  that nught
have wade any fcllow’s head ache to
lock at them. were pie ro Lucas !

All tleweze things could Lucas do, and
do well, But he could not swim.  And
at the prescent moment all his wnany gifes
aod abilities were of less uso to han
than as much knowledge of swimimug as
was aequired by any fag in Lhe Sccoand
ur ‘Lhird Forin at Groviviars !

Jolinoy stared round over
Watey,

A dozen vards from him. down the
curcent, a despairing bamwd was thrawn
up. [t vanished.

Johnny set hia teath.

Ie spent a split second in teaving off
s jacket. Then he was swinmmunge [or
tha drowning man.

A thouszand thoug!hrs flashed through
Johuny's brain at that fearful momeut.
Lucas was a meddling ass, a good deal
of a bully; but=—fram the bottom of his
heart, Johnny wished that he had stuck
it out, and stood Lucas :omehow.

shining

R e s o

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRLS!

Your Editer s always pleasdid {0

Hear from his readars. 'Write to
him: Editor of the MACHNET, The
Fileptway Hougs, Farringdon 3Sirest,
London, E.C.4. A stamped, addressed
snvelope will ensure a raply.

e

N my chat to you last week I men-
I tioned that I had received a letter
from a disgruntled reader and that
such o case was rare. Well, it never
raing but it poura! I've been “ called
over the conls " again this weelt | Samuel
Davaey, of Shenfield, who is making the
complaint, comes straight to the point.
** I'was unnhble to got a copy of the MaoyeT
fromm my newsagent last Monday,"” he
writes, "and I feal very annoyed about
it! ™ I can imagine your feelings, chum,
but what can I do about it ¥ Ever since [
persuaded Frenk Richards to write cover-
ta-cover stories of Harry Wharton & Co.
for tha MagyET the {'}H Paper hes been
gelling like hot cakea! I gather from
Sam'a lettoer that he has only recently
joined the bappy band of ™ Magnetites '’
and therefore has not seem my  oft-
reprated advica to " Ornder the MAGNET
well in advance ! ™ Hence his " getting
lefs ** aa Fishar T. Fish would say.

Yes, the MaoNET is bresking all records
ns regards salos, Eﬂﬁﬂ and girla know &
§Mhd per when they eece it, what ?
My c:lc'lm ¢hums are petiing their pals to
rend the Maower., I wish I ecould thank
them all personally and shake them by tho
hand, but this is impoasible. Anyway,
olel-timoers, earry on with the good work !

Our companion paper—the " Gem "'—
ig going great guna, too ! In addition to a
topping long varn of Tom Merry & Co., of
Ht. Jirn's, ench weel, it containa atorios
dealing with Harry Wharton's enrly
schooldaya. Ronald Staploton, CLfE
White, Horbert Whallace, and others
who wrote to ask what Ha Wharton
wag like when he first came to Greyiriars
shonld malke a point of reading thess
yarng. Troe, Harry Wharton is popular
among his schoolfellows to-day, but when
he firat entered £he Greyiriare Remove it
wss an uphill Sght all the way. Bob
Cherry, ot present one of his staunchest
chums, waa hig rival. The bullying Bul-
strode, too, was a force to be reckoned
with, Harry battled through, however,

EVERY SATURDAY

The man was an overbearing [ool—
bitk he weant well.  Obstinate, wrong-
ieaded, idulging a bullying temper in
the Oxed belief that he was following
thie path of duaky; but—— At that
a@ul'u.Fi moment Johoay Bull would bhave
mivens all the treasures of the wide warld
to be back at Moor Fell=puiting up
with Lucas' meddling and bullyragging.
After all, s father had left b i
Lueas’ eharpge. IE—if—if only—

YWhile a evowd of half-formed thoughta
thronged his Lrain, Jobnny Dull was
swimming as he had nover swumn before.

A face showed over the rushing water
—a face brick-red, but as pallid as it
could be. The eyes were half-closed.
Lucas was straggling feebly, as the cur-
rent swept him away—useless struggles.
But Johnny Bull c¢ame shooting down
the current, and grasped him as he was
poing under again.

Up ecame tha brick-red face,
staved up.

“Hold on " spluttered Johnny.

Lucas held on. Johnny swam, sup-
Em‘rting him, lueas was as pale as his
wrick complexion permitted; ha was
half-drowned, and far gone. But he was

and

and—— But pet thizs week's msus of
the * Gem * and read all about it yourself.

UT whot of next week's groat
MaoxeT story 7 You'll loughtill the

tears run down your chroks when

ﬁau read noxt Saturday’s exciting

varn of Harry Wharton & Co., entitled :

“SCHEMERS OF STUDY No. 7."
By Frank Richards.

Pator Todd, Eilly Bunter, and Tom
Dutton—deaf, but doughty—are about the
queerest tric of juniors to be found any-
where. And they'rs all on the warpath !
Peter Todd, who has been roughly handled,
holds & mecret meeting with his study-
matcs to discuss ways and means of getting
his own back. Things don't work out
according to plan, however, and the
fat'a in the fire with a vengeance! This
gtory is one you'll remember for a long
time, and I advise you to remind your
newzagent that you want a copy of the
MaorET reserved for vou |

The ' Greyfriara Herald,"” with Harry
Wharton once again at the head of affaira,
will appear as usual in thia issus, and 1I'm
gure that you will agree with me that it
¢omes up to its usual excellent standard.

I feel that I cannot let thie chat go by
without onea again mentionmng

“THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL.Y

A tremendous number of you, I know,
have been anxiously looking forward to
this annual treat. Waell, hustle round to
your newsagent right now and purchase
this bargain price volume. Inits 258 pages
vou will find storics of Greyfriars, 3t.
Jimn's, and Rookwood, adventurs and
aports stories, and other good things too
runnerous to mention here, This year'a
“* Holiday Annual ™ will be eaperly sought
after and I want all my regular readers to
ba the first to have it. Think what it will
mean if you leave it too late and fail to get
this bumper five shillingsworth 1

Tnside every copy of this week's

" Madern Boy ™' ia a
SPLENDID PICTURE POSTCARD OF
JIMMY GUTHRIE,

Motor-Cycle Champlon of 1938,

Guthrie has been wiping up European
Records this year—and you won't easil
forget hia grand win in the Senior T.T.
in the Isle of Man, when he atreaked home
eighteen seconds ahead of Stanley Woods,
snd set up a new record of B5.80
milegs an hour. A grand rt—and the

‘house lighting is almost unknown.
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not confused. He was still the steady-
headed Yorkshireman. Ila could not
awim=but he held on to the fellow who
coukl, giving him as liltle trouhle as
posaihile,

Johany, swimming hard, stared round
over the ghistening sucface of the SBark.
Hao was aleeady swept out of sight o1
the boathouse.  The banks seemed an
illimitable  distance away., DBut he
struck out for the nearer bank—only 10
be whirled away by an eddy of the
current,

Twiee, thrice, 1t scemed to Johnny
that he would reach that elusive grass,
Elismning in the sunlight. Twice, thrice

e was sweplk out again—once with a
bunch of 1*:1.-;11&3 torn away in his fingers.

And now hia strength was going.

It came dizzily into Johnoy's mind
that he was not going to reach the bank.

Without his burden, perhaps, thers
was &till & chance, though his wet
clothes, and hia boots full of water,

dragged him down. DBut it did pot
cecur to him to relinguish his burden.

{Continued on next page.)

FREE " Modern Boy " POSTCART is
Eﬁnﬂ souvenir of Britain's Number One
er ]

ERE'S a curiouna question which
H Harry Parker, of Staines, has
fired at me. He wanta to know

DO EMERALDS BLIND SNAKES ?

Thers is a wvery ancient superstition
to the efiect that if an emerald is shown
to & snake, the reptile is immediately
blinded. But I am afraid that, like many
superstitions, there is no truth in it
Anyway, I wouldn't like to face s twenty-
foot boa.constrictor or an Indian cobre
with only an emerald to protect me!
The samo superstition said that an emerald
would etrengthen hurnan eyea,

You may not know it, but emeralds of
large size, 8o long sa they are frea from
flawa, are more valuable and rare than
rubies and diamonds. The largest emerald
aver known wes possessed by natives of
Poru at the time tho Spanierds first visited
that country. It was as big a8 an ostrich
egg, and was worshipped by tha natives.
In ancient daye kinga were said to posseas
emeralde of as much as two cubita in
length—which would be about 42 inchea !
These, however, were not real emeralds.
They were a kind of mealachite which im
known as ' false emerald.”

As yvou know, I am always looking
around for curious bits of information to
a8 on to my readers. Hare's an

itemn I came across recently, which concerna
INSECTS WHICH LIGHT UP HOUSES !

Firoflice, which are found in the warmer
regiona of the earth, are of many different
varietica, but the brightest of them all is
found in the West Indies snd especially
in Hayti, This species gives out Iigﬂt from
twa littlo prominences on the middle of its
body, and the light is so powerful that
sroall print may be read by it.

In certain out-of-the-way parts of the
negro republic of Hayti the conditions
are extromely primitive, and ﬂnlinTEl.hrF

&
natives, therefore, eatch fireflies, and put
eight to ten of them in a phial. The com.
bined light of all the msccta s guite
guflicient for nece domestic purposes |

That's all for this week. Look out for
another cheery chin-wagz next Saturday,
chumna. YOUR EDITOR.

Tax Miexer Lisrary.—No. 1,491,
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Again Tie made & dosperale offort.
But he did not get within three yards of
the towpath before he was whirled away
agail.

His tenils wern rot hard, Ilo koew
niow fhat the gemoe was up, unless some-

thing like a niracle happencd.  His
plolhes, hia boota, wero rﬂﬂ'glhﬁ him
i owi

down—Iicas was druﬁ'mg ham
The game woa upl Ho sot his tocth,
and fought on! A Yorkshire tyke bites,
alive or «ead [ Johnny was going to
bite to the finish, at any rate,

“You young fool!™ IL wnn Lucas’
first word. His voice, vsnplly so hasd
and strident, was o ghaping whmfpm:,
“You can'l save me—erave yourscelf, if
¥ou can 1™

*Oh, thut upi” hissed Johnoy.

“You can't—"

“"Haold on 1™

Luces lot go. _

Johuny grabbod him by the hair as he

ont, amd dragged 1o iricd fo speak.

Ie could only ulier a husky fﬂﬂp,

“Hold on, blow youl Iold on, yon
fool 1™

“Tet me

Hhan't! 3

There war 8 showl on the river. 1t
wans fortunate for fwo obstinate York-
shiremnen  that old Joyee, the wood-
rulier, was out 1n his punt that afters
noon,  dohnny's dizzy eyea spotted him,
He tried to sliout—hia voice died in &

usp. Put old Joyor was poling out o
tntercept  him--ond  he  grasped  at

chnny as he wos sweph by, )

Two drenched and dripping figures, in
il last stage of exhaustion, lay in the
punt, ax old Jover poled to the bank.

Jobnoy sat up., Lauces sot up. They
leoked at one another,

“You fool1” said Taean.

“You idint " raid Jolmoy.

T'hey wers too exhaosted 10 execharsa
fuwriher complimenta,

B0, you young iliot 1"

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
All Right!

1] LOW I grunted Johnny Boll
B Ho stood by old Joyce's
coitage, ataring gloomily aml
thoughifully alt  the river.
Ili= elothoes had been dried by the fire
e the womd-eatter’s cotlage along with
Toeas'.  Johmny was fecling tired, but
otherwise little the worse.  Lucns, nof
vet. recovered sufficiontly 1o atir, still
ent in o blauket, Jobnny left him fo
il. Hrt he did nel go. Blaring at ihe
river wilh & glum brow, Johnny wae
thinking it out on rather new linea
0w ' he sadd again.

O Joser came ont. He was going
i lek feor the caparee] eanoe, amd get
it in. Jdehnny's glanee followe] b

“Jhaw 1" be said, for the third time,

Then he steppod in of the doorway,

Taenz'  [ace—brick-ved | ngain-—vas
purned  townrdy bim. Johouy gave
bitn o srowl,

STH aail B vou're ready,”” he gnad
grodlly.

Lmens slored,

U1 thought you wore gone,” L spid.

Giront From Jobony.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“Well, Vm not. I'll wait for you
1u coming back to Moor Fell, if vou

liko. T1'Hl etick it to the ecmd of the
vae, somehow. "Tako your time.”
Forens simniledd faintly.
“You're not the soft  alucker I

Thought you, Johnny,” he sudd,

Johnny stared. T4 was tho first time
Fawens 1nll bad ecalled him auything
but * Jahn."

A Like vour choek to think me anything
of the kind,” retorted Johony, " But
i's no goodd talking sense Lo you, Lucas.
You're an obstinote faihead, and that's
thnt., Bt the pater did leave me with
sonr, amd I'm eoming back, 1 dare say
you'll ndmit now {that we learn onn opr
two ueeful things at Greyiriare,” added
Jolinny  sorenstically. S Bwirmning,
f'ringtance 1"

“Yes," ssld Twens quietly,
saved myv life, dohnny.”’

“Rot! Old Joyee logged uwe both
ok, "

“Tion't e o young aes, Jolimy 7

“Well, don't vou be & gont.” Eabd
Johnnyr. “Take my tip, end learn o

“You've

THE REMOVE CAPTAINCY
ELECTTON WHICH WAS PLAYED
OUT ON THE (CRICKET FIELLDY

Read ofl about it In—
* WHO BHALL BE CAPTAIN? "

by Frank Richards
the ripping Greyfriare yarn of

the early adventures of Harry
Whartonu & Co., which sppoars
in our companicn  pRpOr—

The GEM

On Sale Now. Frice 2d.

swit. It'a as wseful as beok-keeping
by double entry, semotimes,”

" Quite I anid Laucas.

Johnny evarl him curiously.

“Teeling 117" he ssked.

HHQ.”

“Then what’s the matler with you?
You've jelly good-tempered and civil
all af n audeden®

“You  cheeky  young——"" Lucaa
checked  himeclf. “Yon're not  the
slncher T thought yon, Johney, You've
got  grit .s:n-f ll‘fliﬂt- You're right

Yorkehire in vour own way, though it's
not. my why., You're willing fo eome
back to Moor Fell with me amed tne
the line

Johony drew n deep bresth.

“INot willing.”” he said; “but 11
ecame. yvo sanl eo”

“You'll have in give orders some
dav, Johony., A fellow must learn to

ehwy  before he can give orders io
others,™ . 1
“That's sense.’ said Johnny., “1've

apitk T ecome back,™

“That's good coough,” eaid Lucas.
“ Please vonreelf”

&4 'F'.Ij-'jl:ll

“You needn't wait for me. I'm get-
ting ta the station ns scon as I can,

aud taking the fiest frain back to York.
Probably  you would prefer onc for
Burrey ¥ .

“Woel, my hat I’ said Jolnny.

Ile elarcd at Lucas Bull; Luces
stared back grimly.  Then Johnny
grinned, wmd held out his hand.

“Mocry we've had such rows, Lucas,
old man. I expeet wo've bpth bern s
bit pig hesded. Good-bye, Luncns!t”

M Liood-bye, Johnny I

Thiy shouk haondas,

L} L] L] ] L]

Harry Wharlon stared.

*dolinny 1" he ejoculated. .

“The esteemcd  and  ridienlous
Johnny 1" exclaimed Hurree Jomect
Eam Bingh. ;

They were on the terrace ot Whar-
int Ledge in the Beptember  simset,
They had been talking of Johnny Bull,
and of seeing hin again on the fiest
dey of the new term at Greviriars, now
near at hand,  And snddenly they be
held Lim, walking cheerily up the drive.

They rushed io meet him.

* Wharten
grozpoed one hond, .
“My absurd Johuny—=" the Nabob
of Bhanrpnr ;E:rnﬂpmﬁ the olher.
)

“Jobonv,  old  men——

Johiny Bull chuackled.

“rlad to res me again i’ e asked,

“¥ou, rallor!"

“The ratherfulness is terrilic 17

“You've dodged that blighter and
eomao back:” askoed Ifarry.

“I've come back,” said Jehhny
*But old Lucaa isn't a blighter; ho's
ot & bad sort.’

b 01

“A int rough-and-ready, but right
Yﬂt‘l}-g}rlslr;"m all right,” seid Johnnoy.

dF 1 r”

“We've made friends, I dare say we
shall keep friends, if we don't medt,””
st Johnny, “The less we see of ono
mmlI’mr, tho more pally we shall bo—
g ¥

Harry Wharion laughed.

“Phen he's not coming after you?"

b nsked. : .
That's all over. He's

“(h, no! ;
hending north now. IHe's an olstinate
Johnny  DBull

DHs, but— byt ]
peused. 1 may have been o it
vbatinate, too"
“The maviulmess ia ferrific!™ muar-
anured Hurree Jam=ei Ram Singh.
And Haorry Wharton chuckled,

“But  i’s all right now,” said
Johuny  cheerfully, “Right ns Taib.
el neag will  be  enjoving  the
mpchinery at Ihe works pgain to
werrow,  1le must have miszed it fear-

fully tha last few doys™

“Hn. ha, ha 1"
“Ho he's all right, and ' all rigld.
andd =5

“* Al b n].h'igil’rfl,lllw-:-m in tereilie '
saitl 1lnrree Jamsel Hom Singh.

And it waasl
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YOUR PREFECTS
ARE WONDERFUL!

Breathes BARBARA REDFERN

">

EDITED BY MARIORIE lh.ZELDEHE—

Septemuber 12th, 1936.

CLARA

Girl visitors to London often| No wonder
88Y : “Your policemen are |they look like
Ol wisitars 6. GoayBlss mearty e arace

arl i you conel
always make the 2ame remark about | the power they
your prefects | have. Why,

They really are the most im. | Hurree Siogh
pressive.looking creatures. I've|told me they

gean London policemen and Life.
guardsmen, and I've resd about
strong, silent herces of the Wild

Weat and Sheikha of Araby. But
Groyfnars’ prefects have all
beaten hollow |

Whether they're wearing tailed

coats and toppers et church parade,
or flannels &t ericket or business-
like-looking football kit, there's
always something about them that's
different from the rest.

Of course, they're a good-leckin
crowd. Wingate and North woul

toke honours in any contest for
budding flm-stars, and Loder,
though not wvery popular, is un-
deniably quite handsome.

But it's not good looks that
make them what they are.

What really distinguishes them,
I fancy, is their lordly, superior
gir, Their very walk, a8 the ?' stride
mmajestically across the quead, seema
to proclaim them as monfichs of atl
they survey. Their expression is
that of a benign, but very lofly

m’:tunily use sshplanis on junior

hnza He eoven seid that the
sokfulness was somatimes
terrific | Horrors ]

fometimea I've heard whirpers |t
that these mupermen of yours are
m human when you get to know

I've heard that they get fright.
fully peeved when their fage burn
their tosst: that they're not all
such brilliant scholars as they look :
that some of them are quite small
fry when they get home amongst
their brothers and sisters !

Feally, I can’t believe it. I
can't imagine any of them being
other than what they look—serens,
austers, omunipotent, omniscient—
{Btop it, Babs, or you'll get the
printers all mixed op !—M. H.)

Well, anyway, whatlever they
may be, fhere's one thing that's
alwaye going to be true as far as
I'in concerned :

YOUR PREFECTSE ARE

authority.

WONDERFUL !

Complete BOYS’ STORY By a Girl—

SKOOLBOY AND HERO!

By BESSIE BUNTER

Oh, bothsr pﬂRIL I £

- 'm N

f"‘“ﬂi’ . stroak till
nﬂﬂt! Bo there L ¥

With thess words, Harry Soorton
captain of the Fourth at Blue.
friars, flung down his knitting.
needles and rose from the table.

His chums, Bob Damson and
Frank Oldgent, looked up from
their knitting in a.larm.

* Don't hn-l. gooss ! "7 gaid
Bob Damson. ou know that
Efr_. Bﬂiﬂh‘rif you wa:u to ﬁp:.ah
ottt S to-night.
Ha’llﬁ ot oas mtal:- Fou :J';r-:m don't
—truth and honner':

“Btul | " said Snorton, with a
toss of his head. “ I shall do as I
pleasa, So there |2

The defiant boy lifted his noss
high in the air and flownced out
of the study.

First be called on his friend,
Johnny Bullock, who was bizzy
with crochet work,

“Ba an |l and offer me

something to eat, Johnniking | " ha

tiully worry, but the
m:phnnrd’n bare ! " replied Johnny
Bullock, with a simpering srmile.

Harry Snorton stamped on the
floor with annoyance, He went
next door to ihe study shared by
Wun Tun the Chiness junior, and
Hurreo hmﬂf:, the boy from
Indis.

“ Do be pets and lend me S0
tuck 1" he me{i.

“ Xo havvy 1 ¥ said Wun Tung.

“The no-havefulness is tre-
mendons ! " said Hurree Whistle.

* Botheration | " cried Harry
Snorton, a8 he stepped out of the
atudy.

The next moment hia cry of anger
changed to an x-clamation of
alaym, as he bomped into a tall,
stern figger outside.

“BNORTON 1Y

It was Mr. Belch, 1the master

of the Fourth ! :
s Yu-u-u, gir ! * gasped Enorton.
¥ You are in tga passidge when
u should be in your study,

oin j"ﬂt.ll“ kmt.tmg prep |

“ It J.E wielesa for you to t
the third person plural, Snorton !
Follow me ! ™

Weeping bitterly, Snerton fol-
lewed the Fourth Form master.

Mr. Belch led the way to the
mogt dreaded apartment at Blus.
friars—the 's study |

* Bir | "' cried Mr, Beleh, dropping

curtasy, 48 he entored. _ This
again neg-

has onoa
lﬂtg yhh i'mttu:gl uk you
to in mmh & Way
‘hﬂ.t hu- will rtmemhﬂr it all his
bife ! 1t
Doctor Rocks frowned feam%]y.
"0 u naughty, npaughty
boy 1 'I:‘ 'haﬂcrmd. o ;rHu amount
of ponishment ever ssema to bring
to heel; but I will try one
, dﬂpﬁrata y now ! To-
MOTrTow mﬁurmniﬂaft-ar bmu.i:faﬂt,
you will bave the back of your
hands slapped belore the entire
skool 1 M
A pitteous scream left Snorton’s
lipa. Thnn thers was s thud.
He had feinted.

CHAPTER 2.

. The akoal bell at Bluefriars tolled
ont morpfully on the following
mourning &3 the boys poured into
the Hgall, It wos as though &
funeral was being held—and the
white, worried faces of the boys
added to that impresahun !

Scbbing hysterically,
Sporton was led out
ENOTTAONE mfnctﬂ.

* Boye ! "' cried the Head. "' Be-
CATLAS Ennrtun haa been very, very
nsughty, I am going to deal with

in a most drastick fashion.

Harry
by two

I amn g to slap his hand in
uhEn!E ! Soorton, give me your
: L
‘I"mmwinf like an aspirio leaf,
Sporton held cut his hand, And
then——
Sudden]y there wes a shreck.
Then ano ghreek. Then shreek
after shreek. All over the Hall,

boys and masters sterted climbing

on to cheirs and hugging each other
in sheer terror t

The Head
lcoked round
with dilated
ayen.

“"What —
what is it 1 he
eried, Livwid
with fear,

“It'a a
mouse 1" eried
Mr. Baleoh.
“It's running
all over the
Hoor I T2

“Yaroooh 1™

The Head lea-peﬂ wnldl on to hiy
desk a8 he saw ttla
Eﬂl}nt skuttling a.Iu:ng tﬂwud§

mi-

“ Help 1™
ma | "ptch
it away | 1t

For a moment there wss mno
reply. Seniors and masters alike
were running away like any-
thing !

Then somecne step
and, with increddible
the oncomuing creature.

It wans Snorton |

it &?a
Taks

roared.
it, anmabud ¥l

Enrﬂ forward
ing, laced

A BOY® PAPER—
PRODUCED BY
GIRLS!

By MARJORILMIAZELDENE

A paper for boys,
the olher sex! It som
Doesn't it F

Well-—here il is !

In the course of tas long and chegquered coreer, the
“ Greyfriors Herald *' has lidien many differeni shapes
and forme. Al seris of preple have contributed to i
and at times temporeryedirs have filled Harry Whay-
fton's ee. O sws vecmsivm, af legat, o rival edilor
(Fisher T. Fish, I belicve) mtualiy ph:uted ** spwrions
MES. on the mnd hrd the re of bringing
to the light of day 8 * Geyfriors Heruld" wrilien by
himself from beginnimgio esd !

But this week's ** Hersld " {8 viigue.
to finish, not one boy how

entively by members
irnpossible—ridiculous !

For; from start
a hand in ils preparation.
It's all the resullt of a le friemdiy argument that
developed when Horry Wherion and kis friends came over
io Cliff House {o éra ene dafy. Somebody sald thal boys
were betier jowrnalistditben girls, and I stoully nizin-
talwed Ehe opposite. i the eaud, just Lo see if T could
pruu my point, Hhardek hruned over his paper to me
lock, stock, and barrek far one weelk ! :
That week Ras gicewm net 1he yost Rectic Hme .;m'
lUfe. Now that it's oved, I don’t muind admitting that I've
learnt a lot about jowrsalisn, that T dida't imcw when
zo blithely defended girle o journalisis over tea al ©
House |
EBwtl it hae been o veryphappy week, too, and if you
half the fun owd of reading ilis number that I god out of
editing (t—icell, Nharbn ond his friends scill have to
admit that there's sﬂmﬂhﬂfo be zoid for girl journalists
after all!

&3

i

HEARD IN TH§ FORM-ROOM!

Mr. Quelch [mg:ril:.-']l: “Buter! How dare you sk &
lemon in clags ¥ "'

Bupter: * It's {ime for tbe meid-morniog breek, sir, iso't

it "
Mr. Queleh @ “ Yea, but—"

heard.” Such, in my summing.
was the manul recarvation m

opening debate,

concerned. Nor could they h
on which to ex
keep eilent. For the

WA :
Rise to be Equal to Men!

l'ma.gma itl Never
to ba ta mfm, you k.nuur‘
If they o DEECE"HD e

m it. But RISE!

I can assure you my blood bojled
at the wvery thought of such a:
debate. If I had bad my mn, I,
would have taken slong s :-E

¥ of good epeakers from Cl
ouse, and insisted on their being
allowed to put the woman's point
of wview. But Mis Primrose
demurred. BSbe considered that it

¥ disgust, even ths senior

ﬁuis w&med to agree with ber. But
iscretion has never been my long
suit, and I went along on my own.

H:&IE I:"Er:ut ‘:Tha €hairman, ?m
ingete, who

the dab.l.ta. both gave me a very

WAarm Telmme, and I waa accom-

modated in a seat of honour beside

ihe chairman. But I do not believe

Bunter : * Well, I alwaywre): & lemon at half-time 1

in disguising my feelings; I gave

" Bhoo ! " eried Snorton, whing
his hands.

The mouse hemtated—iomel—
then raced away and vaniched "ygrn
o hole in the floor. The Heae ;ﬁu
gaved !

* EBnorton ! ™ he eried, his roice
trembling with emotich &
degeended from his desk. B g
heroic lad ! You eaved me -and I
was going to slap you! Can ou
ever forgive ma 1",

“I'l try, exr!" said Syerom,

ANSWERS

the tracea.'

bracea !

h::ru.r-—and tha bl:ljm of Blushtinrs | aailing over the w

were aa aa larks at
bewtiful e s to the dem to think he’s playing
(Please nots: The chomciers

in this alory are endi

rely fictigge.—-

Besasie BusTER.) maiden over

1

beginning to smile again theagh | < Mo Mrggcar * (Shell).—
his tears. . {slated.”
With one acoord, the entire
skool cla their hands vith
delight. naughtiest Loyin the
i g Bt e Frilien, 1o tings & Noxp

rought & ]wn?

W. Gueere (Filth)— " mien Cok a
football.™

From what I've seen of him, he seema to think he's playing;

cricket—il you can go by the number of timea bs * bowls a.don™, 1

to

CORRESPONDENTS |..

By One of the Girls

“Wocrrp.pe Biine " (Removel—" It must be
break bounds after lights out.

= ; at 1o
I'm going to start kiclung over

Take your tims over it, laddie, or vou'll be iripping over your ‘shouted,
“ 1 think Hoskins cught to belmany debates, and I have heard

He certainly scems fo have a ** tile "' looss !

“ OLe Bcmoor ‘I:u‘u;ﬁ:::ﬂ:}.—: :F'E:b.m 1 gaze upon Grey. have I heard such rubbish as——"
my throa
u Groyflriars, & cricket-ball came. Prout, and he started banging aw

to my head ]

|
by the Greyfriars Senior Debat
Bocielty when they invited gueiftﬁ
from Cliff House to attend their an

. They could not have made & Li
worse reservation so far as I was colour.
ave |

chosen & more impossible subject

peet & woman to;
ilion
for the debate, believe it or n-:r't,l
That Women Can "F:m-e,r

* RISE ".

1thers wounid h.u'la been some BETEE |

would be diserect on our rt m!
decline the invitation—and, » much |

ye hockey be seems counldn't hear my own voice.

ing to slrangers

WHAT I TOLD YOUR
DEBATING SOCIETY

By MISS BULLIVANT

“ Lapdies shonld be seen, 1I:u;t'l- not

! Lsurprising

I'!.I:mr ingratisting politeness a very

Anocther boest Greyiriara boys are always

TREVLYN

Makes a Few
CANDID COMMENTS

ABOUT GREYFRIARS

They're awfully proud about theu- old C
oo B pemonaly, T i o'

mak-
n;YuuaughttnmnurnlgEﬂll"
ot people make the mistale of
thinking it's
p to
Lﬂhﬂg to
] when
'uf the bove' faces
Incidentally, the o *s woret
f-alrl are realised when he hears
that oo leaving Greyfrisrs fellows
'gﬁrtmght “into quad ™!

i‘%

—E

 ichilly recepticn. parts of Greyihm Ar®
The debate ned. Wingate! .iud te be a thousand years old.
ke with ectly madd When you hear that Gosling has
ence on the alleged warlud thers all hin life, you can
mental imperfections of thelgnite believe it.
femals sex. gat still, with| Tpek manpem at Grey-
tening lips and a beightening friars are  delightfully free.snd.
jeasy, and you have to spend half
ar time bobbing down to dedge

A boy named Walker followed

end indulged in ten minutes of]
cold, u.lnu]mmlg rudenses to my
sex, Bomehow I atill i.ept my seat. |

Then a specimen called

grinning

Loder got up to oppose the motion.
Thank dneas  women  don't
;have to rely on such a defender asi;
ha roved to be! He calmir
jadmiited, if you please, that
thnt. bhad been zaid sbout ws waa

‘true ; and then pointed out that.bemﬂ

‘the prﬂpnntmn waa that we could ™™
i"“mever "’ be different mnd siarted
jarguing that one dey io the distant
future we might 1

How T sat through that :

I do not know. But I did somehow,

m:a.r.l only when he had finished did
I n.t Ia.at ]ml:l to my feat.

Chairman and Gentle-|

men—-—" I began, in my deepest

Mr. Prout promptly hit the tabls
|wﬂh bhis mallet and cried:
“Madem !" But I ijgnored him.
| " If ever proof were noeded that
,woman is supenor to man,” I
it would ba found in thia
 POOINL t! I have listened to
a lot of stufl and nonsense mouthed
I-'l:ry men. But never in all my life
“ATATIAM

bellowed — Mr.

with his mallet s0 hard that
I wheeled.rnund on him in a fury

Enth.itr"’lnned "If}'m:.

the eatables the boys throw at each
other. Many visitors leave with
,thB firm impression that its real
pame is the ** duck "-ﬂhﬂﬁe
Greyiriars Old Boys n write
fmd]ld p}rﬂnfthﬁhnﬂ as the ‘' grey
0 B_.ri wﬂj’ thEr LT 3
it on is m!l.n ¥ 'I]HJ to Pm.llu
most people turn ™ grey ' |
Still, :t [ wnnden‘ui an
nﬂeat.mn Greyiriars boye ]:m.ru for
he place. Even Bnoop has e
*' envaking " affsction for it !
, Remove bovas call the masters
“ beaks." But I notioe it's the bo
tha:mlﬂ.lvﬂ who are most frequently
-~ [ 3] I
m reminds mu nt' Bunter,
who considers that he's good at
g. Well, T must sdmit
ihﬂl & good * all-roumd ™ man !
And that leads on to Jobhnny
IBni] wl:m is * straight ™ and “on
hl‘;}uvnl : believesina *' Tare
is st present
out for n'r;whﬂbbj He cught to
LL] mg
Talking of Fish, the Remowve boy
of that name prides himseell on
-u.h'[a to make - cut

t- t-u bll

hltchat-fumd

And now I've -.-ud n..'ll that nbuut
Greyiriam, it's » phﬁ-mn to be
Ehh to add that if you Mg;u I
on't Jiks it, :n:-nmwmg- ¥-
friars in g

“ at ali !

[ duunE a

I could stend it ne longer
Almost before I realised what T
*was  doi 1 raaed my
umbrells and brought it dowmo on
his head with & loud * thwaek ! ™

What an uproar! Everybody
jumped wup, several ‘?}“ lodita
rughed forward and . FProut
yelled: “ Ob—oh! The debate
—wow —is adjourned! Ohi”
then bolted !

Bhortly afterwards, I laft—my
‘E’i::a atill oneaid. Put I think I

told your Debating Bomety
safficient to enabls them to under-
stand the woman's point of view
& hittle better.

Bome Ja at Chif Houss aro
DowW B I ought to feel sorry
about it, But I doo't a bit. £o

Mr. Pmutkwtnnhlngj.ngi

thers |



