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—PFeaturing HARRY WHARTON & CO., the Cheery Chums of GREYFRIARS,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Wibley is Wrathy !
i OUTEIDE-RIGHT!” said Wib-

!ﬂi:i -
arry Wharton shook his
head.

“ Exactly the reverse 1” he answered.
Whereat the Co. chuckled.

The Famouz Five, of the Greyfriars
. Remove, weres talking Soccer over tea
in Study No. 1, when William Wibley
butted in, They smiled 8 welcome,

If Wibley of the Remove had come in
to tea, he was welecoma as the flowers
in May, If he had come to talk about
hia theatrical stunts, the Co. were pre-
pared to give Boccer & rest for a fow
minutes, and let him run on.  Bub it
spon transpired that Wibley had come to
talk foothall—which was, s0 to speak, a
goo-gee of quito ancther eolour |

Wibley eould do & good many things.
At amateur theatricals, for instance, no
other fellow at Greyfriars School was in
tho same street with him. But in games,
Wib was among the “also rans”™

In the Greyfriars Remove they played
Boccer, as Bob Cherry expressed if, with
the accent on the “ play.™ Wib played it
without that accent.

So, though Wib zometimes figured in
pick-up and Form matches, he had no
more chance of playing in & big fixturo
than DBob Cherry had of iﬂ“?'m the
Wicked DBaronet in Wibley's latest
drama.

Wibloy was lizhle to gef exeitod abounk
this at times. Judging by his looks ab
present, this was one of the Limes!

“Qutside-right 1” he repeated. “¥You
can stick Inky somowhere else. Or what
about chucking Hurres Singh for the
Highcliffa mateh

“T pan see myself chucking ome of my
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hest forwards—I don't think [ remarked
the captain of the Remove.

“Btick him in goal, then!” suggested
Wibley.

“In a Boceer side,” said Bob Cherry
solemnly, “ there is only one goalkeaper |
Yon don't know a lot shout Soccer,
Wib; but vou really ought to know
that ! How can Inky po into goal with
Squiff there i

“0Oh, don't be a silly ass!” snapped
Wibley irritably, *“Look here, Whar-
ton, I've said outside-right s

“ And I've said exactly the reverse 1

“You silly asa! What do von mean
by the roverse?”® hooted Wibley.

“Right outside ! explained Wharkton.

And the Co. chuckled again,

‘William Wibley, standing in the door-
way of Study Ne. 1, gave the chuckling
juniors a glare. Wibley was serious
about this, if they weren't. Wibley was
eonvinced that he would be useful as
outside-right | Wharton was convineod
that he would ba more useful right out-
side.  And, ss Wharton was foothall
captain, it looked as if Wibley was
gowng to bo right outside of the team !

" Mow, look hero,” yvapped Wibley, I
didn't coma hero io lalk silly rot—"

“Then why the thamp ace you doing
1L ¥ asked Frank Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Ile, he, he 1 eame hike an ochoe from
the Remove passage, as 1hlly Duntey
Llinked 1 through his spectacles.

Wibley spun tound at the fat Owl of
the Remove with a glere. He had no
vse for Billy Bunfer and his fab chortles,
Iz let out a foot.

“Wow1” yoared DBunfer. And le
ceased to chortle on the spobk. " Ow!
Beast ! ‘T'll jolly well— ¥Yow ! Wow 1"
Bunter, apparenily, had intended to
roll into Study No. 11 Instead of
which, ho rolled away up the Hemove
passage—in haste !

Wibley turned t9 the Famous Five
again. His expreision indicated that
hiz temper was rising; indeed, that it
was rapidly appma;cﬁing: boiling-point.
And the cheery smiles on five faces
failed to have a soothing effect.

“Now, if yvou've finished, old chap
—* said Harry Wharton.,

“I haven't ! roared Wibley.

“The jawfulness of the csteemed and
idiotic Wibley iz rather tevrific!™ ro-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Look here—" bawled Wibley.

“Well, look here!” said Johnny Bull,
“If vou wanbt to run omn, don't talk
footer, but give us a BShakespearae
recitation !

“What ¥ yelled Wibley.

“Good egg!" =ald Harry Wharton
heartily, “That's a thing you under-
stand, Wih. Wa'll listen to that with
pleasure

“The pleasurefulness will be terrific !
agrecd Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with
a nod of his dusky head. “Get onfully
with estcemed and ridiculous Shakes-
peare 1M

William Wibley scemed at a loss for
words. He gazed, ho stared, and o
glared at the five cheery juniors sitting
ot the {ea-table.

(zenerally, it was hardly =afe to aszk
Wik to recite. Ho was only too likely
to <la ik !

Now, however, he was clearly in ng
mootd  for reeitation, even from ihe
divine, immortal, and long-winded Baied
of Aveon,

Football filled his mind, for the
mament, to the execlusion even of
theatricel matters, in which Wib goner-
ally lived, and moved, and had his
being. :

“ You—you—you silly asses!” gasped
Wibley at last. “ ¥ou—yvou gabbling
ganderal You jabbering jabberwecks |
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You chortling chumps! You benightod,
Iithering boobhics [ ]

“Go it 1" said Johnny, “Which play
is that from®"

“Whn-a-at?"

“1 don't seetn to remeinber those
lines; buot, of course, von know Shakes-
peare belter than I do!” eaid Jolnny
affably. "Is it Hamlet 2"

“Hu, ha, hal” yvelled the other four
melitbers of the o quite entertained
by the expression on 1'i"n’i.!:.rh::n:,f's facc.

Wibley gasped.

“You—you—you idiot!” lLe gasped.
*Did you think I was reciting Shakes-
pearc ¥

“Wercn't you?” asked Jehnny inno-

cently.
“Assl Fathead! Chump!”

“You've getting excited, old ehap!”
gaid Harry Wharton soothingly. * Look
here, why not chuck it, anud sit down
and have tea? We've got toast, and
poached eggs, and cake, and a new pot
of tea all ready. You can pour out the
tea. You can do that belter than you
can play footer.”

“Much better |” grinned Bob,

“The  muchfulness i3 terrifie 1”
chuckled Hurreo Singl.

William Wibley tramped up to the
tca-tablo. But it was noi to sit down to
toa. He stood with hiz hands rosting
on tho cdge of tho table, and glared at
the Famous Five, It was only too clear
that he was gotting exeited.

“Now, look here!” he said. "1 want
a show 1n the footer. Lots of fellows
say that the games are too much in the
grip of the old gang. Woe want new
Lbleod 1n tho eleven !”

“Just what 1 was thinking."” agreed
the captain of the Remove. “I1'm think-
ing of & new man at outside-left.”

Mo?" demanded Wibley,

*0Oh, no; a footballer I

“Ain't I a fogtballer?” shrieked
Wibley. “You cheeky ass! Whe's the
wman "

“Monty Newland. Ie plays Soccer
and—"

“Don't I7* volled Wiblay.

“Oh! Yes, of course! But there are
ways of doing these things ! cxplained
the captain of the Remove.

“Am I going to be outside-right #"

“No; right outside ™

“Am I going to be outside-loft ¥

“Nag; left outside 1™

*Ha, ha, ha!”

Wibley's w:-u,th,1 long simwnering,
boiled over., He did not speak again.
He grasped the cdge of Lthe table hard,
heaved and up-ended if.

Tho Famous Five were laughing. But
they ceased {o laugh, quite suddenly, asz
the table was up-ended, and the tea-
things, the tea and the foodstuffs, and
evsrythmg else that was thercon, shot

over them.

Harry Wharton got the teapot—full
of hot tea—on his kuees. Bob Cherry
got the milk-jug—and the milk—in his
waistcoat. Johnny Bull got the toast,
in & shower. Nugent reccived the
gunched oges, in a plaster. And Hurres

emset Ram Singh was the recipiont of
thae jam and the marmalade. And from
every member of the Co. came an in-
furianted rour.

“There I grsped Wibley,

The table rocked eover and erashed.
Wibley exceuted a swift, strategic
rotreat to the door. The IFamous Five
were busy for the moment with tea, and
milk, and eggs, and toast, and jam, and
marmalade. But there was no doubt
.that very soon they would have pot busy

“avith Wibley 1

He did not wait for that. ¥He vanished
from the study, and a chuckle floated
back o5 Lo wont.
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“ll.}“r l.il:l' 'l'lﬂllm
scalded 1

“Wow I pasped Bob Cherry, “I'm
sopled—~"

“Collar that mad ass!” spluttered
Nugent.

“Bag him ¥

“Berag him !

“8erag him terrifieally 1Y

Five infuriated juniors rushed into
iho passage—in time to hear the key
turn in the door of Study No. 6. For
about ton miputes they banged and
roared at that door—which remasined
locked.
curdling threats through the keyhole,
they retived.

gasped  Wharton.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bad Luck for Bunter !
8¢ 0 away!” said Lord Maule-
G verer plaintivel

“Oh, really, ﬁfaulr—”
"Bhw H.Wﬂ.:'fin

Billy Bunter did not go away. He
did nobt blow away! He slood in the
doorway of Btudy No. 12 in the

Remove, and blinked into that study
through his big spectacles.

It was tea-time in the Remove.

In Btndy Neo. 7, Bunter's own study,
there was ne fea. Peter Todd was tea-
ing with a fellow in the Fourth; Tom
Dutton with & fellow in the BRemove

passage.  That, of course, was no

Under the mistaken Impression
that Harry Wharton is *‘up
Aagainst ¥ him, Monty Newland
considers it a tremendous lark
to land the junior captain of

Greyfriars with an amazing
relation !

e A U —-UHI L

rcason why Buonter should not have
tea’d in his own study had the spirit
moved him to do go0. He did not yearn
for the company of his study-mates.
But Billy Bunter—not for the first
time—had been disappointed about a
poatal order! He had relied on Toddy
and Dutton for tea—and they had let

him down.
Wherefore had Bunter looked into
Study No. l-—only fo find William

Wibley going off the deep end there,
and to retirc hastily from Wib's boot.
Next he had blinked into Study No. 4,
which belonged to Smithy and Red-
wing. But ho had had time for only
one blink—popping back to escape a
cushion burled by Smithy. Lord
Mauleverer’s study was his next objec-
tive and Mauly was not the fellow to
buzz a eushion at a chap who looked
in at tea-time. And acthing less
drastio would have induced Billy Bunter
to go away or blow away.

Tea was going on in Mauly’s study
—and it was, a3 wsual, & lavizh spread.
Four  fellows  wers there—Lord
Mauleverer, Jlmmdy Vivian, and two

vests—3guif and Menty Newland.

unter saw no reason whatever why
there should not be s third guest.
Mauly, apparently, did.

Mauly waved a nicely manicured
hand at the fat Owl of the Remove,
and h-egicd him to go iway and blow
away | Neither of which had Bunter
the faintest intention of doing, if he
could help it.

#1 say, you fellows, make room for

Then, after breathing blood- ¥

3
a chap!™ sald Bunter. "I say, shall I
get & chale from another study,
Mauly 7"
+K Hﬂ [H

“What amy I to sit on, then? asked
Bunter.

“Blow away, old fat man! Do blow
away !” implored Lord Mauleverer.
“It's such a lot of trouble to get up and
kick you, vou knowi¥

“I1f you den’t want my company,
Mauly—" said Billy Bunter, with &
great deal of dignity.

""ll"’i}at-'s it | Shut the door after

ro !
“A bit better company than what
you've got, anyhow |” said Bunter, with
? déaparagmg link at Sguiff and New-
AN

“Thanks!™ said Sgquifl, with a grin.

“Many thanks!” said Monty New-
land, langhing.

“You're nearest the door, Newland !”
remarked Lord Mauleverer. “ Would it
be too much trouble to kick Bunter
mto the passage?”

“Not at all!™” said Newland, and he
rose from his chair.

Billy Bunter ¢ved him warily through
his big spéctacles.

Bunter was surprised and annoved.
This, really, was not like old Mauly.
Old Mauly was so good-riatured and
long-suffering, that he could bo 1m-
posed upoh to almost any extent.

In the past thres days Billy Bunter
had tea’d three times in Study Ne. 12
Even Bunter had realised that that was
piling it on, rather; and he had leoked
elsewhere.  But clsewhere there was
nothing deing, so here he was agsin.
But the long-suffering tolerance of
Lord Mauleverer had, apparently,
Eetare_d out. Billy Bunter had over-

one it—and even his patient lordship
kicked at last.

“Keep away, you heast!l’” said
Bunter. “If I'm not wanted here,
Mauly, I'll cut—*

“*Good-bya I* o

“The fact is, 1 didn't come to tea !
said Buntor. “I'm net s fellow to
har%e in to tea, I hope!™

“0Oh gad!”

“And Y shouldn’t ecare to tea with
the company yvou keep!” went on tho
fat Owl scornfully, As there was no
tea going, Bunier was, apparently, bent
on taking it out in slanging. * Bush-
rangers anid Jews—yah!"

Squiff %n'nnadi Sampson  Quiney
Ifley Field camo from Australis,
where, no doubt, there were, or had
been, bushrangers. But the junior
from New South Wales did not think
Bunter worth kicking.

Monty Newland ecoloured a Iittle.
Newland was the only member of the
ancient race of Israel at Creyfriars
School. He was by no means sshamed
of his race; but he did not like baving
it chucked at him, a3 it were, as a
gibe. )

“Do kick him, Newland, old chnf i
said Lord DMauleverer., “Kick him
hared [

“Give him one for me, while you're
about it!” said Squiff.

Monty Newland atnpﬁcd to the door.

“Outside, Bunter {* he said briefly.

Billy Bunter looked at him through
his big spectacles with incffable scori.
Ho looked ot Newland’s face, and
dropped his gaze to Newland's feet—
then raised it again to his countenance.
Looking a fellow ug and down like this
ought to have had a crushing effeet.
Newland, however, laughed.

“You're in the way of the door,
Bumnter I" he pointed out. * Shift beforo
I shut it}”
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“¥ah!"” said Bunter.

“8hiflt, you fab assl”

“Bheeny | said Buntern

Monty Newland shut the daar.

Billy Bunter jumped back—hur-
riedly, but a hittle too Iate. Solid oak
hanged on a fat littla nose, and a wild
yell awoke the echoca of the Remove
passage,

“Yooo-hooop ™

“Ha, ha, ha!” came from within the

shid v,

“Dwl Yow! Wow!"” reared Bunter,
clasping his fat nose with iwo fat
hands  “Ow!  Wow! My bhoko's

[ R
i

husted— Waow i

Whoooooooop
“Ha, ha, ha!"

(3w ! Beast! Wow ™ Billy Bunter
sfooped 1o the  keyhole. “Yah !
Bheenv! You come oub into the pas-

sage, yvou measly sheeny, and I'll mop
it up with youi” Ho howled through
the keyvhale: “Do you hear? Come
outl ']l mop tho passage up with
you, Newland !”

The door-handle turned and the door
apened.

Whereupon Billy Bunter changed his
mind, quite suddenly, about m-:rppil:ig
up the passage with Alonty Newland,

o flew along the passage, and bolted
inte Siudy No. 7 hike o rabbit inle a

burrow.
“Hallo! What's up, fatty "

Peter Todd, who had come back to his
study after ten in the Fourth, stared at
the gnt. el as he flew in.

“Oh!” gasped Bunter., “Ow!
him off, Peter, old chap1”

“Eh1 Keep who off 1V

“That sheeny ' panted Billy Bunter,
“He's af say, Peter, you

Keep

fer mel ;
can tackle Newland! I say, give him
a jolly good hiding, will youi”

Pater ztared at his fat study-mate.

“What the thump have you been row-
ing with Nowland for, you fot azs? he
asked., “He never rows with any-
body."

“ he—he  called  vou  names
Peter, old chap! Awfel names|”
gasped Bunter. “Of course, I wasn't
going to stand that, vou—you being my
pal, you know ™

“Ohi" said Peter. “He ealled me
names, did he

“That's it, Toddy old fellow. TIle
said vou were a bony Ireak, and a
leathern-jawed secarecrow — and — and
things like that! I say, I—1 think he's
coming to this study nmowl! I say,
Peter, old chap, I'd jnllmc!! whop a
fellow for calling me a v freak, if
I' wera youl”

“Ho I I__{‘ﬂ]? well will 1" said Poter
Todd. *Hand me that ericket stump !

Billy Bunter E}ndlf handed Peter the
cricket stump: Thers was no sound of
pursuing footsteps in the Kemove pas-
sage, and Bunter realised that Monty
Newland had not pursued him from
Jord Mauleverer's studv. But thers
wag 8 pain in hiz little fat nose where
Mauli’a door had banged, and he was
very keen to dispatch Peter on the trail
of vengeance.

Poter grlpﬁﬁd the cricket stump with
a gleam in his eve

en, to Bunter's surprise, he caught

the fat Owl by the collar with his left
hand and slewed him round.

“Ow! 1 say, wharrer you up

tao,
Toddy ¥ gasped DBunter. *I say

Yaroooh! Keep that stump away, you
beast ! Wow I

Whack |

Tha cricket stump cama in contact
with the tightest trousers at Grey-
friara.

“Whooop 1" roared Bunter, wriggling
Toe Macxer Lisnary.—No. 1,498,

THE MAGNET

wildly, “Wharrer you up to, you silly
swakb ¥

“Taking vour advica and whopping a
fellow for calling me a bony freakiZ
expleined Peter Todd,

Whack |

“Owl Wow!l Leggo?!™

Whack !

“Oh erikey! Ow!l Wow ™ roared

Bunter, and Le tore himself away from
Peter's grasp, and bolted into iho pas-
::g{nia, as fast as he had belted into the

udy.

“Como back when you want some
more 1" ealled out Toddy.

“Ow! Beast!”

Billy Bunter did not come back., Bun-

ter did not always know when he had
had enough. DBut on this cecasion, ho
had no doubt about it: and be did not
come back for more.

PSS F

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Deep !

ISHER T. FISIT staved round
F irritably, os therc was a footstep
in tho doorway of Study No. 14

in the REemove,

Fishy was busy in that study: and
as Jolmny Bull was at tea in No. 1 and
Bquiff at tea i No, 12, the Ameripan
junior had it all to himself, On the
study table was a clock, with tho back
open, and some of its works in o huigmlg
state. Fisl:?' was mending that cloek. 1t
looked as if it needed mending—quite o
lot of mending—after Fishy had been at
work on it for some time. Indeed, the
wore mending Fishy put into it, the
more it needed.

Fishy, who know all about figures and
finances, waa not a handy man, It wag—
or had been—quite a mice little clock,
ond it had cost Hobson of the Shell &
puinea early in the termn. But a fall
from Hobby's mantelpicee, into the
fender, had rather damaged it.  Aftey
manﬁ vain attempts to get 1t to “go”
Hebby had thrown it aside, and he had
been quite pleased to sell 3t to Fisher T.
Fish for a shilling, TFishy's idea was
that he would bo able to make it go, in
which case it would prove a very profit-
able transaction for Fishy.

Fisher T. Fish often guessed that he
conld do things, vntil he came to do
them : then, very often, he found ithat
be had guessed wrong,

The more he pulled, and poked, and
picked, and pecked at the works of
that clock, the less it looked like going.
Fishy was boginning to donbt whether it
weould go at all, indeed, whether ho
would ever be able to get all the various
fragments back inte the right placcs,
asnud give it a chanee.

H8n Fishy waz growing irritable and
annoyed : and lLie Elarn . 85 Billy Bun-
ter’s fat faco and big spectacles loomed
m at the doorway., .

“Git 1™ snapped Fisher T, Fish.

“1 say, old chap, I've looked in to
Lorrow—" began Bunter.

“Nothing to lend | Vamooszg ™

“1 want to borrow——"

“Nix! Beat it!”

*A sheet of paper,” howled Buntler.

“Oh!” Fisher T. Fish, who never
gave anything away, shook his trans.
atlantic head. A sheet of paper was a
trifling thing. &till, it was a sheet of

paper, and Fishy did not sec parting cl

with 1t for nothing, "“'Why can’t you get
a sheet of paper in your own study, you
fat clam?®”

“Toddy's there,” sald DBunter, “the
brute’s got a cricket stump. 1 mean,
wo've run out of paper in our study.
Blessed if 1 can see anything to cackle

akl I eav, got any unpot paper heve®”

* Nunk 1

¥ Oh, blow!"” said Buunter. “T want fo
stiek it up before that sheeny beast
cormes out of Mauly's study, £2Y, o
fly-leal out of a school book wounld do.
Where's your Latin grammar?’

“You piefneed pic-cani™ said Iisher
1. Fish. “You ﬁf;ura that Dm going
io l;:{t é'iim redooce the valoo of vne of ey

B3

“Oh, really, Fishy—""

“Forget 1t !? snapped Fizher "1 Fish;
and he turned his attention to the elock
again, Billy Bunter snorted, amd blinked
romtd the study table through his big
spectacles. A Hall's Algebm lay there,
and tha fat Owl Plckuﬂ i up.

M Look here, Fishy, it wont huet to
nip out the fly-leufe=*

Fisher T, Fish grinned.

"It won't hurt me!" he agreed.
“That's Bull's "
b, good 1 said Bunler., e opened

the bool, and there was the name, ™ J.
Bull ** inseribed on the fly-leaf.

Bunter chuckled.

Ha tore out that fly-leaf, and shut the
Book again. He spread tﬂu leaf wur on
a corner of the table, and dipped a pen
into the iokpot. Fisher T. Fish raised
no abjection to that progeeding.  Ink, 1%
was frioe, cost money; but it was sup-
gl:e:i by the school, se it did not give
Pishy & pain to sce Bunter uso it DBut
he watched tho fat jumior curiously,
wondering what he was up to.

Bunter traced & large capital ¥ 5% on
the paper. Ho followed 1t up with an
“H,” and then with an " E.”

Having got as far as " 3HE,” the [at
junior noted that two sharp transattan-
tiec eyes were watching him, and e
paused, : :

“I =zay, Fishy, vou necdn’t mention
this 1" hie said hastily, “T1 meon, therd's
nothing to mention, of course! 1"m ot
going to stick this on Newland's study
door, for him to sce when hio conres out
of Mauly's study.”

“h, Jorusalem evickets I said Eizher

T. FFish. :

2 Hﬂthiﬂg of tho kind!' assured
Bunter. “I'm not thinking of paying
him out for banging the door on wy
noze, or anything of that kind.”

Fighey T, Fish chickled. .

Billy Bunter blinked at him suzpici-
ously. There was a pain in his little, fat
nose, and & pain in his temper. He had
thought of a way of making Monty
Newland =it 1l.§ for banging the daor
on his nose. But he was going lo bo
very cautious about it.

Newland, of ecourse, would not like
being called o sheeny, cspeeially having
that uncomplimentary name stuck on
lis study door, He was quite likely to
Lick a fellow who stuck it there. Bilif
Bunter had aoften been Ekicked: tImu%l:
not ms often as he deserved. But Lo
had never grown to like it. Ho was on
the irail of vengeance; but he preferred
io wreak his vengesnce unkicked. 8o
caution was indicated. Bunter had his
own inimitable way of being rcautious.

“ The fact iz, thiz iz & note I'm going
to leave for Toddy in the study,” he
said, “That's all, old chap I

Bunter transferred the paper to the
window, whara it was out the ran
of Fisher T. Fish's keen eyes. Fishy
chortled, and returned to his task of
rr.-p:i:iring, or disrepairing, that obstinate

CHOH .

With the fly-leaf of Johnny Bull'a
school-book spread on the window-ledge,
Eillﬁ Bunter got going again. To tho
wH slready inscribed, he added
ANEY. This made the complete word
“SHEANEY.”  Spelling was not
William Georze Bunter's long suik,



Having written that word in large
capitaly, Bunter picked up the fly-leaf,
and blinked round at Fisher T. Fiszh.

“1 say, Fishy—"

“ Dog-gone this pesky clock !" growlcd
Tisher T. Fish, *“I1 guess I shan’t sec
that guarter again that I gave Hobson
for it! Search mo!" _ .

“1 say, pot & drawing-pin?” asked
Bunter.

(1 YEPJJJ'

“Good : that's what I want.” Buntes
held cut a fat hand.

“Drawing-piny cost money Y
Fisher T. Fish, over his shoulder.

" T.ook here, you stingy swab——=

" Aw, can it.”

Billy Bunter blinked round the study.
He found soeveral drawing-pins iu

uifi’s desk. Having annexed them, he
rolled out of Wo, 14: leaving Fisher T.
Fish still hard at work at repaivs, and

said

m

** No doubt you are aware why I have sent for yo

dismally.

with a—a pie. I have sent for you in connection with this 1** Mr. Quelch tapped a paper

more and more doubtful whether he
would ever see the shilling again thab
Le had given Hobby for that elock.

In the Bemove passage, tho fat Owl
rolled along to E"E:t. 9, which Mont
Newland shared with Dick Penfold.
Pen, he knew, had gone down to Friar-
dale after elass, to see his people, who
lived in the village. Newland was still
at tea in Maulv's study. DMost of the fel-
lows were ot tea.  But the coast was not
quite clear. Skinner and Snoop were
lounging in the passage.

“1 say, you fellows, had your teal”’
asked Dunter.

“ Mot yeb!” answered Skinner,

*Well, look here, why not go A
hnve it? Leaving meals late is bad for
the digestion !” Bunter pointed out.

Skinner and Snoop stared at him.
Why the fal Owl wanted to elear them
out of the passage, was rather a
mystery @ but elearly he did.

EVERY SATURDAY

*What bave you got there?’ asked
Skinner.

“Oh, nothing I" Bunter put lis fat
paw behind him. *Nothing at all, old
chap! I =zay, was that Stott calling yvou
from vour study?”

“What is that fat ass up to 7" asked
Snoop, staring at Bunter. *“The p::-t-t,sr
223 13 up to somcthing—but what !*

“{h, really, Snoop——"

“Wlav as well go 1" sad Skinner,
with 2 wink &t his chum: and they
went inte No. 11, Leaving the door
open, they peered out, to ascertain what

unter was up to. The short-sighted
Owl of the Remove, unaware that two
pairs of eyes were still on him, got busy
il onee,

Four drawing-pins, stuck through the
four corners, affixed the Hy-leaf of
Johnny Bull's Algebra to the door of
Study No. 9. Billy Bunter grinned

5

“You kicked me this morning,” said
Bunter. “ You needn’t deny it—you
Lkoow you jolly well did.”

“I jolly well did!” agreed Johany.
“And if you want snother, I'm jolly
well ready to kick you again!®

“Wall, perhapa you're going to get
jolly well kicked!” said Bunter. “If

MNewland kicks you, or punches your
head, T shall jolly well laugh! Yah!™

With that, Billy Bunter slammed the
study door, and rolled away—leaving
the FFamous Five staring. What Billy
Bunter's mysterious remarks mighe
possibly mcan, was & puzzle, and they
wondered, for & moment or two. But
piily for a moment or bwo—then they
forgot the fat existence of William
George Bunter, end football * jaw * was
resumed in Study No. 1.

e e L S T T
B

L .
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author of it ? ** he asked grimly.

at it That remarkable word,
“SHEANEY 1Y was there, ito greet
Monty Newland’s eyes when he ecame
back to hiz study after tea with Mauly.
And if he looked for the perpetrator, as
no doubt he would, there was & ¢lue, in
I-lm name “J. Bull ¥ written on the fly-
eaf!

Bunter chuckled, and rolled down the
passage to Study No. 1. Skinner and
Snoop clinckled as he passcd their door-
way. They knew now what Bunter
\'i'a.s up to, and it seemed to entertain
them.

The fat Owl uﬁmned the door of Study
We. 1, and blinked into that celebrated
apartment. Tea was over there: and
the Iamous Five, having recoverad
thetr usual good temper by that fime,
and no loenger thinking of ﬁlaupf'htermg
William Wibley, were talking football

“I say, Bull ! squeaked Billy Bunter,
Jolmuy Bull glanced round.

u, Bunter ! ** said Mr. Quelch sternly. “‘ Oh, no, sir ! ** sald Bunter
*I{ the cook has missed & pie, sir, I don’f know anything about It ! ** ** I have not sent for you in connectlon

on his iable. * Are you the

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Funny !
R. QUELCH, the master of the
M Remove, paused, listened, and
frowned.
“*Ha, ha, ha!*
It was a tremendous rvoar that came
to his ears

It camo from the Hemove passage.

Had Mr. Quelch been in his own
siudy, or in Hall, or in Commeon-room.
he would never have heard that outburst
of merriment from the quarters cccupied
by his Form. But Quelel, gs it hap-
pened, was on the stairs when that roar
pealed out, and it reached him wvery
elearly.

*“Ha, ha, hae'!”

Happy boyvish laughter was, of course.
a pleasing sound. Quelch had no ob-
jection to it. But he could not help
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suspecting that so tremendons an out-
burst indicated t-]mt- something rather
unusieal was going on in the Remeove
studies—piobably something that ra-
quired looking into by the master's eyes.

Mr. Quelch listened—and decided to
drop casually inte the Remove passage
and see.

“ Ha, ha, ha '” came the roar.

Mr. Queleh ascended the HRemove
staircase. Ho erossed the landing, and
glanced uip the passage. There were
soma Fifth Form men on the landing,
and he heard Coker remark to Potter:

“MNoigy little beasts! They want
whopping 1™

Mr. Quealeh affected not to hear that
remark, 4s he passed. 5till, he thought
it quite probakle that Coker of the
Fifth was right.

There was & swarm of fellows in the
Remove passage. Apparently they had
conta out of the studies after tea. They
were mainly eollected outside a study
half-way up the passage.

Vernon-Smith, Peter Todd, Russell,
and Ogilvy, stood just outside that
study, staring at the door, or at soime-
thing on tha door. Near them weve
Hazcldene, Tom Brown, Wibley, and
Besmond, and Morgan, all with their
eyes on tha same spot. All of them wero
roaring with laughter. Harry Wharton
& Co. were going along from Study No.
1, and g3 they joined the crowd, they
]::rmed in the roar. Fisher T\ Fish came
along, and Bolsover major, and Tom
Redwing, and Elliott, and Skinner, and
Snoop and Stott, and ell of them ya]ied
as they came. Mark Lm]e;r and little
Wun Lung camo out of Stnd { No. 13
and they chortled. Nearly all the Re-
mmove, in fact, was erowding round tha
door of Study No. 9—yelling.

Mr. Queleh gazed at them from the
end of the passage unnoticed.

He was quite puzzled.

It did not scem to be a “rag.” Mz
Quelch had beard a rumour that Hilton
of the Fifth had lately wandered inte
the Remove, and wandered out agam
jammy and =ticky. Perbaps he had
suspected that something of that kind
was happening agein. But clearly it
was not that. But it was somwthing—

thea Hemove master decided to ag-
cortain what 16 was.

He walked up the passage. o

As he did so, the door of Study No.
12 opened, and some juniors came down
the passsge—evidently drawn by thoe
raarzs of laughter. They were Lord
Mauleverer, Vivian, Bquiff, and Monty
Newland, But Mr. Quelch reached tho

spot befora they arrived thera.
“Fla, ha, ha!” the juniors were
IOATINE.

“Cave I exclaimed Smithy suddenly,
as he spotted Quelch,

“The beak I” murmured Bob Cherry.

The crowd made way for the Form-
master. The merry roar died away, but
they were still grinning.

“What iz all thia? What does this

mean, wWharton?”  exclaimed M
Quelch, addressing his head boy.
“Oh! Nothing, siv!” stammercd

Wharton.

Yernon-Smith, at sight of Mr., Quelch,
had backed ageinst the deoor of Study
Na. 9. Billy Bunter's placard on that
door was hidden from the official eye, as
the Bounder stogd thereo.

Mr. Queleh glanced round him.

He was surprised. He was s little an-
noyed. And he meant to know.
General sttention had been econeentrated
on the door of Study No. 9 before he
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reached the spot. But nothing of an
unusual nature wae to be seen there-—
except the Bounder leaning on the oak.
erncn-Smith 1 rapped Mr. Quelch.

“Dh! Yeg sirl”

FFEtEI} ﬂslf].l} LLE

The Bounder gave & slight shroeg.
Rilly Bunter's placard was not, uf
course, intended to meet the oflicial &
by the fat and fatuous Owl “!mut 3
had done his best to sereen it from that
pye. "That did not mean that he sym-
pathizsed with the gibe. Newland was o
popular fellow in the Remove. But ik
was the unwritten law to Leep beaks
out of Form matters when possible.

But it was not possible. Quelch, evi-
dently, had spoited the fact that there
was gomething on that study door which
had causzed that tremendous outbreak of
hilarity. And he meant to see it
Possibly he suspected that it might be o
paricature of some beak—porhaps of his
majestic self !

Bmithy stepped aside.  Then Me.
Oueleh saw what was on the door.
was the fly-leaf of & school book, pinned
there witﬁ drawing-pins, and bearicg,
in capital letters, the remarkable word

"SHEANEY [

AMonty Newland saw
Bounder stepped away. A flush camo
mto hm dark, handsome face., Dut all
the other fellows were |§;:ari|rmin§+ _

Mre, Quelch's brow grew thunderous.

“ Scandalous [ he ejaculated.

As Quelch’s cyo gleamed round, the
followa ceased to grin. The absurd mis-
spelling of the word had struck them as
funny; also, the fact that that mis
spelling gave an indubitable elue to the
authaor. Nobody in the Romove but
Billy Bunter would have boen likely to

spell tha word in that Crll?ﬂla] WY,

unter was off the scene—and thero waa
no doubt that he was quite ignorant of
the fact that he had left. an ynmistak-
able clue to his handiwerk. Which
seemed extremely funny to the HRe-
movites, and made them roar.

rparent]y it did not seem funny to
Quelch

“Wharton !

“¥es, sir!” murmured the captain of
the Remove.

“At what were you laughing ?*

“Qh! I—-I-1—-I1-I was—wasg—"
stammerad Harry.

“Do you see anything amusing in a
foolish, |1]ann.turud, and bad-mannercd
giba such as this?” asked Mr. Queleh.

Wharton colourcd hotly.

“No, sir] Certainly not.”

“Thon why were you laughing ¥

“Well, the way the word is spelt,
&) P )

“Is there anything of o comic pature,
in & fatuous and obtusa incapacity to
epell simple words correctly 7 asked Ay,
du-&lch.

“(Oh! I—I suppose not, sir!™ gasped
Wharton,

“¥ou are head boy of my Form,
Wharton. I am surprised at this ¥ zajd
Mr. Queleh. “I am very displessed.”

The Remeove was not laughing now.
They were not oven smiling. Harry
Wharton was crimson. Ho made =
mental resolve to kick Billy Bunter tha
length of the Remove passape, and back
again.

“MNewland !" said Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, gir!” stammered Mouty. His
Face was as rod as Wharton's,  DBilly
Bunter's 1diotie gibe was not agreesble
te him naturelly, and from tho spelling,
ke guessed who had done it. But from
the bottom of his heart he wished that
& beak had not barged in.

ik, as ths
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“MNeowland, I am sorrv for this!"” sand
Mr Queleh.  “ The perpetrator of this
foclish jest will be pumished. 1 regres
that the bovs of my Form should have
fancied that there was anything amus-
g in it. I apologise for the bad
manners of my Form, Newland ™

Monty Newland's face, already red,
became soarlet.

My, Quelch unhooked the paper from
the study door.

“Wharton! You should have taken
thiz down at onee! You will now find
Bunter, and send him to my study.”

“Oh! Yes sir!”

“Bull! Your name is on this paper.
¥You will take a hundred lines for da.
facing a school book, and another
hundred lines for being o party to this
unfeeling and absurd prank.”

“But 1 wasn't, sir!” gasped Johnny
Bull.

“Is that a flv-leaf from one of your
gchool books, or not?” demanded Mr.
Quelch.

“I-—I suppoze so, sir, but—"

“Then say no more!” snapped Mr.
Qualch,

With the paper in his hand, he walked
away to the stairs. The Removites, no
inng%r hilarious, looked at one another.

“That fat idiot!" growled Harry
Wharton. “I suppose it was Buyn-

tm_}!

“Unless it was Coker of the Fifth|”
grinnad Smithy. “Thoee two ars the
oaly fellows at Greyfriars who could
spell liko that 1

“I saw the fat ass sticking it up!”
chuckled Skinner. “He doesn't know
that anybody will guess that he did it.”

“And ho bagged a fly-leaf from one
of my books for it ! breathed Johnny
PBull. “And I've got two hundred
linee | Why, I—I—I'll-—*

Monty MNewland opened the door of
Study Neo. 9,*to go in. He did not
speak, and his fage was a little sct.

Harry Wharton tapped him on the
shoulder.

“Borry, Newland, old man!™ he said.
“Quelch iz a bit of an ass, you know.
We never meant——"

“0Oh, I've no doubt it was frightfully
funny !” said Newland, with a curl of
the lip. “Bunter's no end of &
humorist.”

“Oh, don't be an ass!” said the cap-
tain of the Remove. "“What we wers
daughing at was Bunter's spelling, and
the way he has given himself away,
thinking that .nobody would know who
had done 1t——~H"

“Well, laugh as much as you like;
I'm not stopping ]J]r'uu " eard Newland,
31'.“:1 he went inte the study and sghut the

L) g

“Billy ass!” said Hazeldene. * What's
he got his silly back up for?*

“Touchy ass!” said Bolsover major.

“The touchfulness is derrific!” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Bob Cherry opened the door of Study
No. 9. His face was red.

“"Look here, Mewland, don't be a
howling ass ! exclaimed Bob., “It was
jolly funny, whether you think so or
not=—see ¥

“Would wvou mind
door 7 asketd Newland.

“Oh, rats ™ said Bob.
the door—with a slam!

Harry Wharton, with a knitted brow,
walked away, to hunt for Billy Bunter,
and tell him that he was wanted in his
Form-master’s study. He had no doubt
that  there was a 'l.*-f]lau:-pn|_:nm%:.1 coming fo
Bunter, and he rather hoped that
Queleh would lay it on hard !

shutting that
And he shut

“ MAGNET ” TO YOUR CIRCLE OF FRIENDS ! 1

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bend over, Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER looked a littla
B uneasy as be presented himself
m  his Form-master's study.
Wharton had told him that he
was wanted, and he had arrived, won-
dering, with many misgivings, why
Queluﬁ wanted him. No fellow liked
being sent to his Form-master’s study—
least of all Billy Bunter, who had many
sins on his fat conscience. z

WNeither was he reassured by the grim
look Queleh gave him as he entered.
Glearé}', (?Llﬂlﬂh was  shirty—which
looked as if some of Bunter’s innumer-
able sins had reached his esars.

Bunter concluded that it was the pie.
Certainly he did not dream that it was
the placard he had stuck on Monty
Newland's door. Ile had covered up
his tracks sm:x:essiull{ in that matter—
or so he deemed. Written in capital
letters, thera was no clue to the writer—
o far as DBunter knew—and the name
“J. Bull” on the fly-leaf could only
put an ingquirer on the wrong scent—
EO lit seemed to tho fat and fatuous
Chwel.

Bunter had been very deep in that
little matter. Hiz idea was that Monty
Wewland, when he saw'the paper pinned
on his door, would jump to it that
Johnny Bull had done it, and would
punch Johnny for the same. Which, as
Johnny had kicked Bunter that morn-
ing, was all to the good. It did not
occur to him that Quelch had seen the
paper—he did not know that Quelch had
been up to the Remove at all. It was,
he thought, the pie—that was a very
recent sin on Bunter's conscience. Tea-
less, Bunter had roamed like & lion
seaking what he might devour—and in
the regions helow he had spotted, and
annexed, a plum pie. If Quelch had
heard of that—-

“ Bunter,” said the Remove master
sternly, * no doubt you are aware why I
have sent for you.”

“0Oh, no, sir,” said Bunter dismally.
“I haven't done anything, sir. I haven't
bean below stairs at all.”

"whﬂt ?JI

“If the cook has missed a pie, sir, I

don’t know anything about it. It's not
fair to put it on me, sir.”

“A--a—a_pie!” said Mr. Quelch
blankly. He was not thinking about
pies,

_ “Yes, sir! I mean, no, sir. The fact
is, 1 don’t care for plum pies, sir—"
lum pies?”
“Not at all, sir!
had that plum

I—I wouldn't havae

ie if it had been offered
to me! I—I dislike them very much,
air.™

“Upon my word I* said Mr. Quelch.

“M-m-may I go, sir "

“You may not go, Bunfer! I have
not sant for you in connecction with o
—a—a pie!”

“0Oh lor'! Haven't vou, sir?" stam-
mered Bunter. “I—I wish I hadna’t
mentioned it now, But—but I never had
it, sir I—I hat plum pies—"

“But I shall inquire of Mrs. Kebble
whether a pie 15 missing, Bunter,” said
Mr. Quelch, in a grinding voice, “and
if such proves to be the case, I shall
send for you again.”

“Oh erikey !”

“Look at this, Bunter!” Mr. Quelch
tapped a paper on his table with a lean
forefinger. “Are you the author of
this %" o

Billy Bunter looked—and his little
round eves almost bulged t!‘.lm::gh his
hig round s&acl:uclea at the sight of the
fiy-leaf of Johnoy Bull's * Algebra,”

with the weird word “SHEANEY IV
inseribed on it

e realised that it was not a matter
ﬁf ,Frubvraiding. It was not the pia
| L i

ad abstracied from the kitchen; it
was not the bag of biscuits he had
annexcd from Coker's study, or the

apples he had found in Hobson's study
in the Bhell, or the pot of jam he had
discovered in the study of Cecil Reginald
Temple of the Fourth. None of thesa
matters had come to his Form-master’s
knowledge. It was his gibe at Monty
Mewland—and for some utterly mys-
terious reason, Quelch thought that he
had done it.

Bunter ¢ould not begin to gucss the
TEASO, In matters of grub-raiding,
fellows naturally thought l::% Bunter first
thing. DBut why should anyone suppose
that he had done this?

“1 am wmtini for wour answer,
Bunter I rapped Mr. Quelch, as the fat
Owl of thie Remove blinked at the paper
on the table.

“Oh! Yes sirt
starnmered Bunter,
that before, sir ¥

“Did you not write it, Bunter i

“I, sic? Oh, no, sir !"” gasped Bunter.
“Is—isn't that & leaf from one of Bull's

books "
I have punished Bull

No, sir! Oh, sir!™
“I—I've never geen

“ It is, Bunter.
for allowing one of his school books to
bo defaced—"

“0h erikey!”

“Dut I am assured that Bull did not
write this. He would not have spelt the
word in such a manner.”

“0h, Bull's a good speller, sir ! said
Bunter eagerly.
~ *1 am aware of it, Bunler. This word
is incorrectly spolt.”

*Is—is—is it, eir? gasped Bunter.
This was news to him.

“This word—to eall it a word !—
should be spelt with a double E, Bun-
t“ﬂﬁhﬁﬂ;"pp‘*d tha Romove master,

“Buch an sbsurd and obtuse error in
orthography, Bunter, indicates that the
word was written by the most backwsrd
mamber of my Form.”

“0Oh! If you mean Cherry, sir—"

i E.-“hut- 3

“{r—pr Mauly—"

“1 mean you, Bunter! You are the
most backward boy in the Lower Fourth
—the only boy in my Form, I am thank-
ful to say, capable of such absurd ortho-
graphical errors{ This iz your work,”

“Oh dear! I mean, no, sir! Not at
all! I—I never did it! Besides, 1t was
only & jig—jig—jg—"

“ A what?" gasped Mr. Quelch,

“A ]ig—iu —jig—)oke, sirl” stuttered
Bunter. *Just a jip-joke, sirl I—I
think Newland rather likes being called
a sheeneoy, sirl It—it amuses him [

“Then you admit i, Bunter?"

“Oh, no, sir! I never did it! I never
went to Fish's study for a sheet of
paper, and I never took that leaf out
of DBull's * Algebra.’ You can ask
Fishy, sir. He was there.”

“He—he was thera? repeated Me.
Quelch, almost dazedly.

“Yes, sir. He's a witness,” said Bup-
ter hopefully. *“And as for sticking it
on Newland's door, I—I shouldn’t have
thought of such a thing. I never knew
you were going up to the Remove, sir,
or I wouldn't have done 1t."

“Then vou did it?”

“Not me, sir! Oh, no! I—I like
Mewland, I—I like Jews, sir; thev
—they're =0 nice. I never thought of
paying him out for banging the door
on my nose. Besides, ho didn't—
nothing of the kind !®

“Upon my word " gaid Mr, Quelch.
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“If Nowland thinks it was me, sir,
ho's quuta mistaken I*

“You should not eay *If Newland
thinks it was me,’ Dunter! Have you
no sensa whatever of grammar? You
mean, I presume, *IF Mewland thinks
it was ID'F"

, “Oh, no, sir!
it was youw."

" Wha-o-t4"”

“He knows you wouldn't do it, sir
stammered Bumter, " I—1 dow’t sup-
pose Nowland thinks it was you, sirl®

Mr. Quelch garzed at that hopeless
member of his Form.

*You—you—you incredibl obtusa
boy I” ho gasped at last. "I did not
mean to imply that Newland might
think anything of the kind. I was in-
structing you, Bunter, in th%pl'ﬂper usa
of the nominative case. ou should
not use the accusative caseé when the
rules of grammar require the use of tha
nominative case. You should not say ' If
Nowland thinks it was me——""

“DBut—but I didn't say Newland
thought it was you, sir!” said the be-
wildered Owl. “I said thas if New-
land thinks it was me—"

Afr. Queleh breathed hard and deep,
and gove up grammatical instruction
for the moment, He picked up his cane.

“It it clear, Bunter, that vou wroto
this ridiculows gibe., I disapprove of
it very strongly.” 1 shall make my dis-

Newland can't think

EJI!I

approval clear by canimg you., Bend
over that chair, Bunter!”

“But—but I never 2

“Bend over that chair ! hooted Mr,
Quelch,

“Oh crikey 1V

Bunter bent over the chair.

Whack, whack !

“YTowl Wow !

“You may go, Bunter [”

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow |

Bunter went. He went wriggling.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Wibley the Goal-Getler !

£ TUART GORDON 1" said Harry
Wharton.
“Bounds Bcotch ! remarked
Bob Cherry. )

“The Bcotchfulness i3 terrifiel”
grinned Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh,

“ Sork of second cousin, twice removed,
or something I said Harry., “I knew
I had some distant Scotch relations,
hunt I've never seen any of them. FPd
bo rather glad to see this johnny.”

“Coming  here?” asked = TFrank
Nugent,

“1f he does, we'll get & haggis in for
him 1” said Bob. “I'll ask Elgl;]v:,r what
a haggis is. I suppose he knows™

“Fathead 1™ sal Robert Donald
Ogilvy.

“And we'll speak to him in Seotch !
said Bob. “I can speak a little Scotch |
It's s richt braw night the noo! I
don't Lknow what it means, but it's
Seoteh. Isn't it, Oggy?”

“ Ass [Y sald Uggy.

It wss morning, in break, and a
number of fellows had gathered round
tha rack for letters. There was one for
the captain of the Remove, fram his
unele, Colonel Wharton. It contained
rather interesting news for Harry. Mr.
Stuart Gordon, of Dundee, having made
a_journey southward, had called at
Wharton Lodge, and was staying there,
and Mr. Stuart Gordon was a cousin,
onga or twice romoved, of the old
colonel,

“My unclo says he would like to see
Greyliriars while he's in this country,”
said Harry. “So I dare say he will
drop in on & half-heliday. I'd like to
gea him.™
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“MNot much good sceing lum, old
chap,” satd Billy Bunter. " A Seotich-

man ain't likely to tip you, you know,"
“You fat ass!”

“dMight drop in Wednesday,” said
Bob. ra shall be aver at Higheliffo
ﬂ-“{]"“—""

“Then he ean comoe over and see us

lay ¥ said Harry., “Couldn't eut a
ooter mateh, even for & jolly old rela-
tion I've nover seen hefore.”

“Tell you what,” said Wibloy.
“Why not stand out of the match—"

£ Wha,b?”

“And put me in—"

“¥ou blithering foathead 1”

“I'm Erettjr good at centre-forward !”
said Wibley persuasively. “Look here,
if your Scotch relation comes here on
Wednesday you're bound to be a bit
civil to him.  Scotchman are rather
punctilious, you know. You can't sheer
off and leave him to it. I'Hl play in
your place—"

“T'H aceept that offer—"

* rood

“When we play Higheliffe at marbles
and———"

“What "

“Or kiss-in-the-ring |
miateh, though 1

“Ha, ha, ha!”

William Wibley glared at his Form

Not at a footer

eaptain.  Wibley was keen to play
Higheliffe, but certainly not at marbles
or kiss-in-the-ring !

“¥ou checky ass 1™ ho hooted.

‘“Shut up, Wib, old man !" said Harry
Wharton, laughing. *Stick to your
theatrieal stunts, and don't bother about
Soccer. ] play vou in & Formn mateh
noxt time we whop the Feurth. But
you'ro not good enough for School fix-
tures, old bean. You can ;:-Ea:,r Hamlet,
but you can't play Hoccer.

“T can play Soceer better than I play
Hamlet I hooted Wibley.

“Then your Hamlet must be the
rottenest performance ever ” chuckled
RBoh Cherry. “And that reminds me,
we haven't seragged you yet for tip-
ping over the table in the study yester-

av [

Willlam Wibley walked away.

Tha Famous Five reomained in a
group, dizeussing the letter from Whar-
ton’s uncle, and the possibility of his
Soottish relation dropping in at Grey-
friars. Monty Newland was standing

near them, reading a letter.  Billy
Bunter transferred his attention to
Monty.

Ho had been interested in Wharton's
letter from home, but lis inc_itcmst in it
coased at once when it proved to contain
na remittance. Mﬂnt-::.l"j Newland, how.
ever, had drawn a pound note from the
letter he had received, and Bunter, on
the spot, forgot his prejudices on the
subject  of = “sheenys,” Newland'a
neople were rich, and Billy Bunter. like
the Roman emperor of ancient times,
believed that the smell of all money
was swoet.

“1 say, Newland, old chap—" mur-
mured Bunter.

“Buzz off, you bloated bluebottle I”
eaid Nowland, without looking up from
his letter,

*0Oh, really, Newland——"

“ Hook it. porpoise [V

“Yah!l Sheony ! said Bunter. And
then he “hooked it ™ promptly enough,
If thers was no whaek in that pound
nota for Bunter, Montague Newland
became a “sheeny agfain gn the spot.

Nowland planced after him as he
went, half-inclined to follow him and
kick him. But tho fat Owl was not
worth the tronble. _ _

Harry Wharton put his letter into his
pocket.

“Time to punt a ball about before the

bell goes,” he saidh “Come en! You
coming, Newland ¥

“Bure you want a sheeny? achked
Monty, with a curl of the lip.

Harry Wharton gave him a sharp
lock. He had already forgotten the
meident of ihe previous afternoon, but
ha saw now that it lingered in NWeow-
land’s mind.

“Now, look hers, Newland 1” said the
captain of the Remove guietly. “ Don't

a. fool. Nobody here calls you a
gheeny, except Bunter—and no fellow
with any sefise takes any notice of that
fat dgs

“Yes have a little sense, old man!”
said Johnny Bull. *“That fat ass made
s silly remark about Scotchmen a few
minutes ago, but Oggy didn't go off at
the deep end about 1t. Can't you have
as much sense as Oggy ™

MNewland coloured,

“Borry " he said. “I'm nof really
tonchy. All serene! Let’s go and punt
the jolly old leather.”

And Newland went out into the quad
with the Famous Five. Some of tho
Remove were punting an old footer
—which Smithy had %mught intg the
quad—about. ibley was among them,
and, as it happened, ho had the ball at
hia feet as the Famous Five came along
with Newland.

Wibley's eyes gleamed. Ha called out
te the other fellows round him:

“ILeep clear, you chaps| Thi= 15 for
Wharton

“What the dickens—" exelaimed tho
Bounder.

“Whevton thinka I can’t shoot for
goal " gaid Wibleyt **Well, I'm going
to show him that I jolly well can, by
landing this footer right on his boka,
Stand clear I .

“Oh, all right!” Smithy chuckled,
“Don't get the wrong man ¥

“Am I likely to?"” snopped Wib,

“Very, I think I” grinned Bmithy.

“Ch, don’t be an ass !”

Wibley placed the ball, and ealenlated
carefully as the half-dozen jomors camo
across from the House, Really, 1t was
not an casy matter to land the footer on
one particular face smong zix, at the
distance; but Wibley had no doubt that
he could do it, and he was going to.

That would prove to the captain of
the Form that Wib could shoot for goal,
which he doubted. And as the ball was
muddy, from having rolled in several
puddles, Whartor’s face was likely to
be in a rather grubby state after tho
leather had landed—which would serve
him right. .

Wibley kicked, the fellows round him
standing e¢lear and grinning as they
watched.

The footer Hew.

Crash |

Right on a startled faco among (ho
approaching six it landed.

But it was not Wharton's face. It wan
Newland's. Newland was farthest from
Wharton. Ne doobt that was why tho
hall landed on him. It came near

issing the lot.  Unfortunately for
Maonty, it did not quite miss.
Taken utterly by surprise, Moenty

Newland went over backwards, as if
ho had been shob.

There was & Toar.

“(ioal I

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“Oh erikey I'"' gasped Wibley, staring
in dismay at what he had done.

AMonty Newland sat and spluttered.
His face was streaming with mud from
the hall, and there was a trickle of red
through the mud from his nese. He
blinked and spluttered wildly.

“YWon silly ass, Wibley!” roared
Wharton. ‘' What the dickens did you
do that for 7"



Th& ball left Wlhtar 5 fnnt and ianded full in Monty Newland®s face.
as if he had been shot. There was a roar.

“You potty chump!’ yelled Bob
Cherry.
“"Ha, ha, ha!™

@ I—I—1 meant—" stuttered Wibley.
“Ooooogh 1" gurgled Newland. Hao
serambled up. **You ass, you fathead,

you chump! Look at me!™

“Ha, ha, hal”
“Urrgh! Owl Ooocogh! Why, I'll
gerag  you, you blithoring fathead !

vellod Newland. And he rushed at the
dismayed Wibley, grabbed him, and

rolled him over.
“ =TI say—"" gagped Wibley, “I

say——  Yurrrgghh 1" he gurgled, as

Monty Newland rubbed his face in a

puddle. * Uurrggh!l Wurrggh 1"
“Ha, ha, hal”

“There, you iathc&d!” gasped New-
land. **Mow vou're as muddy as I am.
I've a jolly good mind to punch your
nose, tool’

“Gurrgh! You ass! Urrggh! I-1
meant 1t for Wharton!” apluttered
Wibley., “I never meant it for youl

Gurrgh! T meant it for—— Wurgh 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!” welled the B&undeh
YWibh waa going to show Wharton how
he could shoot for goal. He's shown
vou instead, Newland.”

““Ha, ha, hal"

“Why, you silly ass, I wnas yards

from Wharton I** gasped Newland., *If
you meant it for Wharton, how the
thump did you land it on me?”
rrerggh ™ was Wibley's reply, as
he dabbed mud. “Yurrggh!"
“Hﬂ'p h’&' hﬁ' r

**He, he, he [* eackled Billy Bunter.
“1 say, -:m fellows, you want a wash |
He, he, he !”

W:b’lay a.nd_ Monty Newland certainly
did want a wash, and they went in
scarch of one, leaving the other fellows
velling.

“You've seen Wib's style as o ponl-

ttar now, Wharton,” chortled the

ounder, “That would make thom
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“Goal ! * Oh crikey
done, ** Dm:mugh e gurgleli Newland.

open their eyes at Higheliffe. Are you
going to shove him into the team, now
you have seen what he can do?"

“I den't think!I" chuckled Wharton.,

And even William Wibley, as he
moppad mud from hia face, realised
that that display of his powers as a
goal-getter did not entitle him to o
place in the team for Highelife.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
No Sale !

ISHER T. FIBH came down the
F Remove passago after tea that
day, and stnpped st the door of

E-t-u::i_'j.f No. 6. He tapped at that

door, and [Jushml it open. ‘Thres
juniprs were In the stody—William
ihley, Micky Desmond, and David
Morgan. Wibley was trying on some
of his theatrical pgadgets before the

g]a:aa, and Micky and Morgan were
grinning.
Wibley was not in the best of
tempers.

At the moment he was making up his
face to represent Bhylock, as he was
planning & pnrfurmance of the **Mer-
chant of Venice,” by the Remove
Dramatic Soclety. At this sort of

thing, Wibley was a pastmaster, He
could make up as any character. He
cotld impersonate almost anybody. He

could change his features and his volce
to suit. Harry Wharton had been the
chief of the Dramatic Bociety beforo
Wibley came to Greyfriars, but he had
willingly stepped down in favour of s
fellow who counld play hizs head off in
that line.

But, like many fellows, Wibley was
not satisfied with deoing the things he
could do well. He wanted also to do the
things he couldn't do well. He fancied

e
—
e

Tnl:an uiterly by surprise, Monily went over backwards,
! gasped Wibley, staring in dismay at what be had

himself at games; bul, in point of fact,
he gave too much time to hizs theatriesl
stunts cver to excel at football. A
fellow could not do everything; and
when Wibley was keen on theatricals,
he would cut games practice almost
entirely, which really was not the way
to shine as a footballer.

Now, as he dabbed his face before the
glass, Wibley was talking, not of the
“ Merchant of Venice,” but of the High-
cliffe match due on the morrow. That
was why Micky and Morgan were grin-
nin Both of them were better foot-

Ears than Wibley, but neither of
thﬂl’l‘l had been picked to play at High-
clife, keen ss they were. Wib's foot-
ball ambitions made them grin.

“That ass, that fathead, that cuckoo,
can't Beo lt.!” Wibley was remarking,
as Fisher T. Fish opened the door and
locked in. "“But I should be jolly uae-
ful at Higheliffa, The fact iz that
Wharton's not much good as a skipper.
I've told him so.”

“Faith, and that was hard on him
intirely 1" said Micky, with a private
wink at David Morgan, who chuckled.

“He's talking about pleying Now-
land,"” wnnt on Wibley. " Newland's a
ood ch ap, and I like him—but does
fm play Soccor like me?"

“If he did, Wharton wounldn't play
him at Higheliffe, old chap,”” said
Morgan.

“¥You eilly asst” roared Wibley.

”Ea%l vou guys!” remarked Fisher

ﬂlhlﬂr stared round at him.

“Hook it " he snapped. Wibley, as
alrendy stated, was not in a
temper; and he did not like the busi-
nessman  of the Remove, anyhow,
“Take vour face away, Fishy—if it ie
& face, and not a hatchet 1V

Tae Maower Lismany.—No. 1,408
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“ Aw, can it, old-timer |™ said Fisher

T. Fish. “I guess I've got something
here for you to look at.™
Fisher T. Fizsh stepped into the study,

and placed a clock on the fable. It
was the little clock for which he had
given Hobson of the Bhell a shilling,
in the hope of get-tin%lit. to “go,” and
trading it again at o higher figure.

Fishy had not succeeded in getting
that ei::ck to “po.” All ho had sue-
ceeded in doing was to make it abso-
lutely certain that that elock never
wau!fi go again. He had packed the
works back inside the case, and closed
the same on them; but as nearly every-
thing had been jammed into the wrong
place, and several of the parts had
heen bent or broken, Fishy no longer
entertained the faintest hopa that the
clock would ever tick.

He had sbandoned the hope of mak-
ing a profit on that clock. Ilis hopes
now were concentrated on g“"?ﬂ'g back
the shilling it had cost him. That wus
thl ha had brought it to Wibley's
study.

It-Fwaﬂ not easy to find a purchaser
for a clock that obviously would not
go, even at the low price of one
shilling. Turning this urgent mafter
over in his cute transatlantic mnd,
Fishy had thought of Wibley as a last
resource. _ _
“Look st that, Wib, old man!" said
Fisher T. Fish, in his most persuasive
tones. “That's s handsome clock, 2nd
& guy in the Shell gave a guinea for
it. ain't saying 1t's a good time-
keeper—"' W

“Tt doesn’t sound like it, anyhow,”
remarked Micky Desmond. “Bure I
ean’t hear it tick.” o

“It's going cheap,”’ said TFisher T.
Fish. “I'm only naf:ing' 2 bob for it.
That ain't much to you, Wibley. You
spend pounds on your theatrical
stunta.”

“What the thump’s the geod of a
elock that doesn’t go?” demanded
Wibley.

“If that clock would go, I'd esk you
ten bob for it,” answered Fisher T.
Fish. “But it looks all right. Now
you'ra always fixing up theatrical
seenes, and in some of them you want a
clock. In a play, it don't matter
whether a clock goes or not—see? You

stiok it up on the stage, and it's O.K,,
fur as looks go. What about -it "
"{h,tal” grunted Wibley,
W E.u i

eag—"

“ Bosh I’ anid Wibley.

Fisher T. Fish snorted. Wibley was
his last hope in disposing of that clock.
It really was & nice-looking litile elock,
and no doubt would have served its
turn in & theatrical scene in which a
clock was wanted,

But Wibley had three good reasons
for not buying that clock. First, he
was in 8 bad femper; second, he did
not like Fishy; third, he had expended
almost the whaole of kis available cazh
on his Shylock costume. But for those
threa reasons very likely he would have
added that eclock to the theatrical
properties that overflowed Study No, 6.

As it was he shook his head im-
patiently, and turned back to the glass,
end dabbed grease-paint.

“Now, loock here, Wibley, old man !”
urﬁed Fisher T. Fish,

Cheese it I'* said Wibley, over his
shoulder.

“That’'s a handsomo clock e

“Quite unlike its owner, then,”

“I'm willing to sell that clock for
what I gave for it."

“ Buzz off ¥

“Mebbe you'll be fixing up a play
where a clock’s wanted, and it would
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jest come in handy and useful,” urged
isher T, Fish, ]

Wibley glared round with & stick of
grease-paint in his hand.

“Will vou hook it, you American
asa {" he exclaimed. “(Get out, and
take vour rotten clock with you l®

HI EHEEE a2

“ 8hut the door after youl”

“1 reckon——" _

‘Ring off !" roared Wibley, *“Get
out| Buzz off ! Your face worries me!
Your voice gives me a prin! Take
them away and bury them!”

Fisher T. Fish’s eyes gleamed. Hard
words break no bones, and Fisher T.
Fish would not have minded any
number of hard words if he could bave
dono business in that study. Buft it
was clear that there was no busincss
doing—that elock was going to be left
on his bony hands. .

“Aw, can it he snapped. "I puess
you've got your mad up, because you
ain’t a vearthly chance of butting into
the football. That's what's ]f)iting
vou 1.”-

Micky and Morgan chuckled,
Wibley glared.

“¥You stick to grease-paint!” said
Fisher T Fish derisively. “You can't
play foatball! Why, if Wharton put in
a bonehead like you, the guys'd lyuch
him. And I'll say he'd sure have asked
for 1"

Wibley put dewn his stick of grease-
paint. He was putting in some prac-
tice at make-up; but his mind was
running on football, Fisher T. Fish's
jeers touched hinr on the raw. He did
not answer Fishy; he came across the
study at him, with & rush.

“Aw, wake snakes!” gasped Fisher
T. Fish, as the exasperated Wibley
rasped him and whirled him into the
doorway. “Hyer — what the John
James Bmwn—}"arunh—l‘greut Abraham
Lincoln! Whoo-hooop !’

Fisher 1. Fish flew into the Remove
passage, and sprawled there. His
voice, on its top note, woka all the
cchoes. Fellows up and down the pas-
sage stared at him—other fellows
opened study doors and looked out.
Fisher T. Fish sprawled and roared.

“Aw!l You pesky Ipie-cun.? Whooo-
hoop! Ow! Woaow ! guess I'll maeke
potato-serapings of youl
Oocooogh 1¥

Fisher T. TFish scrambled up and
made a jump at Wibley, in the door-
Way.

A bony fist landed on Wibley's nose,
and he velled. His nose felt as if it
had been punctured. But Fishy landed
only one—then Wibley sent him bump-
ing back to the passage foor sgain.

“Man down I yelled Bob Cherry, up

the passage.
“Ha, ha, ha|”

and

I sure will!

“MNow come on againl!”  roared
Wibley. :
“Awl Carry me home to die!”
Ensped Fisher T. Fish, sitting up
azedly,. "Aw! Go and chop chips,

you pesky piecan! Give me that clock,
vou slab-sided mugwump—and I guess
I'm through with you 1"

Wibley turned back to the study
table, grasped the clock, and hurled it
inta the passage.

Crash! Smash!

Then Wibley slammed the door.

“Hearch me ¥ gasped Fisher T. Fish,
And he gazed in consternation at the
clock. 1t lay in fragments. If it had
been certain before, it was doubly cer-
tain now, that that clock would never
“go.” It nad, in fact, gonc—gone for
pood! What was left of that clock
required to be swept up with a broom;

and Fisher T. Fish, gazing at it, almost
gibbared with weathy

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Pay Up !

L A, ha, ha!”

H Thers was 8 crowd of
fellows in tha Remove pas-
gage now—and they wore all

laughing. Onply Fisher T. Fish was not
laughing. If there was anything of a
comio nature in this, it was cotirely lost
on Fisher Tarleton Fish.

“ Mum-mum-my elock ' gpasped Fishy,
“I guess I gave a quarter for that
pesky clock ! Look at it 17

*Ha, ha, hal”

The Remove fellows looked at the
c¢lock and “chortled.

“Iooks like a goner!” remarked
Bob Cherry.
HTha gonefulness is terrific 1

“ ¥Yaou figure that I can get it together
again |* ﬁaqu_d Fisher 1. Fizh,

*All the king's horses and all the
king's men couldn’t do it1” chuckled
the Bounder.

“I've got a bottle of glue, ¢ld bean,”
said Monty Newland., -

“Glue I hooted Fisher T. Fish,

“%n, ha, hﬂ i =

HY¥ou pesky mugwumpl asped
Fishy, !zn-:l;:;g_ at Newland. "Igg'm:-na
that galoot Wibley 15 going to pay for

that clock, It's set me back a quarter,
I guess™

He hurled open the door of Study
No. 6. :

“ Hyer, you Wibley | he roared.

He tramped in. The next moment he
reappeared—with arms and legs Hving,
and landed among the fragments of the
clock. A howl of laughter greeted hia
FEAPPEATrance.

“Aw!l  Wake snakes!” spluttered
Fisher T, Fish, as he crashed.

‘“Ha, ha, hat”

Wibley's door slammed ogsin,

Fither T. Fish staggored to his feet.
But he did not reopen the study door.
He seemed tired of arguing the matter
with Wibley.

“Hyer, you, Wharton ! he gasped.

“"Here 1" aaid Harry, laughing.

“I guess you're head boy of the
Remove—you got to see fair play 1
-gfu.ﬁpad Fishy. “Look at that clock]
That galoot Wibley's emashed it! I

uess I ain't losing the beb 1 gave for
that clock. You got to make Wibley
square, or else I'm going to Quelch,
pronto. You year me toot 1" :

“You've still got the clock,” snid the
captain of the Bemove, “and if New-
land lends you his bottle of glue——=?

“Ha, ha, ha1*

“I'm asking you!” roared Fishy, wild
with wrath and with apprehension of
the total and irreparable loss of a shil-
ling. “You going to make that guy
Wihley shell out¥

“ You make him I suggested Nugent.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 guess I'm going to Queleh.”

Fisher T. Fish started down the
passagao. .

Harry Wharton grasped him by a
bony shoulder, and spun him back.

“I'Nl

“ Never mind Quelch I'” he said.
speak to Wibley 1"

Hoe tapped at the door ¢f Study No. 6
and threw it open. William Wibley
was cleaning off grease-paint.  Micky
Desmond and Morgan were chuckling.
Wibley swung round as the door
opened, clenching his fsts. But as he
saw the captain of the Remove, he
unclenched them.

“OhI” he said. “¥oul”

“Little me, old chap!” =zaid Wharton
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smicably. “You've smashed Fishy's clock—" )

A .:[’1% smash Fishy, too, if he puts his bony mug in here
again |

g“I guess I want a bob for that clock I” howled Fisher T,
Fish over Wharton's shoulder. “You hear me whisper 7"

“¥You can want!” snapped Wibley.

“You've sure broken it up i

“T'Il break you up next!’ .

“I'm going to Quelch—I'm sure going to Quelch! I guess
I’p:hg'c-ing to be paid for that clock " shrieked Fisher T.

ish.

“Hold on, fathead !” sard Harry. “Now, Wibley, old
msan, you've smashed Fishy's elock! No reason why yon
shouldn’t smash Fishy—but you mustn't smash a man’s
pru%g.ﬂp (#ive him a bob, and have done with it !”

& ELTS -lH

“My dear chap, you can't make an American lose money
—it’s cruelty to animals !” urged Wharton, "It will darken
I'ishy's life to his dving day if he loses a bob !

“Ha, ha, ha!” ]

“(h, blow him and his silly clock I" hooted Wibley. |

“If ho goes to Quelch ?ue;ch will make you pay for it,
you know | Pay up—and then kiclk Fishy along the passage.
You can take out a bob’s worth in kicking.”

“1 guess—" .

“8hut up, Fishyl! Now, then, Wib, old man, be reason-
able,” urged the captain of the Remove. *Pay up and look
pleasant.

Wibley gave an angry snort. ; .

He was feeling more dispesed to reduce Fisher T. Fish
to tho same state as the clock, than to indemnify him for
the loss. 8till, he had to realise that Fishy had a claim.
The clock was done for, and a shilling was rot, after all, a
large sum. There was no doubt that, had the matter been
brought before tha Remove master, Wibley would have had
to make the loss good. d there was no doubt that Fisher
T. Fish would bring it before Quelch, if he was not squared,

“QOh, all right {"* said Wihley at last,

He ran his hands through his pockets.

“ Blessed if I think I've got a bob [® ho grunted. “I've
been blowing my cash on props for the * Merchant of
Venice.,” Let's see!”

Wibley sorted out p sixpence and s number of ecoppers.
Fisher 1. Fish extended 2 bony hand through the doorway.

Sixpence was dropped into the lean palm. Five penniez
followed it, one after apother. Theon a halfpenny, After
which Wibley groped in his pockets in vain, Elevenpencs
halfpenny was the sum total of his cash resources.

“Waell, that’s all right 1" said Harry. Not having had the
advantage of being “raised” in “Noo ¥ark,” Harry
Wharton attached no importance to the odd halfpenny,
% Buzz off, Fishy !

Fishy stared at him.

“1 ain't paid yetI'" he
vou learned arithmetic
come.”

“Ha, ha, hat" yelled the fellows in the passage. Fisher
T. Fish’'s meanness was s standing joke in the Greyfriars
Iiten'iﬁse; but this struck the juniors as the limit. They

owled.

Fishy glared round at them. He could ses nothing to
laugh at, in a guy exacting -his just due.

“Aw| Pack up the enickers!™ he snapped. “I guess 1
ot to be paid! I'H sure tell a man that if I ain’t pald
I'm going to Quelch 1"

“ You've paid, you stingy swab ! snapped Wharton.

“There's another ha’penny to come ain’t thero 1"’ hooted
Yisher T. TFish. . _

“0Oh, don’t be such a Jew !’ exclaimed Wharton, in

;apgad. “Can't vou count? Ain't
There's another ha'penny to

disgust.

%m moment he had spoken, the captain of the Hemove
felt ss if he could have bitten off his tongue. DMonty
ngla,né:]'a was among the many laughing faces looking into
ithe study.

The laughter faded out of that
Newland stepped back, setting his lips.

Wharton flushed orimson.

He hed spoken without thinking; but, all the more,
perhaps, because of that, his words hurt.

“{h, sorry, Newland, old chap !* he stammered, “I never
meant: i .

MNewland walked uwp the passage without spesking. An
uncomfortable silence fell on the crowd of Remove fellows,
Tisher T. Fish's voice broke it. _

“I guess I'm waiting for that ha'penny! T guess I ain't

oing without it1 I guess I got to be paid! 1 guess—
%"aruummmh I® .

Harry Wharton turned on him ard grasped him. It waa
all Fisher-T. Fisn's fault. Unintentionally he had insulted
a fellow whom ho liked and_ respected, and all through
Fisher T. Fish's mean groed. Really, it would have been
judicious on Fishv’s part to ring off just then. But Fishy’s

(Continued on next pdge.)
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mind
penny |

Now, however, he was given zome-
thing else to think of. Even Fisher T.
Fish forgot the other hallpenny zs he
whirled over in the grasp of the avngry
captain of the Remove.

Ha flew thmugh the stady doorway,
and landed crashing among many feet.

“Kick him back to lus study ! ex-
claimed Wharton.

**Hear, hear "

“Go it 1”

waz set on that oiher hali-

“Yarooh! I guess— Yoooop! Il
say—— Whurrrocoop | Let up, wou
guys! Let up, you pesky jaysl Aw,

carry me homa to die! Yoo—hooooop [

Flow many feet helped Fisher L. Fish
up- the passape he never Lknew., Ha
knew that he rolled headlong into Btudy
Mo, 14, feeling as if he had been under
a lorry. What was left of Fishey T,
Figh sprawled there, splutfering.

But 1n his bony hand the elevenpence-
halfpeony was still fiemly clutched.
Lven with half the boots in the Remove
thudding on him, Fisher T. Tish had
not unloosed the clutch of that bhony
hand, and the elevenpeuce-halfpenny
was safe |

THE NINTH CHAFTER.
Wibley's Last Word !

RANK NUGENT smiled faintly.
It was prep in the Hemove,
and Wharton and Nugent were

at work in Study No. 1.

Wharton had a rather clowded face.

Every now and then he paused and
sat thinking for a minute or two, and
then resumed. Moeeting Nngent's eyes
in one of those pauscs, he coloured a
little, and Nugent smiled.

“Thinking about
asked.

“Well, yves,” said Harry uncomfort-
ably. “I—I"m afraid he was ruiher hurt
by what he heard me say in Wik's

CF ]

Noewlamd ¢ he

study, Of course, I never meant any-
thing. It was only a way of speak-
Il.n TF

“Of course,” said Frank. “ And Now-
land’s 2 sensible e¢hap. T dave zay he's
forgotten it by this time ™

“I—I bope zol I should hiale him to
think me the same kind of blitherin
idiot as Bunter! Bother that tic
Fishy! I wish I'd given him another
kick or twol”

“Kick himm again after prep|?

Harry Wharton laughed.

"1 think I'll drop in and speak to
Mewland after prep. He can't really
fancy I meant to wound him. DBuat—but
it's beastly unfortunate. Anyhow, his
name's in the list I've put up in the
Rag; he's down to play in the High-
cliffe match, and that ought to show him
that there's nothing in it—only a fat-
headed slip of the tongue.”

Prep was hardly over whon there was
a tap ot the deor, and Wibley looked
inta Study No. 1.

I hear you've .put up the football
list, Wharton |” he said, with a rather
grim look at the captain of the Remove.

if YES 1]!‘

“Ay namne in it ¥*

“"No, ass ™

“Who's down as outside-leflt, tlon®”

“ Newland !

“ Newland 1 repeated Wibley., “From
what you said in my study, I shouldn’t
quite have expected you to pick
Newland.”

Harry Wharton reddenad.

“ ¥You silly ass!” he exclaimed angrily,
“Newland ean play your silly head off !
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And_ what I said in your study had
nothing to do with Newland.”

“He seems pretty sore about if,
whether it had or not!” said Wibley.
“And I c¢an tell you, it was jolly bad
manners |**

"1 know that,” said Wharton quietly.
" Now shut up 1™

“Well, loak here, I like Newland all
Tlﬁ‘ht whether you do or mnof, and
whether he's a Jew or not,” said Wibley,
" But it's silly rot sticking him into the
team for Higheliffe when you've got a
better man availabla! I don’t agree,”

“ Please yourself about that, fatbead 1
" Leave him outf 2

*“Cheesa it 1"

*And puat me in—"

“Fathead 1™

“He ecan't play Boceer like mie—"

“Nobody ean, except Bunter and
Coker of the Fifth 1

“¥You cheeky ass!” roared Wibley.
“Look here, I don't agree 1o Newland
being given my place in the eleven—="

“Can’t you go and talk rot somewhere
¢lsa ¥

“Aod I'm not having it!" roared
FETIIEIEI excitedly. “Bee? I won'tsiand
|

“Are you wound up ™

“1 tell you—"

“Rata I’

“Look here, Wharion——"

“(rive us a rest!?

Wibley glarced at his Form captain.
He seemed inclined to rush into the
study and express his feclings by

assault and battery.

M ¥ou—you—you ass 1 he said, “You
silly fathead! 1 ean tell you this, I'll
Jolly well mako you sorry for yourself
if you leave me out! That's iy last
word 1"

“ Thank goodness for that!™

Wibley gave him another glare, and
turned and tramped away to the stairs,
There was no doubt that William

Wibley was in a highly exeited and
indignant state. .

“*Hold on, old bean! ealled out
Frank Nugent, laughing. “There's
going to be supper 1n Bob's study.
Cowe and tell us about the jolly old
play.”

“Rats I” retorted Wibley, ever his
shoulder; and he went on to the stairs.

That reply showed how deeply wrathy
and mdignant Wibley was, A study
supper in Btudy No. 13 was a cheery
function which, as a rule, any fellow
would have been willing to ,ie:-in, And
seldom, or never, did Wibley loze a
chance of talking about the latest play
he wns organising for perfermance by
the Remove Dramatic Society.

But for the moment amateur
theatricals had been relogated to the
back of Wib's mind. He was thinking
of SBorcer, which, he was absolutely
uwssured, he conld play quite as wel]l as
he could play Hamlet.

From Wib's point of view, the captain
of the Remove was an ass who could
not tell a man’s formm. That opinian
was frequently held by fellows who did
not find their names in the football list.
Hazeldene, 1 facr, had expressed tho
very same opinion  when he foundd
Squifl's name down for goal. So had
Bolsover major when he had read the
names of J. Bull and M. Linley as
backs. So had Russell when he found
that the names in the half-back line
were R. Cherry, T. Brown, and ER.
Penfaold.

Wibley tramped downstairs, with a
frowning brow. Ile was deeply and
intenzely annoyed and indignant.

He went into the Rag to look at tha
football list—pinned, as usual, on the
door there. Ilo was the first fellow

down after _pmg. and there was no one

clee as yet in the Rag. .

g Wibley staved at the list, end snorted.
t ram:

U5 Q. U T Field; J. Bull, M.
Linley; R. Cherry, T. ﬁruwn, R. Pen-
fold; H. J. R. Singh, II. Vernon-8mith,
H. Wharton, P, Tedd, M. Newland.”

. The captain of the Remove lhad put
st & lot of thought and trouble over the
selection of that list. Ogilvy would have
played at outside-left but for a kick on
the ankle ab games practice that put
him out, of course. Wharton had been
strongly tempted to put in his best
chum, TFrank Nuﬁﬂb. who was keen
{encrugga to play, But Monty Newland
had shaped so well of late, that he felt
bound to give hivr the place, and Frank
accepted the situation philesophically.
William Wibley, unfortunately, was not
cqually philosophie.

A place had heen available for
Wibley, and that place was filled by
another fellow who—in Wik's opinion, at
{Eaﬁt-—was naot in the same street with

im.

Wibley glared at the name,

He liked Newland; most of the
Remove fellows did. Newland took a
friendly interest in Wib's theatrical
atunts, which made Wib hike him a1l the
more.  But SBoccer was Soccer! He
liked Monty personally, but he hated
the sight of his name in the list for tha
Highcliffe match. Ho glared at it,

Then he drew an indelible pencil
from his pocket, and, after a moment's
hesitation, drew a thick lino through the
natmu of Monty Newland, scratching it
OUT.

“There ! grunted Wibley. ¥ That's

that 1"
This was, of course, only an ebulli-
tion of temper on Wib's part. He did
not suppose that the eaptain of the
Rrmove  would leave that  namnie
sc1atched out.  But finding it thus
sergtched would shew Wharton what
one fellow in the Remove, at least,
thought of him and his capabilitios as
foothall skipper.

For any fellow to meddle with the
football hst, after it was officially
posted by the cuptain of the Form, was
fearful check, likely to lead to drastic
reprizals as soon as it was discovered,

n his present truculent mood, Wibley
cared nothing for that.

He put the peneil back in his pocket
and stalked out of the Rae. Ho had
plenty to do in his study in conncetion
with the " Merchant of Venice,” shortly
due for production by the Remove
Tiramatic Bociety. And he did not
want to listen to footboll “jaw  in the
Rag, as he was out of the football,

=0 Wibley went back to his study in
the Roemove, leaving that amendment of
the foothall list to meet tha general eve
when the move came down. And
that, as he had said, was that!

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !

e ARRY WHARTON tapped ot
il the door of Study No. 9 in the
Romove passage, and looked in.

Newland and Penfddd, who
shared that study, had finished prep,
and Pen was Eutt-mg his books away.
Aonty Newland was still sitting et the
tazble with a cloud on his brow. He

lanced up at Wharton's face, at the

oor, and his brows knitted a little, a
%Imrr caming inte his eyes. The captain
of the Remove coloured uncomfortably.




Ile wanted to seo that little matter
right, but it was not emsy.

Iewland was not a fellow to take
offence whero none was meant, as a
rule. Billy Bunter’s fatuous gibes
about “shecnys ' did not rufle him very
imuch; neither had he gone off at the
deep end on one occasion when Bkinner
had playfully painted three brass balls
on his study door. He could take a
jest, even on the subject of his descent
i'mm the ancient roce of Israel. DBut
Wharton's unfortunate remark Lad
stung him very deeply. It hurt all the
more because Wharton was not an ass
like Bunter, or & “tick ™ like Skinner,
and the fact that it had been utteread
involuntarily and unthinkingly scemcd
to him to indicate that it revealed a
deep-seated and instinctive repugnance.
It mndicated nothing of the lind, in
wint of faet, but ihat was how it
aoked to Newland, and he was hurt
and resentful.

Dick Penfeld glanced from one to the
other, and looked uncomfortable. He
left the study, and went along to seo
Kipps in Study No. 5, Kipps being in-
terested in hiz hobby of photography.
Wharton and Newland were left alone,
rather to Wharton’s relief.

“Look herc, Newland,” said Harry,
coming directly to the subject when Pen
was gone. “I'm sorcy I saicd that fat-
headed thing this aiternoon in Wib's
gtudy. 1 never meant anvthing by it."

“] don't much cors if wyou did!”
ancwered Newland.

“Well, I don’t suppoze you do, but as
it happens, I dido't!? gaid Harry good-
temperedly. “Now, come along to
supper in Bob’s study—will you #*

‘Thanks—no 1"

“Docs that mean that you've got vour
back ulp [ i .

Newland shrupped his shoulders.

“If so,

. old
chap !” sai

guu*r& rather en ass,
Harry.

EVERY SATURDAY
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Smash !

“Leave it at that!®

“Well, T don't wars to leave it at
that!™ said the captain of the Remoave,
after a pause. “You've made me fecl
rather mean”

“That's because you've done a mean
thing ! said Newland coolly.

“Oht Is it?" said Harry
hiz faco flushinge.

“Yes, it is! I'm not ashamed of
being a Jew, but if T were, it would be
meen to throw in a fellow’s face a thing
he couldn't help.”

“I nover meant anyihing of the kind,
you fathead! It waa just a waoy of
speeking—meaning  nothing 1n  par-
treular—>"

“ Do you generally talk without mean-
ing anything in particelar?” asked

warrly,

Newland, with a ocurl of the lip. “I
don’t think you said it on purpose,
becpuse you  knew was there—I

wouldn't mind so much if you had. It’s
becanse it came ount without thinking,
that 1t shows how yon fecl about Jows—
and if you feel like that, the less you
nave to say o me, the better.”

“But. 1t dido’t—it dossn't—it's all
rot ' said Harry, hardly knowing what
to say. “I said it becausze Fichy was so
heas TEAN o He broke off,
realising  that that was not making
rantters better.

“¥es, he was beastly mean, so you
said ‘Don't be such 2 Jew!? Yon
didn’t say ‘" Don’t be such a Yankee' "™

“Well, that would have put it better,
because really that was what I meant,”
sald Harry, lovghing., *“Let 1t go at
that, then.”

“Certainly: 1 don't
about 1t."

“Oh, bother ! said the eaptain of tho
Remove. “Look here, don't bo an ass,
and pet shirty about nothing. )

“My dear man, I'm not shivty, especi-
ally about nothing. Tf yvou fecl like

want to talk

o2 |18

**Aw ! Carry me home to die ! ** gasped Fisher T. Fish, as the exasperated Wibley whirled him out of the study into the
ga, * Glve mo that clock, you slab-sided mugwum

passa p—and I guess 'm through with you ! **
clock and hurled it after Fishy. Crash !

What was left of the clock required to be swept up wiith a broom !

e

Wibley grasped the

that, I'm not blaming you—but Id
rather you kept your distance."”

“But I don't, fathcad! I'vo looked
in ta ask vom to supper with uws in
Boly's study. Does that look as if I care
a boiled bean whether you're o Jew, or

8 gipsy, or a Mesopotamiant™ ex.
claimed Wharton impatiently.

“Yes, I can sco ;uu‘ru BOITY,” @as-
sented Nowland., *Thanks for that

much. But leave it at that—and leave
ma alone.” -

Harry Wharton set his lips a little.
and stepped back inte tho doorway.
But thers he paused. He was getting
angry, but ho realised that, a3 the
fellow who had given offence, it was nog
for him to be angry.

Newland opened s “ Holiday Annual.”

“1f you've fAinished—"" he remarked
casually.

“1 hoaven't!"” said Wharton rather
gruffly, “T admit I said a thoughtless

thing=—-n rotten thing, if I'd mennt any-
thing by it, which I dido’t. Yen're a
silly asa to fancy thera was anything
more than that in it. Why, von duffer,
I've put your naome inte the list for
Higheliffe. Doos that look ns if I care
twopence whether you're & Jew or
not

“Better take it out again!®  saiid
Newland sarcastically. “Fellows may
not like & Jew in the crowd.”

“Oh, don't talk rot.”

“Better take it out, anylow,”

“Well, I won't!"

“Then I will ™ said Newland, “Don‘t
play the fool., Wharton! You can’t
stand Jows—and you've shown it=-well,
leave it at thatl It's decent of you to
fcel sorry that you've Lwrt & fellow
who’s never offended you—but you can’t
wash it out by giving me a ploce in tho
footer eleven, and asking me to supper.

{Continucd on page 16.)
T Maoxer Lispsanvy.—No. 1,498.



16

iz immllg_lm

F .' E‘
§ oy L] f] :

34x fellows, Newland's gob hias

t'F,. MK, 3 1'.':'__ 1__1 . =
cRicHARDS B _ et LT

(Continued from page 13.)

Take my name out of the list—or when
1 go down, I'll eross it out myself.”
g\'huttc-rfs eyes Hashed.

“You'd better not meddle with my
foctball list I he said. * You're making
a fool of yourself, Newland, but you'd
better not make & fool of yourself to
that extent.” i

“T shall do as I've said—unless you
do it1" said Newland coolly. “And if
wou don't like it, you can lump it. Take
the name out.” ;

“I've o jolly good mind to take you
at your word!” snapped the captain of
the Remove. " Places in ithe footbell
clevon are not going begging.”

* Do it, then!™

* Look hera——"

“You might shut the Joor after you—
if that's not too much civility to waste
on & Jew!”

“Oh, go and eat coke!” exclaimaod
Wharton, and he went out of the study,
and shat the door after him—with o

slatn,
He went along to Bob Cherry's study
with a ruffled brow. A cheery party

was gathered in that study for aup_,?r-—
four members of the Co, and Mark
Linley and little Wun Lung. They all

lanced at Wharton's frowning face as

& came in.

“Hallo, halle, hallo! What's the
jolly eld row?™ asked Bob, ,

“Mhe rowiulness appears to be terrific,
to judge by the frown of preposterous
fury on yvour csteemed and idiotic
brow ™ remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh. “Has tho esteemed Loder ad-
anigistered the whopfulness

“That ass Newland !” growled Whar-
ton, “He's %{Iﬁ his back up over what
I said to Fishy, He wants me to take
his name out of the eleven.”

“Billy ass 1™ said Johnny Bull. “But
that's all right—he will change his mind
about that Newland's keen on Soceer.”

“He zave he will eross 1t out himself
il I don't!” Wharton breathed hard.
“By gum, if he has the cheek to touch
the football list, I'll—"

“No, you won't, old chapt” snid
Mark Linley in his quict way. “What-
ever he may do, it's up to you to take
it quietly, in the circumstances.™

harton loeked rather grimly at the
Lancashire junior for o moment. Bub
hiz face clearad, and he hnndiiind.] i

*I suppose yvou're right, Marky, o
man hg aaig? “*Whatever hcydﬂﬂs,
'l let him rip—but—"

“1 eay, you fellows——" squesked a
fat voice at the door.

“Oh, blow away, Bunter ! snapped
\harton.

“0h, realls, Wharton! I suppose
Bob can ask & chap to supper in his
own study, if ho likes!™ said Billy
Bunter 1;'1-1!;*:1:11!{+

#Nobody asked wvou, sir, she said[”
gang out Bob Cherry.

“1 hope vou're not going to he mean
about a stndy supper, Bob, I'm poing
to ack vou to a supper in Study No. T,
W m{' postal order comes! say, 1
heard Wharton ask Newland to come

Tue Macxer Lipranry.~No. 1,498
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herve—=I suppose
than a sheeny

“Buppose apatn, old fat man—and
do your suppﬂﬁing on the other side of
thet deor ! suggested Bob., “And shub

EP“H rather have me

the door!"
“QOh, really, Cherry! I say, rou
back up

through Wharton jeeving at him about
Jewg—-"

"I did nothing of the kind!” roared
Wharton,

“My dear chap, that’s all right—I'm
not blaming youl” said Buntor. %1
can’t stand sheenys! They're suspici-
ous! I wus going to bring a cake hers
nnd stand my whack in the supper, you
know, anly that beast Newland is stick.
g in his study, just as if he suspected
that a fellow was after his cake——"

“Oh erikey !

“Jew all over!” said Bunter dis-

Eﬂ.‘rﬂ.gmgly; “As if I"d touch his cale ]
Yharton's quite right about Jews, and
I can jolly well say—— ¥aroooooh I*
. Why Marry Wharton sat him down
in the Remove passage DBunter did not
know, But he knew that Wharton did
—hard! The door of Study No. 13
slammed on him, and supper in that
study  proceeded  without William
Gieorge Bunter.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

A Double Misunderstanding !
ONTY NEWLAND rosa from
his chair in Study No. 9,
pitched his * Holiday Annual 7
acrosa the table, and grunted.

Ho had sat there for half an hour or
more with the book on his knee, but he
had read hardly a word of that en-
trancing volume.

He had been thinking—not plessant
thoughts.

The outcome of his refloctionz was
that he had rather made an ass of
himsalf.

He was not by nature a suspicions
fellow, but he realised that in his re-
sentiacnt he had allowed himself to

Ine suspicious,

That Wharton was sorry for havin
given offence was clear, but a little
refleclion showed him that the captain
of the Remove was hardly likely to give
him & place 1n the fmtga.!! eleven for
that reason, :

Such an idea was, in fact, absurd—as
calm reflection made ¢lear to Montgy.
Moreover, he recollected that thers had
been discussion on that very subject
days ago; Wharton had thought of
putting him in, and almost decided to
do so, long before that unfortunate in-
cident had occeurred.

Ho lhad been pub in the Remove
eleven on his merits; he had to concede
that, having reflected.

Eut, in that case, what heecame of his
uneasy suspicion that Wharton had a
repugnance for Jews, whieh had been
vevealed in 4 hasty moment ¥ Evidently
it was all moonshine.

It was uncomfortable to reflect that,
though Wharton had been in the wrong
in the first place, he had allowed Ius
resentment to place himself in the wrong
in the secoud place—and still more in
the wrong.

He moved restlesaly about the study

for a while, and left 1t at last and went
downstatrs.
clouds of rezentment havi

cleared away, Monty Newland was his
cheeriul, good-tempered szelf again,
anxions to see Wharton and to assure
him that it was all night. He waa still
more anxious to ses the football list
with his name in it.

It wasg his first chance of Ip'.laying in
& big fixture—and the Higheliffo match

was one of the slar malches on tho
Hemove list. Lver since that termn had
started Monty had been slogging av
games practice, in the hope of getting
such & chance. Now it had come his
way ho had been within an aee of throw-
ing 1t aside, from what he wow realised
was ungrounded resentment. He was
f,‘la& that the captain of the Remove
1ad not taken him at his word,

He ztrolled inte the Bap with a
cheery face. Thero were a good many
of the Remove there, thought not the
Famous Five, who were at the study
supper in Study No. 13; or Wibley, who
was neck-deep in his theatrical gadgets
in his own atudy. All the fellows in the
room glanced at Mewland as ho came
in, and fwo or thres of them laughed—
Skinner and Snoop and Billy Bunter,

“Bo you're seratched, after all, Nows
land, old man{” said Vernon-8mith,
“Head a row with his nibs—or what ?”

Newland started.

“Beratched 7 he repeated. * What
de you mean?"’

“Didn’t you know?? asked Hazel,
with a grin,

“IHe, ho, he!"—=from Billy Bunter.
“1 say, vou fellows, 1 jolly well know
that arton wouldv’t have a sheeny
in the eleven! I bet he was only pull-
ing Newland's leg all the time ™ -

Youn fat ass!” said Peter Todd.
“Wharton muost have meant to play
him,. or he wouldn't have put up his
e,

“He, he, he ! chuckled the fat Owl
“He’s ehanged his mind, then !”

1 dare say he’s poing to chove
Nugent in,” remarked Bolsover major.
1 know he's keen to play his pnl. But
he can't have made up ir'va. mind yet;
there’s no fresh name written in.”

Monty Newland, without speaking,
fixed his eyes on tho foolball list,
pinned on the door.

His name was there, a3 Wharton had
told him, but through hiz name was
drawn & thick stroke of an indelible
pencil, soratching it out.

Evidently that chan in the pro-

ramme had been under discussion in
the Rag when he came in. 1f there was

a vacant place in the team again, many
fellows were keen to 6l it, but the
Fmﬂra-] opinton waz that 1t wonld go to
Frank Nugent. It was natural that the
captain of the Remove should play his
best chum if he could—and it had heen
between Nugent and Newland, If the
latter was scraiched, there was little
doubt that the place wonld go to the
former.

Mouty stared at the ‘pnper.

His cheeks whitened a little in the
intensity of his anger. e did not, of
caurse, doubt that it was Wharton's
hand that had crossed out his name.

Nobody but the football eaptain had
g right to touch that list; nobody would
have dreamed of doing =0, or dreamed
that any other fellow had done so.
William Wibloy, in allowing his wrathy
indignation fo carry him to such n
length, had done a thing that was, so to
speak, not dona.

Wharton had seratched him—that was
Newland's only possible belief.

Perhaps, in a way, he might have ox-

cted 1t. He had told the captain of

18 Form that if his name was left in
that list he would himself scrateh it out,
That was cheeky enough to rouse the
ire of any football eaptain.

N |

The fellow might have given him a
chanes. Wharton had expected him to
forgive and forget & hasty word. Could
ho not do the same himsclf! Had he
]UMPEd at this chance of getting rid of
tho *sheany 7

Monty had come down to the Eag
with hig mind cleared of sulky suspicion,



ready to tell Wharton frankly that he
was sorry for having rebuffed him; to
wazh out offences, and carry on as if
nothing had happened.

Now all was changed.

A hasty word—that had been enough.
Wharton had been going to a study
supper—he was there now—he must
havo cut down to the Rag first on_pur-
pose to scrateh out that pame. Bo it
soemed to Monty-—so, indeed, it could
not fail to seem to him, .

The anger and indignation which he
had banizhed revived in  redoubled
force, but the consciousness thet a score
of pairs of eyes were on him made him
control himself. He turned from the
fogtball paper and glanced at the
fellows round the room with an air of
carelossness, L

“8o that's that!” he said lightly.

“No czheenys admitted?” chortled
Bunter.

“Shut up, you fat aszz!” growled
squiff.

*Dh, really, Field—-" i}

“Have vou been rowing with Whar-
ton, old thing?® asked Lord Maule-
verer, “Man chouldn't row; lot of
unnecessary trouble.” .

“ Wharton wouldn't leave him out for
that, it he had,” said Tom DBrown. “A
row has nothing to do with Soccer.”

“Well, no,” said Ogilvy. “But New-
land isn't a worse footballer this
evening than he was at tea-time.
Wharton put him in. Why has he
taken him out "

“¥Yoes—why, Newland?? asked the
Bounder.

“My dear men,' dravwled Newland,
I can’t undertake to explain the mys-
terious workings of the mighty intellect
of our Great Panjandrum. Doesn’{ his
Highness speak as one having authority,
saying ‘Do  this,’ and he doeth it%
Aren’t we all here-to jump when Whar-
ton saxa jump, and to sit back when
Wharton says sit back ™

" Hear, hear 1 grinned Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“1 say, you fecllows, YWharton can't
stamnd -S'J:ews, you know ! zaid Billy
Bunter. “He felt bound to give News
land a chance becavse he c¢on play
Soccer, but he jolly well jumped at an
excuse for dropping him.”

Montv Newland breathed hard. Billy
Bunter was not a fellow whose judgment
was much respected in the Remove—
eepecially by the keen, sagacious Jewish
junier—but on this occasion Monty had
no doubt thar the fat and fatuous Owl
had hit the right nail right on the head.
A sense of duty as Jootball captain, no
doubt, had caused Wharton to put the
name in, and a hasty word had given
him an excuse for seratching 1t out-—

and he had jurn?-nd at it
“Newland, -ofd man,” said Peler
Todd, “T suggest kicking Bunter gll

l."l;I-LEI'Id
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the Rag and back again.”
h, reallv, Tod 2

“Not worth the trouble,” answered
MNowland, with a shrug of the shoulderys.
“It's our noble Form eaplain who wants
kicking.”

" Gorng
Skinner.

Monty glared at him.

“Porhaps,™ he answered coolly: and
with that he walked out of the Rag,
leaving the Bemove fellows in g buzz.

He went up to the Remove passago.
As he passed Study No, & Wibley looked
out. ~ Wib. putting in some practice
making up as Shylock, was wriggling in
8 gab&r{lmﬂ rather too tight for him.

I say, come in ‘nd lend o fellow o
hand, Monty 1” callad ont Wibley.

Newland stared at him, Wibley's
face, made up as Shylock in the play,
was rather startling at & sudden view.
In hiz make-up, Wibley looked much

te  kick |him®™

erinned
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more Jewish than Monty did—very
much more, There was no doubt that
Wibley, whether he eould play Soccer
or not, was & great man in the theatri-
cal line.

“Is—is that you, Wibley?" stuttered
Newland. " You ass!”

Wibley chuckled.

" Burprised you?* he asked.
it was your grandfather
dropped in, what? Ha, ba!”

“Tathead I’

“Well, come in and lend me a hand
with this gabardinge——"

“Busy |7

“Oh rats ™

Wibley backed into his study with a
snort.  Monty Newland went on to
Btudy No, 13, There was a chesry buzz
of voices from that study, where supper
was nearly over. Hm-.'iand tapped at
the door, and looked .

Harry Wharton & Co. looked round
at him,

“Hallo, halle, halla!” roared Bob
Cherry. “Trot in, old bean! Better
late than never!”

“I haven't come to supper, thanks!”
sald Newland., “I've looked in to speak
to Wharton 1"

"“Go shead ! sayd Harry,

Ie gave the Jewish iiuniﬂr a cheery
smilo; hoping that, by that time, Monty
had got over hiz temper., Which,
indeed, would have been the casze, but
for the musunderstanding that had
arizen, owing to Wibley's reekless act in
the Hag.

The smile faded from Wharton's face
as he read the expression on Newland's
face, NMonty was cool—very cool—bhuy
his lips were set, and his eves glinted,

“I think you're a rotter, Wharton "
said Monty Newland, very distinctly,
“That's what I ecome here to say—a
rotter 1"

“Think
suddenly

“Ia that all?" ashked Llarry, very
quictly,

“That's all 1"

“And enough, too?’ roared Bob

Cherry. " Get out!”

Monty did not heed the angry Bab.

*I've ¢nlled you a rotter, Wharton,”
he said evenly. " If you don't like it—
I believe fellows often don’t like the
truth—you know what to dol In the
gym, any time, with or without gloves.”

With that, Newland clozed the doar
and walked away.

The supper-party looked at
another. Harry Wharton's face
pale with angor,

He half-roze: and Frank Nugent put
a hand on his shoulder, and he sat down
again. Wharton drew a deep hreath,

“Right "' he said. “Let it passt If
he chooses to take offence where 1
meant none, let him, and be blowed to
him. It's nob worth scrapping about,
I'mm done with the silly ass”?

After supper Wharton went down to
the Rag. Ilo passed Newland in the

emove passaza without 2 word or &
look. DBut Newland’s name was still—
o far as Harry knew, at least—in tho
Higheliffe list: and after the latest inci-
dent. he was doubtful whether he could
leave it there, But when he glanced at
the paper on the door of the Rap, he
saw that that matter had been already
decided,

Newland's name was marked ouf !

That Newland had done as he had
sald that he would do, and taken his
own name out of the list, was Wharton's
natural thought. It wes an unaveid-
gble misunderstanding on both sides

Hiz eyes gleamed ot the pencilled-
out name. But he had rosolved that he
would not quarrel with Newland: he
had given the first offence, and it was
up to him to steer clear of o row if he

ot
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could, A dozon fellows looked at him
23 ho looked at the list.
Without spesking, Wharton toock a
encil from hiz pocket and wrote “F.
Nugent ™ under the namae that had been
f{ﬂﬁﬁ-ﬁd out, Then he walked out of tha
ag.

—

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Plotting & Plot ]

[ OQRDON
G AMonty Newland eaught that
name, witeved by one of the

Famouz Iive, ss he poassed
the chums of the Remove in break next
morning in the quad,

He did not look at them and they did
not look at him. :

After what he had said to the captain
of the Form in DBol's study the previ-
ons evening, he had rather ex ed a
scrap fo follow, Wharton had let the
matter drop where it waa, He simply
ighored Newland's existence: and the
Co. naturally, followed their leader,

They had beon friendly enough with
Newland; but if the fellow chosa to
make a foud out of what was, after all,
a trifle, they had no patience to waste
en him. They were, of course, totally
unawara of Wibley's action, and of the
m:’isunﬂerﬁtanding 1t had caused on both
S10as,

Newland walked on, with a set face.
Mast of the Remove were thinking, and
talking, footer: and Newland’s thoughts
were on the same subject. He would
have given much t¢ be in tho team thet
was going over to Higheliffe School that
afternoon, to play Courtenay's eleven.

It was not as if he had been an ass like
Wibley, fancying he was good enough
for the game, when the case was other-
wise. The football captain had put him
in, evidently thinking lim good enocugh.
Ha had cut him out again, why? Monty
compressed his lips, as he thought of
that. A hasty word had ii\'en him the
excuse, and he had chucked the Jew.
T'hat was how it looked to Newlend, and
it was natural that it should make him
wrathy.

The Famous Five, unheeding him,
went on with their talk., They wera dis-
cussing  Wharton’s  relative, Stuart
Gordon, who had been mentioned in the
old colonel’s letrer. The Scottish gentle-
nan was coming down to have a lock
at Greyiriars on =ome hall-holiday soon,
but no date had been mentioned. It
was possible that he might pick that
very afterncon, in which caee, if he camea
in fime, he ¢onld be aecommaodated with
a seat in the motor-bus teking the foot-
ballers over to Higheliffe, if he cared to
seo the game, as the juniors had no
doubt that he would.

“{Fordon I Newland repeated to him-
solf, as he walked on.

Newland had never seen Mr. Stuart
Gordoa, of course, or ever heard of him,
till he had heard the talk about
Wharton's Scottizh relation. But he had
come across a good many Gordons in
his time, of his own race. That grand
old Seottish pame was extensively
borrowed by childron of lsrael.

A grin came over Monty's [ace,
banishing the cloud thereon.

Wharton barred Jews, did he? And
his relation was named Gordon, was he?
What if his relation furned out to be,
not o Seotsman, but a Jew, like so
many Gordons  and  Stuerts  and
Camoerons?

Monty ehuckled ab the idea.

Wharton had never secn that distant
relative, He knew that., Whatever ho

Toe Macxer Lisnary.~—No. 1,498,
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looked like, wlen he turned up at
Greyfrisrs, Wharton would be bound
to amu% him as the genwine article !

And William Wibley, who could im-
personste anybody, and ?ln}' any part
unaginable except that of a footballer,
was deeply disgruntled, had, in fact,
declared his intention of making Whar-
ton *sit up” for leaving him out of the
Soocer |

Wiblev would jump at this.

What o lark !

Newland laughed aloud at the idea:
and Smithy, who was passing with
Hedwing, glanced round at him.

“Hallo! Feeling bucked at cutting
the footer i asked the Dounder.

Newland laughed again,

“Ohi, frightfully 1” he said.  *Been
Wiklev '™

“Wibley? It was the Bounder's turn
to laugh. “0Oh, ves, he's over thera by
thie  olms,  lookin like tho TFirst
Murderer in one of his jolly old dramas.
He's not =0 bucked as you secm to be,
by being left out™

Monty Newland walked away towsrds
tho elmse. There he fonnd William Wib-
Iew, looking, if not cxactly like o First
Murderer, at least very clouded and
Erim.

Wibles had realised by this tine that
Iis was not going to play football at
Higheliffe. He was as far as aver from
realising that he was not good enough
for the game. And so far he had not
beent able to think of any way of making
t'hﬁca.ptnin of the Remove sorry for hin-
self.

Even his cheek in meddling with the
football list had led to no result: there
itad not been a row on the subject,

Most of the fellows took it for granted
that the football captain had altered his
mind and cut that name out. Wharken,
who knew—at lcast, believed that he
knew—that Newland had done it, let it
go at that; in committing that cheeky
action, he had simply anticipated Whar-
tow's intention, and saved him  the
trouble of drawing a pencil through the
name of Monty Newland,

S0 that reckless provocation to the
captain of the Form had been rather
like a damp squib, Wharton had not
even remarked on it

He dicd not, in fact, seem to remember
that Willian Wibley existed at all. Wib
was keen to remind him of his existence,
in some unpleasant, devastating way.
Bot low?

In tlat mood, Wilbley waz locking on
fhe universe with'a jasundiced eve when
Afonty Newland joined him under the
elmas.

* Anrthing special on this alternoon **
asked IN ew_lancf

"No!" prowled Wiblev., "I suppoce
you know that silly owl is leaving me
out of the footer. What are you grin-
ning at, blow you®

“0h! Nothing, old bean! What abont
a theatrical stunt?”

“Jollv good chance for o rebearsal of
the *Blerchant of Venico' on o half-
holiday,"” snorted Wibley. * But ncarly
everybody will be out”

“1 =saw yvou veésterday in your get-up

as Shylock I said Newland., *“1t was
jolly good 1™
"OF course it was!™ said Wiblew.

“Fven that fathead Wharton docsn't
make ont that I can't act, though he
fangies I can't play footor.™

“Well, I've got an idea—"

“Take it away and boul 161"

“You'd like to make Wharton sit up

a litfle?™ _ ‘
“ELY Wonldnt I just?” =aid
Wibler. “If that's the idea. coogh it

upl 1 ean’t very well whop him for his
Tuwe Maoxer Lisnany.—No. 1,498
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cheek—not the thing!
couldn't—he could make
me. What's the idea?™

“¥ou've heard of his Scottish relation,
Gordon i

“Eh? Yes. What about him?”

“He may drop inte the place to see
Wharton, from what I've heard. Whar-
ton’s never seen him. BSuappose, just
before they -start for Highcliﬁe, 50T
frowsy old bean dropped in a

Wibley atared. )

“I don't suppose Wharton's Scottizh
relation is & frowsy old bean,” he said.
“What the dickens do von mean ™

“Couldn't you do 167"

Wibley jumped.

e o iﬂ ejaculated.

“¥ou've done a lot of impersonations.
You made vourself un ss Hurrea Singh
otice, and topk everybody in, You gob
up as Monsieur Charpentier one time,
and looked like his twin. Much easier
to make up a5 a man who's never been
seenn at Greyiriars at all.”

“Oh erikey ¥ graped Wibley,

His eyves danced.

“By gum!” he gzaid. “By gum!
Newland, old man, it's the goods! By
gum, I'll make Wharton's jolly old
Scottish relation drop in—and U]l make
jelly sure he's no credit fo o Greyiriars
man! IHa, ha! But, I say, what sort of
8 E]irortsman—-"

“What about & Jew ™

“A—a—g Jow?” repeated Wibley.

“You make up splendidly as Shylock.
When I saw you last night, I could
have sworn that vour nose had length-
ened out like a telescope. I don't know
how von do it—but you did.”

Wibley chuckled:

* Easiest thing, you know,” ho said.
“I could make up az a Jew—easy as
fulling off a form, I'm o bit surprised
that you suggest it, thouph. I thought
You were a %il; touchy on the subject.”

“What rott™

“Well, it's a topping wheeze
grinned Wibley. “Tiptop! It's the
clephant’s side-whiskers, and then seme,
az Fishy says. If you're sure you're
not touchy about it——"

Y Of eourse nob, ass !

“I've got most of the stuff—things I
was going to use makingup as Shy-
lock in the *Merchant of Venice
Of course, I shan't turm up m_ a
gabardine=—that would be too thiel.”
Wibley chuckled. “Fat man—what?
Short and fat, with a nose like a bended
bow, and an accent like old Lazarus
at Courtfield. I can do it all right
Rilk hat and spats and sham diamonds
—what? Oh, great pip, what will
Wharton's face look like—when he sees
that {}n]lg; old relation ?

Wibkley roared.

“You're on, then?” grinned Newland,

“On—like a bird! Why, the wvery
name fts in—lots of Jews named
Cordon. That cheeky ass will be taken
in all along the line. If he won’t admit
that I ean play Boceer, he will have to
admit that I can play Abraliam Moses!
Hza, hat”

Tha bell rang for third school, aud
the Remove went in. In that lesson
Wibley received lines from Mr. Qﬁmlﬁh
for inattention to the matter in hand.
Mr. Quelch was not aware that mablers
of far greater interest than Latin
grammar occupicd Wibley's mind.

Besides, I
rings round

{2

“ Beat 1™

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
"Wharton's wanted 1"

Not Genuine Scoteh !
&k E BAY, yvou fellows!”

“Oh, blow!” said IHarry
Wharton.

Billy Bunter grinned.

“Looks to me like a licking!™ he
said. “0Old Quelch was looking gquite
gueer, I faney somebody’s rung you
up on his phone. Cheek! Better pack
a few exercise-books in your bags, old
chap| He, he, he1”

“ Fathead ! said Harry Wharton.

In the interval between third school
and dinner, Harry Wharton & Co. were
thinking chiefly of the afternoon’a
fixture at Highcliffe. They were dis-
cuzzsing the same when Billy Bunter
olled ocut of the House, with the news

at Wharton was wanted in his Form-

master's study.
_ That Willinm Wibley had gone out
immediately after eclass was quite un-
known to the Famous Five. Wibley was
not in the football, and so, naturally,
they hardly remembered that there was
such a fellow at Greviriars at all,

Neither were they thinking of Monty
Nowland., That little “row ¥ had been
disagreeable; but it had had, at least,
one good outcome—Frank Nugoent was
to play in Newland’s place. For once,
the whele of the Famous Five wero
included in the Remove eleven, which
was very satisfactory.

Harry Wharton, as he weni to the
House, on getting thaot mess from
Bunter, was not thinking of either of
those disgruntled jumiors. He was
wondering what the dickens Quelch
wanted, and hoping that it did not spell
trouble. If, as the fat Owl surmized,
somebody bad rung him up on ?uelch‘:
tﬁ!&f)hﬂnc, it was quite possible that
Quelch was annoyved. That instrument
had not been installed in Quelch's study
for the use of the Remove.

He tapped at his Form-master’s door.

“Come 1n, Wharton 1™

VWharton noticed that the recciver was
off the telephone as he cntered. He
noticed, too, that thore was an unususl
expression on Mr., Queleh's face—which
Bunter had described as “queer.”

He did not, however, look wrathy.
The lock he gave his head boy was
curious, bot quite mild,

“You sent for me, sir " said Harry.

“VYez Wharton, A-—a gentleman
desires to speak to you on the tele-
phong——"

* My uncle, sie?"”

“No, it 15 not Golonel Wharton, The
goentleman gave the neme of Gordon,
atd states that he i3 your relative.”

“Ch, Mr. Gordon !” exelaimed Whar-
ton, with interest. “I understand, sir.”

He had not expected a telephone call
from DMr, Gordon; but there was
nothing surprising in it. Indeed if
Mzr. Gordon intended to come down to
the school, it was natural that he should
ring up, to announce his intention., The
captain of the Remove could not under-
stand in the least the odd expression on
Quelch’s face.

“¥You have a relation named
Gordon 7 asked the Bemove master.

“Oh, yes, sir! My, Stunart Gordon,
of Dundee®

“Were you expecting to hear from
him, Wharton " ) .

“Well, in & way, ves, sir; ho's stay-
ing with my uncle, at present, at
W%m,rmn Lodze; :u.nl;l my uncle wrote
the other day that Mr, Gordon might
down te seo the school.”

COMa

“Then there 1s no mistake I said Mr,
Quelch,

“Mistake *"” repeated Wharteon
blankly.

“You may take the eall”™ said Mr.

uelch hastily. “I am going to Mo

rout's study for a few minutes—you
may use the telephone.”

“Thank you, sirtl” )

Mr. Queleh left the study, his head
boy glancing after him rather blankly.



t‘Eha could not understand Quelch just
.

Howover, he went to the telephone
and picked up the recciver,

“Hallo1” he called, “Is that Mr.
Gordon 1

“Yeth I came the reply.
Harry thpeaking 1*

Vharton jumped, and almost dropped
tha transmitter,

Heo knew nothing of Mr. Gordon per-
gonally. DBut he would not have been
surprised to hear a gentleman irom
North Britain speak with a Scottish
aceent. But the aecent of Mr, Gordon
was not Scottish. Far from it!

“¥e-g-es] Wharton speakingl” he
gasped. “ Is—is that Mr. Gordon 1"
“eth 1

“Oh crikey "

Wharton understood now the
“gueer ¥ expression on Quelch's face,
Undoubtedly that remarkable accent
had struck the RBemovoe master when he
took tho call. The owner of the good
old name of Gordon did not spesk like
o native of Claledonia stern and wild!
Heo spolke like a native of a very
different land,

“Your uncle mentioned that I should
like to thee your thchool while I am
here,” went on that pamlgsinp; volco,
“Ith not that the cathel g

“Oht Yes!l That's tho case, sirl”
gas]i'ed Harry.

“1 am thpeaking from Courtfield
now, Harry. I shall theo you at the
thechool thith afterncon.”

“h erumbs |*

“Vat did you thay, Harry 1"

“0Oh erikay 1? gasped Harry, utterly
taken aback n.n%i ﬁfnazei FHe had
slways knowss that he had Beotch
ralations. Dut ho had certainly never
known that Mr. Gordon was a *Scotch-
man from Doinascus.”

“Very well. CGood-bye, my poy, or I
shall have to pay for ancther call! I
shall thee you thoon!”

Wharton put up the receiver, and
stood gazing blankly at the telephone
when the man at the other end had

runE off,

“ Great pi}p he gasped.

For a full minute tho ecaptain of the
Remove stared at the t-:rinr;- one. Then
slowly he left Mr. Queleh’s study and
veturned to his friends in ihe quad.

"No bad news!?” asked Nugent
quickly.

It was easy for the Co. to see ab a
glance that Wharton was disturbed.

“Qh, no!"

“Queleh in a wax?" asked Bob.
“For the love of Alike don't say you've
got a detention this afternoon §

“ﬂ'h, no ¥

“Wall, wan it a phone calli” asked
Johnny Ball,

“Ob, yes |
in

un;c*ﬁ TRTIH.

“The matterfulness appears terrifie,

lH

the matter, old man?”

léijr Iidiﬂt-iﬁ chum 1" remarked Hurree
ingl.

“Oh, no! Not at all! . But—
"H'm! It was o call from that rela-

tion I've mentioned to  you—DMr.
Gordon,” stammered Wharton. .

“Oh! Is thoe old bean coming
down 1 asked Bob. " We never got in
that haggis 1*

“ He—he—he's this

ﬂﬂ-”

“Well, that's all right, isn't it?”
asked DBob, puzzled. " We'll hike him
over to Higheliffe to see the game,
what "

“Oh grumbs [*

“Weo can make room for him in the
bua easily enocugh, if he cares to come,”™
wald Trank. " Blessed +f I ¥eow what

coming after-

“Ia that N
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clse you can do with him, Harry. Tou
cen’t cut a footer match because he's
coming here”

“0Oh, nol! But—"

*“Well, what ™

Wharton'’s face was crimson, AMonty
ewland, sauntering by at a little dis-
tance, glanced at him and smiled. But
the captain of the Remove did not
notice Mewland.

I—=I-T I never knew I stam-
mered Wharton, “From his name, I—
1 supposed that ¢ld Gordon was a—a—a

Seotchman ! DBut—but now I've heard
him speal—»
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“Did he say *It's a richt braw nicht
the noo'#” grinned Bob.

“No. I—1 wish he hadl Oh dear)®

“What on earth’s the matter 7" asked
IPrank

“Oh, nothing! N-n-nothing, I sup-
pose | " But—but—he—he had nn—an—
an—

“Ha had Ann?? vepeated Jol
Bull. “Who's Ann™ P i

“Fathead! Ho had an accont—*"

“"Well, Beotehmen often have 1™ sail]
Bob., “Prowdl of it, ns a rale] Old

(C'ontinued on next page.)
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| GREYFRIARS

(1}
Of all the girls who -are so smart,
There's none so smart as Clara :
Her gift of sarcasm apart,
She could not well be fairer.
And yet she’s given me many a rap
Upon my tender knuckles,
For sarcasm can seoreh a chap,
And s0 can Clara’s chuekles.

(3)
Now that’s the sart of thing she says
When fellows cut a Bgure.
It's one of Clara’s litile ways
To pull thelr limbs with vigour.
Her personality’s Immense,
We all admire her talents,
And she has too much common sense
To lose command of balance,

(5)

fuslon

(8)
I clawed the sticky stufl away,
With rubber I was reeking.
And not a word did Clara say,
But, gosh, her eyes wero speaking !
*' Yau 3‘,”.’. cant mend s punctured
tyre
I spluttered In my dizziness.
** All girls should know that they require
A man opon the husiness.”

(8)
I pumped the tyre and said : ** Thai's
that I **
Said Clara—well, no matter !
For, lo, the tyre was just as flal,
In fact, a litile fatier!
I therefore sought another leak
And soon I found if plainly,
1 worked, too overcome fo speak,
Except to yammer vainly.

And then 1 saw
For in her

flat 1"

I said no word.

This week our long-haired poet gives yon a pen-picture in verse of
CLARA TREVLYN,
Marjorie Hazeldene's chum at CEff House School.

There was a punciure In her bike,
Which Clara wanted mended.
I sald : “I'll do M, If you llke 1™
And Clara answered :
** Splendid I
1 took the tyre out of Ifs cass
And caused some slight con-

By mixing up my handsome face
Witk mosi of her solufion.

(10)

I siood up, neatly choking,

nd she held a pin!
That™s her ldea of joking !

“ Don't run away !

Her chuckle was lighi-hearted,
And, with a groan, departed |

INTERVIEWS

(2}
1 onee remarked {o her (with fruth},
*“I'm hapdsoms, brave, snd claver |
I bet you've never secen a youih
Like me—or hardly ever|*
S5he answered, with a wrinkled brow :
““Let’s see | Yes, I remember !
You see & lot about just now 1 ™
{'Twas early in November !)

B

She's such 3 sprighily character

That T was rather nervous,
When told to go and call on her,

I murmured : ** Saints preserve ug ! **
But ount 1 went in duty bound,

Though feeling rather sorry,
At CHII House school I swlitly found

My vietim, prey or quarry.

(7
“ That’s very hard on you,'" she sald,
“ But try It, notwithstanding !*
I glanced at her and shock my head,
And then began expanding
The inner tube Inside 3 bowl
To watch the water bubble,
And when I came across the hole,
I patched it without trouble.

k)]
i pumped again and said : ** My hat 1 "
I stood thers, hlankly gazipng !
And saw the iyre was just as flat,
It really was amazing !
I mopped my brow and then once maors
I staried, weak and Wweary,
To make !f Raiter than belore—
The thing was getiing eerle !

Miss Clara’s grin-

The ftyra’s still

I ralsed my hat,
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Oggy comes back, after the hols, speak-
i'.].g a bit broad. Why sheouldn’t he?”
*Not a Beotbish accent, fathead !

“Ebh! What then?"

“(Oh, nothingl Pi-pip-perhaps the
telephone wasn't very clear. But—but
be had an accent like—like—like—"

“Like what?"

“Liké old Lazarus at Courtfield I

“Wha-a-t 1"

Wharton's face was burning. FHis
chums gazed at him. They understoad
at last.

“Do you mean a Jew? asked
Johnny Bull.

“¥es!" gasped Wharton.

“0Oh, my hatl® said Bob. “You

LR

never knew——

“Mever! Never scen the man—
hardly heard of him till the other dajy.
But—" Wharten stammered.’

“Well, what's the trouble?” asked
Jolinny, in his practical way. * Lots of
Jews in Yorkshire, where 1 come fromn:.
They don't bite.”

“What does it asked
Nugent, with a smile.

“Well, I suppose it doecsn't, really;
but—hbut it wa=s ‘a bit of a shock to me.
I never dreamed——"'

“He, he, he!” came a fat cachinna-
tion. Harry Wharton glanced round at
a fat face., "He, he, he! I say, you
fellows, Nuwlnn& will smigger over
this! Wharton bars Jews——"

“1 don't!” roared Wharton.

“You jolly well do, and your uncle's
a8 Jew—— He, he, he "

“Ha's not my onelo—"

“Wcll, cousin, then—"

“MNot & cousin, either.
relation—""

“He, he, hel Maln him as distant
as you woan—though you don’t bar
Jews!” chortled Bunter. “He, he, he!
I sav, vou fellows——  Yarooooooop!
Leave off kicking me, Wharton, vou
heast ! 'Tain't my fault you're a Jew,
is it? Yoooop "

Billy Bunter fed for his fat life.
Beofore dinner that day all the Remove
heard—from Bunter—that Harry Whar-
ton's Jewish uncle was coming to sec
him at Greyfriars—a regular out-and-out
sheeny, whom Wharton had earefully
kept dark all the time he had been st
the school. Which rather entertained
the Remove—and Williamm Wibley, who
came back from Courtfield just in time
for dinner, was the most entertained of
alll

matter I

A distant

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Wibley at Work !

ILLIAM WIBLEY ecame out
w of the House, after dinner,
with & bag in his hand.
Maonty Newland followed him

out, with s smile on his face,

Harry Wharton & Co. were in the
quadrangle. A motor-bus was to come
at twe o'clock, to carry the Remove
footballers over to Higheliffe. There

was plenty of time yet, and Harry waz
wondering a  little  whether Mr.
Gordon  would turn up befors the

team staried, and—a little uneasily—
what he would be like when he did
turn up.

Wibley stqpﬁgd to speak to the ecap-

tain of the move, Already, owing
fo Bi!]¥ Buanter, there had been & great
deal of talk on the subject of Whar-

ton’s Beoftish relstive; and there was
no doubt that plenty of fellows were
curious to see him when he came.
Skinper had already started a story
that his relative was not really named
Gordon at all, but Gideon—a sug-
Tae Magser Liprany.—No. 1.498,
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gestion that made manvy fellows chuckle.
Skinner, who was alwavs up against the
captain of his Form, had fairly jumped
at the chance of “rubbing in* Whar-
ton’s supposed Israelitish relative.

“Hallo, ballo, hallo! CGoing on your
travels, Wib? * asked Bob Cherry,
noticing the bag in Wibley's hand.

“Bort of I assented Wibley. “I say,
Wharton, you haven't cheanged your
mind, I suppose? If you stifl want a
good man for the team, it's not too
late.™

“Fathead 1” answered Wharton.

“Well, you're the kind of =silly,
obstinato ass to ask for trouble, aren't
you i* said Wibley. "I fancy you'll be
sorry later.”

Harry Wharton Iaughed.

“You ecan cackle!” said Wibley
wrathfully.

“Thanls—T will! Ha, ha!"

“Heow's your Uncle Gideon?”" ashed
Wibley.

Wharton ceased to laugh suddenly.

“My what?” he ejaculated.

“TUnecle Gideon! 1 hear that wour
Uncle Gideon is coming along this after-
noon. Sorry I shan’t be here to see
him 1

Harry Wharton looked steadily at
Wibley for a moment. Then, without
replving in words, he made & sudden
grasp at Wib, eollared him, and hocked
him over. Williamm Wibley sat down
in the guad with a roar.

* ¥oop-hooooop 1™ roared Wibley.

He serambled up furiously.

Wharton grasped the bag Wibley had
dropped as he sat. He swung it round
25 Wibley scrambled up, and it caught
Wib in the ribs, and bowled him over
again. Wibley sprawled and roared.

"Man down!” chuckled Beb Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Ow! Doooghl You cheeky rotter—
yoooooh 1" epluttered Wibley., *I—I—
I'll— Yarcooooop ™

Bang !

The bag. tossed through the air,
dropped ‘on Wibley’s head and raolled
to the ground beside him.

Then Harry Wharton walked away,
followed by the chuckling Co., and
William Wibley was left gasping.

Monty Newlend, grinning, gave him
a hand uii Monty was ai:u carrying
n bag. [arry Wharton would have
been surprised had he been able to

guess what the two bags contained—

nothing less than the ontward semblance
of the “My, Gordon ” who was booked
to call at Greyiriars that afternoon.

“The cheeky swab I” gurgled Wibley,
as Newland helped him to his feet.
“I'll %-D after him, and—'"

“Hold on " zaid Newland, laughing.

“3 tell you, I'll mop up the quad
with him1” bawled Wibley.

“No time, old bean, if you're going
to get ready by two " zaid Monty New-
land soothingly. “Don’t spoil the jape
of the term ™

“Oht” Wibley calmed down., “All
right! By gum, I'll make him sit up
when his Uncle Gideon comes!
Come on, Nawland 1"

They walked down to the gatea.

"I say, vou fellows! Billy Bunter
rolled after them. *1 say—"

“Hook 1t 1" spapped Newland.

He digd not want the fat Owl's inguisi-
tive eves, and spectacles, near at hand
when William ihley metamorphosed
himself nto Mr; Gordon.

“Oh, really, Newland—"

“Buzz off, vou fat bluebottle ! said
Wibley.

“Beast! T mean, I say, old chap, if
it's s picnie, I'll como!” said Bunter,
“1 say, what have you got in those
bags

Ow! b

“Nothing to eat, yon fat cormorant I
said Newland, *8eoot '

“Well, you're not walking out with
empty bags, I suppose!™ said Bunter,
“Look here, I'm expecting & postal
order to-morrow, old chappiez, TI'in
going to stand & picnie on Baturday and
ask the Cliff House %irle.t I'll ask you
fellows, too. See? I'll come to your
pienic to-day, and you come to mine on

Saturday. That's fair. What about
that 1™

“8Bheer off I*

“Huook 1t 17

Wibley and Newland walked on.
Billy Buuter neither shecrod off, mnor

hooked it. Bunter had no doubt what
wiis in those bags. It looked, to Bunter,
like a picnic on an uncommonly large
scale.  Bunter did not intend to lose
sight of the picnickers if he could help
it. Like the deep and dark blue ocdan
in the poem, Bunter rolled on.

The two plofters walked out of gates,
Bunter rolled after them. They scceler-
ated, and Bunter broke into a trot.

They exchanged an
glance,

“Wait for him 1” said Wewland.

They waited, and Bunter rolled up,
breathlesz, but determined. He blinked
at the twe juniors through his big
spectacles,

“I say, you fellows—" he began.

Newland made & sign to Wibley. Both
of them swung the bags round at the
same moment.

Bang, han?;!

“ Urrrggh " gurgled Bunter.

Wibley’s bag. in front, landed on the

exasperated

best-filled  waistcoat at Greyfriars
School. Newland's bag eaught him in
the ribs.

Thus assailed, fore and aft, =0 to
speak, tho fat Owl spluttered, gasped,
gurgled, tottered, and rolled over.

“Urrrggh! Yurrrggh! Wurrpgh ™
gurgled Bunter. e
Wibley and Newland,

ehuckling,
walked on, and left him to gurgle. gtr
was two or three minutes before Billy
Bunter rocovered sufficient wind to
totter to his feet, By that time Newland
and Wibley had wvanished in the wood
that bordered the road towards the
FIVCE.

“Peasts " gasped Bunter,

And the Owl of the Remove, like the
weary ploughman, homeward plodded
18 Way.

Meanwhile, the iwoe plotiers of the
Remove were penetrating deep into the
wood, no longer tracked by a fat Owl
In & deep, shady, secluded spot they
came to a halt, and the two bags were
get down and spened.

All sorts of thingz were turned out
of them—a sillk hat, shiny shoes, and
white spats, a waistcoat that more
eolours than Joseph's celebrated coat, a
make-up box, & mirror, and s lot of
other thin

Wibley's study, in the Remove, was
littered and lumbered with theatrical
"“props,” and it looked as if he had
rought most of them out with him that
affernoon.

The mirror was hooked up on a tree-
trunk, Wibley proceeded to don & suit
of cl -over his own, to add to his
bulk., Btriped trousers, a morning coat
too long {for him, 2 walstcoat that
dazzled the eye, gleaming shoes, and
bright white epats, made an extra-
ordinary change in Wibley’'s aszpect.

Then he proceeded to make-up at the
mirror. . ]

Newland helped him, handing him
things, and watching him, in wonder at
his skill, and with meny chuckles.

Wib’s complexion ame dark and
shiny, A black moustache was gummed
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round at the same moment. Bang, bang !
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“ Urrrrgh ! ** gurgled Bunter, Wibley’s

bag landed on the best-filled waistcoat at Greyfriars, while Newland’s caught Bunier In the ribs. The fat Owl spluttered,

on his upper lip. A bluish shade on his
chin hinted that hie was in need of a
shave. His eyebrows, which were
naturally light, became black as the
raven’s wing; hia hair followed euit.
But his nose was the triumph of his
poculiar art.

Newland, who saw him fix it on over
his genuine proboscis, counld hardly
lelieve that it did not grow thers when
all was finished, It waz a tremendous
beak of & nose, hooked, with a reddish
tip.
“Oh eniker 1" pasped Newland.
“Bomoe boko—what ? grinned Wibley.
“Oh erumba ¥

A few more artistic touches and
Wikley was done, and he jammed the
silk topper on hia head. Newland sur
veyed him with wonder and admiration.

He locked a Jow of about fifty years
of age, and not & nice Jew., He looked
rather shabby, rather greasy, rather
oily, and rather unwashed. DMonty
Newland, little as Billy Bunter would
have guessed it, was prond of his descent
from an ancient race, but most
assurvedly he would not have lhiked a
velation like this to eall on him at
Croviriars.

“Think I'll do?"” grinned Wibldy.

“0Oh  scissors 1Y zasped Newland.
“You'll dal! Oh erikey 1"

“Lotthz of time,” said Wibley, in the
accent that had startled Wharton on the

telephone. * Lotths of time to valk in
and thes my ng relative before they
thtart for igheliffa. I am sure

Vharton vilt be pleathed to give me a
theat in the bus—vat

“Ha, ha, hal” shrieked Newland.
“YTou're going to Higheliffe with
them

' What-ho! And when I'm thare I
fancy Wharton would prefer me sz a

gasped, gurgled and toitered !

focthaller rather than as his Uncle
Gideon—what 17

“Ha, ha, hal”

And Wilham Wibley, alias Stuart
Gordon, walked out of the wood and
cheerfully walked dJdown the road to
Greyfriars School, unrecognisable by his
nearest and dearest relative, M{mtj
Newland, left in tha wood with the bags,
howled with merriment. What Harvy
Wharton was going to feel like when
that remarkable relation claimed him
before all Greyfriara he could hardly
imagine; but whatever he felt like,
Menty had no doubt—at present—that it

served him right !

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Up to Wharion !

(3 2AY, you fellows ™ Billy Bunter

E fmr}'_-,* shrieked. “He's come 1™

“"Who's come, fathead 7"
“Wharton's uncle.”

“Colonel Wharton 7™

“No; hia Jew uncle, Look 1M

Bunter was the first to spot the new
arvival. But two or three dozen fellows
were-soon looking at the fat, greasy
gentleman who was speaking to Gosling
at his lodge

Tho fat man had walked in nt the
gates, and Gosling had come out of his
1nr!gﬂ, frowning. Cosling had no racial
prejudices—indecd, he was very civil in.
deed to Newland's father when that
wealiny gentleman came to the school—
in view ot taps. But this Israelitish
entleman waa nothing like Newland's
ather. Gosling supposed that he was
some sorr of a tenth-rate commercial
traveller or even sn old c¢lo® man.
(Goshng camo ont to inform him that
“houtside ¥ was the place for him. And
Gosling very nearly fell down when the

Fat genﬂnman announeed himsclf aa Mr.
Liordon, and asked to see his relative,
Master Wharton of the Bemove.

It was not quite two o’clock, and the
bus for the footballers had not yet
arrived ot the gates. Harry Wharton &
Co. were ready for it when it came. But
there were few Remove fellows who did
not forget cven the Higheliffe match
when that Ggreﬂsy, olly pentleman was
spotted, and the news flaw like wildfire
that it was Wharton's relation.

“He, he, he!” chortled Bunter., “I
sny, you fellows, Wharton mulkes out
that he bare Jews.”

“He makes out nothing of the kind,
vou fat ass!” said Peter Todd, “That
fathead Newland got his back vp about
nothing.”

“¥an!| Look
“Ha, he, he 1"

“That can't be Wharton's Scotfish
relation 1" exelaimed IMerbert Vernon-
Smith, staring st the cily gentleman,

“Not goenuine Scotch [ cliuckled
Skinner.

“1 say, you follows, is Wharton's
unele all right. ¥You know o was ex-
pecliug himy this afternoon—well, he's
come.'

“Rot 1Y sa1d Sgurfl.

“Rubbish 1" gnid Redwing.

“Bach 1" 2aid the Bounder.

“Who the dooce is that?” Cuker of
the Fiith came up and stzred at the

at Wharlon's unele!

oily one “What is that old sketch
doing here? Why don't Gosling turn
him out 1"

“He, he, hel It's Wharton's unele |
ITc, he, ha 1"
“Don't bo a jyoung assl” snapped

Cloker “I've sccn ﬂuﬁﬂncl \Wharion,™

“This is hiz other uncle. IIa makes
ount he's Seoteh, wyoun know ™ chortled

Tue Micxer LiBRARY.~Ne¢. 1,498,
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Burter. “Calls himself Gordon. He,
bie, bhe1”

Coker strode towards the lodge, where
Crosling stood blinking in helpless be-
wilderment at the unexpected oaller.

“Yes, Master Wharton 13 here
Gosling was stammering. “Yes, I was
told Mr, Gordon might call Yes—oh,
my aye !’

‘Here, what do you want, my man "
asked Coker, .

Tha oily gentleman ﬁlnnced at him.

“Are you Vharton?” he asked,

“Ek? I'mi Coker! What the dickens
do vou mean ™

“1 have never theon my young rela-
tive,” explained the oily %ﬁnt eman. I
have called to theo him. Mithter
CGordon—that ith my name.”

“Oh gum!” said Coker. “Mean to
say you'ro & relation of young Wharton
of the Romove "

: {E}’fth—_&ﬂitiﬁgur Gmﬁua,;;i

1 erikey ™ gasped er.

“¥You theem thurprised,” said Mr.
QGordon, with a puzzled lock. “There is
nothing thurprising in my calling to
thee my rclation I thuppose.”

“0Oh, no, not at all 1 gasped Coker.
Even Coker of the Fifth remembered
that civility was duo to & visitor at the
school. “Oh, my hat! I—1 mean, some-
body had botter tell Wharton you're
bere.” Coker backed off. ]

“This way, sir!" called out Bkinner,
beaming with delight. *This way! I'll
take vou to Wharton, sir 1" )

“Wharton's cxpecting you, sir!” said
sSnoop. Hige

“1 pucss he's just plﬂ!ﬂ% to eeq you,
sir, aud then some!” chortled Fisher T.
Fish.

“This way, Mr. Gordon 1" exclaimed
Hazaldenc.

“Come on, Mr. Gorden!” .

“'Thauk youw, my young frents," said
Mr. Gordon, beaming gireuily on the
jutitors. “I am very pleased to thee
Harry's thehoolfellowth!”

“Not g0 pleathed ns wo are to theo
yvou, sir ! gasped Skinner.

And there was a chortle as Skinner
imitated the visitor’s delightful accent.

“My eye " said Gosling, as the grin-

B

ning juniors conducted Mr., Gordon
away. “Wot I says is this ‘ere—my
eve M

“1 say, you fellows, there’s Wharton,
over by the House!” squeaked Billy
Bunter. “I say, come on, Mr, Gideon
—] moan Gorden! He, he, he "

“Here comes Wingate !” murmured
the Bounder, ) .

Winpate of the Sixth came quickl
across to the little crowd, over whic
Mr. Gordon’s silk hat gleamed in the
October sunshine,  His eyes fixed in
smatement on the gorgeous walstcoat.
ihe green-gnd-yellow tie, from which
hlam%l an enormous and obviously
imitation diamond, the greasy, shiny
face, and mottled chin.

“Whe is this?” rapped Wingate.
“What docs this mean?”

“It'sa Wharton's uncle——"

“Lalled to seo Lip——m-"

“His unele Gideon™

“"Wharton's expecting him——"

A dozen  woices  abswered  the
pztonished inguity of thoe captain of
Greyfriare. Mr. Cordon rased his
shirang silk topper, revealing a crop of
groasy black ~ hair, and saluted the

ixth Forim man politely.

“T have called to thee Iarry—" ho

hegan,
SOLY pasped Wingate, “0Oh! I-—I
—I secl tter call Wharton, 1f this is

his—his—his uncle—-" \
“Not prethisely his uncle,” explained

Mr. Gordon. ™A more dithtant relativo

than that, my young frent. A thort of
Tue Maigxer Lisnasy.~No. 1,498,

coustn, of the Theotehh branch of the

family—a thecond cousin, once or twithe
removed,”
rrﬁh 1

“ Beoteh 1 stuttered Wingate,
eaptain  hurriedly

¥es, Quite ¥
The Greyfriars
rotreaied, o certainly did not want
to be uneivil to the relative of any Grey-
friprs man: but it was difficult to keep
hig face straight in tho presence of that
waistcoat, that tie, that diamond pin,
and thet accent,

"This way, sir!” chortled 8kinmer.
“Thern's Wharton, sir I

The Famous Five were in the group
near the House, chutting while they
waited for the bus. They were all look-
ing round, wondering what the exeite-
ment was about, unaware, as yet.

*“I thea him [ exclaimed Mr. Gordon,
beaming. “I have never theen the
dear boy before, but his unele showed
me some photographs of him at Vharton
Lodge, wﬁem have been thaying.
know him at vunee.”

He quickened his pace and walked
towards the group of juniors. A crowd
of grinnin fellows followed him.
Bkinner and his friends were enjoyin
this, Other fellows were interested, an
rather amused.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Who the
dickens can that be t* said Bob Cherry,
ns the groas ntlermran bore down on
the chumsa of the Eemove.

Harry Wharton caughi his breath.

He was expeeting Mr. Gordon. He
was wondering uneasily what Mr.
Gordon would be like. From the accent
on the telephone he had mada up his
mind that Mr. Gordon was dounbtless of
the Semitic persuasion. But this—

This couldn’t be Mr. Gordon! An
swful misgiving sinote him as he locked
at the shiny face, the enormous, curve
noee, the Haring waistcoat, the blazing
diamond. But it couldn’t be—it eouldn’i.
If his relatives were anything like thas,
Colonel Wharton would sorely have tact
enough to keep ihem clear of Grey-
friaxs.

It was not prejudice, it was not snob-
bishnesz: 1t was sheer horrorl It
couldn’t—couldn’t he!

“ Herg's vour unele, Wharton I yelled
mkinner, L

“1 say, vou fcllows, here's Wharton's
unel:—he, he, he!*

Wharton stond rooted.
8 seconhd, was crimson. Then it was

ale. His comrades looked at Mr.

ordon, and then avorded looking at
Harry Wharton, Not only his friends,
but hiz cnemies, might have compas-
sionated him when he was claimed
before all Greviviars as a relative by
thia dreadful, awiul, unspeskabla ap-
parition, :

“Harry, my boy'™ exclaimed Mr.
Cordon, extending his hand, “vou have
not theen me before, but 1 know you
at wvunce, from the photographs your
uncle hath shown me, I am extheedingly
pleathed to make your acquaintance, my
dear boy."

Wharton mechanically shook hands
with the apparition.

Was it possible? It couldn't be! But
it locked as f it was all the samel
What was this man—a bookmaker, a

ublican, a pawnbroker, or what? Hao
poked rather like o mixture of all
threa |

He could not spealk.

His friends stood dumb.

There was a sudden call from Herbert
Vernon-Smith.

“Here's the bus!™

“0Oh, good!” gasped DBob Cherry,
rlad of the interruption. **All aboard
tor Higheliffe, you men!™

Mr. ﬁnrdﬂu heamed. ,

“My dear Harry, you are thartin
for Hizheliffo now ¥ he exclaimed,

His face, for

d THE bus
Nat
oVery

FUN, EXCITEMENT AND THRILLS FOLLOW IN IQUIUK SUCCESSION IN—

shall bo tho glad to thee you playi
Thoceer. 1 lﬁvc heard all ahuﬁt f:fﬁ
Thocecr mateh of to-day, of courth, I
will come and thee you plav.”

*0Oh erumbs ¥ murmured Bob.

The Iamous ¥ive had actually
prranged that if Ar. Stuart Gordon
dmp‘gﬂd in that afternoon he should be
asked to trave]l over (o Highcliffo and
see the mateh., But thoy had not en-
visuged a gentleman hke this.

-Harry Wharton drew a decp, deep
breath.

Heo was taken utterly aback. 1le was,
to tell the whole trath, utterly dismayed
and discomfited. But he pulled himaelf
together. This man, ]nud]? and greasy,
end shiny as he was, flashy snd be-
jewelled as he was, was his relative
end had, appavently, come to the school
in pood faith, meaning ne harm, It
was up to Wharton to play up. It was
up to him to go through it without turn-
ing & hair. It was up to him to stand
it, and think chiefly of avoiding hurting
the man's feelings, as he had thought-
lezely hurt Newland's. Ha knew it, and
hi;!i strength of character came to his
ald.

Z][-Ia spole, and his voico was cool and
calm.

“That's very good of you, Mr. Gordon.
Wo were keeping a placa in the bus for
you, in ease vou turned up this after-
noon. Do come 1

And with a cool, calm, cheeriul face,
Harry Wharton walked that vemarkabla
relative to the waiting bus.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Off to Highelifle !

rolled away—packed.
only the footballers, but
other fellow who could

cram 1n, wo3 going over to
Higheliffe,. Every Remove man who
could wanted to see the football matels,
with few exceptions. On this occasion
there were no exceptions, for follows
like Skinner, and Snoop, and Bunter,
who did not care twopence for footer,
wanted to seo Wharton's relative and
make the most of him—the very most,
There would have been a rush in the
bus. in any case—now there was an abso-
lute cram.

Skinner & Co., however, did not get
their way. They were fearfully Leen
to see “ My, Gordon ” ot Higheliffe, to
zep what effect he produced on the
Highcliffians. They could picture the
surprizsed glances of Courtenay, and the
Caterpillar, tho sardonic sneer of Pon-
sonby. It would be awiul for Wharton,
and therefore very enjoyable to the
amiable - Bkinner. But there was no
ronm for Skinner & Co.

Skinner, pushing on tha bus, was
pushed off agein by Bob Cherry. Snoop,
trying to barge in, was banged out by
Johnny Bull. Bunter, scrambling on,
found himself sitting in the road, splut-
tering.

Thers was not.room, even for fellowa
who wanted to sce the foothall, so room
was not likely to be found for fellows
who only wanted to see the coptnin of
the Remove discomfited and humiliated,

Fellows who wers keen to go, and
who could not get seats, went for their
bikes, to follow the bus over. Skinner
and BSnoop followed their example,
They were not going to be left out of
this treat.

Mr. Gordon szat in the bus, with an
oily, beaming emile on his greasy,
ghining visage. Harry Wharton gat next
to him. It was up to him, and he did
it. And his friends noble rallied round,

The bus rolled awsy, on the Court
ficld road.
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A Remaove fellow came out of o foot
path in the wood and stood and stared
?t ﬂ: as it passed. It was Monty New-
and.

His eyes fixed on Mr. Gordon, inside.

Two or three of the fellows waved a
hand to him. Monty did not heed. He
could only staro at Mr. Gordon in the
bua.

Evidently Wibley was getting away
with his trickery. 1t was clear that none
of the Greyiriars fellows had thﬂ
faintest suspicion that * Mr, Gerdon
was anything but what ho appeared to

e.

Wharton hed taken him at face value,
ans it were, as the rclative he had
expected to call at the school. The talk
on the telephone had preparcd him for
it, to some cxtent, and made it less
likel.E that he would suspect trickery.
He had swallowed Mr. Gordon whole,
and ho was taking him over to High-
cliffe, with the football team.

*“Oh, my hat!” bréathed Monty.

He felt 8 tinge of remorse. )

Monty had not reslly intended all this.
Under the mistaken impression that
Wharton barred him because he was a
Jew, he had considered it a tremcndous
lark to land Wharton with a Jewish
relation.

But he had not counted on that ass,
Wibley, overdoing it to this extent.
Once the matter was in Wibley's hands,
Wib had taken the bit between his
teoth, as it were, and bolted.

A Jewish relation was one thing—but
this outrageous and unspeakable
hounder was quite another. That goat,
Wibley, had gone altogether too far.

Maonty had not quite realised it when
he helped Wibley to dress up, in the
wood. But he reahsed it now,

But it was too late now. The bus
rolled on rapidly, and Monty Newland
was left standing in the road staring
after it. There was a thoughtful, and
rather dissatisfied frown on his face, as
he walked back to Greyfriars

But if Monty Newland had doubts,
William Wibley had none. William
Wtiihley ‘was thoroughly enjoying him-
B0

The mere fact that ho was pulling off
a theatrical stunt successfully was
enough to banish all other consideration
from Wib's rather volatilo mind.

Morcover, he had said that he would

make the captain of the Remove "sit |,

up * for leaving him out of tha footer,
gnd thero was no doubt that he was
doing it [

Wharton was taking it well—so well,
that Wib was surprised. DBut he did not
find it hard to guess what his victim was
feeling like.

Wharton's face was almost expression-
less, as he sat beside his ™ relation.” The
Co., playing up manfully, did their best
to treat Mpe. Gordon as they would have
treated Colonel Wharton, had that old
military gentleman blown in.

But other fellows in the packed bus
had quite different feclings. Many of
themy were thinking of the effect to be
praduced at Higheliffe by that fat, shiny
man, with his waistcoat and his tie and
his glaring diamonds. The DBounder
whispered to Redwing at the other end
of the bus.

“Wharton cught to have more sense,
Reddy. What will the Higheliffe men
think of that sportsman?”

“ He's bound te play up, Smithy. IIn
can't like it, I suppose—but he’s bound
to be civil to & relative who comes to
sea him at his school.”

“His uncle must be potly to lat the
man come,” growled the Bounder. 1
should have expected Colonel Wharton
to have more tact.™

Tom Redwing did not answer that.
He was, in fact, surprised himself that
the old colonel had not tactfully steered
such & relative clear of his nephew’s
school.

Schoolboys are often sensitive about
relations. Smith minor, of tha Fourth,
hed suffered for nearly a term, because
an uncle had thoughtlessly visited him
wearing elastic-sided boots. A fellow’s
relaticns are often, only too often, held
up to unsparing criticism, and stern
judgment, by o fellow’s friends and
acqueintances.

And this relation was a real corker.
Coker’s Aunt Judy was nothing to him.
He was talking now. His woice, un-
necessarily lond, floated down the bus

He was holding up a waleh for in-
spection—a big watch, obviously of
rolled gold.

“Thevenieen and thix!® he was
gaying. “Vat do you think of that,
Harry my boy, that vatch for theven-
teen-and-thix !™

Fellowa could not help glancing at
Wharton. His face cxpressed nothing.
He was feeling like a member of the
noble army of martyrs; but he was
master of himself, and ho was not tha

follow to wear hia heart upon his sleeve
for daws to peek ot.

The Bounder breathed hard.

“We're not having that at Idigh-

cliffe, Reddy!” ho whispered. *If
Wharton's uncle is a fool, Whartun
needn’t have been a fool, too.  That

man's not going to show up at High-
cliffe.”

“Wharton couldn’t do anything clze,
Sraithy.”

“I can—and shall[”

Bounder savagely.

“But what—"

“I can fix it! I'm jolly well Fﬂilll‘.;
to. If Wharton wants 11'1iﬂ iull:.r old re-
lations at Greyfrars, [ can't stop him;
but he's not going to land them at Higl:-
cliffo, and let us all down.”

Many other fellowa in the party were
in full agrecment with 8mithy that that
amazing relation of the captain of
Remove ought to be made, so far as
possible, to understudy the shy viclet,
and keep out of sight. In fact, Smithy
had no doubt that Wharton himeelf
would be jolly glad, if something hap-
pened accidentally, to prevent M.

anewered (he

(Continued on next page.)
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Stuark CGordon from arriving at High-
ciiffe.

As the bus rolled through Euurf.ﬁeld.
Vernon-8mith found an opportunity of
whispering to the driver.

The man belonged to Courtileld
(iarage, where Smithy was s good
eustomet. willing to

He was _ciuita \
u-bliﬁu Smithy, especially.as it meant &

handsome tip later from the wealthy
Bounder. He grinned, and winked, i
response to Smithy's whispered i1
structions.

The bus rolled into Courtfield.

It slowed down, as it passed the
garage, in the High Strect. Herberk

Vernon-3mith dropped off. ‘

Two or three fellows called to him -

* Bmithy——"

“What are you up foi”

“You'll be late—"

“I've got to speak to a2 man here—I'l]
follow on!” called back the Bounder.

And the bus rolled on threough Court-
field, leaving the Bounder behind. Tt
rolled on out of the town, and up the
hill to Higheliffe Bchool.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder’s Way !

1 ALLO, halle, hallo! We'ro
H stopping.”
“What the thump——"

“Theventeen-and-thix 1”  Mr.
Giorden was still on tho subject
of that big gold watch, which, it
geemed, he fancied he had secured as

a great bargain. “Fanthy that vatch
for thuch a thum as thevenicen-and-
ghix 1* :

“What the dickens—"

“We've stopped !™ ‘

There were steep spots in the hill up
to Highcliffe. The bus jarred to & hu.l!,
on one of the steepest. It prunted, it
groaned, but it did not go on.

“What's up, driver ¥ called out three
or four fellows.

“Engine trouble, I'm  afraid!”
answered the driver apologetically.
“P'r'aps you wouldn't mind waiting a
few mnutes.™

He descended from the seat,

It did not matter very much whether

the Greyfriara party minded or not,
as there waa no choice in the matter.

Tom Redwing ilanced rather sharply
at the driver. The Bounder's whisper-
ing to that gentleman had been followed
by Smithy dropping off the bus at the
garage, and now by engine trouble a
quarter of n mile short of Higheliffe.
Redwing could not help putting two an
two together. However, he zaid
nothing, and no one else had any doubts
on the subject.

The footballers waited while the
driver examined the engine. He seemed
to be teking his time about it.

“Alight as well walk the rest, if we're

ping to be hung up here,” paid Buob
Eharr;f. “We can't be late.”

“Only a quarter of a mile from here,”
agreed Peter Todd. *Let's!”

“How long are you going to be,
driver " asked Harry Wharton.

“Sorry, sir—I can't quite meke oul
the trouble yet.”

“Well, we've got to get to Hipgh-
cliffe,” said Frank Nugent. “A walk
won't hurt ws for the other bit.®

“ Might be half an hour, sir,” gaid the
driver. *I can’t sce jest yet—-=>"

“That deoes 1£!" said Johnny Bull.
“(Get out, you men '™

“Yoth, 8 lectle walk will not hurt
us,” said Mr, Gordon. *“In fact, I shall
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not be thorey to thretch my legs a
leetla.”

The numerous passengers erowded out
of the halted bus. A guarter of & mile’s
walk was not a matter to bother any of
the juniors: but Harry Wharton looked
rather doubtfully at “Mr. Gordon.”
That rgent!em&n looked fat, unwieldy,
and fifty at least, and the quarter of a
mile was uphill.

Heonk, honk!

An Austin car eame whizzing up the
road from Courtfield. In it sat Herbert
Vornon-Sinith.

The Austin halted at the spot, and the
Bounder looked out.

“ Hallo, hallo,  hallo!  Here's
Smithy | exclaimed Bob Cherry. Evi-
dently the Bounder had followed on, in
a car from the gerage. :

“ What's the trouble?” asked Smithy.

“Engine conked out!” said Baob.
“We've got to walk tho rest—unless you
catt pack wus all into that Austin,
Smithy."

The Bounder laughed. .

*“Room for one,” ho said. “T'H give
Mr. Gordon s lift, with pleasare. Hop
in, sir—lots of room for one.”

Harry Wharton gave the Bounder a
grateful glance. He was rather worried
about & fat, middle-aged man having to
tramp a quarter of a mile up a stec
hill. He was all the more grateful,
because he knew very well that the
Bounder could not posaibly want to be
seen in the company of a flambeoyant
gentlernan like Mr: Stuart Gordon |

“Ti=—if vou don't mind, Smithy—"
he stammered.

% dear chap, I'm jullf glad,” said
the der cordially. “Lucky I had
to stop at Courtfield, and came on in o
car, as it turns out.”

“The Iuckfulness is terrifiec!” de-
elared Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.

“Hop n, Mr. Gordaon !1”

“Thank you, my young frent!™ said
Mr. Gordon, az he stepped into the
Austin, Wibley, na a matter of fe,
was rather E]afi of the lift. With two
suits of clothes on, as well as padding,
he would have had rather an uancom-
fortable tramp up a steep hill.

Vernon-8mith's  chaulleur  glanced
ralher curiously at Mr, Gordon. He
was & young man, nemed Powser, whe
had often drivon Smithy. Smithy closed
cna eye at him.

“Get on, Powser,” he said. “You
know the way.”

“Yes, sir!” said the chauffeur.

Harry Wharton & Co. started to walk,
leaving tho stranded buz on the hill.
They expected Smithy’s car to go slow;
thers was no resson why Smithy should
want to arrive ahead of them, with Mr.
Gordon, at Higheliffe,

But Powser had his instructions.

To the surprise of all the Greyfriars
fellows, the chauffeur let the Austin
out, and it shot away up the hill like
A1 ATTOW. )

“What the dickens!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. "“Smithy seems in a jolly
kurry.”

" Smithy ' called out Wharton.

But the Austin was gone.

The Greyfriars fellows walked on up
tho hill, Higheliffe was soon in sight,
but the Austin was out of sight, and
remained out of H{ﬁ_ht. They reached
the gates of Higheliffe, expecting to sec
the Austin there—and to catch sight of
Smithy and Mr. Gordon. None of them
were to bo scen. ) _

In the gateway stood two Highcliffo
fellows—Courtenay, the junior cepiain,
m_:iﬁl his chum De urcy, the " {Uater-

illar.”

F“Wnlked it 7" asked Courtenay, in
surprise, a5 ho shook hands with Harry
Wharton. It was a long step from

Greririars to Highcliffe, and he was
surprized to see the party arrive on
foot.

“Bus conked out on the hill!™ ex-
plained Harry, “We walked the last
gquarter of & mile. Is Smithy here?”

“*Vernon-Smath! No. Iid he come
anead 7

Harry Wharton looked, as he folt,
quite puzeled.

*But he must have got here ™ he ex-
claimed. **He was in 8 car—he shot
shead. He ought to have got in long
shead of us”

* Haven't seen him!” said the Caler-
pillar, shaking his head.

“Well, rﬂ hat!” said Wharton
blankly “His car can't have conked
out, too—we should have passed it on
the road.”

“Where the dickens is Smithy " ex
claimed Bob.

“Well, he knows the
hardly have taken a wrong turning,”
ezid Courtenay with & smile. =
Ii%ht if he gets hore in time.”

t was quite a puzzle to all the pariy
—excepting, dp-erhaps, Redwing., And
Redwing said nothing. He could nol
help suspecting that the whole series of
inesdents on the way toe Higheliffe
were a scheme on Smithy's part to kec
“Mr. Gordon ” away from the football
match there. But it was & case of the
least said, the soonest mended.

Herbert Vernon-2mith had nol
arrived when the footballers went oun
the football ground, What could have
happened to keep him—and Mr. Gordon
—away, was an absolute puzzle.

“The silly ass!” said Bob Cherry.
“He can't mean to cut the match, T
suppose. He was as keen on it a-

any i{"

* Laekilv, Redwing'n here,” saiil
Harry. “If 8mithy doesn’t turn up, I
shall hava to put Fg:add__r,r in.”

“I'm sure Smithy will turn up ! said

edwing.

“Looks as if he's taken jolly old
Gordon for a joy-ride instead !¥ said
Johun, Buall.

Harry Wharton started a little. It
seemed impossibla that the Bounder.
keen footballer as he was, could have
done such a thing. DBut if he had, the
absenens of that remarkable relation was
g2 solace for the loss of the Bounder in
the Soccer match  Harry Wharton was
praparcd to play up, and do his duty,
with regard to Mr. Gordon, but he
could not help feeling relieved at the
prospeet of that gentleman's waisteoat
and diamonds mnever bheing seen al
Higheliffe.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” shouted Bob
suddenly. “Here's Smithy 1™

“Bmithy, rou ass!”

Vernon-Smith was coming down
the footbail ground at a run,
alone,

“ Where's Mr. Gordon?” asked Harvy
quickly, sz the Bounder came up rather

way=he can

to
He camne

breathlessly.

“Isn't he here?” asked Smithy
blandly.

“Hera! No! Of course nol! What’s

happened *' asked the mystified ecaptain
of the Remove.

“It's rather odd, you fellows,” said
Bmithy, in the same bland tone, as the
footballers all stared at him. “Thal
man Powser took a wrong turning—-
you'd have thought that he Lnew the
road all right—but he shot off by the
read to Woodend—"

“The ass!” exclaimed Bob.

“"Yes, 1sn't he?” said Bmuthy, siill
bland. * But the funniest part of it i=
that when I got out of the car to look
at a sign-post, he drove off without
waiting for me to get In again.™

“Wha-a-t 2"

#“I don™t know whether Mr. Gorden
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As Billy Bunter stood blinkﬂg dazedly at the nose in his fat hand, Coker knocked off {he shiny man’s slik hat, and then

grabbed at his mop of curly black hair.
his hand !

told Lim to, of coursel™ said 1he
Bounder with great gravity. "1 didn’t
hear what was said—if anything was.
But he cleared off, and left me stranded
—and I had to trot here on foot. He
may have fancied that he had to take
Mr. Gordon to Greyfriars—or Me.
Gordon may bhave told him to—good-
unesa knows, Quecr, ain't 167"

Harry Wharton looked at the
Bounder, long and hard, Peter Todd
winked at Squiff, who grinned. Bob
Uherry suppressed a chortle. Few of
the juniers wore likely to believe that
such sn extraordinary thing had hap-
pencd by accrdent.

VWharton opened his lips—and closed
them again.  His eyes searched tho
Bounder's face, but Smithy only smiled
genially.

“Geot going 1” said the captain of the
Romove, curtly, at length,

,And they got going.

And when Skinner & Co. arvived, on
therr bikes, and jomed the crowd ab the
football ground, Skinner & Co. had the
disappointment of their lives. “Mr.
Gordon ” was not there—he had not
bheen there—nobody at Highelife had
seen him—or was likely to ses himm.
Whick was quite a Llow to S8kinner.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Two of Them !

L UNTER ¥
B “Eht Oh! Yes
slutiered Billy Bunter,

Bunter was surprized,
It was petbing towards [El"-'ﬁ o'clock,
at which time the footbalfers were ex-
ccted back from IHigheliffe. Billy
unter had his eyes—and his spectacles
—on the gates, He.was not anxious to
hear Lhe resulb of {he Hizhelille maich

sir 1"

Next moment Coker had & surprise
“0h " stuttered Coker,

—but he was very anxzious for tea in
somebody’s study.

But he forgot tea in a study, as com-
pletely ws he forgpot football, ez two
clderly gentlemen walked in, and one
of them called tg him.

It waz Colonel Wharton, uncle of the
captain of the Remove. The man with
im was a handsome old gentleman
with white hair, with a pleasant,
chubby face and a tartan tie. DBunter
had unever seen him before, and won-
dered who he was—but he wondered
most ot seeing Colonel Wharton, If
the Colonel was coming down to Grey-
friars that dey as well as Mr. Gordon,
it 1 :f;ht have been expected that they
would come down together.

“Is my nephew about, Bunter?”
askod the old eolancl.

"Eh? No! He hasn't come back
from Higheliffe yot, sir " said Bunter.

“Iighelifia?” repeated the colonel.
“1s Harry out of gates i

“They're playing & match there
to-day, sir,” explained Bunter. “ May
be hack any minute now, though™

“Oht! I soel Thank youn, my boy.”
Coloniel Wharton turned to hig com-
panion. “ Probably Harry will not bo
long, Gordon——"

Lilly Bunter jumped.
~ Ho wondered whether it was raining
Grordons. )

“ After we have scen Dr. Locke I will
show wou the sights of my old school,”
continued Colonel Wharton with a
auile, “No doubt by that time Harry
will be in”

“1 must not miss seeing him !® said
Mr. Gordon.

They walked on to the House
together, and Billy Bunter stood blink-
ing after them, with his litile round
cyes popping through his big, round
spectocies.

If this was anothor of Wharton's
SBcoltish relations, he did not look any-

like Bunter, as the mop of hair came away in
“ L-1-lpok | 1

thing like the specimen already seen
at Greyfriars,
Bunter rolled down to the gatos.

There was no sign yet of the motor

bus coming back from Higheliffe. But
an Austin car was coming down the
road. Bunter blinked at it, as it came
hf’ without any special interest; but he
blinked again, with very great intevest
indeed, as he spotted the passenger
within,
. That passenger leaped to the eye, as
1t were. His big diamond flashed afar.
It was more noticeable than even his
waisteoat and his tie,

“Dh crikey ! said Bunter.

He had sup[lmsed that “Mr. Gordon ¥
was at Higheliffo with the footballers,
as he had gone off with them in the
crowded bus., Ividently, however, he
wag not; for here was arriving in
2 car by himself from a differcut
direction.

The car stopped at the gotes, Powser
got down and opened the deor for the
fat and shiny gentleman to step out.

That fat and shiny gentleman looked
excecdingly cross,

Wibley's afternoon had not gone ac-
eording to programme. "Mr, Gordon "
had fallen blindly into the trap laid by
the astute Bounder. Powser had taken
a wrong turning., after Mr. Gordon
was safely in the Austin, Smithy, under
pretence of ectiing lim  right, had
stepped out-—and Powser had driven off
st top speed=—with hiz paszenger in the
car.

In vain had “Mr. Gordon ™ shouted
to him, and wclled to him, and raved
to Inm to stop. Powser did not stop
till he reached a solitary spot five miles
from everywhere,

Then he stopped
enging trouble.
v that time 1% had dawned on
Tue Macxer Lisnany.—No. 1,498
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Wibler that the DBounder had tricked
him—not suspecting who he was, cer-
tainly, but pimply to keep him away
from Highelifie y
But there was no help for the dis-

guised japer of the Remove. He had to
wait while Powser tinkered with the
engine. He waited in & very bad
temper.

Powser kept up that tinkering till
there was just time left to drive his
passenger back te Greyiriars and land
him there at five o'clock. Such had
beenn the Bounder’s instructions, which
the feithful Powser carried out to tho
very letter.

]:;i:\’{! was chiming from the elock-
tower of Greviriars when the Austin
etopped at the school gates and Powser

politely opened the door for “Mr
Gordon.™ :

“Yery sorry, sirl” said Powser
meckly. “Quite a misunderstanding,

sir—very unfortunate indeed, sirl”

“Wou silly idiot!’ snapped Wibley.

“Thank you, sir!” said Powser im-
perturbably,

“Do vou think I don't know mﬁnf;eg’s
!Je_in_? pulled. blow  you?” ted
Wibley.

;{i’r::, Er!" murmured Pn‘gsﬂr.

illy Bunter's eves popped sgain ns
he heard that “Mr. Gordon™ waos
speaking without & trace of the lisp-
in% sccent which had been so remark-
able before.

But as Wibley's eyes fell on the {ot
junior at the gates, blinking at him in
astonishment, he remembered. )

“You thilly ath1” he said, resuming
the forgotten accent. “1 have never
come acroth thuch a thilly fooll Get
out of it!” :

" Xes, sir—cortainly, sirl” said the
imperturbable Powser.

And he drove the Austin away up the
road to Courtheld—grinning as zoon as
his face was safely turned awsy fromn
the irate fat gentleman. Powser had
& pound note in his gm:ket. which the
Bounder had tipped him for his pecu-

iar  serviges  that afternoon; and
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Fowser was satisBed, if Wibley was not.

“Mpr. Gordon ™’ rolled in at the. gates.
He stopped to speak to Bunter.

“Have they como back to the theool
vob 7 he asked.

“MNot yet, Mr, Gordon!” gasped
Bunter. “Any minute now—I'm wait-
mg for the bus te come aleng. I aay,
haven't you been to Highcliffe, sir”

“Mr. Gordon " did not answer.

runted ‘and walked over to the bench
g:..' Gosling's lodge, where he zat down.

Evidently it was his intention to
greet the Greyiriars footballers when
they arrived.

Wibley had not beon able to carcy
on at HMighcliffc as planned. But he
was going to meke up for it at Grey-
friars.

Billy Bunter remained watching the
road. Some other fellows came down
to the gates to see the footballers when
they came in. Amonp them was Monty
MNewland.

Monty gave a jump at the sight of
“Mr ordon ¥ sitting on  Goshing's
bench, He wont across to him at once.

“"What the dickens—" he began.
“How did vou get here ¥

Wibley whispered an  explanation.
Newland langhed.

“Bmithy never puessed?™

“Df course not, ass! But he did me
out of my stunt at Higheliffo ! growled
Wibley. “What are you laughing at,
ass ™

“Well, I'm rather glad, old bean”
said Monty. 1t was rather too
thick—""

“Hubbish !” grunted Wibley. * Anyg-
how, they won't be long now. I needn't
show up till ealling-over; lots of time
to make Wharton onjoy life before
than.”

Newland chuckled.

“Keep it up!” he said, and he left
Wibley and joined the juniors at the
gateway.

Many of them were glancing at = Mr.
CGordon,” and wondering why heo was
not with the footballers.

B eay, you fellows,

here  they

pook of @ Thousand
Fascinations . - ¢

e

come ' squeaked Billy DBunter, as tho
inotor-bug camo in sight, buzzing down
the road from Courtheld. ]

There were cheery faces in the
crowded bus. Bob Cherry’s roar awoke
the echoes as it ecame to a halt,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, you men! We
beat them [

“Three goals to two!"” said the
Bounder, as ho jumped down. “And
without Wibley to kick them for us!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Your uncle’s here, Wharton !* called
out Skinuer. .

Skinner had returned without wait-
ing for the finish, and he was among
the fellows at the gate.

Wharton glanced at him.

“Mr. Gideon's |herel”
Skinner.

“Do you mean Mr. Gordon?"” ashked
Harry gquietly.

grinneéd

“QOh, yos! My istake!” said
SBkinner blandly.

“He, hg. Imflﬂ 2a) . i

The podgy bhgure of the olly gontle-
mait rfm from Gosling's henci'l. M.
Gordon” advanced to  meet Harry
Wharton, as lie came in with his friends.

“Oh, hera wyou ave vunce more,
Harry,” ho said. "1 am thorry 1

E:Eth’?ﬂ theeing you play Thoceer, my

.

Harry Wharton nedded and smiled.
He could not say that he was sorry
that that wunnerving relative ha
missed the mateh at Higheliffe.

“Did wou lose your way, sir?” asked
the Bounder politely. _

“That ath of a chavifeur did,"”
answered Mre Gordon. “ And I thort of
thuspect that you put him up to it. 1
am not exactly a thills ath, young
man—and I ean thee when my leg is
being pulled ! Take that!™

Smack !

“Yarovoop ! roarcd the Bounder, as
ho took 1t

He sat down quite suddenly.

“Oh ’:: gasped Wharton.
SAY

“You need thay nothing, - Harey,”
said Mr. Gordon. "I have thmack
that voung ratheal’s head for thending
mo nﬁ over the plathe in & car—"

“¥ou cheeky old donkey ! roared
the Bounder, scrambling up. “1—"

*Bhut up, Smithy

* Loclz here—-== velled the Bounder.

Redwing grasped his angry chum's
arm and pulled hun away, ¥ Mr
Gordon ® walked on with Harry Whar-
ton, whose face was red with vexation.
The other fellows were grinming.

“J—1—1

“ Bomae quII:,r old unele!” giggled
Bkinner. “I say, do you fellows think
Wharton 13 enjoying  his  relation’s
visit

“He, he, he ! ]

“He's a corker, and no mistake
murmured Bob Cherry.

“The corkfulness 1s terrifie I®

“I say, you fellows, did you know
that Wharton's uncle—his other uncle—
is here P squeaked Billy Bunter. “Ho
came in half an hour ago, with another
old josser—a man named Gordon——"

* Anather jolly old Gordon!” ex-
claimed Skinner. *I haven't seen him.
My hat! Is Wharton collecting the
Ten I'ribes of Israel here to-day?”

“The old bean took him into the
House,” said Bunter. “He ain't any-
thing like the other, but he's got the
same name—I heard the old bean call
him Gordon——"

“What's thatl”

exclaimed Mlonty
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“ Colonel

Newlaud, with a jump.
named

Wharton here—with & inan
Gordon? Oh crikey I
“There they arel” Billy
pointed with a fat fOnger.
coming out of the Mouse——*
“0Oh, my only hat!” gasped Alonty.
Colonel Wharton E.I'l%i his  silver-
haived companion came out of the
House, No doubt they were aware that
the footballers had returned. Harry
VWharton stared at the sight of s
nnele. The fat and shiny gentleman by
his side did not merely start—lhe
jumped almost clear of the ground.

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Wibley.

Harry glaneed at him.

“Aly unele’s here, Mr. Gorden,” he
zsatd. I didn't know he was coming
down  to-day. He seems to  have
l:ln:nu%flt- a friend with him. I—"

o crikey 1

“(h, here you are, Harry!” Colonel
Wharton came up, the juniors makin
way for him to greet his nephew. “gl:
was not aware that vou were plavin
an away match when I srranged with
Mr. Gordon to come here this afternoon
with me to seo you. But——"

“My Gordonl” stuttered Wharien.

*¥Yez—this i3 my nephew, Gordon—
the distant relation you have never
secn,” =aid the eolonel, with a smile.
“Harry, this is Mr. Gordon, of Dundea
—a distant relation, my boy, but very
anxious to meet you,'”

“And very pleased.!” said the silver-
nalred gentleman, with a kind smile,
extending his hand to Iarry.

Wharton stood rooted. He felt as if
his head was turning round.
“Yon—vou—you are Al

he gasped,
e Seottish  gentleman looked a
littla surprised.

“¥es, certainly,” he answered.
“Your distant relative, Harry.”

“Then—then—then—who 13 this®
stuttered Harry Wharton, and he stared
—or, rather, glared—at. the fat and
shing man—at whom the colonel had
already cast a corionsz glance. “Ii
that's Mr. Gordon, who's this?"

Bunler
“ Just

Gordon 7

il —y—

THE NINETEEKTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Show-up !

I H crikey I'* groaned Wibley.

O William Wibley—alias M,

Gordon—stood petrified.
Never for a moment had
he dreamed of this, It had not
oceurved to him that the real Mr.
Gordon might turn up at Greyfriars
that afterncon.

Really, Wib might have thought of
it. It was on the probability that Mr.
Gordon might blow in, that ha had
planned his stunt—and blown in as
Mr. Gordon, The probability had
materialised—that was all

Escape for the spoofer was impossible,

Thora was a erowd of fellows round
hitn—the returned foothallers, two or
threa dozen other fellows. In front of
him, Colenal Wharton and 3Mr. Gordon
—ihe genuino Scottish article. Xt was
an ntterly unexpected and uwiterly hope-
lezs show-up for the spoofer of the
Bemove,

Round hun was a buzz of amazement.

Evervbody, including Harry himself,
204l taken the fat, shiny man for Whar-
-on's relative from Dundee. Colonel
Wharton's announcement that the silyvey-
naired gentlemman at his side was Mr
gordon, came rather lhike a ihunder-
olap.

Monty Newland whisiled softly. The
ﬁﬂﬂ]ﬂ- ivis Lfli:} 'I'l:l::l'lﬂul":I ‘L'I."iﬂl ik \"f&ﬂg’ﬂﬂlﬁﬂ‘ﬂ.

But Monily did noet back out of the
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crowd, as he could easily have doue.
He moved forward, nearer to the wn-
happy Wih, Obviously there was going
to be trouble—and Monty was not the
fellow to leave hizs comrade in tha
lurech. He was going to take his share
of the troubla when it came,

Harry Wharton fixed his astonishoed
ecyes on the shiny man, Ewery other
pair of eves was fixed on that shin
man. And the shiny man himself coul
only gasp.

“Harry, what do sou mean?" asked
Colonel Wharton, puzzled. *'Whe ia
this man? YWho—what—"

iThat’s what I want to know,'" stut-
tered Harvry., "“Ie calls himself Mr,
Gordon.”

“Wha-a-at?™

“He come here thiz afternoon as Mr.
Gordon, ™

“Oh, my hat!” welled the Bounder.
“It'=s & spoof! But who ra he?"

“Tt iz a terrific and ridiculons
spoot [ oxclaimed Hurres Jamset Ram
Singh. “But who, and what "

“0Oh erumbs 17 groaned Wibley.

Colonel Wharton’s brow was like
thunder. He was astonished—but he
was more angry than astonished. And
the good-natured smile left the plump
face of the real Mr. Gordon. 'The Scot-
tish gentleman was evidently angry,
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too. He was not pleased by this
borrowing of his name.

Harry Wharton's eyes gleamod.
“HKeep round, you menl!” he ex-
claimed, *“Don’t let kim get away!

He's some sort of a spoofer, if he's not
Ay, Gordon 2

“He cerfainly iz not My Gﬂrﬁqn Ij’
snapped Colonel Wharton,  “This ia
Mr. Gordon standing at my side.”

“Home raseal, or crook—no doubt a
eriminal 1 execlaimed DMr.  Gordon.
“Han that he does not eseapo! The
police——"" .

“Oh jiminy "' gasped Wibley.

Colonel Wherton strode eloser to him,
Ile towered over the hapless spoofor of
the Remove. )

“Who are vou, sir?” he ihwndered.
“What does this impesture mean?
How dare you come here calling your-
self by another man’s name—imposing
yourself upon my nephew as a relative,
when you are nothing of the sovg?™

Wibley jumped back. .

The colonel’s look was quite alarming.

¢ Stop him |™ shouted 1ob Cherry.

“llollar him ! yelled Nugent.

“Don’t let him geb away 1" shouted
Harry Wharton.

Five or six palrs of hands were laid

ou “Mr. Gordon™ at onco. Bab
Cherry gras ed one arm, Nugent the
other; Smithy tho back of his collar,

atd Billy Bunter, grabbing at him, got
hold of his noge, which was extensive,
and gave quite a good hold,

“Got him |7

27

“Hold him I
"Yaroooh !" velled Billy Dunter, in

sudden amazement and horvor.  “QOwl
His—hia nosa iz coming off ] Yooo-
hooop 1™

“Oh, my haet!"

[ 1} Whﬂ‘.t i1}

“Great pip 17

There was a roar of smazement.
Billy Bunter stood with his eyes bulging
through hiz spectacles, and a nosy in
his fat hand.

_For one awful moment it looked as
if the man’s nose had actually been
pulled off—a horrifying spectacle. But
it needed only a moment for the fellows
to sce that the nose in Bunter's fat
paw was an artificial one, and that
thera was another, ‘s =zmaller one, re-
maining on the faco of the shiny man.

“A falsa nose!” pasped olonal
Wharton asiounded. " Then—then the
raseal, the impostor, is in disguize |

“ Great pip I'"

There was a wildly excited crowd
round the shiny man now. A hundred
fellows, at least, surrounded the spot.

“Collar him! Hold him!" shouted
Coker of the Fifth. ' Let mo get hold
of him! A burglar, most likely—-"

Coker grabbed at the shiny man;
Billy Bunter stocd blinking dazedly atb
thea poso in his fat hand. kor
knecked off the silk hat, snd grabbed
the nhin:ﬂ man's mop of curly hlack
hair. The next moment Coker had a
surprise likea DBunter.

Oh I* stuttered Cokor. * L-llaok I*®

IIc held uwp 2 mop of black hair,
ovidently a wig, staring at it almost
dizzily.

“A disguize ! execloimed Mr. Gorden.

“Parhaps hiz moustacha comes off,
too,” grinned Bob Cherry; and he
grabbed at it, and it did ! :

“Ow! Chuck 1t!" gasped Wibley.
“You silly assea! VYou silly dummiea!”

“Hallo, hallo, halle! He's lost his
accent, n3 well ns his nose and his
hair ¥7 yelled Bob.

“%Who are you?"” roared Colonel
Wharton. “You will be handed over
to the police as a cheat, an impostor [V

“Oh, draw it muld, sir!l"” gasped
Wibley.

“ 1=k~ seem to know that voice !
gasped Harry Wharton,  * Who—who
—" He gazed blankly at “Mr. Gor-
don. “With his wig and moustache and
beaky nose gome, thers was a glimmer
of familiarity about that face.

“Wibley !” yolled tho Dounder.

“Wikley I¥ gasped Wharton.

“The estecmed and 1diotic Wibl

“Ow 't Hands off ' gasped Wibley.
“You slly asses; only a jape! Owl
Don't lug my cara off! Leggo my
arms ! Stop grabbing my eavs ®oker,
you born idict! They won't come off
like 1y nose, you blithering assl
They're genuine ! Ow ™

“Ha, ha, hat”

“"Wibley ! It was a voar of aston-
ishonent. * That goat Wibley "'
“You—you—you  rotter IV

Harry Wharton.

“Wibley 1 ropeated Colonel Whar-

fon. “ Whoe 1s Wibley "

“Only a Remove chap, uancle!™
pasped Harry. *The siliy ass is always
pla i:}g silly theatrical tricks. It's all
right.”

“You know {his—thiz person?’ ex-
claimed Mr. Gordon. x

" Oh, yes, sirl A Greyfriars chap;
only a mlly fool playing silly tricks!"

“Pah " said Mr. Gordon,

“Pah ' said Colonel Wharten.

And they walked back to the IIouse,
evidently very much annoyed, bub
vealising that it was not o matter for
the police.
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THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Woelu! for Wibley !

ARRY WHARTON elenched his
H hands—hard {
o bhad been “ithrough ™ it
thet afternoon.  “ My, Gordon ™
had given him the time of his life. It
wag a rolief, no dowobt, to loarn that
*“Mr. Gordon,"” with his shiny face and
sham diamonds, and gorgeous waistcoat
nnd other atiractions, was not, after all,
Lis relative—ihat he was only William
Wibley of the Remove in a new and
amazing get-up. Buot the captain of
thoe Remove was less conscious of re-
lief than of wrath.
Ho glared ot the spoofer, almost
forociously.
* You—you—vou epoofing worm I* he
gasped.  “I'll give you o hip about
aﬁ?aﬁngrll T'll jolly well smash you—m

“Oh, shut up!” snapped Wibley.
Ho was quito az annoyed as Wharton
by this sudden and disastrous ending
of his romarkable jape. “You jolly
woll asked for it, and vou got iti”

“¥ou silly sss!" roared Wharton,
“YWhat have I done to you i

“¥ou left mo oul of the footor!”

“Wha-a-at3"" |

“1 told you I'd make you sit up!
Well, haven't I1"

“¥You—you=you—yout” gasped the
captain of the Remove, almost speech-
lesz, " You've played this votten trick
on me, because you weren't allowoed to
foozle at footer, you=—you—you—=""

“Berve you jolly aell mpght ! =aid
Wibley.

“Why, I'll=I'll smash you!” gazped
Wharton.

Mnnt¥
twoen W
Romnove,

“Hald on!” ho eand guictly,

*Stand wside, Newland! I'm going
to smash that checky rotter!” roared
Wharton, )

“You'd betior begin with e, then I?
#aid "Newland coolly, “I put him up
to it

“You did I” stuttered Wharton.

HVes, I did 4™

“Well, you cheeliy ass!™ cxclaimed
Tieb Cherry. * Whal the thump did you
wahit to play such a rolten trick on
Wharton for?"

I fancy lio- kiows I -answered Now.
land contemptuously.

Nowland pushed guickly be-
itbley and the enpiamm of the

Wharton stared at Iim. He was
ulierly surprised.
“I. don’t!” he answered. “You've

lad your back up the last day or two,
hecauze of what I said te Fishy—and
vou're a fool for your painsl ‘That's
net B repson,”

O Tf vou don’t koow, I'Il tell you!™
sattl Monty Newland., “You bar Jews—
and eo I fixed it up with Wibley to
fand you wilth a Jew relation, as o
feszon to yon. I told you you were o
volter—and you arc a rotteri If yon
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didu't want mo 1w the cleven, you
shouldn't have put my name in the list,
Putting it in, and taking it oul agrin,
was a rotten trick—and yon know i pa
well as I do ™

Harey  Wharton
blankly.

“Are you potty?” he asked, *1
think you must be. Yon took vour
name out of the football list yourseli, n=
you told me you would do1”

“0Oh, don't bo an ass!” Enapped
Newland. "I know 1 2aid I would, and
was sorry enough afierwards that 1 said
0. 1 wag guing 1o tell you so. too,
when I found that yon had crossed out
my namo before had a chance fo
EI—"‘E‘EI‘L"

#1 dido't I* roared Wharton.

“¥You did, you asszl”

“1I tell yon I dide'l!
had i

“ Wha-g-at ¥ " .

“You nilly, falheaded, Dblithering
idigt " yoared the captain of tho
Bemove., “1 found your name crossed

| Billy Bunter i _!l.lnniﬂ' than
SVEr IR :
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stared 0t him

I thooghi yoen

out of the list, and, of couree, 1 thought
vou'd done it, after what you saicd. 1f
you didn't, who did "

“I—I thought you had!” stammered
Blonty, utterly takeén aback. “ M-ncan
io say you didn't i

“Iilaven't I.said so?" hooted the cap-
tain of the Remove, ¥1 came jolly
near punching i;‘::-ur head for meddling
with the foolball list, too |*

“1 nover touched it ! gaspod Monty.
“ 11 gav, I—I'm sorry ! I—D've beon
ann ase!l . Oh crumbs! I—I thought
rou'd erossed my name oub because you
arred Jews"

“*You howling ass! T thought you
erossed it out beecause you'd gob your
silly back up!”

“But who—" gasped Bolr Chorry.

“Oh crumbs1”? gasped Wibley. “You
silly idiots, didn't you kuow 1t was I
who did it "

“You " roared Wharton.

“Youl” velled Newland.

“Yag- I 16lly well did 1* said Wibler.
#1 did. it to show you what I thought
of you'as 'a.fmtlmli’ skipper, Wharten.
What on earth made you fancy New-

B0,

[and had duone 1?  What on earth
made Newland faney vou had done i1?
air of silly fools, if you ask me!”

There was n moment of silenee, while
the astouished juniors slaved at “‘11:-1&{.

“I=1 say, I'm eorry, Whartoni"
goasped Newland. -1 thought——
And it was that blithering idiot all the
tho timel Why, I'll emach L ¥

“Heve, look out I velled Wibley, as
Monty NWewland made & juinp at hom.
“0h, my hot ! Ol erikexy ! Oh erumbst
Ch, varvoooocop 1™

“Haz, ha, hal”

It was guite unnecessary for the cap-
tain of the Remove to smash William
Wibley. Mooty Newland was putting
in all the emashing that was sequired—
and a little over. Wibley, velling, was
knocked right and left—and ho fairl
ran for it at last—with Monty Newlan
raging on his lrack., A roar of lavghter
followed them.

L * L] - [ =

Colomel Wharien and Mr. Cordon
stayed to tea in Study No. 1. Not till
the two  distinguished visilors were
gone waa Harry Wharton at leisure to
deal with ‘the japer of the Remove.
Then ho went along to Btudy No. 6 to
mterview -William Wibley., A fellow
who had meddlod with the official foot-
ball list and caused painful misunder-
standing and no end of trouble, had to
e dealt with drastically, and Wharton
waz prepared to hand out all that was
required, .

ut 23 he locked. inte Study No. 6
the grim expreszion left his face.

Groan | .

‘That was the sound that prected him,

William Wibley was extended in the
armehair. Iis nese was ocozing erim-
His eyes winked and blinked. i

azed dispiritedly st the captain of the
temove. Wharlon gazed at hin,

“What {he thump—" lie ejaculated.

roan 1

“1 eame here Lo whop you!”

Groan !

Harry Wharton chuckled.

“Newland doesn’t seém to have left
much for me,” ho remarked. * 1 think
we'll call 1t a day Y

Ciroan | . .

The captain of the Remdove, grinning,
wialked away—and Wibley was left to
groan. Mouty Newlapd had made one
mistake—which had cost hin his place

in the team for Higheliffe—but in hand-

ing out to William* Wibley that for
avhich  he  had - asked, 'r:.vnt_i: h
evidently mado no mistake. b was

likely to bo a long, long timo before
Wildey meddled with a football list
again
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THE FORM-MASTER’S
FOLLY!

By DICKY NUGENT

* Has anybody hera seen
Lickhom ™

It was Doctar Alfred
Bircherall, the reverad and
majestick Head of 8t
#am's, whe poked his headl
into the Prefecta’ Common-
reom ond bawled out that
gjuention.

Burleigh and Taliboy and
Swotter, the anly okkupanits
of the room, turned round
in BOMA BATPTITM.

Tho occagions when Doc-
tor Birchemall condescended
to look in at Profects’ Come.
mon-room waere fow and far
betwoen. Now and again
he would drop in for a game
of tiddley-winks with somo
of the soniors, and he hod
boen known to call for tho
purpuss of swopping cigar-
clte-cards with collectors.
But these eventa were very
infrokwent. So it was quite
& ghocle for Burleigh andd his
pals to havo the Ilcad barge

in like this.
* Hax an;,rhcu:'ly hers seen
Lickham 1 ' ted the

Head, sz the three seniors
gtared at him. * Don't
stare at me like a lot of
moliing owls, boya! Ans-
wer the guestion !

* ANl sereen, sir,” grinned
Borleigh, rmecovering  his
ususl  sangfroid. ** Beeing

you rather put us ofil our
gtroke for a minnit. Seeing
you would put most ehaps
off, sir, considering what o
foce you've got | ™

* Hea, ha, ha!™

“ Why, you cheeky yung
Tas T

* Anyway, sir, the ans-
wer i3 in the negative,”
went on Burleigh, ruther
hurriedly. * We don'’t en.
cuiridge Fourth Form-mns-
tera here—nor headmasters,
oither{"™ ha added soito
voeoy, with a wink st the
others.

Dgeter Birchamall mave o
wrunt of annoyance.

* Bust it ! " he muttored.
** I quite eggapected to find
him here, g & mutter of
fakt I've had half the skool
searching for him since teu-
time without suxxess, and
this is the only room wo
haven's yet inspected. He
simply must be found some-
how ! "

“Aro the perlice altev
him 7" asked TTallboy,
curioualy.

“ They will be il he due.
zént turn up soon,'” growled
the Head., * You sce, it's
the Annual Meeting of the
Junior Fireaworks Club to-
nite—and Mr. Lickham hap-
pens to bo the trezzurer! ™

*Oh, croma !

Burleigh coffed.

“You—or—don't think
that Mr, Linkham has nicked
the spondulicks, sir T

" Burleigh, Burleigh, how

more tames must L
tell you not to use slang
e reasiona 1 sighed the

* ¥ou should nover

say * nicked the spondu.
licks.," Say ' pinched
the oof.! 1 insist on
pood mmar in this
here skool !

" Have it your own

e ——
——

¥ C g
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way, Bir,” grinned

Burleigh, "“"Do vou
think has pinched the
oof, then 1"

Dootor Birchemall nitted
Lis brows.

“Rince you mention it,
Durleigh, may @8 waoll
Lkonfess that I have hed
my  suspishons  regarding
Mr. Lickham for some time
now. Admittedly there is
little 1o pgo on. He has
berne walking about with a
drown, haggord ook on his
faea, and he has been trying
all round the skool to
borrow the sum of terenty-
five pounds—which happena

fo be the erpsack armount of
the Fireworks Club's funds.”
“Aly hatt™

“That's all there is to
go on,"” said the Head, with

a #hrug, " Ib's o neer no-
thing, of corse. Nobody
but 0 lcen, nnytrating

mun_ like mysell would seo
onything suaspishus in it
But, applying my powerfui

brane to the problem, I
o't help having misgiv.
mgst

*ATISHOO ! ™

Athunderoua sneoze
rehood oeross the room a3
Dioctor Birchome!l finighed
spealing.,

The threo seniors jumped
to their foet in gmazement,
while the Head stood gazing
witly bulging eyes at the
Lalsle from under which the
somet hiad comae,

“ What the merry die-
kena-——"he began.
Theny Burleigh  stepped
acrosa (o the table and
litteal the cloth, and the
H el ' & oggeelomation §
ended in o sudden ery @
of reckernition. ** LICK-
FEAM ™ ha yelled,

Me. 1. Jolliwell Liek- §
ham erawled out from
hishiding.placoe and
atnzocred Lo hia  feab.
There waa a cawed, hang-
dog  look obout the
muster of the Fourth.

- pepood cavening,
sir!” he muttered,
sheepishly. .

" Ro von woere hero all 7

the Lime, eh ¥ wrapped # :

out the Head, sternly.
* What's the hbig ides,
Lickham? Aro you not aware
that the meeting of the
Fireworks Club is already
overdew |

A parztly pallor seemod
to spread over the I'orme
master’s fuce.

" l—I—=tho fakt is, air,
I've lost the books of the
Club,”’ hoe phaltered. "1
waa just lookiog for them
hefore tumning up for the
meating 1"

“In that caze, Lickham, ™
snorted {he Head. ™ il's a

wonder it didn'k ocour to
%ﬂu to look on your dosk.

epoawse  thot's  where I
found them hall an hour
ago [ They are now repos-
ing on the spesker’s table
in the Junior Common-room
—whera the members of the
Fireworks Club are ot pre-
sent impatiently sowaiting
your arvival! I supposs
you've got the munny all
right 7 *

Mr. Lickham went whito
te tho lipps. A convulsive
shudder seemed to  seozo
him.

* The-=tho munny " ho
stammered. ** Oh, yos, sir,
I'va got the munny all
right. Yc¢-08, rather!™

“T'm pled to hero it,™
said the Head, still frownin
auspighualy. “ Well, wo'
Lotter teot along te the
mensting now. This way ! "

Ho led the way out of
Prefects ' Common.-room.
Mr. Lickham tottered woak.
Iy ofter him, looking re-
markably like a condemned
felon, And DBurlefgh  and
Tallboy and Bwotler were
loft wondering whether Mre
Lickham really had got the
munny or not. Truth to
tell, they felt rather dew-
bious ahout if,

There was 0 storm of
cheering when the two beaks
appearcid on the throshold

of tho Junior Commoen-room.
The members of the Junior
Iiraworks Club had bogun to
feel rather uneozy about the
trezzurer’s  disappearanceo,
and it was rather reassuring
to seo him turn up in coms.
pany with the Head.

Doector Birchemall, na
FPresidont of the Club, took
the chair. He wasted no

time in getting down fo

bizzincss.
*uJendlemen, chapas ond
* Hav-

fellaowsz 17 T eepiped,

ing eggsamined the books
of the Club, 1 am pleased
to report that you havo in
hand for this wvear's selly.
brations the magnificent sum
of twenty-five pounds ! "

A deffening cheer preetad
thiz announcernent. Aa it
died away, the Head turnad
to Mr. Lickham.

“1 mow oall upon the
trézzurer to projooce  tho
twenty-five pounds so that
we onn hand it over to
somebody to buy the fire-
works 1Y he eaid, in slow
and sollem axxenta,

All evea were fturnced on
Mr. Lickham, aa he roso to
his  feet. Tha fellows
couldn't help notissing that
he woas trombling like an
agpirin-leal and that beads
of perspiration were stand-
ing out from his forrid.

Y J—F"m EOTTY, Entlﬂman,
but—er—it can’t be did just
now,” atammered Mr. Lick.
ham, * The—esr—fakt ia,
I've olready given it to &
friend of mine who is going
to get the freworks for me."

*Wha-p-at 7"

“ I felt nervuas of keoping
gach a lot of muony about
o, v ece,” eggeplained
the Fourth Form-maater.
" Bo I deposited it with my
feiond and told hirm IMd call
for the freworks later.'”

Thero was & mermer from
tho Juniors.

“How docz ha hknow
what we want, sir T called
out Juck Jolly.

“Don't you think hea's
likely to run off with the
cash T " asked Frank Feoar-

legs,

“* There'll be Greworks if
ho does!™ pgrinned Meery.

G Ye;—ﬂhu;hnnt- for us! ™

ang right.
gr?‘!. deffening corus of gues-
tiona and argewment began
to arse (rom the secthing
crowd, The Head silenc
it by puiting two of lus
fingers into his mouth and
giving a shrill wisslo,

“Give o bloke & chaneco
to make himszelf heard, can't
you ! ha eggaclaimed in
his dignified way. * Spoak-
ing az President of itho Club,
I raust say I don’t guite like

way the trezzurcy hos

handled our dibs. But I'm
witling to say nothing more
about 1t if he delivera ua
freworks to the waloa  of
twenty-five  pounds by
breakinst-time to-morrow."

** Hear, hear ! ™

“Will that be all right,
Liokbam 1 ' asked the Head,
with another long, Lngering
look of puspishom at the
master of the Fourth,

“Warewhy, of corse,

gir 1 stuttered M= Tigk.
hoan.

* I hoap it is, Lickkam—
for your snke! Fuailirg the
production of the fires-orks,
there will be only one thing

left for me to do—a=1d for
rlice! ™
" Yaroaooo ]
“Tha mesting s wow

ovar " said Doector Rirch-
emall ; and the erowd trole
up, buzzing with eggwite.
ment. :

Frankly, the followd srere
serprized ot Mr. Lickiam's
bahaviour.

would have been

Thaoy
atill more sorprized  hod
they scen what did after
the meoting.

The Form-master's brow
waa rinkled with can and
worry when ho rotumed to
hia study. Flinging himself
into hig chair, ho uttered o
low groan of angwieh..

“A lass ! What an-idjut
I'vo been!" he muottered.
“ Fansy loaing all the funds
in my hrother's bisfness
just bofore Guy Forks Doy !
}. shall do time for tlas!
Unlegge——

Then an idea oeounad to
Mr., Lickham—a wild des-

rit idca that would mever
wmve occurred to him in
hias saner momonts He
would bergle the fre vorks
sh{:-? at Muggleton |

* Wot with the mtintion
aof pinching thom lio an
ordinary crook, of dree,”
he snid to himself. °f As
soon 08 1 hove saved
cnuff I shall sond cp tho
amount tow fo the #hop-
keeper  anonymously. —nnd
overyono will ba hapui,' F

Tha more Mre. Liccham
thought of the wheeza the
more he lileed it,  Hig mind
made up ab lost, he pr=e to
his feet and went out, In
the cleakroom off Big IHall
he donned a coat snc cap.
He was i such a hurry that
he didn't noties the can 1wae
not kia own, bul the Lpad's !

He stopped ot thegatea
to bhorrow o Eunely of kaya
from Toasil, the it .
Then he was gwallswid up
in ithe nite.

Hulf an hour later s dark
fizpar alipped into the door-
way of the firoworks shop
at Muggloton. A& niinmt
after that the same Bggoer
vannished into the shop.
Ten minnits after thet
figger emerged again, sarry-
ing a hevvily lodewm sack,
Anothor half honr ami Mr.
Lickham was bock b his
study at 5t. Bem's, gleating
over a3 fine o hawl of fire.
works o3 ony berglar snould
have obtaioed ! A

FISH WAS PLUMB CRAZY OVER

ME!

He was — really  and
tm!:;;i

Not, of course, in guite
the samo way ad a love.
lorn English youth would
ba. He has hiz own
methoda in everything haa
Ffishr:r T, Figh! Instead
ol mazing goofily at me
from afar and bhlushing
scarlet when I spoke to
him, ha wrote me the
following letter ;—

“Dr. Miss Rdfm,—
I'll say you're o swell.
looking damoe. I got
somoething I wanna tell
yvou. Meet me ot the
gtile, Friardale Lane, nxt
Wed. aftn., 3 ofe. pron-
to. Dring a full-length
picture of yrelf—Yyrg,

Fisher T. Fish,"”

Who could resigt it ? I
couldn't, for oneo!
tripped along to the tryst.
ing place uimpl:i burning
with curicsity. I couldn’t
belisve that romontic no.
tions had taken posscasion
of thiz alick business man
from Noo York. DBut if
not, what woas tho idea
of sceing me ¥ And why
did ha want my photo-
graph, anyway 1

rtainly, my firat im-
Ere-s-ﬁinn was that Fishy
ad " fallen ™ for me.
Whon ho saw me, ho tipped
his cap at a jauntgﬂnnglﬁ
over one oye and beamed
all over his hatchot face.

“ Howdy, babe!” ho
enapped. * Say, ain't you
one prand sweet song of
a oeuftial I tell the
world !

* Dunng quite what yon
menn,'t I seid, feeling not

aitogether sure  whether
I wae being complimented
or imeualted. * Can’t you
put it in Engligh ¥ **

“It's & cinch, sister]™
Leaomed Fisher T.
Figh, * What I mean

Boasts BARBARA REDFERN

of my brief " romanes*
with Fisher T. Fish 1 And
it was only when I read
the “ Courtfield Gazette ™
alterwords and eaw that

is I keelod right over e

as zoon as I saw you.
I'm jest plumb cracy
about you, see 7 Now
what about that

ioture, babof

otit? Mind, it
muet b full-length '

" Why exactly do
vyou want a full.
léngth ghr;:tn of ma "
I asked,

Fishy frowned,

“Ain't I told you
I'm ouckoo about
you? Have you got
thot picture ¥ Yep
ar n -r ik

o I b}

All Fishy's regard
for me gcemed to
fade out as he heard that
angwer:. He eyed mo
witha look of sheerdisgust,

" Now what d'vou know
about that " he yelled.
* Bay, where's the sense
in me writing you goofy
letters and wasting my
valuable time sceing you
if you ain't bringing along
ﬂmr picture T But listen.

aybe you Ejet & picture
of someone clse on you 1 *

" Maybe I've got no-
thing of the Lkind, old
bean! What I want to
Lnow is why you "

" Heel | ain't waost-
ing po more time listoning
to youl" emorted Fish.
“Tirme's monoey ! =1
lopg ! ™

nid that was the finish

Ono point only had the
master of the Fourth
overlooked. But it was
o jolly important point.

IN Hls EGGSITE-
MENT HE HAD LEFT
THE HEAD'S CAP
BEHIND HIM INTHE
SHOP AT MUGGLE-
TON !

But AMr, Lickham wag
in blissful iggnorancs of
that fokt: o, for the
maoroent, there was noth.
ing to mar his joy !

down,"”
" winid up ™ your shoppi

expedition with o visﬁ t
the
Watches, clocks and time-
Eiarma of every deseription.

othin

Ev
wateh shounld * epring ™ into
a taxi snd come fto us. Our

YOUR TIME'S

OUR TIME!

If your watch
don't

i3 “ mmn
forget to

to
Courtficld Jewollers !

gupphod on * tick."
“*hunter ' of o reliabla

{Look out for ¥ The |atoclk will + chain ™ his
Head's elpingjattention! There will be no
Hand ! ""—the hilart cause for *‘alarm* if yon
seguel fo . this in | deal with Messra, NICKELL
next week's special Guy |& BRASS, Jowellers,
Fawkes number ) Courtficld.

Chunkley's wero offering
five pounds for the best
full-length portrait of &
schoolgirl suitable for ad-
vertising purposes that I
realised just why Fishy

beon

had toma o
ot

" plamb
me ]

raxily
erasy

I'M GOING TO MAKE
YOU ALL PACIFISTS!

Declares BOLSOVER MAJOR

I've joined the No-More.War movement, and
I'm all out to couvert Greyiriars |

Uniil & weok ago I would cheerfully have
punched any pacifiat on the nose, Then a sand-
wich-board man in Courtfield High Street handed
me g little pamphlet entitled, * at's the Good
of Fighting 1"  After reading it T decided that,
a8 o ecivilised chap, 1 was opposed to war and in
faveur of pacifism.

Right from that mement I eot to worls to get
the rest of the school round to my point of view.

I asked Skinner * Do you beliove in war? ™
Ho eaid : ** Yos, Why not ? " and I serked him on
the jaw. * Now do you believe in wor ! " I roared,
ond Skinner howled 1 * No ! ™

I felt awlully bucked. T haed made my frst
CONVEersion.

Then I ran into Snoop and Stott. ™ Are yod
m favour of pacifism 17 [ asked. Bnoop said :
“Well, not exactly,” and Stott said : “ No fear 1™,
1 knocked their silly heads together till thoey
shricked, and then I asked thom again. I was
plenged to lind that they had become convineed
pacifists,

My cnthusissm knew ne bounds after that,
During the noxt few hours I used my rapid methods
of conversion on Rakoe, Wibley, Desmond, Bunter,
and Wun Lung. They were oll warmongers when
I first spoko to them ; bubk I soom got them to
aee the crror of their wava.

Naturelly, it woan't easy in all cages. 1 found
Wharton and Cherry and Ruasell pmticulnﬂ;.r
difficult, for instance, and I admit that I haven't
converted them yet. Wharton gave me a black
eye, Cherry gave ma a thick ¢ar, and Bussell nearly
broke my jaw. But [ haven’t given them up as
hopeleas. 1'll make them oll pacifists yet, if [
have to bash thom every day for a month to do it

In faot, you can iake it from me, I'm going to
make you all pecifists beforo 1've ﬁninh{;:lg.o Any-
body who objects ie weltome to come round to
sco me at any time and argue it out—with or
without the glovea !

{Looka as 4f there won't be much peace ol Frey-
friars till Belsy becomes a ** warmenger ' again /—
Ep.)

COKER'S SOMETHING
NEwW IN REFEREES!

Says BOB

At eompulaory footor
practice t Wednes-
day, who should tum
up, armed with & whis-
tle, but ocur old pal
Colser |

We aeked him who had
lolt his cage open.  Coker
glarad.

“No chook!"™ he
growled. * Wingate has
given mo the job of
looking oiter you kids
this rooon.’

L1 Thm

who's goin
to lock aofter you, u]ﬁ
sport T

“I seid ‘No cheek,'
and that's what I mean,”
anid Coker, darkly.
“Any more of it and

gome of you are goi

to get basghed, mn%
And attention to
what L say, too. 171

thet I've never met a
roferes like Coker. When
& man was offside, he
EZave & ity to the
offender’'s side. When
a man committed s foul.
he warned the chap whe
had bean fouled, Oneos
ha disallowed a goal
because the goalie was

CHERRY

ve you a fow tips on
ow to play feoter.”

Bomebod said | looking the other way,
“Help!"” and others | and on another oceasion
swooned. 8o the start | he actually ordered a

wios delayed for five | throw-in from the goal-

minutes while Coker | line ! And right through
chasad the offendera | the game he waa ai
round the $eld and | kicks at fellows he con-

booted them. sidered to be elacking
After that we got | and holding up the play

down to it. to give us “‘sound”
Here's a tip, pale, If | edvicsl

ever you're orgenising Well, wo all got a good

a comio footor mateh,

laugh out of it, .
book up Coker as ref. | Especially at mali

He's & jewel., Ha's a | when ker demon-
soream, DBut, of course, | strated how to take o
don't let on to him oalty-kick. Instead of

icking the ball, ¥you

see, ho tripped owver it
and hit the turf with hia
nose, And thatonded—
for the afternoon, any-
way—_oker's caresr as
& footer ref. |

that there’s anything
comic about it, Tell
him it'a serious—and
he'll ba twice as funny |

the course of a long
career on tha footor
field, I can honastly pay




