“A SON OF THE SEA!”
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“'Ere, you wake up,” said Gosling. *“You've got to come and 'ave your whacking !”
And the Greyfriars porter flung off the bedclothes. Then he staggered back with

a cry. U heyel!” he exclaimed. “He ain't 'ere. He's gorn!" (An exciting Incident
in the splendld, long, complete Tale of School Life contalned in this isswe.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Minufe-Gun.

OO !
Boly Cherey, ol the Lsmove Form at Seeviciars,
startcdd out of lus sleep.
B !

U My hat I mermured Bob Clerey drowsily, 9 What's
that? )

He listened.

It was not rary fo hear any speein) sound that wiid wnter's
nlu'rllt; the ald Close of Groafrines was fell of clanour, the
old elms groaning and crcaking ja the wind, which howlad
and voared round the chinmev-stacks. Through the roar
of the wind there came, at intervals, the erazh of hreaking
branelws: aml docpnr ek, fl‘j"rlll the distance, there was the
sullen: voar of the sea breaking upon a rochiy coast,  And
through the din of the wind, the crush of trees, the roar of
l_hf‘:'_‘ﬁea.. caise that heavy boom—boom [rom afar—a strango
voice fron: the dopths of tine nielt,

Boom ?
ﬂlt was the thied time in az many minutes. And then Beb

¥k " @ sluver ean thyouelr bs 6 =
Clierry knew, and a shive througls bLis limbs.
Tt was the minute-gon—ile signal of diztress from a ship
i peril at seq,
Mo, 284.
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A  Splendid, New,
Long, Complete
School Tale of Harry

Wharton & Co. at
Greviriars.
By
Frank Richards

Boly Cherry sal up v bed, ond collod fo lds clisin, Puree
Wharton, the captiain of the Mooy

“ Wharton, are voun awaket

TYes" come Flarey Whavton's guici voleg.
upr, too, Pob.  It's the minute-gun !

W oee pnd somo .-h:ip—-—-—-"

L ity thewn of they're near the Shoulder on a nicht like
this," said arey Wharten, wilh a shadder, " Thero goes the
gun aramn '

Several more of the Remaove fellows Lad been awe kened by
the voices, and the distant boom of the gpun.

“ My hat, whot a night!” exelumed Frank

i2F

" Listen to the trees !
* Lasten to the gun!™ said Jobony Bull, in a houshed voies,
0o termhe, my estoomed cloes ! saod Horree Jamser

Ram Bingh, the Nabob of Bhanipur. I wizh that we could

o =omothing for the unfertunate and cstoemed persons who

H1 N iIl EHZIH"Z!:I-'.1
“Jolly well wish we could ™ said Xob Cherry,

You petting out of bed, Harpy?™
Y % es," came Wharton's vedce.

“ What for®"”
Y ' ogoing down there"
“Phew! It's past midnigit!™

Ve woks ma

Mugent.

“ But——

March 1et, 1913,
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* It won't be the first time we've broken bounds, my son,”
said the captain of the Remove; " and you remoember we
were 2ble to bvlp once before when a shiF went to pieces on
the Shoubder Roek. Might happen again I

' Bleut up, you chaps!” came the voice of Vernon-S8mith,
the Bounder of Groyfriaes. I want to go to sleep. Tho
storm makes noise enough, without your holding a gi-ci(zly el
versazione in the middle of the night.”

Bab Cherry's eyes gleamed in the dark.

*You want to go to sleep, Bmithy ¥ he asked, quictly get-
ting out of bed.

* Yes,” yawned the Dounder. L

“*“You can gfr]o to sleep, can you, with a =hip going to pieces,
and perhaps the erew being drowned, less than a mile away ¥

“Oh, I'm not troubled with nerves |

“ You'll be troubled with something else, then, vou rotter I
sard Bob Cherry, who had groped his way to the Bounder's
bed in the dark. "' Take that!”

" Yaveoh " roared the Bounder,

Cold water swamped over his face, and as he started up
wildly in bed, Bob Cherry grasped him by the sheulders and
rolled him out with a bump on the Hoor. The DBounder
roarcd again,

“ There ! panted Boly Cherry.
if you liket™

“ 0w, ow! T'H—-I'I—-""

“¥You'll shut up, Smithy ! said Harry Wharton curtly.
“You're a rotten cad, and il weNl time we'd give you a
darmitory licking, Get to bed and shut ap. Any of you
feilows comm wn to Pegr with me?’

“What-ho 1™ said Bob Cherry, who was already petting into
his elothes, hecdless of the savage muttering of the Bounder.

* Yes, rather!” said Nugent and Johnoy Bull; and the
Wabob of Bhanipur remnarked that the ratherfulness was ter-
rifie.

“I'm coming, too,” said Diek Rake, the new boy in the
Remove; he was drossing quickly in the darkness. I dor't
suppose we shall be able fo do any goed ; the fishermen from
Pegr will all be there, and the coastguards, too, Dut if
there’s anythimg to be done——"

“Ti's up to the Bemove to do i, 2aid Nupent.

st wo M

“* 1 shouldn't wondor if some of the other follows get out,”
said Harry Wharton, ** Coker of the Fifth might—perhaps
Wingate, too. Better keep our eyes open. Wingate is a very
good skipper, and knows some things; but he mightn't know
that juniors are wanted on the scene down at Pogg.”

“ Probably nol ! grinned Johuny Bull. “ We'll give him
a4 wide berth if he's out.™

Boom !

A sudden silence fell on the juniors, as the boom of the
=un came through the dull roar of wind and waves.

Bitly Bunter, the Owl of the Remove, woke up.
was 3 good
far.

‘1 say, you fellows, is there anyvthing the matter? ashked
Billy Bunter, blinking through the darkness at the dimly-
nraving figuras.

* Yos," said Bob C

“* (O, dear!

Boom !

“It's the minute-gan !

‘““ Oh, 15 that all®™ grunted Bunter. “ I thought there was
something the matter. I wish they wouldn't fire off guns in
the muddle of the nighh and wake me L. I alwu}-s wuko up
hangry, It's very inconsiderate of them.  There it goes
again !

Boom !

* Very inconsiderate, T ¢all 1" szaid Bunter, “ I sha'n’t
o, to sleep again now unless I can pet something to eat.
Have vou got any choeolates, you chaps, or hiseuitz? I don't
mind what it is, really, so long as it’s catable 1"

“ St up, vou fat beast?” voared Bob Cherey.

** Oh, really, Cherry !

“ Mow wou can go to sleop

Bunter
slecper, and he had slept chrough the storm =0

herry.
What's that?"*

— 2w —_—
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Boom !t

“ Can't you understand that people’s lives are in dangert”

“Yeoes!" said Buntér pecvishly., © But I'm hungey; and
unless I keep myself up with plenty to eat, my life might
be in danger, too. don't like being weke up al night.
say, you fellows, have you rot any milk chocolate, or—
yarcooal P

Bump !

Billy Bunter landed on the foor, havdly knowing lrow he
had got there. He was still squirming there, groaning and
gasping, when the dormitory door closed behind the Famous
Five of the Roemove. They were gone.

Bunter picked himself ap with a snort.

“O0w! Who did that? Yow ("

“ Bob Cherry did if, and he's gone "' chuckled Tom Brown.
“You'd better po to bed, Bunter, and shut up. I don't
want to pot up. but if you say any more, I shall get out and
bump you—hard !"

* Oh, really, Brown—""

“Oh, go to bed ™

And Billy Bunter grunted and went to bed

“Lot of rot, I call it!” said Vernon-Snutlh, " What Jdo
you tivink, Beolsoveri"

Bolsover major, the bully of the Remove, gencrally coin-
cideed with Vernon-S3mith. But on this cccasion he didn't.

“ 1 think you're a howling rotter, Bmithy!”" he said very
deliberately.  * That's what [ think, of vou want to know."”

The Bounder yawned.

“Well, T don't want to knoew particalacly ' e said. * Go
and cal coke!” And the Dounder turned over and went to
sleep again.  Billy Bunter was soon asleep again, too: but
maost of the Remove lay awake a long time—listening to tho
boom of the minute-pun, and wondering what wes happening
down by the storm-swept shore—especially afier the boom of
the gun bhad ceased to reverberate through the wild night.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Out of Bounds.

H Y hat! Ii'a windy 1"
“ Grooh 1"
“ Hold on "

Thosix juniors - the Famous Five and Dick Rake,
of the Reomove—were at the open window of the lower box-
room, at the back of the school buildings.  As a rule, it was
easy enough to reach the ground from the window by means
of un outhouso below. But to-night it was not casy. i

The wind was sweeping round the old school with terrifio
force, nund Harry Wharton drew his bead back after putting
it sur. His cap had been sweopt off, and it disappearsd into
the night.

* Jolly rmIi_Ei:I, by Jovel!” said Dick Rake.
got to go. Id on, for your giddy lives!™

And the juniors, holding on very tightly, clambered out
of the w[m]]nw one by one.

The wind buffeted and battered them, but they reached
the pround after o strupgle, and stood close by the wall
to recover their breath.

Tien they skirted the sehool buildings, and cut zcross the
Close towards the wall that gave upon the high road.

Out in the open the wind was stronger than over, and
they recled as they ran aceoss; but they reached the schocl
wall at last. _

Breathless, they crouchcd in the shelter of the stone wall
and the ruwathng ave.

“ Oh, crumbs ! said Rake. ““That was a tnssie! What
will it be like down in the bayi™

Poom! ) :

*The gun's sull going!” said Nugent,

“And eloser in,” said Iarry Wharton.

w3l we've

“Ther'vre noar

the shove now, and they'll never get off !  Heaven help
them 1™
* It's hoveible!™ said Jolmmy Bull, * Buei up! We may

be able to help™

“Hold on! Quiet! Cavel”

ma El.lt__"

“ave M
coming 1 )

The juniors erouched as still as mice in the rustling ivy.

Three firures were looming up dimly in the gloom, They
wers comine directly towards the spot where the six Jumiors
were erneching.  The boys could not make them our, but
their size showed that they were semors.

If they happened to he profects of the Bixth Form, amd
ther discovered the Remevites, the latter would be ordered
back to bLed--probably with a caning, to warn them thas
bounds should not be broken at night

Thore was a sudden glitter of light. A Nash of lightning
dartod across the inky skr, and for a second the old Cloze

““THE EEHH"I" POPULAR,”?
very Friday.

whispered  Iarmy Wharton. Y Sgmebody’s
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Con Fitzpatrick’s shouts were certainly the quecrest that had ever been heard on a footer field, “Don’t you cut |

—

across my bows, vou lubber!" he shouted to Hurree Singh,
now. Full steam ahead! All hands o {liﬂk! " (S22 Chapler 7.)

“ Pass—pass to starboard, you swab! That's right,

of Grevfriars, the groaning elms, the great School House
stoad out in weird, lurid ¢learnessz,

And in that seeond the two parties saw ong another. And
the junicrs recognised Horace Coker, Potter, and Greene,
of the Fiith Form—sceniors, but fortunately not prefects
And Colier & Co. saw the Removites.

“ My hat!" exclaimed Coker, of the Fifth. * Ilere are
Lids out hora—this time of night! You young sweeps! What
arp sour doing here?”’ )

”Tallkiug to a silly ass, at the present moment.” replied
Bob Cherry politely. And the Removites chuckled.

Caker snorted.

“ You buzz off back to bed!" he oxclaimed, in a tone of
groat authority, I ecan’t have vou kids breaking bounds
on a night like this!™
{:l:'wh_x-, vou're breaking bounds yourself!™ roaved Iioh

VBT,

“That's differens,” sald Coker loftily,. “I'm a senior;
you're. only fara,  You buzz off back ic bed! Do you
nenr?

“ Eh?"

‘i Got back to bed!

“What'”’

2ot back to bed!” roared Colker.

“ Louder, ploase.”

““zot back to bed!” shrieked Coker. * Are vou deaf?"”

* Mo: but I like to hear you talk, you know,” said Bob
Cherry agrecably. “ Say it over again, Coker, old man.”

Potter and Greene chuckled. Coker diduw't.  He gropod
tawards the juniors in the darkness, glaring wrathfully.

Tue Maswer Liprary.—No. 264,

A Grand, Long, Complete Schoal Tale of the
Chume of Greyirlars next Monduy, entitled:

“THE CAPTAIN'S MINOR!”

# Are veu going 1in®' he demanded.

“ Mo fear!™ 3

“Mind your own business, Coker!” satd Ilarry Wharton
indignantiy. *“We've as much right out of bounds as you
have. if you come to that. You're not a prefect.”

“ Mpver mind that,” said Coker. ' It's my business as a
senior to keep you kids in order. I'm not going to have
{{m going out on a night like thiz. You--youw'll eatch cold.

Te can't allow that, can we, Potiy?"

“Clertainly not!' said Polter. .

“ Decidedly not ! said Greene. ** These-Remove kids have
taa mmuch cheek altogether, They had better go in.'”

To which the Removites replied, with great unanimity:

" Ratat'’ )

“Then we'll jolly well whaele yon, and send you in
gaid Coker. *0Oh!”™

Wharton had hurriedly whispered to his cowrades, and
they made a sudden rush. ) .

The thres Fifth-Formers were bowled over hike mineping
by the sudden and uncxpected attack.

Coker rolled in a pool of water, and Greene rolled over
him, and Potier fell %Eﬂ\'ilj‘ upon the two of them,

0wl Owlt

“(h! Hoh!

“Yarooh!"

“ 1ol 'em over!" reared Bob Cherry.

**Ha, ha, hal”

“Yaroph! Oh! ¥Yareop!"

Coker struck out wildly in the darckness. There was o
fiendish vcll from Potter, as he caught Coler’s vight in his

"

Grooh !

Flease arder your copy of “ THE MAGNET™
Libfary in advaace,



*  THE BEST 3" LIBRARY %™ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. M

eyc: and then s wild whoop from Greene, whoe captured a
terrifie drive 1n the ribs. Then Potter and Greene piled
Il C{rkcl‘ and haommered ]‘Iill’!r under the i.IIJEL‘GEEiDn that he
was an  enemy. The Rewmovites, grinning cheerfully,
clambered over the school wall and deopped inte thoe road.
In the Clese behind them a battle was waging—a civil war,
as 1t were, among Coker & Co.
* ¥You—you cheeky fag!” pasped Potier, as he hammered
Cokor. *“I'Jl—™
m;‘ﬂi;rea':e off, you idiot!"” gurpled Coker. * You're punching
“Oh, is that you, Coker?!”
“ ¥es, you idiot! Yes, you fathead! ¥es, you chump!”’
“(h, sorry! 1
. “I've got one of ‘em,” said Coker. “I've got his head
in chancery, and 1'm Eaati':;ﬁ him. Yes, you can howl and
ar,

Focas

wriggle,” went on Co dressing his struggling vietim,
“I'm going to give you beans! I——"
*Ow! Ow! Owl”

Thump! Thump! Thump!

“Legeo!' came a strangled voice.
lunatie, leggro! You——""

“My hatl Is that you, Greenei”

“Weos, you idiot! Yes, you fathend!™

“Well, you shouldn't have—have shoved sour head in
chancery,” said Coker.

* You—yon—you idiof——""

“T'm going back,” said Potter.
black ere. I'm wet through. Yah!™

And Potter tramped back towards the School House, And
Cloker and (Areene, who were both smothered with mud and
woeb throuph, decided to follow bhim.,  And Coker & Co's
cxpedition did not come off ; but out in the windy night the
uilmma of the Remove were tramping steadily down towards
the sca.

“¥Han dangerous

“I believe I've got a

s e e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Saved From the Sea.
OOM !

Onece moro the gun boomned ont over the stoerm-swept
sew, a3 the juniors of Greyiviars came out upon the open
shore, The fishing village of Pege was upon thetr right,

ClLiff House School on their left, and away to the end of the
bay loomed up the gigantic chiff known as the Shouldes,
The sand was cri.:ml:ﬁng under the heavy billows that
rolled in and broke on the rocks. Lanterns gleamed by
the shore, where a group of fisherfolk and coastguards had
gathered. The juniors joined the crowd of them, unnoticed
m tho excitement. There waz no lifeboat at Pegg, and in
such a sea no boat could have lived. Far out on the black
waters lighis were dnncmf; and deodping, showing the
position ﬂ¥ thoe huepless vesdel.

“ Bhe's doomed ! said Bob Cherry, in a hushed voice.
“Bhe’s bound to go on the rocks now! But they may get
ashore, poor chaps,™

That was what the erowd were hoping for. There were
half a dozen brawny fishermen, with ropes tied round them,
ready to plunge into the surf to the assistance of the
wirecked crew, if a chanee came.

The gun was silent now. The last boom had been heard
as the juniors of Greylriars arrived upon the shorve,

A ilash of lightning eut scross the inky sky.

Cliffs and rolling waves shone for a moment in wild
brightness, and the shzg was seen—a coasting steamer, with
all her masts gone, and o mass of wreckage hampering her
az she rolled heavily in the sea. And she was terrible ¢lose
to thoe rocks now. 8he had escaped the Shoulder, and was
drifting helplessly to the shore, gitﬂﬂij towards the group
of anxious rescuers. Lanterns were waved high in the air
to guide the hapless crew. Bo close was Lthe doomed schooner
now that the wild, strained faces of the seamen could be
seen by the lightning-Aash.

Darkness again; and the vessel was swallowed up from
sight, as if the sea had closed over her for ever.

I=i"h.a_ra z light danced out again—a lantern on the schoomer,
showing that she still ﬂn&mﬁ.

Whurton held up his hand.

*“Hark!"

Crazhl . ;
A grinding concussion from the darkness, audible through

the roar of wind and wawve!

*Bhe's struck!”

Old Dave Trumper, the fisherman, uwitered that cry, and
it was echoed by the anxious crowd.

The schooner had struck! o

A minute later, Dave Trumper was plunging in the surf,
and the men who held the rope fastencd o him paid 1t out
swiftly.

Thj—. they dragged upon it hard.
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Truwmper came stagpering from the surf with a form n his
arms, aml a dozen hands took it from him—a seamnan, half
senseless, but saved. =

Trumper plunged inte the zurf again—thvee or four more
folowed him.

The juniors watched with starting eves.

Three, four, five forms were lnad ulgl}l:m the sande, tended
by gentle hands—five men saved from the mow of the remorse-
loss zep, One of them, exvidently the skipper of the schooncr,
}".'.:_H_*‘-}I{'{I-'I'LE("E{:DE; he sat up, panting, the water running down

15 180a, )

“ How many were theve of you?" Harry Wharton cried.

“ Five men " gasped the shipper,

“ Then all are here!”

“ And the boy !’

“ There was 2 boy 7"’ asked Dave Trumper..

" Yes: the boy—>"

All oves were upon the sea again,

There was one more to be rescued, and that ene a boy. The
heartz of the watehers were heavy., The men had been
dragged from the raging surf, but o boy—what chanee had ho
in that pandemonium of whirling waters?' B

“ Pogr kid " muttered Bob Cherry, with a lump in his
throat, *‘ He's got no chancoe—-—""

Wharton clenched his hands.

“ Bob—look—-=""

ITe pointed.

Y What s i, Flarey 7

1 saw—1 t!h-::rught. T zaw

Hob Cherry sheok Lis head. Black darkness wrapped sea
and land; he could see nothing. Bubt Wharton, carcless of
the water, was standing knee-deep in the surf now, his cyes
strained seaward.

H Come back, Master Wherton—rome back ' shouted ol
Trumper, * You'll be swept away !

Wharton did not reply; e did not move,

¥is aves were on the lazshing water—where he had seen. or
faneied that he had seen, & white face for a fraction of a
secoiid.

Was it fancy, or—

“ Btop him I yelled Nugent.

Too late ! .

Hairy Wharton was plunging madly into the surf—away—
away into the davkness—a second, amd he was gone from
uijiht.

* Hapry M

“ Clomoe back ™

“He will be drowped P

Bob Cherry plungod waist deep into the sea.  There was a
sob in his throat: tears blinded his eyes. Wharton had zeen
the faee again, he kuew; he had dashed in to the rescue;
but he had zone only to death—he could not swim in that
whivlpool of raging waters.

“ Tarey ! Harry !

Crgsh ! erash ! the billows broke on the shore—the suvf raged
and raced—the jummors were drenched from head to foot, and
driven backwards by the thundering waters—

Where wos Wharton ®

# Harry ! Harey !V

Where was he? .

Would they ever look awain upon their chume—-upon the
brave-hearted captain of the Remove? Would they ever see
him again in life, or—or not until the sea gave up its dead?

 Harry?! Haery!”

“ He's pone ' muttered old Trumper.
lad—but he's gone 1

“ Harry! Harry!"”

Boh Cherry gave a wild vell

“ 1 ean zee him—Harey !

Bols was plunging in the nexi moment. Hig grasp closed
upon  Havry Wharten—upon his chum, exhausted, bug
strugeling shoreward.  And in Harry Wharlon's grasp was a
gtill, nusensible form ! ;

Bob Chevry dragged at him, and three or fouy fishermen
rushed to aid hinr—the two juniors were rushed ouwt of ihe
surf—and Wharton's grasp was still fast upon the insenzible
form of the lad he had rescued.

There was a loud and vingine cheer amid the boom of ihe
stori.

“ Huvrah

The chums of the Remaove, half-crving with excitement and
velief, rathered round Wharton, as he sank exhausted upon
the sand=.

¥ Got him ! muttered Wharton,

“ Yes, ves, you've got him! Thank goodness we've got
you, too— you —you ass !’ mutiered Nugent, choking,

Wharton grinned faintly; then something seemed to turn
vound in his head, aud he Jdid not kuow what kappened

next.
He came to himself, sand for some moments he Iay in s
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state of mental confusion, not knowing what had happened.

Heo raised his head and loocked about him. He waz ne
longer on the shore. He no longer felt the wind upon hia
i;lum. Ha was in bed, and & shaded light glimmered vesr

im,

He locked round.

“ My hat! What -what- "

“ Tio still, iny lad,” said a soft voice. Tt was Dir. Luocke,
the Hoad of (Grexfriars, who was standing by his bedside.

Wharton looked up at him. 3

%1 suppese I fainted, sic,” he said.

L1} Yﬂs_”

“ And the chap—is he all right #"'

The Head smiled.

* He is in the noxt bod, Wharton, Fle has not recovered
hiz senses yet, but the dector sava he will come round quite
all right.”

Wharton looked round him. e was in bed, in the school
sanatorium ; and in the next bed lay o still figure.

“ He's—he's all right, sic?”

" Yes, Wharton !

“ Jolly pood! I V—Wharton hesitated-* T hope wvou'll
excuse us for breaking bounds, sive. We—we thouzht we
mirht bhe somme wse, and-—and—"

“ Aund vou have Leon zome wae, my lad,” anid the Head.
I zhall eevtainly excuse you: thourh it wmst net happen
aeain.  But vou have saved a3 huaman life this nieht,
Wharton, and I am glad—very glad=that veun were there!
Thank Neaven it ended so well! Your corrrades have told
e the fearful peril you riskod.”

Wharten eolouged,

“I'moglad T gobt him oul, s ,

“ 1t waz a brave deed, my lad. Now go to sleep™
1a'hul Wharton, who was exhanstod i every himb, went o
slee.,

TF

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Surprise !l
GRETFHI:RRE, en the Rollowing morning, showed very

plaindy the traces of the storm of that wild night.
In the Close, these were seattorsd heanehes cumboring
the wsround, and when the fellows ecame down, the
gavdeners were already at work eloaring them away.,

Harry Wharton came down at the osua! time,  He was
Hitle the worse {or the perilous adveniare of the mght, T
Lpvked 3 hittle paele, and that was all. His chums gave hin
i avation when he jomed them at breakfast, in rhe old
dining-room of Greviriars, As a rule, the dining-room was o
most orderly place. where fellows spoke in subdued voioes:
bk there was not much oeder when ITavry Wharton, of the
Remove, appearcd and took his place at Hie Bemove table

The jumeors jumpod up et onee. Bob Cherey 1ed e cheer-
ing, and the old diningdiadl rang with it

“ Here he 5! roared DBob Cherry

“Here's the giddy
hervo | it

Hurrah!

“ I hip. horeah !

Mr. Quelch, the master of the Romove, waz upom his [eef,
ton. But the unamally gquint and grave maester did not atteinpt
to check the roar of cheeving, 1le was quite willing that the
hera of the hour should receive that wellmerited tribute,

# Fuarrah ! Hurvabi ! 1{ouprah 1t

“ Bravo!”

“Good old Wharton !

* Hip, hin, hurrah !

Wharton stood with Haming choeks

He bad nob expoeted that, aml i made Lim Foel deeidedis
wreommforinkh bivks '['hu:'r:.-' -t'l:l.pw;:l bt oir the back.

“Brave! Ilip, hip, lwrvral !

“Oh, cheose 11! growled Wharton,
o b 3T

“That's whet T went to know," snecred
L ﬁnn}'lmcl}' worald Bave done b 07

Tom Brown, of New Lealand, picked up his uotasted cup
of dea, jerked his Lamd, and sent the ten Tull b 1k face of
the ewander,

 Take that, vou cud !

Flaroeh  yvooh -limen !

H“.’prnunrﬁnuith took it and gasped and apluttered feanties
ally,

 Brown ! suid Mr. Quelch severely.

“Yes, sl omid the Colonial juncer.
rotten cad wanbed shuttng up, sir 1

Mre, Quelelr smiled,

“LJuite 50,7 he =aid. Y Bat please do net throw hinos
arro:s the table, Vernon-Smich, sit down™ ?

* Do you 3ce what he's done ¥ velled the Bounder,

N es, T osee; aned if that had nor been dove, T should have
caned vou for your unpleasant and caddish remark, Smoih
You zhould be prond of vour Formfellow. S down and
hnld vour tonguwe [ .

And Vernon-Smith sat down. and wmepped his face and neck
furionsiy with his handkerchicf.
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“ Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah )

The old rafters of the diming-lall rang and rang agzam.
Fellows at the othier tables stood ap and joined in Leartily,
oven Coker & Coo, forgpelful of 1he hintle opmedhs in the Close
on the previous night, yelled as loudiy as any.

Wharton sat down,

“ Chicese i, angd pass the grob,' he sapl

“ Hurrah, hwrvald I

"I'he cheering dicd away at lask

DBreakfast was vesmmed, and Whaton ate lis with a pood
appebite.  After breakfast he losked quite his usicl seif. Uhe
c;_a:qtain of the Lower Tonrth :;‘Iw.'ll".'-: Kopsl butinisedr I'|1_. adtid Bhe
tough stropgle with the waves had not 1ald npon Rrias,

When the follows strewmed ost of e dining-ball afoer
breakfast, Herry Wharton was strvounded by an entho-insd e
crowd, And Verpon-Smitl and Snoop, sl 1le few ther.
who would lhave speered and beliorled 1he 1'!'-.i|ﬂllif ol 1hoeiv
Formecaptain, weore wise enough fo b silent. They would
have been rouchiv bacedled Ly the Rewovites Gl Lhey Dol
ventured upon o word againat the hero of e boie st then,

Wingate of the Sixth, the captam of Grexbrooes, eowe
towards theme i e Cla=c, e shook beeals wikh Wlaerian,

It was jollv mood,” sabd the Greviciaes eaplain, ™" Yo
ongll to Lo licked for Teeaking bounds; bul it seas g joily
srenel ehing that voa did, as it tuens out. The kid you fi-la«l
Gubk wails fo sen _'l-‘-r:-ll.“

00, comd VT osaid Havry,

Amdd he tnacde les wey to the selool sopaborion.

The rescued e was sittine uy i bed, Ve wos srey o hin
aml wan, He was o woslldookine lad, of slweat Wlharean's
ape, with & rogeed and staedy form, aned elassdos Toied g
e weather, A thick =hock of carly ved Lo milmoaped o
head, and his eyes, {housh sorpas et Dol o, werss Dy
and bright, and had o merpy twinkle in theo, Wharion
Hiedd the look of the Fellow al snoee

“ Hallo! Feol betier " e asked,

The lad nodded.

“ Fuith, and I'm betther jptiee!ly ™ ho said, * Are vou e
[ellow who pulled me out of the water hast noclid ™

P 15:-1'!5.”

“Grive us yoe're fist !

Wharton smiled, aned shook hards with the lad.

 Wore all the others saved ™ asked 2he boy o the heed,

“¥es, all of thess,  They were taken inte the Avchor Tres
bt vou were bheoneht hiere s that the rhn"lll'n' et i
be mot to vou quicker,’” Tlarer expadned, T golly glald
to see you comng round like thiz You looked preian-
soed v last ool

“Faith, aml its all richr 1T am ™ sdd the fad, “Tind &
was & narrow squeals foe nee, When she slbreh, saee T ooecer
thought that T should vver see Ounld Irelmd awom? Wihat'-
vore e, alanna

 Havry Wharton. ™

“ Mine's (o Fitzpatrick.

Vhiarton sondol

Fuspatsicle sniled, too.

¥ o] enessed that?” he pehed

Well, ves""

Y Bure, and it's kind of ve here to take a dpanger m, in o dho-
war U the Faed went on, T sather that it's a seleod beed”

“*That's righl.,” wnd Wharton, " We broke bowmlds 1o o
down to the hore last might.™

“ Faith, and 1 was lucky for e that ve did ' s od Vit
patrecle. T mirht have e o=afe imoa sehool aan-elf, dn-
stead of drownmer an the 2av, only T owanted o lwe a0 s,
Amd sure I opotns to Tee o osadlor, oo, - T haven't bodd noach
luelk sinee the fivst vovarme: bab one swallow doc-n"t ke n
summer. My [nther was a satlor, and Lie was drase el of =ns,
And 'm going 10 be a satlor, whadever Upele Ulich says.”

The Grevirines Junmior lauched.  There was <ainvethane vers
taking in 1he f:l':mjli_, breczy manner of the Trisi baad,

M Bo oyour unele docsp’t owant you o e a sador?” he
azboed.

Fitzpotrick shaals las head.

# Wa, Unele Ulick's iy gunrdian, yon know s and be wae
stnding me to schooll He'd arranged everythiog at Grev
frinrs 2

Wharton started.

* Grevivors !

B %ew, that was the aame of the schooll' =uid THapatrch,
with o nod—"* o school in the South of England. My unelo
waz there hmeell vewrs awo ™

Y There was a caplain of the school named Tilepalrick,
I've zeen ib i the solwool ricords,” soul Whaerton,

That was iy Unele Tllick.  But you know {he =choel®”
aslood Fiteputricl

© Ha, ha! ¥oes, a liltle!”

" Foine place?™

*Yery fine place, I think.'

L

“T'm bhungry '

T'm from Drelund I'?

)
Please order your copy of " THE MAGNET™
Library in sdvance,



6 THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY 2%~ THE “B(YS” FRIEND” 3> LIBRARY, My

Al the sawe, T poing fo say., T was Do o be a
sailor,™ saud the Tvish lad comfidentially., "My father said
1 was & son of the zay, and so I am intively.”

“ Do you mean to say that you ran away to sca ™ exclaimed
Wharton.

Fitzpatrick nodded.

* Faith, and I did! They were all veady to send me to
J3ublin, to cross over amd be taken to Greyiviars, and I stowed
myself away on the schooner when shé put into Ballvpost.
They didn't nd me till the next day, and then it was too
Iate to get vid of me, so the skipper made ine ship’s boy for
the voyage, 1 mweant to zet another ship ot London—ihat's
where we were hound for-—- but we never got there. Suve,
and I'd hke to let Uncle Ulick know I'im safo; but not where
I am, or Lhelll want to geot hold of me and send me to that
blessed school-——"" '

“ Ia, la, hal”

Fitepatrick looked ot ihie junicr in a puzzled way,

* What are ye grinning at?’ he askod. i

*“ Have you fg‘ivc-n your name heve®" asked Havev,

“ Yes; I tould the ould jintleman with the whiskers, when
he asked me. "

“ That was the IHead, T suppose.  Did your tell him you had
run away to sea 7

* Oh, no™

“ Did he seem to know vouy naue?

© Faith, and he did—I don’t know how," said Filzpatrick
thoughtfully. *‘ He asked me if T waes the nephew of Mn
Ulick Fitepatrick., of County Kevry, and sure I tould him
that I was. But he doesn't know-——*

* I'm afraid be does,” said Harry.

* Why—howi"

“ Beeause,” aid Marvry, laughing—"' becavse thi= school
that you've dvopped into happens to be Greyfrines !

——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
The New Boy.
ITAPATRICK stavted up in hed,
" Geeylriars !
[E] E(‘E\.j*

. “Bure, and it's joking ye are?”

MNot a bit of it. This is Greviviars: and you can bet the
Head knows your name, f your uncle has armanged to semd
vou here. I dave say Le knows, too, that you bolted instead
t:f.::‘mmng here V" zamd Harry, similing,

o Oh, tare an' ‘ounds! “said the Teish lad, in dismav.
Sure, I've got out of thé frying-pen inte the foire intirely.”
U You'd hetter wake up your wind to give Gresfriars a

triml” said Thavey, * You won't find it such a bad place.”?

“ But I want to go to =ay!”

U P afraid you won't get the 1fend to agree io that—not
without instructions from your unele, at all events, I expect
' wived to Mr Fitrpatrick already.™

e [!{nr}y mother av Moses I
2 'E;ﬁu I tiwd it all nght,” said IHarey  cncouvagingly
“were vory close fo the sea; you can po to sea every Jiali-
lioliday, if you like 1" ’

“ Oh, ochone. oclhone :

o “’i‘”,'l shall have to buz off now for lessons!? il
Tarry. ** Goud-bye, and make up your mind to moke the
heat of Greviriars, What Form were yon going to—do yvou
know ' ' )

“Faith! I'd been prepared for the Lower Fourth 1

“ That's my Form—the Remove! We'll make vou wol-
coe,” said Tlaew "

Y Thank you! Bute——

* The fellows ave all right; and the Head’s a beick,” sajd
Harry, ' Il eoms i amd soe you again after sceond losson.
Clieerg 17

And Whaiton Ieft the sanaterium and Jarried to e elaes-
reome. He was just i time for Grst lesson,

Mr. Quelel gave him a very kindly glunce.

* H you do net feel fit for lessons tas merning, Wharton
I will éxcuse you,” lie svid, | '

But Wharton was not a shacker.

" Thank you, «iv!” e said.  But a2l piglt 7

Aud Wharton il his Formowork as wiuel  When sceanid
leszon was over, and the Remove streamed out inte the lese,
Wharton turned his steps at once i the diveetion of ilio
sanatorinig,

* Hallo, hallo, halla " exclaimed Boly Cherry, Ajn't veou
coming down 1o the footer practice, vou stackes ¥ S

*Um going to see Fitzpatrvick fivst,”

" The kid you yanked out of the water?”

“ Yes, TNl come nlong presently.”

Wharton found Fitepatrick sitting ap in bed, propped up
with pillows, The lad was coming vound, but ke was still
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m a weak state, and e would need another day or iwe in
bed. He nodded cheerily to Wharton.

‘' They won't let me get up ! he said.

T should say pot!” said Havrvy, laughing. ** Yeu'ic not
it yet. Do you want to run sway to sen agamn®'’

Fitzpatrick coloured.

“Well, I've boon thinkin® of it,” he said. ' But—"!
“*I'm afraid it would mean trouble,” said Hurrv, * Betlir
make up your mind to stick it. The Head won't Jel vou on,
and you'd be found and brought haek, you kpow.  Bertep
give Groyiviars a trial™

* But sure——""

“Halla! Here’s the Head.” :

Dr. Locke entered the room. He gave the junior a kindly
nod, and then turned towards the boy in the bedl.  Fitzpatrick
gave him a very dubiovs look. Dr. Locke had & tolegram
inn his hand, ?
e I sent a wire to your uncle this merning, Fitzpatricl,™
ae sand, to assure him of your safety.™

*Thank you, zir!"”

“I have rcceived his reply,” said the Head. 1 had
alverdy reccived a letter from your uncle yesterdow, to
inform me that you had run away to sea, instead of coming
to Greylriare, as he had arranged. Are ven awarve that this
i® Greyfriars?"”

*Zure, Wharton's tonld me, siv,” said Fitzpatrick voclully

Yhe Head zmiled. - :

" Your uncle has telographed me instruclions to heep yon
here,” -he said, * He iz willing to overlook sour conduct
i running away to ica, so lun;s a3 you do rour best liero
and obey orders in the future.’ N

*oEure, J——-

** Your unele is resolved that you sliall not go to sea,” went
on the Head quietly: " and as ::,;E 13 your guavdien, his word
ia !::u.w, in the matter.”

‘Fitzpatrick was silent.

* Burely, my lad,” said the Head Lindly, “you mmet
realise that it is beiter to be at a public school, prepaving
yourself for your way in life, than to be living the hard s
vongn life of a ship's boy?™
"I wani to go to say, sir?

D, Locke coughed,

“Well, T am wfraid it is impossible, he said, “and I
nio=t sny that I entirely agree with your unele’s views,  You
have been entered at Greyfriars, and as you have, Iy o
YEry {cr_umui-:-..;u:::j{leut-, arcived here, hers vou will remain,
Now, Fizpatriek, you have besn puilty of vory thouglitless
anl ineonsiderate eonduct, and have caused your uncle much
anxiety,  You must tey to atene for it by good conduct in
ihits school.™

“I—=I'IL try, siv,™ said Fitzpatrick.

“That's vight ! said the Head encouragingly. 1 am glad
1 see that you have aleeady made friends with Whevion,
wito 15 the eaptain of the Form you will enter. T éhall place
you in his study,

“* Yes, sir"

OB murmared Harey Wharlon inaudibly.  He fole vory
friendly towards the Jad whose life he had saved, hut No. 1
Study was none too large for himself and Frank Nuogent.
But the Head’s vord was law. 2
. When you are guite recovered, vou will take rour place
in the Lower Fourth,” resumed the Head, I have o doubt
that you will so00 be contented at Greyfriarvs, and will Le
very happy heve. It depends npon yourself””

* ¥Yoa, =i’

“But remember, no disobedience or rebellionzness will ha
allowed,”™ the Head said, bis voice growing a litile sierp.
“II you should atrempt to repeat vour thouchilese anel
foclish eonduct, Fitzpatrick, you will he severcly punished,
amd your Liberty will be curtailed. Buot I hope raun will epp
sour duty, and Jdo it * :

* Very well, sie.™

“*That s all, Fitzpatrick.™

And the Head left the sanatoriun,

Fitzpatrick gave Harmy Wharton o leak of comical dismar.

“Bure, amnd 1m oin [or it, intirely ! he said. )

“You are,”’ said Harry, " But you'll find it all sight.
As 1 otold you, we're pretry close to the sca, and we lave
heaps  of boating, and swimming, and sailine in  good
weather, You're gomng to belong to my study, and we'll
s voil through, ™

It ﬂh“gf?ﬁ to you I am,” said the new Loy,

“But whatt”

“ T want to go {o zax”

Harvey Wharton langhed.

U ¥ou'll pet over that,” he said, Cheer up! ‘Flis js a
joily place when you get used to ik, Youw'll find it all vight,"
Wharton steyed for hall an heur with the new bor, charting,
and then left him for a little footer practice before dinmer

* But—=—"’
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“ Fitzpatrick 1" snapped Loder, “*did you bring these dlsreputable ruffians into the school?™ “They're my
guests, if you're referring to these two gentlemen,'” replied Fitzpatrick calmly.
friends, get out!” The prefect gasped., (Sec Chapler 9.) |

-~ ERTE

After the practics the chums of the Remove come off the
ground, vod amd rosy and cheerful,

“Tow’s the giddy patient getting on?®™ ashed Bob Cherrr

“Tight as rain!” said Harry.

“Then he'll be bueming off soon?"” said Nugent.

“ No; there won't be any buzzing off for him."

“Why not?’

* Beenuse he turns out to be a new kid for Greyfriars”
said Harry, laughiog, 7

* My hat!™

Harry Wharton explained. And after dinner the Famous
Five paid s visit all together to the sanatorium, to see the
neve fellow who bad come to Greyfriarz in so curious o way.
And the next day Con Fitzpatrick took his place in the
Remove Form.

e, —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Fitzpairick Makes Friends.

DEF CHERRY came into Noo 1 Study in the Remove
passage, and locked abhout him, HMarry Wharton wos
there, writing out the last fow lines of an imposition.
Wharton had the study to himself for the momeont;

Frauk Nugent was out, and the new studv-mate, Con Filz-

patricle, was net in, evidently. Fitapatricﬁ-: geldom was in,

as o matier of fact, if he could get ont. 1
It was now several davs sinee the storm and the rescone

of the new boy, and Fitzpatrick was a regular jnmate of
Tae Macwer Linrary.—No, 264
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B TYEE T

Mo, 1 Swdy. The Famous Five liked him as much as at
first, but they could not help conmidering that he was a queer
customer. Marey Wharton looked up from his imipot RS
Bob Cherry cume in, and their eyes met, and thay both
s1riled.

“Bo he isn't here?’ said Bob Chorry.

Hurry Wharton did not need to ask whom “he ™ waa

“Neo," he said,

“Where iz he?™

“0Out of dooms, somewhera,” )

“¥o's fond of the open air, I fancy,” said Bob Cherry.
“Iio you know that he hazs been over to old Lazarus, at
Courtiield, to h=.|:..l hirasnlf 2 hammoek "

IMarey Wharton lavghed.

**And he's chummed Ty with every giddy disrepuatable
old longshoreman in Pegg,” said Dob Cherry.

“He said he was a son of the sea,” said Marry. “"Ho
?Eall;n? to breathe salt air. But he's a very decent chap,
fob.'’

“ Quite se!" said Bob Cherry. “I'm not finding fault
with him. He's buikt like thaat; snd what I was thinking
of was that we might take him in hand a bit, and stop him
before he gets inte trouble” :

“1 was thinking sa, too, Bab"

““ Ho's soveral sorts of an azs, but otherwise quite bright.”
said Bob Cherry theughtfully, “ and he's very fit. He could
ba made a foothaller of, Harry. As captnin of the Form,
vou can haul lom down to actice.  He doesn't want to
swend every spare minute in the boats in Pegpg Bay.”

Please opder your copy of “THE MAGNET ™
ldbrary 16 advasice. '



8  THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY 3@~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. A&

“Tll try, Bob.”

** Halla, hallo, hallo! Talk of aupels!” said Bob Cherry.

The south under dizcussion entered the study. |

He grinned and nodded checrily to the two juniors.

Con Fitzpatrick looked very different now. His health
was guile restored; he was ruddy, not Lo say , and lus
eyes were bripht, his step elastie. Hia thick-set frame seemed
replete with strength and energy.

* Just speaking about you, Eitipﬂt!'it]-hﬂ said Bob Cherry.

“* Jure, and ye might spake of & worse subject,” said Fitz.
patrick cheerfully. **I was looking for you fellows intively.
Wil you ¢come out in my boat?"”

“ Faoter, my son,’”” sald Bob Cherry solemnly. “It's a
half-holiday to-day, and the weather has kindly consented
to be decent for once. We've got to get up form for the
mateh with Redelyffe juniors.”

* Bure, and I'm going round the Shoulder——" .

*The gea’s very rough for & trip out in the bay,” sad
Wharton warningly. °* You don’t know the currents there;
there’s a regular whirlpeol by the Shoulder.”

* Bure, ! shall learn, then.”

* Look hera!” said Bob Cherry.
fonter, don’t yout®"

Fitzpatrick nodded. .

“Well, come down and have some practice, then, We've
getting up a seratch mateh in the Bemdve, and it's a chance
for you™

“But I'm goippg——" :

“No, you're not,” said Dob Cherry, linking arms with
the new boy.  You're not going. ' You've coming. This
way!

“But I tell you—-—-"

* Don't tell me anything ; come along! Buck up, Whavton;
we'll wait for you. We want you to pui the new kid through
his paces.”

“1’ll ba aleng in a Jiffs,”” said Harry.

ak Right‘hﬂ' l!!!

Hob Cherry marched the Irvish junior ouc of the study.

Fitzpatrick was hall-laughing and half-vezed, ]

“Look here!” he said. “Iwve got to meet old Captain
Stump and Bill Hankins at Pegg——""

“VYour aristocratio friends at Pegp ecan wait till the
footer’™s over,”” said Bob. * And as for Bill Hank:ins, you’<d
better let him alone, He's been locked up two or theee times
for being deanl: and disorderly.”

*Oh, he's a sailorman, you know, and they arve zlways a
bit breezy!” )

* Bill ¥ankins is more than a bit breezy: he's :tcrmy-—-—
in faet, cycloney,” said Bob Cherry.
von knew him, youd get whacked ™

“*That's & pity, because 've invited him hieve to tea.”

Bolr Cherry jumped.

* You've whatted 7 he exclaimed.

“ Invited him here to ten, T understand that a fellow was
allowed to invite friends to tea in lis study.”

“0Oh, my only Uncle Christopher John! Il that chap is
woent inside Groylfriars—don't you know he's am uprearious
longshoreman, and gooes in to paint the town ved whenevey he
has any tin?' roaved Bob Cherry.

““ Oh, that's only his little way intively {°

“ 1f he starts painting Greyfriars red—"

“ Bure that would be a joke ™

“ 1t woukl be rather a serious joke for you, my ~on.' gail
Bol: Cherry. ™ Why, he'll bring a hottle of whisky with leiu,
and get squifly in tf'm study.”’

" lq\'c got the whisky for him,™

ol Cherry almost foll down.

" You've got whisky for your frionds 1o tea in a Groy s
study " he said faintly.

“HBuve! You don't think that Bill Hankins wad Capramn
Stamp drink tea, do vou?"

“* Whisky V" murmured Bob Cherry.

“ Whisky, ves; but I've got <ome rum, too.”

“h, erumbs! Rum !

“ Certainly ! They like rum '

“ 1T darve say they do," saul Bob Chervy Teebly. 1 {himk
it's wvery probable. Bub if the poelects find rom o your
stuwdy-—all, evomba and seissors 1

“8Bure, and it's necessary to be hospitable ! wauid Fite-
pirick, © U'm a tectotaller myself--—-*

“1 should rather think you are !’ gpasped Pob,

“ But they'ro not "' said Fuzpatrick.

* Ha, ha! I know they're not, Thev've hoth Lbeetr run in
for being not."

- 1 want you fellows to ¢ome to bea, too,” zaid Fatzpatrick,
“ Wharton and Nugent belong to the study, zo they'll be
there, anyway., But the more the merrior!”

* And rum and whisky going free to all comers, T suppose "
asked Bob Cherty sareastically.

** Bure, if you like—and cigars, "™
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“ Cigars M

“ Bure !

*“ And—and pipes, I suppose, and shag," yelled Bab Cheery,
“and men provided to carry us back to our stadies, T sup-
YOEL A ;

I Fitzpatrick grinned.

* Look -here,” said Bob Clerrvy, * you'd better rescind
those invitations, and chuek the whisky and vrum and cicars
into the river—"

“ Mo fear P’ said Fitapatvick,
foed intirely.’*

* But it wan't be allowed " roared Boh.

Y Nobod®will know—you won't peach.’”

B;;}I think I oughé to go struight to Wigele!” geounled

“You can't sneakt”

‘* Wo, I can't; but—"

“Buare, i will be all right, and if they pet squifly it will
e gl the more fun. Old Stamp 15 very funny when he's
squifly P*

* B0 you've seen him ¥

“Yes; at the Anchor.”

AL the Anchor !’ murmured Boeb Cherry., ' Bo that's
one of vour places of resort, is it?"

“¥os; I've got o lot of [riends thero—ZIlanking, and Stump,
and Peier Crewe, and Ned Lepgitt-—"

* Al the roughest longshoremen in Pepg ! said Bolb
Chezry, * Blessed if T don't think it would have been better
to let you run away to sen. lLook here, Fitzputrick, you're
woing the ti],-;ht way to get jnko trouble.”

“*Bure, T'im in throuble of one kind o' another all e
loife,” said Fitzpatrick. * But I'm rcady {o play footey if
you like,”

(11

Heve we ave, then!"

They veached the junior grvound.,  Huolf the Bemove werve
there for the practice ; or rather more than half, as two clevens
had beon made up. Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Grey-
friara, who was a good foothalley when he chose, was slappey
of the scratch eleven, which was to play the Form teum.
Bolsover major, and Trevor, and Ogilvy, and Btott and
others of the Bounder's friends were in his team. Dob Uhevyy
aned Hurree Singh, Tom Brown, and Nugent; Johnny DBull,
and Dick Rake, Nowland, and Hazeldene, Russell and Liley
tade upr Harey Wharton's team.  Harry Wharton esine down
to the rzround a few minutes later,

" Got your eleven made up, Smithy ™' he asked,

" Twao or three wanted,” said the Dounder.

* You can have Fitapatrwele

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“ I don’t want a wild Tristunan,” lic said.

¥ Faith, then you won't have me!” howled Micky Dess
Illﬂ]'n‘], wher was m the Boundor's tesem., YA o' el B
thick eav if you'vre not caveful, Smithy 1"

T And another from me! said l1‘ii-.i-.1::.-:fr1'ck.

The Bounder measured Fitepatrick with hiz ove, and appars
ently decided that he lovked a tougl eustomer to tackle, for
his manner became more civil

YOAnyway, you can have the new kol Wharton,” hie said.
U keep Desmond, and you ean give me Movean, and Lave
Fitzpatrick yourself,”

AN serene !

And the tesows hined up for the practice maich,

1"z poing to be an ihgant

p—

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER,
The New Boy's Guesis.
ITAPATRICK wns not new to the same: but hig
thoughts were evidenily far away.  Wharton tapped
him on the shoulder as the teams wers forming up.

* Where do you usually play "' he asked.
“On the sands,” said Fitzpatrick innecently.
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“ Azz! T mean in the game?”

“Oh, vou ean put me to sturboard |V

“To—to what '

“ [ mean right wing 1"

“0, I see! Well, you can try outside starboard! said
Wharton, laughing.

And Fitzpatvick was assigned to outside-right. Then Lord
Muuleverer, of the Bemove, who had kindly consented bo
voferee, blew the whistle, and the game started.  Lornd
Mauleverer was not o gpreat footballer; he declared that the
grame was too much like work., He had beon driven to referee,
beeause he fatly vefused to play., Bob Cherry had promised
to keepr an eve on hitn, and buck him up whenever he showed
signs of slacking; and the champion slacker of the Eemove
croansd at the prospect.

“ Begad, vou koow, play up?' yawned Mauleveres.

Voernon-Sinith kicked off.

The Form eleven came through the scvateh team quite
easily, Fitepatrick playving up unexpectedly well, Once the
rame started, the Irish junior joined in it with great zest, and
it plenty of energy into the play, In fact, be put plenly of
cneryry into evervthing he dicii, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
was mnside-vight, and be found that he had a busy neighbour.
Tleve was pTi:nty of shouting in the play; the Eemove were
rot quiet plavers  DBut certainly Flizpatrick’s shouts weve
tho queerest that had ever been heard on a footer-lield.

“ Dion't cut across my bows, you lubber! he shouted to
the bj.'abuh of Bhanipur. ‘' Pass—pass to starboard, you
gwab ™

“ My honourable Ioend——"

“ Now the ball's aground I zaid Fitzpalrvick, as the leather
went mto touch.

“ Ia, ha, hat"”

“ Full steam ahead ! yelled Fitzpatrick, as the forwavds
swept away with the ball again,  ** All haods on deek I

“ Helay iy tarpauling, and blither my piddy topliglts o™
rasped Dol Cherry, © Shiver my timbers and timber my
shivers !’

““ Iia, ha, hal"

H Look out, port 21de ! shouted Fitzpatrick, addressing the
left wing. *' Now, send it to starboard—lively there—show a
lew, some of vou!”

And the ball, being vetuwrned to Fitzpatvick, e captured it
and headed for goal. The Bounder cut acress, taking the
makier out of the hands of his halves and backes, and charged
Fitepatrick off the bLall from behind. The Frish junior
:‘-pr:-l;lr'lﬂ{l on the pround, and the Bounder kicked the ball into
TOLC]E,

“ Foul " velled a dozen voices.

“0th, rot!” zaid the Boundor.

Y Feoul ! sthiouted Fitzpatrick, sibting up. " You've no
vicht to run me down astern, vou son of a sea<cook ™

“ Where's the referee?

Y Where's Mauly ™

The veferee had dizappeared. e was discovered sitting on
a campslool near the ficld, gazing away dreamily towards the
cloudz: over the summit of the Black Pike. PBab Cherry in-
serted his boot under the chair and brought the chair and
the referee to the ground together.

Y Begad " guasped Leord Mauleverer

“ Have you been watehing the game?” ronved Boln

H Begad, you know——"'

“ Was that a foul?"

“ 1 den't know—whao did £

& Bmithy 1

“Then i woas 8 fonl ! saul the veforee,

“What!" voared the Bounder. ' Yeu were looking the
other way !’

Lord Mauleverer nodded.

“ Bat if vou did it, it's sure to be s foul, my dear fellow ™
Lz explained. "' I didn't see yvou de it, but 1 know wou, vou
know."”

“* Ha, ba, ba!"

#71 mueass that's pood cnough!” remavked Fisher T, Fish,
the American junior, whe was in Yernon-Smith's side.
i+ Beswdes, wr ﬂtf know it was a foul !

“ Ponalty " lwowled Johmny Bull.

“ 1 awavd a penalty 1" said Lord Maulevorer,

“* Ha, ha, ha!" -

Bob Chorry took his lovdship by the collar and swung him
vound., Lord Mauwlevercr looked round over his shoulder at
Baoly, with a puzeled expression,

“ Buzz ! said Bol impressively,

“ Eh

“ Buzz off I"

“ But what about vefevesing '

“Wetre fed up with your refloreeing. Puza!™

“ Thank you vory much, my dear ?ellm'.'. It"s veally very
exhausting 1" said his lordship, and he retived grocefully
Fioin tle field. )

Nornon-Smith resumed play with a scowling face. That he
had fouled the new boy everyome knew, and they thought
that it was just like him. The Bounder kept his eye on Con
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Fitzpatrick afler that, looking for an oppettunity te de hum
an ill teen.

The next time he charged bim it was a faie charge, accord-
ing ko the rules; Lut the Bounder put all his cnergy mobe i,
intending to make the new boy come a terrific cropper.

But it did net work out exactly like that. :

Fitzpatrick had seen his intention, and he Lraced himself
to meci the charge—and the Bounder, as he rushed into hiwn,
felt as if he were charging a stone wall. i

Fitzpatrick, prepared and guite ready, stood like a rock,
and did not budge an inch; and the Bounder was Huny
heavily back.

Buinp!

“Oh

““Ha, ha, ha!" roarod Bob Clierry
Tavtar that time, Smithy!" . ]

Fitzpatrick grinned, and ran on with the ball, which Dol
solver major had vainly tried to take from ham. Fitzpatrick
kicked, and Stott in goal was quite beaten, The ball went
into the net.

Harry Wharton clapped the new recruit on the shoulder.

“ Good for vou!' he exclaimed, ' You'll make a pood
recrnit for the Form eleven, kid !

* Hear, hear ! said Bob Cherry.

“ Bure, and we know how to play footer in County Kerry
said Fitgpatrick modestly. ;

And the Irish junior, showing not a sign of fag, played hard
ap to the very end of the game, and when it ended, he still
looked asz fresh as the best players there, L

Bob Cherry slipped his arm through Fitzpatrick's as they
come off the field.

“Yeou'll de," he sand.
baller instead of going to soea.

Fitzpatrick laughed.

“ And put off that merry fea-pacty ! hinted Bob Chorry.

* Can't be done !

“ But look here——" ) )

“ Sure, they may be here any minute now !

 Oh, iny hat! There'll be trouble

“ 1 don't see why !

“You'll have all the powers that be down ou you, you
ass !

“ You caught a

prr
A

“Take my tip, and beeome a foot-
That can wait”

FOun _ .
“ Well, the prefects are mostly playing fooler now !"“ sa il
Fitzpatrick, with a glance towards the senior ground, * amd

the masters won't he hanging about the Remove passage.”

“ Look here, Fitz e

“ Too late V"' snid Fitzpatrick. *" There they come!”

He pointed towards the gates of Greyfriavs. 1

A wooden-legged man, easily recognised as Captain Stamp,
a weli-known character in Pege, and o burly whiskered lonyg-
shoreman naned Hankins, had appeared in the gateway.

Fitzpatvick cut across to meet them, leaving Bob Cherry
staring.

“ Oh, holy smoke,”” said Bob Cherry, in cismay, *' there's
no stopping him ! There']]l be tronble shortly for that infant !

“ Whal's the row, Bob?" asked Wharton, joining him.

Bob Cherry pointed to the twe longshorewen in the gate
way.

“ Do you see those specimens?”

" Yes; what are they deing here?™

“ Fitz has invited them to tea !

“ My hat!l" :
* In vour study !" grinned Bob Cherey. .
hose boory bounders are jolly well not

“ The fathead!
coming into my study!” exclaimed Wharton wrathfully.
“ Why, we're just going to have tea!”

“ Well, they've.come to tea."” o

“ Tha—the ass! I shall have to speak to him ¥

Wharton went in and clianged very quickly, and descended
to No. 1 Srudy. Bat the guests of the new jumior wero in-
stalled there already.

As Harry Wharten opened his study door, he gasped and
choked as he caught a whiff of strong lobacco.

The study was thick with smoke.

Wharton rubbed hia eyes and blinked through the haze.

Captain Stump was seated upon the table, swinging his
wooden leg, and simply pumping thick smoke out of a dirty
old pipe. Bill Hanking was in the avmchair, with his feet
on the part of the table unoccupied by Captain Stump, and
hie was smoking a pipe also, and outvying Stump in his efforts
to render the atmospnero of the room opague.

Wharton simply stared.

“ Oh, my word " murmured Franl Nugent behind hiw in
tiie pussage. * If Loder should come along now -or any of
tho prefects--grooh!” He broke off to a cough.

Wharton strode inte the study.

“* What are you fellows doing hera?’ he exelaimed warmiy,

Captain Stump touched his forelock.

9
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" Arternoon to vou, young grentleman ' he soil.
jHeased 1o see an old friend, Mastor Wharien 1™

“Wlhat are you doing heve?' rvoared Wharton,

“ Bmoking 1" said Stump.

* No 'arm in that, I "ape "’ said Bill Hankins, with o some-
what ferocious look. Hawnking' expression showed that he had
alrcady been drinking.

** No harm in turning my study inio a blessed tap-room !
ﬁTIﬂut};ti Wharton. ** ¥es, I should think there is harm in it !

oA lways

“ Look ‘ere, we was asked ‘ere by z young genchuan——-"

“I don't care if——"*

i gn ; a n u

U dure, and keep your wool on intively I said 2 cheory
vowee, as Cen Futzpatrick camwe into the study. ** Angthing
the natter, Whavrton davling

}}’Imrtﬂn glared at him.

., xes, I should say so. T can't breathe, for onc thing !

ILIH sure my friends won't mind having the window
open,'” sard Hitzpatrick.

“Not er tull,’” said Stump graciously —F not er tall ! Any-
ﬂnl]gjt:- oblize. My friend ’_fnkins gays the same ™

“'Ear, 'ear?” said his friend Hankins.

Fitepatrick jammed down the window to its fullest extent.

“There!" he said. “ Now it's all vight

"Ii's nob ol right " shouted Wharto. ‘' Suppose a pre-
feet should come along—"' -

T "h"r'r—]l.‘il.‘s no good mecting trouble bhalfway.”

" Smoking isn’t allowed in the studies——"'

" We've not smoking.,  Guests must do dy they like”

** Laok here, Fitzpatrick, we're going to have tea, and—"
S lave tea with uws, then!" =aid Fitzpatrick hospitably.
U Uve Iaid in a Job of tuck. and you needn’t touch the whisky
if you don't want to.”

" Whisky

O the ram i

" Rum!” said Wharton dazedly.

“Ear, Tear ¥ smd My, Hankins. f New vou're talkin’,
Master Fifzpatricl. T've got a thirst,on me I wouldn't take
a f'-pun note for. "Have alead with the grog " ;

"1 ain’t given to drinkiog myself,” sand Captain Stump,
rubbing lis nose, the hue of which seemed to hint that. he
was, as a matier of fact, given to deinking much more than
F.';ns jn?d for him “ BHut I ain' refusing te drink with a

riend, . :

* Eama Tore ! zaid Bill Hankins heartily,

Wharton opened the door wide.
“Clear ™ lie smd,
X II QF?:':' . I
" Clear vut, boih of you™”
:{ Siay where you are ! said Fitzpatrick.
Took here, Fitzpatrick——"
“ Look here, Wharton————""1
Tlen there was a pause, as they eved one another.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Fitzpatrick's Tea-party.
H'ARRY WHARTON was nonplussed.

He did not want
to quarrel with Fitzpatrick ; and he did not want & row
in the study; partly for Fitz's own sake. A row would

have meant a visit from the prefects, and the discovery
of Frepatvick’s guests, and the state of the study, wonld
have meant trouble for the new bov. Fitepetrick either <id
not know, or did not cave. Cerininly he showed no sign of

EIVIRT wWav.

" Look here,” said Bob Chevry, breaking the angry silence,

“this won't de, kid. This sort of thing 1s0't allowed here.”

“ Oh, rats!” ;
* You'd better take your estecmed friends down fo the

Anchoy.™

“I"ve invited them here to tea”

I don't see that there rwm,” said Bill Hanking, glaneinge
vound hin.

“T'Il get it in o jiffy I said Fitzpatrick.

“ g you menn to say that vou've ot rum in the stady?
shricked Wharton.

“Only one bottle I

" Only—— My word [V

“And one of whisky, that's all™

* Not o hogshead 1" asked Frank Nugent sarcastically.

* The stmﬁ[uluﬂss af this esteemed study is tereafic I
reatarked Iurree Jamset Ram Singh, looking in,

- My hat! Where's all the smoke coming from " azhked

Jonnny Bull.

“ Like o giddy tap-roon: "' said Dick Rake, laughing.
The three junigrs had come to tea, and they starc
the smoky study in awmazement,
Fitzpatrick nodded gemally to the new-comers.
“There's a good feed going,” he said; I nvite you all !
Tue Mlu:m-:rr Linrany.—No. 264,
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Bub L civil to my friends.  Sure, it's up to every dacont
chap to honour the stranger within the gates, you know.

*That's all very well,” said Johnny Bull. ™ But suppose
a prefect-—"

“Oh, I'm fed-up with prefects

This isn't allowed—-

“For gooduess’ sake, come in and have tea, and be
cheerful 1™ urged Fitzpatrick, * Don’t you sce that you're
being rude to my guests ™

“Well, I—I'tm sorry; bat—" : 2 ;

“Phese chaps will bave to muzzle, Filzgpatoek,” said
Mugent.

Fitzpatrick shoock his head. L .

“IOy the door, or the window, =as they like!” said
Wharton.

Bill Hankins rose to his feef, ) o

“I want to see somebody put me onter the winder ! he
seid argressively. “That's wot T wanter see! Hoh !

“ @it down, Bill,* said Fitzpatriek; “it's only their way.
Hora's 1he :I:lr'lt..” 50

“Good hegg 1™ said 1l "

“ You {ulﬁagut's Lkeep glasses in this study '’ asked TFite
patrick politely,

“No!" roared Wharton. . o

“ Can you chaps drink from cups?’ asked the Irizh junsor,

Captain Btump and Bill Hankins exchanged a grin,

Hitin we ! moermured Stump. . . ]

T could drink outer the Dbottle,” said Bill ITankins,
“¥'m sure I don't wanter give trouble™

“Well, here you arel"

“ Mine's rum-and-water " said Bill Hankin, I there
ain’t any water andy, it's no matter; 1 caun <o without."”

O EBame "ere !’ soid Shump.

The chums of the Remove exchanged helpless glanees.
A evowd of fellows pathered in the pussepge, looking into
the study and grinning, Certainly, such a sight had never
been scer in Greyinars before. :

“1 say, yon fellows——"" Billy Bualer volled in at the

‘doorway, and then gasped and spluttered:  Why —what—o

O-o-0-oh 1 : ] .

“Oh, clear out ! said Bob Cherry erossly,

Biily Bunter was the chatterbox of the school, and it was
pretty coertain that what he had seen in No. 1 Study would
saon be told all over Greviriars.

Bunter hlinked thrmlgr'h the smoke.

“(Oh, reallv, Cherry! I thought it was a feed, and 1
was going to offer—-"

“ et ont ! ; .

“T szhall certainly not stay here in such low company,”
snid Billy Bunter, with a great deal of dignity.

And he rolled out again, eager. to spread the news of
what was going on in Harry Wharton's study. n

T¥Vall, are you fellows staying or gowng ™ asked IMiz-
patrick, looking at Ilarry Wharton & Co.

" We can’t stay here i this goees on,” said Harey. Do
vou know that this is encugh to get a chap expelied from the
gchool 277

“ Oh, bother!™

“¥ou'll be caned, if not sacked "

“ Oh, rat 1"

“Well, I won't liek you,” said Harry, ¥ and 1 won't heave
vour precious [riends out. I don't want te bring Quelchy
and the prefects down on you, if jt can be helped,” '

“Thanks! Now sif down and have tea !”

“ Thanks! I'll get out!”

“(Oh, stay to tea; be chummy, vou know !

Wharton borst inte o laugh, in spite of himself. It
was impossible to h-':'muflr}' with Cen Fitzpatrick.

“T can™t stay,” he said; “and I hope you'll f;ﬂ. through
this without o Finggiujg. Clome on, kids; we'll h
Johnny Baull's study !

And the chums of the Remtove retired from the =zedne,
leaving Fitzpatrick and his friends in possession.

Bill Hankins growled. ]

“Bay the word, Master Fitzpatrick, and I']] wade in and
wipe up the floor with the lot of them ! he =aid.

 Thausiks, no! Sit down and have tea.”

“1 don't know that I'm ‘ungry,” said Il ITankins;
“hui I potter thirst I wouldn't take o fi'-pun nate for !

I wouldn't lake @ tenner for mine ! said Captain Btump
solemnly., ]

“Well, fill up. and then we'll have a hornpipe and =
sep-song V't osaid Firzpatrick.

“Rar, "rar! You'vre a young genclman arter my own
eart ! sand Hankins,

““Which I saxvs the same ! eaid Captein Btump.

Fitzpatricl: kicked the door shut.

Cutzside in the Remove passage there waz a babel of
voices and laughter, Inside the study, the atmosphere grow
ihieker apd thicker, till it was somewhat difticnlt for Tie-
patrick and his guests to sce one another. i

There were other difficultics, too, i the way of Captam

ave tea in
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ir Y t's Fa'tty:n exclaimed Flggins,_txcifgd]'y+' " Faity Wynn playing goal for a professional tq'amt _ H—'“"t my
hat, I can forgive the fat bounder anything when 1 see him playing a game like thisl™ (For this incidens
see the grand long, complete tale of Tom Merry & Co., of St Jim's, enfitled “FATTY WYNN:
: paper, * The (em"” Library. Ouwl on Wednesday. Price One Penng.) I —
Stamp and Bil]l 1Tanking secing one another. as the rum Tyt voung ass will ool Vimseli sacked I he said. )
Wiker Yok Ateonip i Ly oo 5"i“t{j"ﬁ it ug if it hud been “ Perhaps that's what he wants!” grinned Rake. ™ Ho

water, And when the rum was gone, they started cheerfully
om e whisky, evidently reckless of the rezalt of mixing
their dreinles.

Witepatrick drank ginger-beer, resisting the lindly offers of
his frivieds to put mmrtﬁlng in it to mive it o taste,

_ In. Johtne Bulls zitu-ﬂj,' the Co, had their tea, Lut ﬂ:{*:?
listoaed to the growing sound of voices fram No, 1 Brudy,
Ilwry Wharton was thoughtful and anxions.
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would be able to go to g2en, then, perhaps.' .

“ The sconer ho goes to sea the better I growled Whacton.
“Our study will be whiffy with smoke for weeks after this,
And he may want to have them here again-—"

“Ila, ha, ha!l” : _

HAVell, it's not o loughing matter ! suid Harey, 1 like
tleee young fathead, and I don't want to wallop b,
L b’
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* But he will grob bashed baldheaded if he does it again!”
sadd Nugeut. “*This is more than a joke; it's too thick I

" Listen "' said Mark Linley, laughing as he held up his
hand. *They've started singing !
. ¥rom the d;:raﬁsa.gq_: game the sound of & husky voice raised
i song, evidently proceeding from Neo. 1 Study :

*“When I was a boy I went to sea,
Yo-heave-ho, my heartios!
I went to sea in the Nancy Lee,
With & yo-beave-ho, my hearties !

“That's Captain Stump !’ grinned Bob Cherry,
“He'll be heard all over Greyliriars,’”” said Johnny Bull.

And Tlurree Jamset Ram Singh remarked that the
hearfulness would be terrific.
* There'll be a frightful row " said Harry. * Loder has

been looking for a chance to et at our study for a lon
time—ever since he failed to get in as captain of the school,
Thﬁ:ﬂiﬂhhu a hr::rw;!"'

nd the other fellows agreed. There was not the slightest
doubt that there would be a row, R

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Loder Looks [n.

ODER, the prefect, came into the School House with
o frowning brow. Toder was not in a good temper;
he seldoin was, Laoder had lately made a bid for the

_ captamey of Greyiciars, and he had failed dismally.
Wingate, the sthool captain, had given him a chance in the
gonlor cleven, just to show that he bore no ill-will, and
Loder had shown his gratitude by giving his captain all the
trouble he possibly could; and after the match Wingate had
spoken to him in the plainest of English, and had mforned
him that he would not be warted for the First Eleven any
1RTE.

And the rest of the team had fully agreed that Wingate
was in the right. Henee the scowl upon Loder’s brow zs he
came in. Things were going badly of late with the bully
and black sheep of the Sixth Form of Greyfriars.

Loder [ound an excited erowd at the foot of the stairs, and
there were more fellows on the stairs, laughing and chatting.
Somethiog was cvidently going on.  Loder looked at the
noisy crowd with a black brow.

*“Shut up that row [ he snapped.

“Ha, ha, ha "

The prefect halted.

V' Whe's that singing ™' he exclaimed, as a deep, husky
verc _}Il;-::-ll-c'd from above. “Who's making that awful
noige ?

“It's one of Fitzpatrick’s friends." sai -Bmi

W B jr”j'.- ends,” sald Vernon-Smith.

“Yes; he's got some friends in to tea,” oxplained the

Hounder,

Bhut up, you cad!” murmured Tom PBrown., * Don't
mive him away! It will come oub scon enough I

Loder listened at the slaircase.

"-Tirgit's a man’s voice,” he zaid.

© It is 2 man,” said Vernen-8mith, with a chuckle, * Fitz-

patrick’s friends are quite grown-up.”

“ 1t sounds as if he’d been drinking,”’ said Loder, in
amagement.
" I'orhaps he was thirsty,” suggested Snoop. ' He, he,

L 172
“*¥ery likely,” said the Bounder. “I've seon the man
sbout Peyg, and I fancy he looked like a thirsty soul

“Ila. ha, hat* : '

Loler glaneed over the grinning juniors. He could seo
taat something unusnal was going on. Perheps it was his
tuty as a prefect to look into it. He realised that whatever
I was il was gomng on n Wharton's study, and that know-
ledge made his duty quite pleasant to him. Loder was very,

1.1‘t"'I.iuJIHI:J-t1'i to cateh Havey Wharten & Co. tripping, if he
vanilid.

s thad row in No. 1 Stade 77 he asked.

i ?(IE_I"

T must see into this”

Loder pushed the junmiors aside and strode up bhe stajre.
Toin Birown gave t'gm grinning Beunder a dark look.
:‘I'Efau tricd to give the new kid away, you worm ! he
s,

Vernon-Smith gave a shrog.

“Well, if you think that kind of {hing onght to be allowsd
to go on in a Gresfriars study we differ in opinion, that's
all.” T said, T think it onzht to be stopped.”

*Ti'x no busingess of yours, anvway.”

i the business of all decont chaps to stop o racket like
that " waid tie Boundes loftiis. ' It's disgusting !

C NYawve net oxactly a model vourself,  You smchke in
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vour study, and yvou po down to the Cross Keys in Friar-
dulﬂi’:__gl'ewlccl the New Jealander. " You're a sneak and
acad!

Vernon-Smith shrpzped his shoulders apain, and walked
away. Hard worls did not hart the Bounder.

Loder reached the door of No. 1 Stody,

He paused for & moment in sheer astonishment at fﬂ‘m
sounds from within. Theve was a sound of liquor gurgling
from a bottle, und there was & sound of a raucous volce
raised in tuncless zong, and of stamping feet keeping tume.

“Go it, Bill 1" said the voice of Captain Stump, m a pause
in the singing.  “ Heave ahead !

“Gimme the grog.” soid a thick veice in return. 1
wanter to wet my whistle, shipmate.”

“’'Fre you are !

“ My cm];,r aunt "' gasped Leder. “It's a regular orgy!
{l’ Wharton's mixed up in this—well, I think ['ve got him ak
ast B

e threw open the door of the study.

Lodoer was a smoker himself—and a drinker, too, for the
matter of thar, e had many little ways which would have
meant the “sack ™ for him 1if the Head of Greyfriars had
known anything about them. Dut Loder staggered a little
as the thick atmosphere of the study smote him. The air
was chareed with the fumes of tebacco and the fumes of
drink, and the prefect could hardly -see into the room,

“IWhat docs this mean ! he stnttered.

Fitzgerald looked up, IIe did not seem to be at all
incommaded by the atmesphere. Perhaps he was used to
tough atmospheres in the forccastle of the ship he had jeined.
He grinned as Loder,

. “Hallo?" he said. ""Come in!
There's zome whisky left.
gone,”

Y Whisky ! Bum !”

“'Eave ahead, Bill, ole pal!™

“When I was a lad 1 went to sea——
Yo-heave-ho, my hearties !
[ went fo sea in tho-——"

“ Btop that row " said Loder. *' How dare you make that

row here, you vagubond? How dare you ecome here at all?"”
“1 went to sea in the Nancy Lee™

“Biop it, you disgusting ruffian!  Fitzpatrick, did you
bring these disveputable ruffinns inta the school ¥

“They're my euesis, if you're referring to these gentle-
men,” said Fitzpatrick calmly,

* Your—your guests”

The more the merrier
Faith, I'm sorry the rum’s all

“Wes, This 1= my study. I you can’t be civil to my
guests, get out !’

“* What?"

“Deaf?" asked Fitzpatrieck, "1 said get ont, and I

meant get out !

Loder gasped,

“ Do you know I'm a prefect 7' he bawled.

‘T don't care what vou are!"

UMy word! I'll take you to the IHead! Tell these men
to go away, as they seom too intoxicated to understand me.”

““Toxyeated ! suid DHll Hankine, apparently hecoming
aware -for the first time of the prefect’s presence. ' 'Toxy-
cated? Whao's "toxveated 777

“You are, you ruoffian

“Y ain't o man to make @ row in my friend’s reom.’ said
Bill Hankins, with a great denl of dignity, and making a
clutch at the table o support himself; “hut I expect to bo
treated as o genelman. allers treat others ns a genelman,
and az & genclman mysclf I expect sich.”

“Will you get ont 7’

'”}Ardlg.-,” said Thll HHanking,

vob.'
T T shall have vou thrown out if you do not go imme-
diately 1" sawd Loder. He would have thrown Hankins out
lhimself, onty the hig, longlimbed fellow scemed rathor too
dangerous to tackle. " As lor you, Fizpatrick, you will
come with me at once to the Head !” - '

“Throw me out 7 saad My, Tlaukins,

“Yeg, you, vou tramp !’

“1'my A nonest sailorman ! said Me. ankins, ' A nonest,
fard-workin® satlorman ! Man and hoy, 1've been afore the
mast for forty vears ™

* Before the bar at the Anchor, you mean,”™ growled
Lader.

Bill Hankins swung round. <ti!l keeping one lhand on the
table for support. and blinked at Toder.

“Who are you?? he demanded agpreossively.
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“I'm Loder, of the Sixth. I'm a prefect of this school”

“Ii you're a school-fellow of my young friend "ere, I don't
want to "urt vou,” said Mr. Hankins, with great considera-
tien. ““ Bun away.”

“ What 7™ ]

“Run away ! said My, Hankins, with a wave of the hand.
“Run awoy and play at marbles with the other boys, afore
vou're Turt!™

“ You—vou drunken rufian— OQh!"

The prefect did not fimish, Bill Hankins had been very

ationt; his fricnds at the Anchor would hardly have known
Eim, But his patience had come to an end. He made a
sudden lurch at the prefect, and grasped him. As szoon as
he let go the table he hung on Loder with all his weight,
and his weipht was conziderable. The foct wnade =
terrific effort to wrench himself loose, and then collapsed on
the floor, dragring down the longshoveman with him.

“Oh ! roared Eﬂdﬂ', 0w, ow !

“ Huh4'"" gasped Bill Hankins, as he sprawled over the
prefect. ** You keep quiet, or you'll get 'urt.”

“Let me up, you ruffian! Help! help!” roared Loder.

“Rub.'is 'cad in the fender, Bill,”" suggested Captain
Stump, who was sitting on the table, quite intoxicated, and
nodding his head like & Chinese mandarin.

“Ow! ow! Oh! Help!™

“ Shurrup 1"

“ Help I

Footsteps thronged in the passage. There was a rear of
laughter as Loder was seen struggling on the floor, with the
heavy longshoreman sitting upon him. .

EM}' hat! This is as gpood a5 a civeus ! exclaimed Russell.
“Go it 1"

“Help!"

“ fla, ha, ha!® ) )

“Dhag him off I velled Loder. “ He's sq-sq-squashing
me! Ow! Call for help! Fetch Wingate—fetch the Head
—fetch the police! Ow!l”

* Ha, ha, ha!” .

There was a sharp voice in the passage.

“What ia this "

It was Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth Form, who was
coming along, with angry face and rustling gown. The other
Form-masters were out, and the Head was too far away from
the Remove quarters to hear. But Mr. Prout had heard, and
Mr. Pront was very angry.

" Help !

“ Whatever 1s the matter?”

““Ha, ha, ha!” 3

Mr. Prout looked into the study. Arb the sight of the rum
and whisky botties, and the smell of smoke, and the rest of
the scene, Mr. Provt wondered for one dizzy moment
whether he was dreaming. He gazed speechlessly into No. 1
Study.

“Now look out for the fireworks, chappies!' muormured
Bob Cherry, .

And the fireworks were not long in ¢coming.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Longshoreman on the Warpath.

R. PROUT strode into the study., His face was red
with anger and coughing. It was not casy to draw
breath in No. 1 Study just then.
“* What does this mean?" he thundered.

Fitzpatrick rese to his feet. .

“ Sure, it's all right, sir,” he suid.

“All right ! Are you mad, boy?”

* Wa, sir, thank you.'"

“ Wheve are the boys this study belongs to?” demanded
the Form-master., -

“Thev cleared cut, siv, They didn’t like my friends."

*Your—your friends ¥ ] -

“ Captain Stump, sir, and Bill Hankins,”” said Fitzpatrick,
ﬁ&rfgrming the ceremony of introduction with a wave of the

A,

Captain Stump nodded genially.

“YWerry pleased to meet you, sir!!" he said.

“ Same 'ore!” said Bill Hankins, still sitting heavily upon
Loder's chest.  F Any friend of my young friend Fitz is a
friend of mine."

“{zo0d heavens!" gasped Mr. Prout.
ing! This—this cannot be real!”

“ IIa, ha, ha!"” cameo from the passage. i iz
“Hilenee ! exclaimed Mr. Prout, coughing. * Thiz is no
leughing matter. Good heavens! I—I have never heard of
such a thing. Fitzpatrick!"

“ ¥Yes, sir,” szaid Con

“Who are thess men?"

“ Friends of mine, sir.".

“You introduced them into the schoal?’ ‘

“Qure, and I did, sir. They're jolly sailormen, sir—sons
of the say,” cxplained Con. * Sure, and I've krnown worse
when I was at say.” -
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“ Boy, I think you must be insane! Send these men away
at once, and follow me to the Head I exclaimed Mr. Prout,

“* Bure, sir, I—"'

“Obey me, boy! Wretch," exclaimed the excited Form-
master, tapping BMr. Hankins on the shoulder, " risel
Relouse Loder immediately |7

T Hn ?.'F

“ Rize!™

“Do you mean gerrup? asked Bill Hanking thoughtfully.

“¥Yes, Release that boy!” ]

_ “Who are you, anyway?' demanded Mr. Hanking, jump-
ing up very suddenly and advancing upon bMr. Prout s
ferocicusly that he backed away down the passage in alarm.
"k"}?ﬁu ain't going to give me horders. You ain't my
akipper.’”

“Oh dear!™

“ Looking for a lovely pair of black heyes, perhaps?™
roared Mr. Hankins,

“Oh! Take him away! Help!”

Bill Hankins, who seemed to Ew& recoverced the use of hia
logs all of a sudden, followed Mr. Prout out of the study
and down the passage, prancing at him in a warlike way and
brandishing two very large fists

“Tut 'em up!” he roared.

“Wha-a-ati”

“ Put "em up!”

“ What do you mean?"’ gasped the alarmed master. *I—
[——" He backed away, the crowd of juniors ll:;a.rtm%htn

ive him room, and laughing till they were husky. 34

ad nover cxpected to seo tho sight of a Greyfriars Form-
master being driven along the Remove passage by an
Hlﬁuximmd longshoreman. **0Oh dear! Goodness gracious!

§33

“Yaou've insulted me,” roared Mr. Hankins—"me, s
nonest sailorman; me wob has worked afore the mast for
forty year, man and boy; me wot have made England wot

ii:. i:; ! Where wonld you be if it wasn't for the sailormen,
L

YOk dear!™ 2o

“'Ow long would it take the Germans to get "ere, if it
waan't for the likes of me?' demanded Mr. Hankins

“ Goodness gracious!"

“* Put "em up!"

My, Prout ﬂacl:er’l further and further away from the

prancing longshoreman, waving his hands at him, a3 if ho
were a chicken and ho was trying to “shoo '™ him away.
But Bill Mankins refused to be *shooed.” Hp was on the
warpath.

“Send for the police!” pasped Mr. Prout. * Telephone
for—ior somebody! Oh dear! The man is dangerous! Oh!™

Bill Hankins' knuckles tapped upon Mr. Prout's nose.

The unwarlike Form-master ctaggored agaiost the wall,
holding hiz nose in one hand, and regarding his assailant
with & look of almost idiotic bewilderment. He, a Groy-
friars Form-master, had been assaulied, tapped on the nose
by a drunken longshoreman. After that, Mr. Prout would
not have been surprised by a sudden end of the umverse.
It was avidently the end of all things.

“Put 'em up!” shouted Mr. Hankina, “I offers yer a
fair fight. Put 'em up! You've insulted a nonecst sailor-
man! Pui 'em upl”

“Oh dear! What does he want me go put up?” moaned
Mr. Prout. “I do not understand the man—I do not under-
stand him at all.” .

“Your fsts, sir,” yelled Bolsover major,

“Oh deay! How absurd! Oh!"
“Put 'em up!™
“ Help! Loder, come and take this man away!"'

Loder was discreetly retreaiing up the other end of the
assage. He had not the slightest intention of tackling Mr.
ankins again, :

“ Loder, do’ you hear? Oh, call—call Wingate! Call the
police!  Call—oh! ©Oh! Oh! I am severely hurt!” It
was another tap upon Mr Prout's somewhat promipent

nose,

“ Police " yelled Nugent. “Call the police! Call out
the Territorials ! Order up the giddy Army! Ha, ha, ha!”

“I'I-ﬂup hﬂ., .I'.'I-E.-!” : ;

“ Faith, clear out, Hankins!” sheuted Fitzpatrick, alarmed
himself at the outbreak of his guest. *¥ou can't punch s
Form-master, yon idiot!" i _ N

“ This ‘ere skinny little razcal ‘ave insulted me,’” said Bil
Hanhins,

“0Oh deart”

“ Which I'm ready to go, if so be as my company is nol
desived,”” said Captain Stump, pegging out of No. 1 Study.
“ Bill, old man, come along!”

“[ ain't comin’ along till this ‘ere little boupder ‘ave
put 'em up!” said Mr. Hankina obatinately, *I'm gomn’ ;E
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smash him! I'm goin’ to douse his glim!
put "im on ’is beam ends ("

“Oh dear! Help ™

Biff!  Bifi!

Fortunately for Mr. Prout, Bill Hankins had consumed so
much rum and whisky that he was sceing double, if not
treble.” Two or threa Mr. Prouts were dancing before his
eycs, and Bl]l Hankins delivered his drives at the fancied
ones, and hs knuckles erashead on the woll near Mr. Prout's

head:
“"Wot a "ard ‘ead that little

I'm goin® to

“Ow!" prunted Hankins
swal 'ave pat! Oyt

** [Ia, ha, ha!"

“ You laughin® at me,” demanded Mr. Hankins suddenly,
turning upon the yelling juniors—' laughin’ ot a nponest
sailormani’

“ ia, ha, ha!*

S Come erlong, Bill!" said Captain Stump, with the
ridiculons’ gravity and dignity of a drunken man. 1 says
let us go, if s0 bo as they don’t want our kumpny. Come
on! I washes my "ands of 'em!”

“Might as well wash your face while
sugrested Veornon-Smith.

““Ha, ha, ha!™' . :
“Put 'em wp!" yelled Mr. Hankins, turning upon the
unfortunate Fifth Form-master again.' I says as I'm goin’
to dﬁu?c your toplights, you swab!”

!I‘ E p!" - -

* Bhall we help you, sir?’ asked Harry Wharton.

" ¥es, yos, indeed, Wharton! 1f yout can persuade the man
to go away, [—I ehall be vory much obliged,” moaned
Mr. Mrout.

Wharten chuekled.

"“"Come on, Remove!™ ha shouted,

*“HMe, ha, ha?V* |, - . : .

" Reseue, Remove " chartled Johnny Bull

And the Removites rushed to the reseue,

Mr. Hankins was swept off his foct by the rush, and horne
away towards the stairs by the whirl of juniors,

He struggled feebly, but he had no chaneo; and as his
maod changed from warlike-ferocity to pathetie friendliness,
ha suddenly threw his arm: round Bob Cherry's neek and
began to weufi. 23

“I'm yer old friond Bill,” he murmured— Bill, wot has
been afors the mast fer forty year, man and boy! I——7

“{w! Gereoff !

“I'm ger ale

“Take him off!"” yelled Bob Cherry, in disgust.
cryving over my necktie! Groo!™

“Ha, he, ha!” : !

MCome erlong, shipmate!” said Mr. Hankins, still with
hia arms tight round Beb Cherry's neck. “ Let’s get hout
of this! Come erlong with yer ola pal Bl :

Hands grasped Mr. Hanking on all sides, and he was
dragged off Bob Cherry. With a rush the Removites got
ham out of the Ilouse, into the Close. There nearly the
whaole =chool gathered round, and Wingate and Courtney, of

Fou'ro about it,”
*“ 1t could do with 1t."

“Let's porsiads him 1

=t
-

[1] II‘:’;B

s Lo i et e e fop e e e e

. —_—

. the Head’s study eloscd bobind both of them.

- Fitzpatrick

"in bewilderment. He fized hiz eyca u

the Sixth, lent a hand with Mr. Hankins. It was needed,
for by this time he was warlike again and insisting that
aomebody should ‘' put 'em up."

In the midst of a shouting, leughing erowd, Mr. Hankips
was hustled across the Close and: out of the school gates, and
deposited 1 the road. Captain Stump éﬁ—cggveﬂ after him
peacefully. Stomp was repeating to heedless ears that he
washed his handa of all of them., In the read, Bill Hankins
sat up in the dust, helding on to his friend's wooden leg
for support, and blinking dezedly at the crowd of fellows
in the gcatoway. :

“Put em up ! he said thickly. *“T'vo been afore the
mast for foriy. year, man and boy—" ;

‘“Ha, ha, ha 1"

Gaosling, the porter, came out and closed the gates,
Captain Stump tenderly helped his friend to his fcet, and
the two longshoremen staggered away down the road
together. In the dusk, from the distance, the volce of Mr
Hankins was still heard, however, insisting obstinately tha
Mr. Prout should " put "em up.’’-

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Paying the Piper.

ITZPATRICK was yelling with lasughter as lond as the
rest, but he cmseciy to laugh az Mr. Prout's hand fell
heavily upon his shoulder. The obnoxicus longshore-
marn being got rid of, Mr. Prout was himself agzain,

and trying hard to recover the ghilly dignity epprop:iute
to 8 Form-master. -

 Fitzpatrick """ he rapped out,
=1 Adaam 1" paid Filezpatriel.

“ Follow me!™

¥es, mr.. 2

Mr., Prout walked away with steady dignity to the Head's
study. Fitzpatrick follewed in his footzteps. The door of
From the
dusly Close the juniors eame in, laughing and chuckling.
Mr. Hankins and the wooden-legged seaman were gonc; but
had to pay the piper now, as DBob Cherry
expressed it. And the juniors wondercd what was passing
in the Hoad's study. -

Mr, Prout was trembling with rage as he marched Fitz-
patriok in. ) '

Dir. Locke looked at him in surprise. He had heard the
roar {rom the Close, and ho wondered what waz the matter.
Mr, Prout explained in shaking tones, and the Head listercd

n Fit:'rlmtrittk, but

the new junior did not secem overwhelmed with shame aor
dismay. On the contrary, there was a glimmer in his cyes
which showed that he found it difficult to remain grave,

i Tg it possible?’ pazped the Head, at Jast,

¢ That 15 whas I asked mysclf, sir,” exclaimed Mr. Prout
Tt seeins in’:pt:l:iz-:-ihll.:-—hl.ll- it istruc. Such ouiragcous conductk
g, I am happy to say, quih". urkvown at Greylriecs. 1 should
recommend sending this boy away at onee, sic!"
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of the hand, Captaln Stump nodded genially,
Bill Hankins, still sitting heavily upon Loder's chest,

“ Capfain Stump, sir, and Bill Hﬂlnkins." said Fitzpatrick, performing the ceremony of introdoction with a wave
* Werry pleased to. meet you, sir,”' he sald.
“ Any friend of my young friend Fitz is a friend of mine,"”

# Same 'ere,’’ sald

“Good heavens|™ gasped Mr. Prout, ** 1 must be dreaming! This—this cannot be real!” (Ses Chapler 10.) I

N Limo . g sk AP R R e

‘" Ahem IV

“ An industriel sehool 15 o more suitable place for him, I
ehould think, sir!”

CH'm

* Buch conduct—such outrageous and reprehensible con-
dguct——""-

" Quits =0, Mr. Proat. Arve von aware of the seriotisness
of what you have done, Fitzpatrick?' demanded the Head,
wilh & atern glance at the culpreit.

* Sure, siv, and T didn’t mean any harm [

“ You meant no havm in bringing two intexicated ruffians
inta the :cloo! " thundered the {ihad_

" They weren't intoxicated when they ecame, siv!”

Y What ! Da vou mean to zay they became in that condi-
tion liere

“ Bure and they did, siet™

* Is 1t possible that you' provided thiem with strong drink?”’
exclivmed the Head. :

P ;E_;Eey Jwera my guests, sir, and they don’t drink tea.”

i

“Ho I got in some rum and whisky—'

* Good heavens !

“T'm sorrv Mr Pront was {rightencd. sir——""

A Frigﬁbenﬂd 1" exclaimed Mr. Prout. ** How dare you say

Tae Maswer Lisrary.—No, 264,
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such a thing, Fitzpatrick! This bov's insolence passca all
bounda, sipl*

- Y11 mean alarmed, siv "' Fitzpatrick amended. ™ But,
sure, Bill wouldn't have hurt vou if you'd been civil to him,
sir. H

* Iitzpatrick, you do mob realise the enormity of vour
offence 1 said the Head, * If vou did, I should expel you
from tha school.”

“ Do you mane send me home, sirf"

" ¥es, that is what I mean, Fitzpatrick."

Fitzpatrick grinned.

" Bure, and I've no objection, sir, il you think proper,”
snid the new junior, with a twinkle in his blue eyes.

Ilr. Locke frowned severely. : .

“ You mean, Fitapatrick, that you would be plad to leave
zchool in ovder to carry out your absurd faney for poing o
sea ! he exclaimed. '

Titzpatrick was silent.

" Well, considering your uncle and guardian'z desire, I ghall
not send you away from the school,” =aid the Head sternly,
** Dut I shall cane you severely, and ell your hali-holidays will
be stopped for the remander of the term. I shall not allow
vou any further opportunity associating with  suel
charactera, For tho future, you will be strictly confined
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within the school gates, excepling when vou take a walk out
with vour Formemaster,”

Y Oh, sict?

Fitzapairick looked dismayed now.

“You have apparently soughi out the lowest possible
?fquc?iut&n-::{-a mm thoe fishing village, itzpatrick,” said the

ead,

“ Oh, I know rost of the fshornen, sic,” said tho junior
cheerfully, * Jolly set of men, sir, and they don't all get
squiffy. I like "em, siv.”

L The fishermen are mostly a very estimable class of men,
Fitzpatrick, but they are not sitable associntes for you: and
ug for these drunken loafers, I am astonished that a Grey-
friars boy should want to speak to them !”

*Burs, sir, I—'

“You will be gated for the rest of the term, Fitzpatrick,
and I shall now cane you,” said Dy, Locke, rising to his feet
and taking up his cane.

Fitzpatrick's eyes gleamed for o soment, as though he
meditated disobedience; but if so he changed his mind, and
submitted quietly.

_The docter caned him severely, The new junior received
six cuts upon cither hand, but he did not utter & ery. It was
ovident that he was as hard as nails, and had plenty of pluck,
Dr. Locke laid down the cane.

“ ¥ou may go now, Filzpatrick ™

“ Thank you, sirt"

Fitzpatrick left the study.

** A most hopoleas case, sir!™ exclaimed Mr. Prout. * The
boy does not aeem to feel the slightest glimmering of repent-
ance for his heirous conduoct.”

Dr. Locko sighed.

“He ia a somewhat peculinr boy, Mr. Prout,” he said.
*“ But he has many gualities, ¥ think. I hope it will
be possible to keep him at Greyfriars.”

Fitzpatrick found a crowd of fellows awaiting him outside
the study. There was & chorus of inquiry:

" Backed 1"’

* Licked

* What have you had?”

Fitzpatrick grinned rather ruefully, as Lo rubbed his hands,
Dr. Locke had laid the cane on very effectively.

* Licked," heo said, * that's all."”

“Bervo you jolly well right, I must say ! szaid Harey
Wharton. * If ever a chap deserved to be licked, you do.
wonder you weren't'sacked.”

“8ure, I wish I had been!”

° You wish you'd been sacked!” exclaimed Harry,

* Yes; then I could go to say !

Wharton laughed.

“Oh, you're an asz!” he said. “ Come along to the study
and I'll give you something to rub your hands with. I can
sen you've had it hot."

** Faith, and [ have intirely!™

And the new jun. ¢ walked along to Ne. 1 Study with
Wharton. The study was still recking with tobacco Fumes
and the smell of rum, and Nugsnt was waving a newspaper
round to clear the air. It was likely to be some time before
No. 1 Study lost all traces of the visit of Fitepatrick's friends,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Fitzpatrick Slngs His Hammock.

™ REAT Seott!"

*Oh, my aunt!"

L1 Phew r1l

. It was bedtime for the Remove, on the day follow-

ing the incidents in No. 1 Study, The new junior had gone
up to bed a little while before the rest of the Form, and as
the Remove came into their dormitory, they saw the reason.
For some time past there had been a sound of knocking in
the dormitory, but no one had taken particular notice of it.
The Removites gave vent to a cliorus of amazed exclamations
as they camein. A hammock was stretched across the room,
fastened to etaples driven in the walls, and Fitzpatrick was
about to elimb into the hammock., The juniors stared at him.

" Did you put that thing up theee?” demanded Bolsover
major

“Bure, and [ did 1"

* What for?"

“Tao slape in"

“ Oh, crumbs ™

“ You ass! Get it down before Wingate comes to soe lights
out " exchumed Harry Wharton, “ Do you think vow'll be
allowod to sling a hammock in the dora ™

" Where's the barm in it?"”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ I don’t know that there's any special harm in it, bub it
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cortainly won't be allowed,” he =aid.
too "

“ Oh, the staples arve all right!"

“ What about the walls, you young duffer?’ yelled Bob
Cherry. ' Look at the state you've made them in ™'

““ Well, that couldn’t be helped.”™
“0Oh, my bat! There'll be a row over this!"
Well, fhnd to drive in the staples.”

“ Why had you?'

** There was nothing to sling the hammocl: to.”

“And it was quite necessary to sling the Lammock?”
grinned Johnny Bull. “ You couldn’t sleep in the bed 1™

“I'm a sailor, and I want to sleep in a hemmocek.™

“ Well, I'd advise vou not to settle down before Wingate
comes in ! said Frank Nugent.

“Why not?

“¥ou may be disturbed.”

*“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Tho captain of Greyfriars came into the dormitory to see
lights cut.

“ Not in bed yet, vou kids!" he said, in his good-lumoured
way. *' Buck up! Why—what—who—how—what does this
mean

He stared blankly at the hammoek.

Con Fitzpatrick, who had just climbed into it, looked at
him over the edge with a cheerful grin.

* So that's you, 13 it?" =zaid Wingzate.

e YEE, PiﬂIE 1"

“ Did you sling that hammock

“Bure, and I Jid !

“And you damaged the walls
demanded Winecate.

“I'm sorry, but I didn’t mean to damage the walls; the
staples did that."” .

“ ¥ell, you can get out of that hammeck, and unsling it,
as soon as you like!” said the Captain of Greyfriars.
“Bhorp's the word I’

“Sure, I'm quite ecomfortable here!"

” ;f{r:lu won't be comforiable long, if 'vou don't do as I iell

‘! Faith, and why not ?"'

“ Because 1 shall come and pitch you out on vour neck !
shouted Wingate.

“ Bure, and I tell you—-'

“ et down I
ain’ to slape!™
own "

** Faith, and I—"

Y Get f]lﬂwn Ers

Con Fitzpatriek did not reply. But he scttled himself
more comfortably in the hammock. There was a buzz in the
Romove dormitory. It was clear that the Irizsh junior did
not intend to obey the captain of the school.

Wingate's eyes gleamed. He was a very good-tempered
fellow; but Fitzpatrick was tryiog to the best of tempers.

The Sixth-Former strode towards the hammock, and
grasped it . .

He shook it viclently, and it began to swing, and Fiiz-
patrick looked wover at him with an expression of
remionstrance,

“Sure, and ye're disturbing me ! he zaid.

*Will vou get down ¥

“1f ye want to rock me to slape, vou can be a bit more
gentle—""

Wingate shook the hammoek again,
at it to keep himself from relling out.

* Lave go!" he roared.

“ et out ™

“Rats !’

“Get down, you young ass!" cried Ilarry Wharton.
“ Don't you know that you have to obey a giddy prefect "

““ Sure, I'n going to slape !

The hammock swung violently as the captain of Greviriary

"It don't look =afs,

with those staplest™

Fitzpatrick grasped

Ehﬁ-uk it. There was a sudden shout of warning from Bob
‘herry.
“Look out! It's going ™

One of the staples had given wax.

The hammock came down with a rush, and Fitzpatrizlk,
with a yell of alarm, threw his arms vound Wingate's neek
to save himself.

Wingate and Fitzpatrick and hammock came fo the foor
in a heap together. There was a wild seramble of arms and
legs and ropes and hammocks. A roar of laughter burst
from the Removites:

““Ha, ha, hal"

“Oh, my hat!” pagped Bob Cherry. “That takes the
cake ! Somebody is going to cateh something now, I think ™

Bomebody was! o

Wingate, gasping, struggled into a sitting position, and
Erasﬁ Fitzpatrick, and dragged himn face downwards across

is knees. Then his powerful right band rose and fell,
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Tpank, spank, spank !
“Yah! Oh! Yow!
Spanlk, spank, spank!
“Yah! OQh. oh!” . . .
The Removites laughed till they eried. Fitzpatrick did

not laugh; he was yelling with anguish. Wingate did not

lrave off spanking him till he was tired and breathless.

Then he tossed the wriggling junior aside, and rose to his

feet. He gathered up the wreek of the hammock. .
“I'm gowng to ]uﬂ[!-: thiz rubbish up in a box-room,” he

snid ;' and you'd better he in bed by the time I come back,

Fitzpatrick, you younyg idiot, or you will be hurt ™
“Owl!l Oh! €chonel” - ]

Wingate tramped out of the dormitory with the hammeock,
ancl Fatzpatrick staggered up, panting.

“Going to bed ¥ grinned Bob Cherry.

“Ow! Ochone! Yes; I think so”

*Ha, ha, ba !’ ' .

And Fitzpatrick-was in bed by the time Wingate relurned
o the dormitory. The captain of Greviriars gave him a
erim lool, but did not speak to him. He turued out the
light in the dormitory, and departed.

Tho Removites were stil] chuckling.

From Fitzpatrick’s bed eame gasps and grunts, and fhose
plaintive sounds lasted for some time; and it was quite late
when the new juntor from County Kerry at last dropped
off into slumber. o

But he was quite bright and eheerful when the msing-
bell elanged out in the morning, and he turned out with the
Remove, . ]

“Btill want to sleep in a hammock, Fitzpatrick " DBob
Cherry asked, with a grin.

Fitzpatrick langhed.

“¥ou, I do; but—hut I think I shall lenve it till-I go to
gay I '

And he did.

113

Y arc-g-0.0-0-0h !

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry is Capght Napping.
i HIVER wmy timbers " grinned Bob Cherry, looking

S inte No. 1 Swdy on Wednesday afternoon. ' Are

vou eoning down to the footer, Fitz”
Fitzpatrick shook his head.

“ Mot going to hang alout doing nothing all the afterncon,
I sappose?"” demanded Bob Cherry,

Moy I'm going out !

“*You can’t go out I said Bob warmly.

Y\Why not?”

Y Yau'ra gated for the rest of the term.”

The new junior laughed.

“That waon't make any difference ! he said. “"I've got
an appeointment down in Pepg, and Uve got to keep b 1
shall bo lato back, too !

' Going to miss calling-over?” asked Bob sarcastically.

* Probably.” Z

Bob Cherry came into the stedy, looking more serious
than usual.

“look here, young ass:” he said. “You're ﬁﬂing the
wrong way to work! You've been gated by the Head, and
vou've got to stand it."”

“Can't be done ! )

“If you go out of gates after that it's breaking bounds,”

“Sure, and it can't be helped P

1t will mean a flogging—not a caning this fime, bat a
flogging before the whole scheel!™ said Deob Cherry im-
pressively.

“ 1M1 riske 1817

“1've o jolly pood mind to tell Wingate, and get him to
stop vou!” growled Bob Cherry, in a state of preat per-
vlexity., “ You ean’t be allowed 1o run on like this "'

“(th, that's all righe !

“ Look here, Fitz, don't be an ass ! sald Dob persuasively.
“Bray in and play fooler. You can play all right, and
Wharton will give vou a place in the team ta play the
Redelyite chaps; it's a change a good many Remeve chaps
would jump at,”

“ Let ‘em jump

“What are vou going fo do when yon go oul??

* (Going on the water.”

“Rats ! You're jolly well not going ta I said Bob Cherry.
“T'm going to look after you like o father. You're a decont
Littde rdiet in your way, and 'm not going to let vou pet
vemrsell into real trouble ™

* Bure, and I=——-"

Farry Wharten catue into {he study.

“Hallo! You here, Bob ¥ he exelaimed, © T was looking
{oi vow,  Jelly near time for the Redelyflo chaps.™

“Could vou play another chap instesd of me, Harey 1

Wharton starcd, It was the first time he had ever known
Baob Chwerry to wand Lo iniss o Eooior maich. )

“T gould,” he said; » but I dow't want to, Whe ™'

* This voung ass is roing o break bounds this afterncon !

Wharton's brow anriened, ;

“You ecan't do that, Fuepatnek)
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Head who gated you. We all make it a point o treai the
Head with respect.”’

“ Bure, and I'm sorry; but—o-"

“ But vou mean E:l] o .g;shud Ilarry sharply.

** ¥es, Wharton darling ! )

“And I'm going to stop him!” exclaimed Bob Cherey.
# {Te doesn’t want to play in the Redelyffc match, so he's
going to look on, and I'm going to look on with him. 1'm
going to take his arm like an old pal.™

Fitzpatrick jumped up. : .

“You're going to do nothing of the sort!” he said.

“You're mistaken; I am!” said Bob Chervy blandly.

“Good ' said Haery Wharton heartily. “Yi a silly ass
is determined to get himself into trouble, he needs looking
nfter I 1l give Bolsever major a chance in your place, Hob,
if vou really want to stand out.”

* Right-ho I 5

Harry Whorton quitted the study, e was aleeady in lis
facter things, hut Bab Cherry had not changed. Fitzpatrick
made o movement to follow Wharton, and Bob Glerry
stopped into the doceway before him, with a cheerfal =mile,

Fitzpatrick paused, half-frowning and hall-langhine.

Lot me pass ™ he said,

“ Mo passes granted to-dax,” said Dob Cherry.

* Look herp——"" .

“Well, I'm looking,” said Dob Cherry; “T'll do that
much 17 '

“I want to ged cut”

s II'I'.I-'[‘.H'.I'.‘.*E.”

" Will you let me passt”

MU,

1 shall have te handle you, then,” swill Firzpairvick.

Bob Cherry laughed. . .

“Go ahead!” he said.  *f Bolsover major can’t handle me
with much suecess, and he's the Liggest chap in the Remove.
Go ahead !’ ) : _

“T don't want lo row with yow”’ sakl Fitzpatrick. 1
like vou, but—hbut I'm not going to be kept in. hat bizney
is it of yours, anyway!"” ;

“Tt's every chap’s hizney to prevent a silly ass from
playing the giddy gouat,” Bob Cherry explained. ™" Fin going
to i;ez-p you out of rrouble.” R )

1 dont want to be kept out of it," said Fifzpatriek
irritably.

*That isn't tho point” .

“Look here, let me pass, or I shall shove rouw out!™
roared the new juniors, losing his temper.

* Bhove away !

“1 mean it, you ass!”

8o do I, vou ass!” .

Fitzpatrick said no more, but rushed right at Bob Cherry.
But Bob Cherry was not swept out of the doorway inte the
passage, as the new boy 'hacI! cxpected.  He stomd as firm
as a rock, and threw his arms rouns Fitzpatrick, and his
armz were Jike bands of sterl. Fitzpatrick [elt as if he
were bheing held in the grip of a viee.

Bob Cherry's smiling face looked into the red countenance
of the new junior.  Fitzpaleick was making tremendous
efforta to throw him, but he might as well have tricd to
throw the Greyiriars clock-tower. DBob lf;iu:-rr:_-* wos im-
movable, and the pressure of his arms rownd Fitzpatrick was
inercasing in forec. TFitzpatrick's breath escaped with a
gasgn, and hizs offort was over,

C v Finished ¥ asked Dob agreeably.

Fitzpatrick panted.

0w Yeso

Bob Cherey released him.  Fitzpatrick staggeved back
against the table, gasping for breath amd red with exertion.

“Faith, and it's a strong baste ye arve!” he exclaimed
admiringly. I thought I was tough, but sure, ye're
toumher,™

“Yes, pretiv tough,” assented Rob Cherer,
when I'm looking after a silly kid like a father
come and wateh the footer with me?”

Fitzpatrick laughed breathlessly,

“Won't vou let me go out of pates, vou rtroublesome
fathead?™

“txg, I won'i”

“ Then I'll come down to the fooler’

“ Arm-incarm, like old palst” said Bob Cherry

Fitzpatrick grinned, end gave Bob Cherry his arm. Bob
took 1t very sccurcly, quite aware that his new friend
intenieled to hots if he had an opportunity., The two juniors
lefr the study together, and walked out of the Schonl Houee,

“Faith, and it's mighty friendly ve are,”” said Micky
Desmend, of the Remove, mecting them on the wer to
the [ooler-ground.

*1'm being a father to him,”” explained Bob Cherry. " e
waniz to break bound:, and I'm helping him w vesist the
temptation.” -

Please arder vour copy of ' THE MAGHET ™
Library in advance.

= l"ﬁ]‘ﬁ"ﬂ'i H]I:f
Wil vou
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“Ha, ha, ha!™

The Redelyfie juniors were on the ground now. The
Remove teun linod up without Bob Cherry, with Pervey
Bolzover in his place. Harey Wharton's team looked very
fit, and Bob Cherey looked on keenly ns the ball was kicked
off and the mateh started. -

Redelylfe were in great form, and the maleh was fast
and hot ? contested from the beginning.

Bob Cherey, as he was not playing, shouted encourapement.
to the fellows that were, and his stentorian tones were heard

every [ow minutes,

VGo if, Greyfriars!  Onr the ball, Franky!
Inks. old man—play up! Hurray! f}ual—-gcail
Wharton!"”

Fiest goal fo Greyirines Remove,

Play up.
Good old

Fitzpatrick joined in

the cheering, but he had one eye on the school gates in

the distanvee.

*Isn't this better than breaking bounds, you fathead?"
ﬂ&ﬂgnhl:!ed Bob Cherry, still keeping his arm finked in Fitz-
patrick’s.,

“Oh, rats!” smd Fitzpalbrick.
I want to be on the sar”

* Bosh !

The game restarted after the goal, and Redelyfe scored.
At hali-time the score was level, In the second half, Grer-
friara Remove wore iard pressed, and they pat up o pallant

“lt's a pood pame, bub

fight. Bob Cherry watched them with all his eyes, so to
spoak, nnd insensibly he relaxed his vigilanee towards
Fitzpairick. :

Suddenly the Remove forwards succeoded in getting away.
and cleft o [Imtit towardas the visitors' goal  Falves and
backs valiantly defended; but the Removites wers passing
wonderfully, and they camo right down to poal, and hotlv
attacked the citadel. Thers was a rear of shouting round
the field, and Bob Cherry, completely forgetting his prisonce,
yelled at the top of his veice.

“ Hurrah! Go it, Groyfriacs [

“Play up. Remove!™

“On the ball!”

Y Shoot! Bhoot !

“ Huyrah !"

The Redelyflo goalin was defending well. Twice tha ball
camp out.  Then it bounded back E‘c-m the head of Diclk
Penfold at inside-right, and it was in the net! There was
# terrific roar

“Goal! Goal! QGeoall”

Bob Cherry elapped his hands frantically.

“Hurrah ! Goal! Hurrah!™

Then, as the players streamed back towards the contre of
the ficld, Bob Cherry suddenly remembered Fitzpatrick. He
had evidently let go of him to elap his hands, though in the
excitemoent of thé moment he had not noticed it. He looked
touwnd. The pnow junior had vanished!

**Hallo, hallo, hallo!”

Bolb: Cherry dashed towards the school gales. He looked
ot into the road, but there was no sign of the new bow.
VFitzpatrick was gpone!

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Missing!

ARRY WHARTON & CO. came off the footbhall-field
very will sabisficed with themselves. They had beaten
Redelvffe by 2 goals to 1, after a very fast match, and
they had reazon to be pleased with their viclory., Bab

Chiorry, however, was not fﬂuking leazed as he met the
victorious footballors. He looked plum.

“¥on msird o goodd mateh, Bob,™
svmpathetically.

Bob Cherry noddaed.

“Yes, T kuow that” he said. *But I'm not thinking of
that. That voung dick gave me the slip when yon took
that last goel”™

“ Fitzpatrick ¥’

“Yoz: he's bolted "

“Rotten ! Then yvou missed playing for nothing.*

“I'l jolly well dot him on the nose this evonine, when
he comes in!" said Bob Cherry,  “I was looking after him
like a Duich wncle, and that’s how he repays my fatherly
care, I'M jollv well give him a thick ear when he comes in!"

Wharton laughed.

“YWell, i he gots into tronble now, it's hiz own look-out,"
he said. *“We've done all we could to stop him. Ho will
have to [nce the musie when he comes ip"

But the new junior seemed to be in no hurry fo come in.
He did wolt come back to tea, and at calling-over hwe did
nob appesr in the ranks of the Remove.  Mr. Quelch, tlo
master of the Remove, wag taking call-over, and M Queleh
never by any chanee mizszed observing an abseucs,

“ Fitzpaivick !

THe Macxer LipRany.—No, 2064.

“THE GEM*' LIBRARY,

very Weodnesaday.

snnd  Wharton

‘ment and aatisfaction.

OQur Gompanion Papers.

“BOYS" FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. "G

No roply.

Me uelch rafsed his head.

“ Fitzpatrick 1"’

Still no answer.

“Is Fitzpatrick absont?"” N

“ He's not here, siv,' zaid Wharton, to whom the guestion
was addressoed.

* Very well
to me, Wharton.

““ Yes, sir” -

And Mr, Quelch finished the eoll-call, ) i

The juniors streamed out, 2 good many of them discussing
the absence of Con Fitzpatrick. The whaole school Lknew
that he was gated for the term, and, in spite of that, ho had
rone oul and failed to return at evening roll-call,

“Reockless young ass!” said Nugent.  ** There will be real
trouble this time. All hands on deck for a flogging.”

“SQarve him rmght!” said Vernon-Smith.,  “It's  sheer
cheek ! If he'd como in for roll-cull he might have kept it
dark about brealking bounds. It's check, and I hope he'll
get ik in the neck.” ; .

And Harry Wharton & Co., though greatly disposed fo
stand by Con Fitzpatrick, could not help thinking that the
reckloss junior had gone much too far this fime, and they
locked forward to his returm with somo anxicty.

But tho evening wore on, and he did not return.

“ WNine o'clock,” said Bob Cherry, coming into the junior
common-room after he had done his preparation.  ** Has
that Irish bounder come in?"

When he comes in, tell him to report himsclf

an

““Bure, if ye mean Fitzpatrick, he hasn’t,”” said IM'L:;’I.:E
Desmond, *“ He can't be long now, I should think, intirely.

“ 1 guess he knows what to expect, and he's caleulating on
putting it off,” remarked TFisher T, Fiah,

HW%ell, he can't be long now.” o

Half-past nine was bedtime for the juniers, and at pre-
cisely half-past nine Loder, of the Sixth, looked into the
common-room. It was Loder's turn once more to have the
honour and privilege of secing lights out for the Remove.

“ That kid come back?' was Loder's first question.

“ No, Loder.™

“ Fitzpatrick hasn't comnz in 7 demanded Loder, in astonish-
loder had not forzotten the scenc in
MNo. 1 Stady, when Bill Hankins had sat upon him on she
floer. Fitzpatrick had been caned, but that did not satisfy
the bully of the Sixth. He was only too glad of a chance of
cateliing the new junior tripping again,

“ Well, he's not here ! said Vernon-Bmitle,

“The young rascal! Hanging about some pub witl bia
rotten associates, I suppose,” suid Loder. ' Got off to bed!
I ghall have to report this to Mre Quelch 1™

The Remove went up to their dormitory,

Harry Wharton was looking very serious,  He knew that
Fitzpatrick had intended to go on the water that afternoon,
and the sea had been somewhat vough, 16 was quite possible
that some accklent had happened among the vocks and dun-
werons eurrents of the bay., I the boy could have helped i,
surcly he would not have defied all the lawa of the school,
and the authority of the Head, by staying out after bedbime?
Tt seemed inpossible that even Fitapatrick could willingly he
go utterly veckloss as that,

“YWhat are vou thinking of, Harrv? asked Dol Cherry
quictly,

Wharton started. : .

“* T—1 hope there hasn't been an aceident,”™ he said.

# Just what T wos thinking."

“CHe's @ rockless yvoung ass, and he dossn't kitow the Loy ;
and if e went out i a Dout by hanself M

Bob Clierry shivered.

“*The voung duffer!’ o said,

Mr. Quelel came into the dovmitory,
was lookinge very grave,

= 1t appearz that Fitzpateick has not retuened, my bhovs
e said.  ** Daoes any boy hore kivow where he intended Lo go
wien he left Greyfriars to-day ;

There was an awhkward silence. The giving of inforuation
te a master was o very delicate matter.

~ This is a serious thing." added My, Quelch, whe under-
stood the Jeeling of the Remaovites perfectly. T am very
much afeanwd that some accident has Ifmp]wm'-r_l to Fitzpatrick,
e iz going to be seavched for, and T wish to Enow as el
as possible of his intended movements.™

* He intended to go out on the bay, sie,” saul Boby Cherey,

“ You are sure of that, Cheny "

“ Ho told me =0, sir.” -

Y Do von koow if he intended {0 o alone, ar with con-
panions?’ asked Mr. Queleh.

= Mo, sir; I don't now obout that"

“lan anvone elze tell me anvihing moret” asked M
Quelch, looking round the dormitory.

No one counld spparently, for theve wa: po rveplv. The
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F'l.‘,-l';:'t-!najtﬂl' turned fo ihe deorway. Then HFarry Wharton
spoke.

" Fitzpatrick iz to be searched for, sie?’ he asked. 2

" ¥Yes, Wharton.””

“ Could—could we help, sir?” said Harry., *f I—we—know
the bay and the coast well, sir—every juch of it, and we
g hb—""

* Perhaps it would be as well, Wharton, You may come.”
Me. Quelch caught Bob Cherry's look, and Nugent's, g'md
addect : ** Nugent and Cherry, too. That will be sufficient.™

* Thank wou, sir!”

And the three Removites followed the Form-masler from
the dormitory.

The dormitory was left in a buzz of voices,

Mr. Queleh'’s gravity of mannér had mpressed the juniors,
It was evident that the Remove-master belioved that sonmie-
thing serious had happened to the missing Removite

“ It weuld be rotten if the chap was dreowned,” zaid Bel-
sover major.  ** I never thought of that, but it's guite possible,
It’s vory tricky dwmong the voeks about the Shoulder, and
it oatks dark early, and——"

* oor beast " =aid Vernon.
Put—""

“The sorrowfulness of all our esteemed selves will be ter-
vifie,” said Hurree Jamszet Ram Singh.

The Removites turned in, in a far frem slumberous framoe
of mind. Billy Bunter certainly went to sleep at once, as ho
always did. But most of the other fellows vomamed awake,
wandering what had happened, and whether Fitzpatrick would
veturn 20 the school alive.

-Eleven o'clock eliimed out from the tower.

* Elevon ! sad  Johwony Baull " Any of rou [cllows
avwale®? : '

* Yes, rather!” came back a deren velces.

* They haven't come back yet, or Wharton and Nugent and
Bob would be heve, They can’t have Townd him™
_ " Bomething must have happened,”™ said Tom Brown.
. The happenfulness must have been terrifie.”
1 guess it's an acculent.” B

“ More likely he's Bolted,” said Vernon-Snutle " e fred
to run away to son onoe, andd vory hkely ho's 5.'.':,"L1:g it ﬂH’EI.;r]
to-dlay. There was o forcign ship in Pege thizs morning, too;
he may have gone m her.™

“* The ship’s still there,” said Newland.
till fo-nmrorrow.’

“Well, he may have bolted by train”’ :

“ T hope it's no worse than that,” 2aid Joehnny DBull

And the Hemovites [ell into silence again,

One by one they dropped off to sleep, tived out with watch-
imer at last. But when the last of the oyes had ¢losed, there
wis still no zign or sound of the return of the search-party—
no swen of the missing junior.  His place in dormitory was
empty, and when the vising sun glimmered in ot the high
winidaws, the light showed the bed empty still -

" I'm osovry if that's the ease.

Yo he doosn't snil

THE TIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Sopiden Sarprise.

IBRED, Leavy with [atigue, sorely ivoubled in mind, the
T !fl:-ﬁmh-party canie i as dawn was breaking over Grey-
viars.
They came m unsuccessful

Thore were a dozen of them—Wharton and Bob Choerry,
and Nupent, of the Remove, Coker, of the Fifth, Wingate and
Courtney, Walker 2nd Valence, of the Bixth, three of the
masters, and Gosling the porter. They had worn themselves
out with searching and inguiring for the missing junior; but
they had diseovered nothing—learnt nothing, In the village
of Iriardale Fitzpatvick had not been seen; in Perg no ¥
know of his movements. Captain Stump and Bill Hankins
Lad been questioned, and they stated that they had soen
Fitzpatrick in the wfternoon on the shore, but that was all
they Knew.

The fishermen with whom thie lad had made sequaintance
helped in the search; mone of them knew where he was.
Seme of the fshing-boats were out all nizht, and had not
yob returned, and i cecurved to Harey Wharton that Fitz-
patrick might heve gone with them,

But it seemed impossible that the boy was deliberately
absenting himself. Burely recklesspess could not have heen
carried fo such a pitch as that! It wa% a more probable
thicory that he had run away from Gresfriars: but inquiry at
the village station, and at the junction at Courtfield, eclicited
no anformation. Nobody answering to Fitzpatriek’s deserip-
tion had taken a ticket there; the porters did not remember
secig ham,

Tie dreadiul idea that he had gone out in a boat, and had
met with a fatal accident among the currents that raced and
whirled vound the base of the Shoulder, had laken possession
of all minds, So far as could be ascertained in the search,
no boat was known to be mizzing ; but Fitzpatriclk might have
Tie Maaner Lisrary.—No. 264,
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taken one farther zlong the bay, and enly o scarch would
ascertain the fact. :

The police and the coastpuards had been notified, and in-
quiry was stiil proceeding along the bay, when the worn-out
searchers returned to Greyfriars, | )

Iy, Locke was up to mrect thom, He had hardly closed his
eves that night, He read the result in Mr. Queleh's face as
s:on as he =aw him.

A darker cloud came over the good old doctor’s brow.

* WNothing has been found?"' he asked.

 Nothing, . sie.”

* No news:"

“Only that he was ween in Pegr yestorday.” )

“Poor lad! He has paid dearly for his disobedienes,” said
the Head, with o sigh. It is impossible to doubt that an
accident has happened.”

*“1I am afreid =0, sir”

* Poor lad—poor lad ! .

Harry Wharton and his companions returned to the Remove
dormitory as the fellows were getling up. (Geosling clanged
ot tho risjng-hqll bofora h.lrr'ting in hime=elf. A chorus of
nguiry greected the three dusty and fatigued Removites as
they came in
-~ Found hyn?"

T -e‘!'-lT'F:F :I.“:“_;__'?r:- :

“ Has he bolted?”

““ Was it an accident "

H Mothing's known,” said Harvey Wharton.
founed that he can't be discovered, that's all.
alive "

* Poor lad 1

“ Bet you ten to one he's bolted ! said Vernon-Smith.

“0Oh, ghut api™ )

Wharton and Nugent and Bob Cherry turned in.  They
were excused from lessons that morning for a much-needed
1ot

Anxious as they were albout Fitzpatriele, they glept imma-
diately they tarned in, so worn out were they tramping to
and Iro in the long nicht,

There was a hush over the Greyfrinys Form-rooms that
morning. Al the [ellows were anxiously eapreeting mnews,
and at any moment the Head anticipated learning that a boat
liad heen found boitom upward in the bay, or that a body
had becn washed ashore, :

But no news came.

No news was good news, in this case; but hearts were heavy
at Gravirinrs. The reckloss disobedience of the new boy was
forgotten ; that he had brought his fate upon himself was a
fact 1hat no one cared to remember. He nad been punished
terribly for it, and the [ellows could only think of a stil form
Iying on ihe rocks—a white face glancing from the relling
watérs—and they shuddered at the mental picture.

When the Remove came out after third lesson, Harry
Wharton and Nupgent and Beb Cherry came down to s
vory late breakfast.

There was still no news.

A erowd of fellows gathered round the gntﬂs of Grey-
friars, looking down the road in cxpeetation of the messenger
of ill tidings who must arrive sooner or later. They talked
in hushed voices. Harry Wharton joined the crowd. He
was still feeling tired from the night's t,mmpin&‘, aver tha
roclks and sands. But he wes thinking only of the missing
boy. Bob Cherey was pale and conscienee-smitten,

“1f I'd locked afler him better, he wouldn’t have gone
out,” said Bob remorsefully. "' T meant to keep him in, and
I did keep him, and then I let him go, like an ass.™

“You couldn’t help it, Bob." .

T ought to have helped it I said Bob miserably, “I had
him there, and I was holding the silly ass—I mean, the poor
kid, and—and——" ;

He broke off with a quiver in his voice.

“It might have happened any other day,” said Nugent.
“ After all, though one doesn't like to say so, it was his awn

fanit ™™
groancd DBob.

T iVe'va only
I hope he's sfill

* And.mine, too!” :

" He may be alive yet,” said Wharlon, ' No good giving
up hope Lill we know for eertain. There's a chance that he
went out with the night boats."

“Tmpossible ! He must have known that everybady would
be alarmed—"

“ He mightn't have thought of it."”

* Rlust Ec a silly ass, then " spid Russell. “ If that's
what happened, he ought {0 be Rogged till he howls !

“And he will be—in that case,'” said Wharlon., "I ecan’t
say I should feel Very sorr for him, either. But—"

“It enn't be that,"” said Bob Cherry, with o shake of the
head. ™ He wouldn™ play such a rotten trick, Chan might
be thoughtless, but not to that extent,™

“I hope he'll turn up.”

“ Poor kid!'”?

.
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“T sav. you fellows, }'m gobt an idea ! zaid Billy Bunter,

joining the group at the gates.
JG;’;‘.EE' (:herrg:,- mliﬂcd. I-In;g did not think much either of
Billy Bunter or of his ideas. Dut the other fellows looked
at Bunter inquiringly. Any suggestion was weleome at such
a moment.

“\Well, what do you think, Billy " asked Wharton. |

The Owl of the Remove blinked at him through his big
spectacles.

" [ eay, suppose he's gone out with the fishing-boats, he'll
come baol——"

“ (3o hon!" said Bob. .

 Oh, really, Cherry ! What I meau 1s, that when he comnes
in he'll be frightfully hungry, after a night on the sea—m

Y Oh, rats!”

“ T wish you wouldn't interrupt me, Cherry ! I think your
remarks sre very heartless, under the painful ewrcum-
stapeos ! zaid Bunter, with an indignant blink at Bob
Cheery. “ 1 say, vou [ellows, if Fit:.rémt;rick comcs back all
right, myv iden is to stand Lim a feed, and—and—"

“ What !V

“I'm expeeting a postal-order to-day,” went on Dunter.
*What I'm poing to Spl‘liggeﬁt is, that you fellows hand me
some cash to get a feed ready for Fitzpatrick, in case he
ian't -r.'!lt:mwmd_. and I'll hand you my postal-order when it
comes !’

The chums of the Remove stared blunkly at the fat junior.

They kucw their Bunter, but it scemed 1neredible that even
Billy Bunter was thinking of nothing but getting a feed out
of the matter that was causing anwiety and concern to tho
whole school. : X -

“ 8o that's your idea, is it, Bunter ' said Harry Wharkon,
with ominous guictness, .

Billy Bunter nodded cheerfully. He did not see the
dangerous gleam in the eyes of the juniors.

“Yeog; that's it,” he said. “ I think it would be only the
right thing, you know, and would show proper feeling, under
the—the poinful eircumstances! I'm expecting a postal-
%ru:iizht;.1 az I said, and if you chaps hand me ten bob——

ow 17

Billy Bunter was grasped and DLumped on the ground

HOW ON
SALE,

viclently, and then four or five pairs of boots commenced
operations upon his plump person.

“Ow! Yow, yow! Beasts! Yah! Oh!"

© Jump on Iim " roared Bob Cherry.

“Yarooh! Grooh! Oh!” )

Bunter scrambled up, and ran for his life. <

He did not join the party af the gate again, His ideas
wera evidently unpopular, though Duuter could ot sec why
himself. But he could see that it would be wiser to keep
gut of the way of the Famous Five for a time,

The fellows resumed watching the road. They did net feel
melined for anything else, anxisty was pressing heavily ppon
all of them.

Bob Cherry uttered a sudden exclamation:

“ Hallo, hallo, halle I

* Grent Beott I murimured Nugent,

“ Look 1Y

A figure had come in sight in the road—the fizure of &
boy. At the distance it was not possible to recognise him
at once, but he was in Etons, awmd the form was familiac,
As he came nearer they recognized him.

¥ Pitzpatriek

It was the new junior.

He was coming down the read with a springy step, and
evidently in a cheerful frome of mind. I{e stared a Liitlo
at the crowd at the gates as he came up. They reparded
him in gilenoe.  Fitzpatrick looked very fit and well, and
certainly not as if he had been the victim of an accident
al sea.

“ Fitzpatrick "' gasped Wharton.

“Bure, and it's me "' said Fitzpatrick,
glhost | What's the trouble?'

“Youl"

“ Alive ™

“ Faith, I think s6! T never said I was dead, did I
grinned Fitzpatricl:, ** What are ye all looking as zolemn
as boiled owls about 7"

“ Has there been an accident "

¢ Not that I know of.”

“ Where have youn been " velled a score of angry volees,

Cloncern for the missing junior had given place to a very

*I'm nol a giddy
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natural anger and exasperatlon now that he had returned
enfe and sound, and looking quite cheerful,

“T'va been to say !

“With the fishing-boats?" ashed Wharton.

i ?135..”

“ And nothing’s happened "

“%y:e, na " fiodis i

“ You—you—you young villain

“ What 13:': e e

Wingate came down to the gates.

“¥You fellows——"" he began: and then he eaught sight
of the returned junior. * %hatl Oh! 15 that—that you,
Fitzpatrick ¥

* Faith, and it's me, Wingate darling! I—"

Wingate's hand dvopped heavily upon the new junior's
shoulder,

“Come with me ! he said.’

34 L.‘;;lt I—_!-”' A

“ome alon son young rascal !

And Winp;utg* 11?|nr{-]E:?{I the junior into ithe School House,
and straight into the Head's stody.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Under Senlence,

' Y7 ITZPATRICK has returned, sir!” .
F Dr. Loeke uttered an exclamation of reliefl as
Wingate spoke. . - g i
i Thank soodness,”  he  exclaimed, he is
£a I'tJ:I!_'T‘ " :

i Ha is here, sir.” 2

Wingate marched ihe junior in. Dr. Tocke rose to his
foet. 'There was o very visible emotion in his kind, old
fﬂﬂﬂ_ i i s -_l 111

“ Fitzpatrick, I am rejoiced to see you safe and sound !

Y Thanlk you, sie !’ . o

“What happened f¢ you, my bey ¥

“Huthin[i:, sir 1"

“What V' : e

“ Sure, 'm all right, sie!™

Dy. Lacke looked at hinn, and his brow grew very sterm.

“ Yitzpatrick! Do you mean to tell wo that you were
nel kept away from the school by some accident?” "

“ Qure, I'm sorry, sir, but I haven't 'l}:u.l any accident !

Then, sir,’’ thundered the Head, " what was the eause
of vour staying away, and plunging the whele school into
confusion and anxiety ¥ o ]

* Bure, T dido't know yow'd be anxious, sir )

“What! Dhd you think that a junior could remain away
from school all night without cousing anxiety ?

+ Taith, I never thought about it, sirl” :

v Y on—never—thought—about—it £ said the Ilead, in a
tercifving voloe.

Mo, sin®? .

“t Arp you—are you insane, boy?' the Head exclaimed,
:|g]1.¥;5t'. I} "

* Bure wipe not, sicl

“ Vou are m}r—an extraordinary boy ! gasped Dr. Locke.
Y \Where have you been " :

“ Oyt with the night fishermen, sir."

“ Withoat p=king permission®”’ e )

v Bare, I knew you wouldn't give it, sir 1" said Fitzpatrick
i::‘[F‘:mnlly. + Breathod hard

i Head breatbed hard,

“Have you forgotten, Fitzpatrick, that I forbade you 1o
go outsidn the school istes, without special permission, Tor
the rrst of the term?’

“No, sl

v Then yon disobeyed me B

“*T'mosorry. siel” , _

“ Ah, you have the grace to be sorry for your disubedi-
4 '!I!l
”E'I“?-;urrr sir, T mane that I'm sorry 1 couldn’t go without
disobeying you.™

g vou mean to say that you are not sorty you wen

“ Well, sir, I had a foine time.™

qi Eﬂ\' !”

v gure. I've often becn out with the night fisherman at
home in Oireland, siv, and I never thought any harm.
didn't think about you missing me; faith, my uncle says I
never think of anythang till teo late, sir”’

« [ think your uncle is right,”” said the Head. " But you
wmst learn to think of things before it is too late, Fitzpatrick.
1 :hall endeavour to teach you.” .

' Thank yvou, sir,” said Fitepatrick demurely.

‘* You certainly should thank me, but yon will not find the
wrocess pleasant,” saul the Ilead grimly, " ¥ou have dis-
abeyed my orders, and cansed the whaele scheol to be thrown
ito confusion, Masters and boys were searching for you all
vight,

: é“T’] never meant to give so much throuble, siv.”

“ But you gave it, and i,'uu. must learn, Fitzpatrick, that you
will have to obey the ordera that ave given you. 1 shall not

Tur Macwer Liprary.—No, 2564,

A Grand, Long, Complete School Tole of the
Chums of dreyfrigrs sext Menday, eniitled :

[tk

£

“THE CAPTAIN'S MIKOR!"

| wissx, The «Magnet” ' ow,

expel rou from Greyfriars, from my regard for your uncle, an
old Greyiriars’ boy, whom I esteemn and respect. I shall give
you a public flogging, before the whole school, Fitzpatvick.'™

“ Qh, sir}?

“1 hopa it will impress some sense of discipline on your
mind.*

“ Bure, I'd rather you sent me away, sir,”' said Fite
lIJFLIHF}T- “ T want to go to say, sir, and if you sent me away,

““ That is enougl. You may =o'

“Yes, sir, but—"

“ Take him away, Wingate."”

Fitzpatrick’s eyes blazed.

“ Bure, and I won't be floppad, thon ! he exclaimed,

Wingate's grazp closed upon his shoulder, and he was jerked
out of the study before he could say more. Dr. Locke sank
back into his chair, breathing hard.

“ What an extracrdinery boy ! he exclaimed. “ I am really
afraid that 3t will be impossible to keep him at Greyiriars,
sorry as I shall be to disappoint his unci)e. But wo shall seo
what result a flogging will have.” :
~ In the passage, the Captain of Greyiriers gave the Irish
Jnnior & grim éfn-:.k.

“You younz agzs, what do you mean by cheeking the
Head 1" he exclaimed.

* Fajth, I'm not geing to be Aogged.”

“1 don’t see quite how vou’ll help it,” said Wingale.

'} run away first.”

“Will you 7' sarnd Wingate grimly., “ I'll sce that you don’t
have the chance.”

* Losk here——-1"? .

* Hold your tomgue, you checky young sweep.”

Wingate took the junior to Mr Q?:ek-h‘a study and handed
him over to his Formemaster. Mr. Queleh had already heavd
the facts, and he was very angry.

“ Fitepabrick iz to be flopged, sir,”’ said Wingate, “and T
fancy he has some intention of running away. Yhat zhall
1 do with him "

Mr. Quelch’s jaw set wery squarely, :

“Put him in the punishment-room, Wingate, and tell
Trotler to bring me the key. He will be kept in confinement
till he has had his fogging.”

“ Bure, sir—— "

“You may hold your tonpue, Fitzpatrick, I regard you
as & nrost heartless hoy.™

Fitzpatrick looked distressed.

** Bure, I never meant, siv-— 1I"

“ That is enough.” )

Wingate marched his prisoner off again. Con Fitzpatrick
cast a longing glance towards the epen door, and Wingate's
grasp tightened upon his shorlder,

 No, vou don't,” he said grimly.

“ Sure, I'm sorry I came back at all now,"™

“ ¥ou will be sorrier still that vou staved away, when the
Head getz to work on you in the morning, you young
vascal,’”” said the capiain of Creyfriars. .

A crowd of juniors gathered round and feollowed the Grey-
friars captain and his prizoner to the punishment-room.

“ Going to shut him up, Wingate " asked Vernon-Srmath.

“ Ves," said the Greyfriars captuin briefly.

“ Bost thing you can do.  Blessed il I ever saw such a
chiecky voung beggar!” said Bolsover major, with virtuous
indrgnation, conzne ;

“ Faith, you can go and cat coke,” said Fitzpatrick,

Wingate threw open the door.

U Insiele 1 he said.

Fitapatrick hung back,

“ You're going to lock me ini" he asked.

& YE‘E’r”

¢ Then Ihn not peing in, inbively."

Y YWhat 1" thundered Wingate. o

“Bure. I'm not going to be locked in|”

“ Get inside 1Y

“1 won't1” :

Wingate did not say anything more,
recaleitrant junior and pitched him in,

Ruomp !

A 0w Ochone ! . : .

There was a lavgh from the fellows outside. Fitzpatrick
sat on the floor and gasped. Wingate drew the dooy shut, and
locked it on the outside, and walked away with the key.
Vernon-Smith waited till the captain of Greyfriars was gone,
35?? then he tepped at the door, and called through the key-
Jale.

“ Hallo, you wild Trish bounder ! A

“ Hallo, vou cad ! came back from within,

“ You're going to get it in the neck this time.™

He grasped the
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“Bure, iF I could get at ye, you'd get it in the eye " said
Fitzpatrick. :

“ This iz where you sing small,” chuckled the Bounder,
through the keyhole. *“ You'll be hoisted on the portev'a
back, and licked before the whole school. You—ow IV :

Vernon-Smith broke off as he was grasped and Swunz away
from the door. He swung round and glared at Bob Cheryy.

“ Hands off, vou rotter 1" 5 E

P”l? Cherry Aourished a bie fist in his faco.

;: ’_':{:uulcad " he exclaimed, * Can’t you let a fellow alona
when he’s down on his luck? For two pins 1'd wipe up the
Aoor with you ! g

“Bame here” said Harry Wharton.
you tmake me 1l

* Look hero—-""

“ Travel 1" roared Dob Cherry.,

And the Bounder travelled,

Harry Whartpn tapped at the door, and called to Fitz-
patrick,
. “I'm afrand you're in for a rotten time. Fitz,” he said.

Tt sovves you wight, as far as that goes; bub ['m sowry,
Can we do anything for you " i

2 Sure aml you can, if you will”

. Anvthing you like."" said Hayey.
. Bring me a vope round to the window after davk,” said
¥ itzpatrick.  “ I'll lot down & string and pull it up,™

Wharton jumped, ;

“* Whowhat for ™ he exelaimed.

“Bo that T can gét ont to-njeht.’

“ What do you want to get out for ¥

: To clear out, sure.”

Do you mean that you are thinking of vunning away from

schoal 1™

“Bure, and T do! There's a ship in Pogg Bay that sails at
dawn, and T've made friends with the bo'sun, and Le'fl help
mo, and—-"" :

“You young ass " exclaimed Ilarry wrathfully., ¢ Ti
you think I'm going to help you run away from school 2

“Sure, and I'd be grateful to yer——0~:

:‘_I can’t do that, fathead ! Ts there anything elwe ™

* Nothing else; but if yo'd get me a ropo——"

“ Oh, rot " O

* You juniors elear away from theee I called out Courtney,
of the Bixth. ** Do you hear?"

And the juniors cleared away, and Con Fitzpatrick was left
Lo hiz meditations. :

The Greyiviavs féllows thought a good deal that duy about
the junior shut up in the punishment-room. The order had
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gone forth for all the school to assemble after prayers in the
morning to witness a public flogging ; and there was no doubt
that Con Fitzpatrick was in for it. Reckless as he had been,
the fellows could not hely feeling sorry for him; but thero
was ne help for it. And they recosnised that the Head conld
hardly do anything but flog the junior after what he had
dene. Fitzpatriek's meals were taken to him in the punish.
treni-room, and when the juniors went to bed that night, the
prisoner was still theve—locked in, Mr. Quelch paid the voom
a visit that night, t5 make sure that he was safe; Fitepatrick
was'in bed, sleeping peacefully, The Remove-master retived
and locked the door.

————

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Off to Sea!

" OOR old Fitz !" said Bob Cherry.

. 'The rising-bell was clanging cut on the morning air,

and the Remove were getting up. Their first thought

was for.the junior in the punishment-roem. The
ordeal that ho had to go through that morping was a terriblo
one, and even the Bounder-felt soma little compunction
about 1k '
- “Poor old Fitz!? said Nugont, !
helped,  And } ookiag,
miztake '

The junicrs cante down to breakfast, most of thom looking
very thoughtful. Tt was not pleasant for them, either, to
witness a flogging; though, as Nugent remavked, the most
unpleasant role was to be played by Fitspatrick.

The juniors came out from breakfast in timo o ses
Gnshnﬁ,_thl:s porter, taking Con Fitzpatrick's breakfast to
the punishment-room on a tray. Some of them followed
lljl:um thero. Gosling put down the tray and unlecked ths

oor.,

“He's jolly auict!” remarked Bob Chorry.
have a jolly good nerve if he's asleep still,
sleep with a ﬁmgging just coming on.”

“ No fear ! ,

Gosling looked into the room. He had to be caveful that
Fitzpatrick did not dodgoe out while his meals wers being
taken i1 Dut there was no sign of Fitzpatrick. Ha was
evidently still in bed, or—

 Master Fitepitrick I" said Gosling.

Ha crossed towards the bed., There were the outlines of a
form to be scen under the coverlet. There was no mmove-
ment from the bed,

“"Wake up, Fitz!" shouted Bobh Cherry.

“He's sleeping jolly soundly,” zaid lia rry Wharten, with
a puzzled look. I wonder— - ’

“"Ere, you wake up!" said Geosling, stoopine ever the
Bed and grasping the still form.  And then Le stacwered
back. e
My hoye '

“ What's the mattep, Gossy?”

“My heyve! Blow!”

“YWhat is it? What—01"

“ He aur't there ! gasped Gosling.

“Witet 1" velled the jumiors.

They swarmed into the room, add the bedelothes wers
dragged off in a moment. There wus a shout of ustonisi
mank:

“Gone

* Bunked !

“ My hat I

The form wunder ihe bedclothes had boen made up of
bolsier and pillows and several other articles goite well
cnough to deceive the eye. But there was no sign of Con
Titzpatrick. ek

My only Uncle Christopher John ! said Boeb Cherry
“The vouns dufler's buzeed !

Bt Tew P gasped Gosling, Y The door was locked ; that
I'il swear to—---" :
“ Tlhe window,” said Harry Wharton.

Fie ran to the window. It was open.
schoolliouse wall. stcop and sheer. But to the wall clung
the masses of old vy, It made Wharton's head swim to
think of any fellew climbing down by the ivy-from that
sheer height,  Buat that was evidenrly what Con Fitzpairick
had done.

“ My hat ! sxid Dol Cherry, in a hushed voiee, " What
o nerve ! Ee must be able to climb like a piddy monkey !
He might nave broken his neeck— "

“The wonder is he didn't,” said Nugoent. .

“ Ho eould elimhb well,” said Johmey Ball, T saw him
in the gym, one day. He said he hod climbed over the
vigring of all sorts of ships at home. Buot—buat he moust
have had heaps of nerve to tackle a climb Like that '
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Giosling wend to reporl 1o the Head.  Tihie juinors erowded
out of thé room. discussing the strauge affair

“1e's wone down te Pegg to that slap he meontioned,”™
Harry Wharton romarked. ™I wonder if we vught to say
anything-—""

Mo good now,”’ said Bob Cherry,
at dawn; she'll be miles out to sea.
bowrd he's gone for good.”™ ;

There was a rustle of a gown a3 the Head cameé striding
to the punishment-room. His face was frowning as he came
oukb amadn.

* Boys," he exclaimed, * Fitzpateick has appavently” run
away., You must understand what o servious thing this is for
the misgaided Jad, He mtst be saved from himself and his
awn folly. Go oul and search for him, all of you; «nd
remember that if you can fiml him and bring him back,
vou will be doing no one a greater servee than the foolish
oy himeself

a 2 *
* YWes, sir.?

Not at all averse to a ramble ont of doors instond of poing
inte the class-rooms, fhe juniors hurried ont. Dr. Lacke, in
a state of great agitation, returned to kis sludy. A lebter
bad just arrived for him by the moerming post. Tt bore the
postmark of Pegg. The Head guoessed from the boyish
scrawl on the envelope what it contained. ITe opencd it
quickly, and read:

“The slap was going
1f F-Itzpatricl-:gs? o1k

“Dear Dr, Lecke, T am sorry I've given you so mueh
trouble, and my uncle too. But I want to go to sea; and
I'm going. Let my uncle know T'ra all right. T shall Le at
=0 hours before you pet this, so s no pood looking for

| TALES TO TELL.

BY DEDUCTION.

They talked during dinner of the Anarchizt outrages, to
wlich there secins no cnd,

“ Bge, daddy, whoet s an Anarchist®™ asked little Willio,

“Well, wy boy,™ replicd the father, " an Anarchist is a
violent person-—always blowing somebady up, you know.”

The innocent child turned natucally toward his mother,

HoAvo you an Anarchist, ma?’” he asked,

@

KINDNESS MISPLACED,

S pgemerrow,” sighed the simple nwmiden, ' s my birth-
dav.”

1t was a hint that young Smith krew would be expenzive
to understand. Dut the simple maiden was heiress 1o
£20,000, was decidedly comely, and things had so far Licen
progressing wri; welll Bo he decided to ll:hmgq:. "

“Anvone could puess your ape, =0 eimple ars your ways
he said: “and I'll show you how Il puess yvours, To-
maryow vou will veceive a bunel of crimson rosce, and in
that bunch there will be one vees, my pet, for overy your
that von have lived.'”

That night Smith wrole a note to his flovist, ordering the #

imunediate delivery of cighteen roses to his lady faip.  The
florist read the order, and then addresscd lia wilc:

= [Tere's voung Smith wants us to zent a bouguet of oun
il a half dozen roses to 976, Park Lane, W. He's heen
o good customer lafely—throw in an extea dezen for luck
It iz suro to pay !’

And it did pay=-someoons
cventually seenred the £20,000.

i’

SHE ROSE.

The portly fady at the picnic zat down by Totmny.

Tmmediately he began to howl.

“What is tho matter, my dear? inguired the sarprisod
TOman.

“ Yow-vow ! roared Tommy.

“ Stomach-ache ¥

1 Woy it am’t??

“ Ear-ache, perhaps ¥

He shoole his head.

Y Eome more swoeektog b

Y Na Y poaved the angelic ehld.
wot T entohed ¥

Ny Frﬂg r::!l

Wie, my frog ™

“Why, my dear, where has it gone to?”?
. :f"i'-c:m.'.’ t am't a-gone to newhere! You're a-sittin® on
i _.1
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me, 1 sha'n't be coming back o Groyfriars, Kind rvegards
to all the fellows. Cox Frizraroics."

Tho Head crushed the lotter in his hand.

Meanwhile Harry Wharton & Co. had reached tle hay
The foreign ship that had been there the doy beforo was
gone from hov anchorage. There was little doubt that the
missing  junicer had o with  her, The chums of tho
Re:mw climbed the ¢liff, and looked out over the wide
WLers,
~ Far out al sea a while sail danced in the sunlight, grow-
ing smaller snad smaller in the distanco.

“There she goes " said Nob Cherry.

“And Fitz with hee ! said Harry Wharton.

“And ke won't come back,” said Nugent. S Well, 1
hepe he'll have good luck. Weo may as well be gotting
back.'

The junicrs returned to the school. Nugent wus rigli-—
the missing junior did not come hack., Far away on the
blue waters he was following the life he wanted a life on
the ocean wave—at last reabsing his desire to be a true
Son of the Sea !

(Next Monday's lfong compieda Tofc of Hﬂl‘-f;;
Wharton &K 0. Jfz enthtied “THE CAPTAIN
HMINOR ' by Frank Richards. Order o copy ol
THE MAGNET Library in advance. Frice fd.)

Gentleman (to boy who has enrried his bag two miles Trom
the station): '~ Mow, what ought a hittle boy to eay when a
gentleman gives him o balipenny for carcyimg his bag ™

Bay (prowptlyv}: “ Why, "tain't enough 1"

W-WHATS IN A NAME?

““Little boy,” asked the new teacher, *what is yourp
nane?? .

“ 11 have Lo write it for yoi, mizs," he sald hreitntingly,

“Why? My hearing is quite good ! Yeor pame, boy 1

“ T4 rather not tell you™

“ Burely you can't he ashamed of ¥

Mo, miss; but—"?

“Then we will ot waste any more fine, i vou e
I am waitine P°

The small boy's oyes relled wildly in their sockets, and
his face becamo contorted with paim as he bi."lﬁm:l
“ Ko-kak-knk-dmlk kak-Clarener ! That's my hret name.

wiisa.  Bub my other name iz Pup-pup-pup-pup-Peckins ! 1
nover stutter ‘cept when I'me epeaking my mame, _i:url-:] wlen
I'm nageed like this [ gob a whole lob worse, -«

BY THE FACE.

Fomdeen months s a critieal age. I is then that you
hogin to speak, and an cager erowd wails upon yonr eveory
lip-upening. _ . L _—

“Oh, sir! eaclapned Nanua, rushang doio e deawine
roorn  breathlesaly, and earryinge  her  fourtcem-menths-olid
chavge, with whom she had been visiting the Aao. M,
matam, Archibald spoke this morning for the first time ™
“ Really ™ oxclaimed the young father, jumpung up

pxeitement.  ** Do you hear that, Bella? And what did he
su¥, nurse . )
“Why, siv, T was showing him a large eage of monkeys,

when he clapped his hands, and called out, real plain, * Paja—
1% 33

apa

BETRAYED BY THE RICE.

Tho -dear Hittle bride sat in the railway-carrizge. trying o
look as though she had been murried for years.  Ter spouse,
being hungry, had departed for o rapid * Bath-bun,™ he
called ik, .

“ And how do you like being married, my dear?” asked the
old lady opposite, who was wiso enough to know.

The young bride yawned. :

“ Ob, well,” sho answered, ' whon you have been marrvied
for vight years, you know——" : ! g

” T?mre, theve ™' exclaimed the Jady, throwing up her hands
in surprise.  ** And 1 took you for a little honeymooner 1™

“Oh, dear-me, ne! My husband will tell you—Uere he
comes - that we have been morried eight years, Haven't we,
N T

Yoz, ves: cortainly i replied the husband, with o wrizgle.
“ Aund, o you know, I've zome of that beastly vice down my

neck yet !
THE EDIT{}R-EF!.
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THE - STORY:OF - THE.

GREAT MaN-HUNT
sv SIDNEY DE |

Ferrers Lord, milllonaire, and owner
of the Lord of the Deep,

THE

Prince Chlog-Lung, adveniarer, conjurer, and
venirilogulst,

FIRST CHAPTERS.

TWICE ROUND THE GLOBE!

Nathan Gore, Jewel collector
and motti-mliHongtre,
Ferrers Lord*s feerible rival.

F Y RY POUL MEANS OR FAIR, I'LL WIN.® .
‘Whilsk crossing the Atlantic on his way to England-—where the costly diamond, ** The World’s Wonder,!’ is to be put up for anction—Nathan
Gore, the American millionaire and jswel-collector, raceives A message irom his agent in London to say thai the diamond bas been bought by
his bated rival, Ferzers Lord, who is the owner ood inventor of the wonderinl pubmarineg, the Lozd of the Desp.

Nathan CGors swears he will obtain possession of the dizsmond, and

on the night of hiz arrivel io London he goes to his rival's homss, and,

taking the stone, leaves in its place the megsage : ** To Ferrers Lord, —Enowing you would oot sell * The World's Wonder,” I have taken it,

Do soar worst | I defy you |

The stone is mine '—Nathan Gore.*

The millionaire accepts the challenge, and a lew hours after the robbery

the clase i3 siarted. For five months, sccompanied by his two iriends, Ching-Lung, a Chinese prinece, and Rupert Thurston, be puraues Rathan

Gore, kravelling poce round the world, buk vever being able to overtake him. gk L ,
Ferrers Lord follows the mad millionaire to the placs in his submarine, and, on arrivel, divides hiz forces inte two peris,

and is fortifvipg it

At last e hears that Gore has bought an islaod in the Sorth Beas,

leaving Ruapett Thurston with Prout and most ol the crew on board the Lord of the Deep, and taking with him Chinp-Lung and one or two

men on the
Lord of Ehe Deep, just in fime

sending out & vessel o lovesligate matiers.
Ewai Hal, for her own wuse, and hoe determi

as the millionaire grimly remarks.

) launch, which the Lord of the Desp carries stored away. : 13 wre
Gore's island—and are :vautnu.ﬂe; sighted by a cruiser belonging to the American millionaire.

aave them from being captnred by Nathan Gore. I
mad millionaire has complained to the Covernment of America, and that the United States are sanding ook :
i Chiong-Lung bears, soon aflerwards. that a princess of his ewn country has fakeén his prevince,
- e JON Der o g nes, as s:ln:-naultha war Eil:inlth Euret o i P
& Fham & on own storeship, which ving the Goreland colours, in view oI Bve warships, * ; !
- After an a.pf::mnuy terrific battle has taken place im the Iull glare of the warships’ searchlights’ Ferrers

This vessel is wrecked, and the ¢rew are stranded on Goreland—Nathan
They are rescued by Rupert Thurston, in the
Feorrors Lord learns, through tapping the cable, that the
twoe cruisers, while England iz

Ferrers Lord makes
ive them somathing to talk about™

is owver, o returm to Chipa.

Lord wearies of the game, and the Lord of the Deep slips off into the darkness. Then it is that the millionaire makes a stariling anoouncement,
(Mow go on with the story.)

Home Again—Barry Overhears a Deadly Plot.

We are going back o Enclanag, boys I said Ferrers Lord.

The millionaire bhad sinply staled the faet, amld nothing
more. He gave no reason For this sudden change o his
plans. Ching-Lung and Thurston could have heard ne more
woeleome news. 'lfr:w;,- were weary of their lmprizonment,
and the proapect of a holidey in London was deticious, how.
ever brief it might be,

“Hape it!" said Ching Taong, “I'll go to bad and stay
there until we arrive. Goosd Ol Eoglaad ! 1ve almost fov-
goblen what she's like."”

The journey was swift and uneventinl. The =ubmarine
travelled at headlong speed, day and night, vight and dny,
tireloss 1n hor strength, )

Lhing-Lung and Thurston awoke, to iss the steady nwise
of the engines, snd fancied that there had been a beeak-
down, Flinging on their dressing-gowns, they sprang out of
their cabins, The dampuess of the air of the corvidor told
that thoy were afloat.  They ran up the ladder.  Above
them are-lamps burned and hissed as they swung from o
vaulied roof of rook. ]

PGreat Scotlond ! Where are wo, Tom ¥ acked Thurstun,

“ By hokey! In Yorkshipe, siv!” answerel the stecrsant.

“What ! Already

S That's the size of it, sir.  We've brolie overy vocord, and
all of ’em we made ourselves! That's Yorkshive foreard,
aflt, on top. amd underneath?  We've knocked twenty-six
hours off our own time. L thounght we was going 1o burst
her once or twice”
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Sure enough. the submoering was foabing on the dark
waters of the Yorkshire cavern,  Cheee-Tasng perched Lon.
self on the rail, and imitated the crow of o rooster o the
very life. He jumped down and leoled serious as Foerrevs
Lord mounted from below,

o BlEess me U murmured the prince, starving upwards, 1
never reteinber seeing four meoons: st once, except al the
Morth Pole! What have we come 1o the North Pole for,
Du? One—two—ibrce—Tour, Twice dwe = the saoee thine - —-
Lialle, old chap ! Cood morning | How goes it ™

“Itois onle cleven pon..” said Ferrers Lord, * You had
better o back to bed.”

Mot if I cun ot on shore,” said the prince. B I don'
care if iWseleventy g ! I want to plant my hoofl gpon my
native soil with a double barvelled plani, Show me baod !
Show e the oarell, il 1L s n-ni}.' it |.]l.l'.'||'t"‘l'lll|'il1.'1. I frrliden
these ghostly Jron-plates Gll ey todbies are gove. Are we
for land "

“ Just as you like” :

“ Like!" said Thurston. L' mad for it!

“Then go and deess,” said Ferrers Lok

The submarine was brought ¢loa in, and they Bawd only to
eross A gangway o reach the HifL Cloeg-Tuog had reused
Gan-Wapa., Joe and Prout woere alieody otandiog an the
lift, and Maddeck, whe was compellinl o remain behind.
watehed thew, with a sigh.

The mitlisnaiee did nor keep them '-'l--il;rg"l.;.’. The lilt row,
and became motionless, and the door was <l back, They
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gave & cheer as they saw a ‘brilliant moon, and smelled tha
perfume of an English garden in the springtime. 1

“This is better ! gard Thurston. ' It's something like
air 1"’

“ Tt is. Dut where's Barry 1" ;

“ Faix, e ain't been lost in the post, yer honour I’ said
s voice from behind. “But ut was ¢ near thing, Oi can
tell yezl”

Ching-Lung., Rupert, and Prout burst out laughing as
they saw the [rishman in the moonlight. Barry had heard
the news only at the last moment. I-ai'e had serambled into
the dark lift in his nizhtshirt, and his clothes and his boots
were 1n his arms ] .

“Troth, ut's grin at a pore gintleman’s misfortunes, is
ut ¥ growled Barry, “ Turrn away and lave me whoile 1
put on my attoire. Arrah! Lauk at that! Oi've brought
a pair of boots, and, bedad, aich of thim is odd wans! But
niver moind; Oi can wear thim both on wan fut and hop.
Ow! Help! Murther! Go away, Joe!”

Joo hod ent a prickly branch from a rose-Lush, and was
theeatening Barvy's naked calves with it.

“Won musts nots tickles haire,” chuckled Gan. _

They left DBairy to dress. Their coming had evidently
heen expected, for the louse was brilliantdy lighted, and
the servants, headed by the butler and housckeeper, had
gathered on the terrace. o L

Ching-Lung gave them a nod, and hurried inte the dining-
rooni.  Opening & drawer in_ the sideboard, he seized a
tablecloth and o serviette. Then he raised the window,
sprang through, and pulled down the sash after him.

In a twinkling he had turned the cloth into a skirt and
the servistte into & bonnet. He glided along the path and
listened. His ears caught a grunting neise; and then he
heaed the voice of Barry. i

“ Bejabbers ™ ET'?"‘-'L'E-& Barry., “Oi've made a two-oled
owl of mesilf this blissid neight! Can Oi have growed?
1 eud jump on my own nick for bn.-i:l'r a fai-footed, 'i.mt:
eared jupgins! These pants is a meile too small.  Oi
helava Oi've pinched the wrong ‘uns. Come on wid yez!
Will yoz come on?” .

T]."E'j-' would nol come on, In his haﬂ_f:{} Bﬂl'l":n-' :!.'.'EI.III Eﬂam{l
a pair of trousers belonging to Steve Briver, the lightweight
of the erew. Steve woighed under nine stone, and Barry
bumped® the scales at fiftcen. He had managed to get the
trousers somewhat highor than his knees, and there they
had stuck, He cortaindly could not get them on, so he
decided to get them off. :

To accomplish this Barey stood on one leg, and seized the
loose cnd of the %mh&m with both hand:. Then he gave
it o violent jerk. Maturally he lost his balanee, fell forward,
and plonghed up the moist soil of a newly-dug flower-bed
with his hands. There was o rockery behind, and a nasty
cold wind blew vound it ‘hat did not add to Barry's com-
fort.  He was wise enough to sit down on his coat when
he macde the sceond attempt. )

“0f all the juggle-headed idiets,” he snarled, “Oi'm
the bess! Stealin’ o man's tronsers ! What'll yez be doin’
nixt, wvez lanthern-faced, addlepated chimpanzee? What
shall O do at all, at all?  Whisht! Let me mspict the
const."

Barry slouched along the path. He groaned as he sighted
the group on the terrace. Ching-Lung wormed swiltly
through the bushes, whipped up the bundle of clothes, and
glided away, leaving Barry only his socks.

“ 08 musi kape mesilf warrm,” muttered Barry, * H1]]l Tom
and Joe misses me and comes to luk. Aveah! OFH put en
my boots and kick mesilf harrd. Another man's trousers,
and him uo bigger nor a Dutch dell! Oi'm as zoft as =
bunch of buithermilk on a warm day. Ol just wrep
mesilf—- Wh——"

A wild and glaring look sprang into Barry's eves.  Fis
garmenis had vanished-—gone like smoke—melted inio thin
air. Had he come to the wrong place? There on the
ground lay a pair of secks—his own socks -but nothing
more.

“Wh-wha-wha——" spluttercd Barry. ‘*Murther and—
and: Wiha—— Oi'm aslape sthill! Ha, ha, ha! Of
c{‘jﬁ-:}rﬁ'.?i Orm only dhramin’ a fwmy dhrame! Ye-e-e-es!

wi
 Barry saw a dark objoet further on, and he pounced npon
it. It was his eoat. Ching-Lung, not wishing Barry to
take a chill, had dropped the thick pea-jacket. As Barry
seized 1t his heart dropped to the soles of his feet.

At two o'clock, Jack,” said a voice—-and it was a
female voice. * The diamonds are—-'7

Barry took a seat on n cold stone, and his hair rose on
end. Horror of horrors! The sound of faotsteps, and
approaching footsteps, made him stare round for a hiding-
place. He was afrawd of the bushes. They wers spiky
bushes, for one thing; and besides, his white nightshirt was
hard to conceal. Where could he hide? Barry groaned
and went limping across a Howey-bed, '
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¢ Oh, murther—murther ! he wailed. * Here's somewan
jlge 1" )
) Rooney’s fears were groundless, = What he had impgined
to be & human_ being was only a statue of a Roman gentle-
man with a seroll in lis hand and oak-leaves in his hair.
Hé wis leaning ageinst an urn in @ most-clegant attitude
of perfect peace, just as a medern policernan might repose
himself against the parish _pump.

Barry did not grasp all this at once. He paled and
}mrﬁpired. The voices and footsteps were nearer and

1auder. Near the statue was a large stone urn on & stono

pedestal. Barry tried to get inside the urm, but it hap-
pened to have no insido to get into. He dropped to the
ground, hot all over, in spite of the cold, and made & rusl
for tho statue. Ho got bhelind it

“ Whare docs he slesp .

This time the speaker was a man. Barry popped his
head under the Roman gentleman's arm, and descried the
flutter of a white garment. . _

“8lape ™ growled Rarry.. “DBy the powers, 04'd loike
to put yez to slape for twilve months., Go away-afere Oi'm
frunz into an iceberg wild whiskers onl” _

%It iz tho fourth window,'” anewered the woman. *I
have unserewed the cateh. You will not fail, Jackaresco?
Swear to me that you will not fail, that you will not shrink,
that you will not falter when the great moment comes for
E}Iit‘ll 1:1:“' have hungered! Strike deep, deep, ‘deep!
Wear |

“{ swear it, Annicria ! hissed the man. * Deep, deep "

““Tnto hizs black hear-r-t. Jackarosco "

A large dron of perspiration trickled down Barry’s featuves.

¢ Murther "' he thought. * What's this? They're—
they're plannin’ a&n assastinootian !

“¥ou have the key of the safe?”

4 ‘f%\-!l.

“ And the tickets for New York?"

“1 have

“Hist! Who comes?"’ -

Barry sirained his ears, and hiz eyes had opened fo thew
vory widest extent. He could sce the woman dunly, but not
the mare. A third person was approaching, or Barry thonght
s0. Ching-Lung was imitating the crunch of gravel in his
own inimitable fashion.

e he V' said the man hoarsely, .

“(Zive me the knife, then!” hissed the woman. “Give
me the knife!™

A shriek ranp through the night, and there was a Fhal
of a fall, The awful deed was done. For a sccond Barry
remained chilled with horeor te the very marrow. Then,
forgetting the airiness of hiz attire, he dashed wp the path,
howling “ Hilp!™ and ** Murther I*' like a maniac.

Other shouts answered his own. Men came dashing out of
the house. Barry recovercd his senses somewhat, and got
inte the heart of a thick laurel-bush. Thrusting ocut his
head. he made the night hideous with his roars.

“What's the matter? Hi! Where are yon? What's
up?”
¢ Murther ! Murther ™' seveamed the Irishman,

Prout, Joe, and Gan-Waga were dashing past, when Gan
discovered Barey. Gan thought the head possessed no body,
and it gave him a shock. He stopped as suddenly as a man
wheo sees a sovereign on the pavement.

“0Oh, mil] Oh, mi!”’ he squeaked.

“ Hilp ! hilp !"* bellowed the head.

Prout and Joe pulled up and came back, They walked
round the laurel-bush, and Joe struck a match.

“ By hokev,” gasped out Prout, *it's the mad Irishman "

“ I5—iz he deada?" stammered Gan.

“J should say he warn't,”” remarked Joe, ““by the row
he’s makin', He's balmy, that's what. Come out on it!
What are vou roostin® there for, you squallin’ cockatoo "

“ Murther ! She stabbed him ! Oi saw her do ut. Clap
down the hatches and kape her in! Yondher, at the ind of
the path, yaz'll foind the corpse. She sthruck him down.
Quick, 01 savr ! Call the police and lock the dures! Murther!
help I bellowed the head. . .

“Tnto his black heart, Jackarosco!" hissed & voice. A
female form came out of the shadow.

“ The murtheress! Ch, saze her! saze her!”
Barry. :

-~ But do nots tickles haive,” said Gan-Waga., “0Oh, do nots
tickles haire 1™ :

The lady pulled off her gown and ecap, and Ching Lung
dropped a curtsey.

Barry was speechless with wrath. He dug up handiuls of
clay and hurled them at Ching-Lung. Then he tore a stout
branch of lawrel, and, like some Malay running amok, he
burst eut of the bush. The murdercus leck about him mada
the others take to their hecls. Barry followed them round
the garden to the very steps of the house. 5

D
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_An upper window opened, and a dark object soaved
through the night and alighted on Barey's heud—a pair of
trousers. DBarry clutched them., They were jerked from his
grasp, and as they floated back towards the window. Barcy
performed o dance, tove his hair, shook his fists, and swore
to get everyone of them ready for a funcral the moment he
got near them.

Then & whole shower of bundles, thrown by unzeen hands,
bounced round him. They turned ont to be coats and waist-
coats and o sack, but no trousers. There was a knife in the
pea-jaclkes. Hot with rage, Barry cut out the corneis of the
sack, and thrust his legs throngh, The ready-made trousers
wore not comfortable. He tied them up, and selected a
stick from an adjacent treec.

" Somewan will rue the doin's of this noight I he growled
as ho took a firm grip of the eudgel.  *“ OVl be the dith of
that Choinee !

Barry spat on his |i:1'[m and made for ihe house. The
door was open. He looked an cxtracedinary sight in his
new attire. On the front of his tronsers the words * best
bran' were stamped in red. It was very difficult to walk
with speed or dignity, but Barry hopped into the hall, coger

for revenge.

The silence was broken by an earsplitting howl. A foot-
maon, with a tray s his hand, had cawght sight of the
astounding apparition. The tray slipped l'!I&,r-:\vm ﬁi.r. ey ous
hand, and, his knees yielding, the man_collapsed. e sat on
the tray, which turned itself into a sledge, and came down-
stwirs swiftly. The man came with it. Barry saw him
ﬂhﬂut-mi.ucmss the floor, and made & frantic effort to get
out of his firmg-iine, _l:]arrf(., however, trod on some lopse

ortions of the sack, and collapsed. The foobman dived into

im, They hugged each other and lay still, watching the
sparkling stars that flled the air with beauty. Then DBarry
softly rubbed his nose, and murmured :

Tl thim that the mar with the mother-car niver sounded
his tooter. 0 had no chince to git out of the way. Till the
judge to give him forty-foive billion yeurs! ~ Tho ould
muyrtherin’ rogue intinded to run me down and break ma to
tintacks. Ut was wilful manslaughter, He niver said
i PI 'E..lj. ¥ -||| -

I-F’m &zt:.urei relaxed into a beautiful smile.

00 think Oi'm sacked,” he sighed; ““but T feel no pain.
Kiss me " :

Four grinning faces looked over the banisters,

“I t'ink he musts haves tickles haire,” said Gan,

“Bring a dustpan and brush, and we'll aweep up the bits 1"
chuckled ﬂhmngunE'.

“The bad blayguarrd niver said  “Pip-pip moaned
Barry, who appeared to think he had been run down by a
motor-car.  “Till the judge he niver blowed his tooter!
O8] gis up now.”

When Barry did get inte a sittice position the footman
was in a similar attitude. The footman had not recovered
hisg breath or his wits.  He was sceatching his powdered
head, and glaring hard ot nothing. Ile was not hurt, nor
was Barry., but they were both shaken.

* Did—did yez dhiop anvthin'?'  asked
“ Can—can O aszsist vez at all—at all?™”

The footman made no reply.

U Was yer falled, or did ver push?’ demanded Barry.
Yoz luk intherested. What us wt? Don't be shov avine
a3 we leven't been inthrodoseed. Tell me whoy--whoy do
vez sit 50 sad and lonely? Wus ut an atrthquake?*

The [eotman abswered never a word, .g savage light
sprang mbto his cyes.  He seddenly grabbed DBairy by the
whiskers, diagged Bavey's head under his mrm, apd made
roady to nse Bavey's features as a punching-ball.

Cling-Lung Jed the rescue-party down the banisters,

" Wo omust nots et hin twklea haiee too muach,” chirped
the grinning Eskimo,

¥ ke
!

Barry fechly.

The Fire-Eating Man.

Ching-Lung learned from one of the servants that theras
was & fair at the little fshing town three miles dewn the
goast. Ferrers Lord and Rupert Thurston had left for London
by 3Fﬂ~¢iﬂ_ train. Finding that time tay heavily on their
hands, Ching-Lung and Gan took an invigorating dip after
breakisst and o steoll through the gurden.

* Kvor beon to a foir, Ganus!™' :

“ Not koow him, Chingy,” said Gan-Waga.
faira®’

“Ita only & giddy sort of place, where they have round-
vbouts, swingbouls, and peany shows. There's one on down
at Rocksond, and T think weo'll honour it with our presence,
Go end Gsh the chaps out by their necks and tell them to
get ready. Seen Barry this morning, by the way ™

“1 sece him in beds, Chingy. He not madder no motrer,
Ho alls rights good temper sgen.””

HWell, tell him to look lively. Put on your hest slothes,

Ter MioNET LIBRARY.—No. 264,

"TEE a " LIBRRARY,

vory Wadnagday.

“What are

Our Gompanion Paper

fat one. Aaddock bus senl vaitr trunk ngl””

Gen went off on his ervand. Ching-Lane had oleeady
telegraphed to Rocksend.,  whieh, later o the  soason,
attracted o good many visitors, There were two motoracirs-
af their disposal and several carviages, but Ching-Lung o
another plan. Some minutes before Prout. Joe, Gan, and

ary were ready, a baredepred, sandy-baitad vouth arvived
with five saddlod donkeys,  Ching-Tang irspocted them.

* Beems to me they'll soon kick the bucket I vemnurked the
prince.  Come along, vou Telluws!™ :

The men chuckled when they zmw their snounds,
Lung banded reund o collection of false DLaacds,  hideons
pasteboard noses, speciacles, and tin trompets. They ot
into their zacdles, tlhv Loy wtiered a whoop, awl they rode
away, to the great amuscment of the srevanis,

The fair was in ful swiog.,  There were ronndnbouts,
swingboats, shooting zallevies, <hows, coconnut shies, cheap-
Jacks, and eountless stalls, A nungled odour of pavatfin,
gmgeriread, and  vinegar bevoded over the scene,

Shouts of laughier grecied the arvival of the doonkevs, und
Ching-Lung, in a fAery wiz and whishers, eansed o sensation.
Thoy lefe their stecds to the care ol the sandv-hatred bovw,
and pushed their way into the crowd. Gan stated in wonder
and delight. It was his first visit to such o pluce. A pale-
faced man)1n faded blue tights, was cabinly eating five out of
a plate outsicde one of the shows, and {hey contd bardly doag
the fascinated Fskimo away.

Cliinge-

“*He wants o cdrinks soons, Chingvy ! gasped Gan. ** Why
o nots burns wps 7 _
*0h, he's Died with asbesios!™ said Ching-Lung. ** Say,

Barry, go and yvell out that it ain®t real fire!”
arry winkod,

“Plaze, misther, su,"" he shonted, iz that ranl fuie?”

“Of course 1t 15! said the man in blue.  *“Walk up!
Walk up! Come inside, snd seo meo chew red-"ob iron bars
and crink quarts o' molten lead. T'm the only mau in the
world as can do 16! Fifty pounds I'll give to the man as can
drink one speonfel of thist Hi, hi! Fifty pounds!”

* Pass it aleng., guv'nor!” said Ching-Lung, mounting
the steps. " LI'll have & try I

“Youwll sings your whiskers!?' seoffed. the
“AMind, 1tz "abk! Dan’t drink it all 1 .

“Go hon ! said Ching-Lung. *Give me the spoon ™

The zhowman saggerved. Ching-Lung ladled down the
glowing muxture like so much soup. Then he sab down on
tha big Jdrom with a thwd, peessing both handzs over his
waisteont, and shonted for 2 firc-engine. Prout and Joe,
choking with langhter, pounced on an jeecream barrow he-
longing to an Italian gentleman, and bore it bodily up the
steps. Then thev stood glaviog at the platform.  Ching-
Laung had vunished, feaving nothing behind exvept a lictle
heap of smoking ashes.

Thera were only a few people in that portion of the fair,
sing the icr-cream bavrow as a shield, Chig-Laong had
dodred brhind the drmm, and slipped nto the booth. The
horrificd five-eater, his month wide open, siood gazing at tho
horeid relics of what bhad ance heen a man.

HYWWhere 5 he?  Ow!  Where iz he? wailed DBarry
shrilly, “Whers's me  beantiful  red-haired bhov—=his
fayther's proide, Lis mother’s joy ¥ Where i3 het  Till
me--rill me 1 :

4 B-b—burned ap, bbby h-liokew I shricked Prout.

“a-b-burned weweup ! stimmered  the  showman.
“B-b-burned hup?! Ow! I'm fainting !

Joe strk upon his koees beside the ashes, and tore the
hair aut of his wig.

“Thioves-a ! (Giva me my cacreama ! reared the son
of [taly. * Police-a!”’

“OAvrist him ! sobbed Bavry., " He's buencd  up omy
davlint choild ! Ow, ow! Yer muartherous villain, te burn
up that swote baba!  OUll ecremate yez!  Where's the
police? Come for the poliee !’

Joe Prout and Barry dashed off, taking Gan with them,
in seaveh of a guardian of the peace. The showman was
left lving limply aerozs the drmum, fanning himself with
one hend. and waiting for the smbuolance to canveyr him to
the nearest asylum. Ching-Lung soon found them.

Sl hiave s ge at the cocoanuts!” he laughed,
%W atch me clear thiz chap out of house and home. This
15 the game for you, Gan; you're a safe hitrer”

“What I pots to do. Barry " .

“Whor," explained Barry, ““knock down thim nuls!
All vez howl over yez kape. Howld on a minule, sorr.
What about a sack to put thim in? (1 passed a corn-
chandler's shop at the corner, where O cud huy an nnpty
sack,’”

“Trot off, then,” said Ching-Lung.

showman,

{Another instafmant of thiz amusing and exclting
zarial story next Mondoy.)
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FOR NEXT MONDAY :

“THE CAPTAIN'S MINOR "
By Frank Richards,

Noxk week’s splendid, long, complele tale deals with the
first appearance at Grewiriars of Jack Wingate, the younger
brother of the ereat Wingate, captain of the school. Young
Jeck appears to be & very different kind of fellew from los
clder brother George, who is the idol of the Lower School at
Greyviriars, and mest of the mischicl among the juniors, wiueh
it is tho captain’s duly to investigate and duly punish, turns
out to have

“THE CAPTAIN'S MINOR!"

at the bottom of it. This leads to strained relations between
the brothers, and George Wingate finds his affection for his
scapegrace brother and lis duty to his school ealling him in
opposite dircotions, .

Tow this difficult situation is eventually relieved we must
leave Frank Richards to tell in his own way next Monday.
Tn the meantime, regpular readors should be reminded that it
would bo a wise move on their part to order next week’s
MaonET Library well in advance if they wish to be certain

of reading
“THE CAPTAIN'S MINORIM

gt ithe carliest possibloe momoent.

SOME MORE CLEYER VERSES.

Onoe of my soctically-inclined chums, ' G. 8." of Southsea,
sends me the following excellent verses.  This is not the
first poetical effort G, 8. has sent me, some of his verses
having bBeen printed on this page some tune ago. ' The
Rivals of the Remove,” however, scems to me.so good, for
an amateur offort, as to fully justify the amount of spuce it
takes up on my Chat page, so heve the verses are—and I con-
gratulate my ingenious Southsea friend heartily apon them.

# The Rivals of the Remove.)"

Out on the Grevirarvs Football Ground
The bounder Smithy stands;

A cad 13 he—a wily hound,
Bubmission he demands,

e longs for Wharton and his chums
To play into his hands.

But Harry Wharton is a lad
Of whom we all are proud;

He shows the cute and cunning cad
His spirit can't be cowed;

So an his heel the Bounder brings
Misfortunes in a cloud.

@ '] drive you all frem Greviiavs Bchool,™
To Wharton he declares;

“ Yon will rogret you plaved the fool
And ir}"d m my affairs £

The ead then hits below the belt,
And takez them wnawares.

Mavk Linley is the st to go,
Through an ingenious trick;
Then Smith becomes Frank Nageni's foe,
Aund strikes pt him through Lick.
iz best and truest chum expelled
Makes Wharton rather sick.
Tur Macwer Linrary —No. 264,
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John Bull becones an casy prey
To Bmthy's artful trap;

The doctor he does disobey,
And has a fatal * segap.”

The Famous Five is brelken up
And come to its **last lap.”

The Fates oldain the lion's share
Tn Harry Wharton's fall,

Tiw Boundor's lies complete the snare,
And iarry's shupn'd by all

Hiz deamming out of Greylriars helps
The Bounder to enthral.

But, Smithy, vou have yot to **ken”
(Though smart you are, and sly),

The best-latd schemes of mice amd men
Are apt to go awry; ]

And when Bolr Cherry's turn arrives
You'll have to * nund your eye.”

Jlob Cherry's barring-out s known
To readers far amd near;

The Bounder's plots nre overthrown,
Aud everyihing made clear.

Bo now the chuins ave reinstalled,
We'll give them all a cheer }

ACTING FOR THE CINEMATOGRAPH.

Bofore the advont of the cinematograph, to " go on the
slaze ' wos the highest ambition of very many lals and
lasses. But now thut the Moving Picture has laid hold of
the gountry, a large number have changed their previous
longing for the stuge bo that of hecoming cinema artistes.

Woell, it is pot my inrention to say straight away now—
don’t wttempl to enter this profession; but to let you form
yeur own opinion with regord to it from this aml other
articles 1o Tollow,

This week I ghall deal with
How to Become an Artiste, What You d{et For

Being One, and the: Necessary Qualifications,

After having soitled what company of filmeprodueers you
would like to act for, vou should apply personally at e
olfices of 1he compavy, and tell thon that you waent to
lecome @ ciema grtiste, . i _

Now, wikh rﬂg{:‘lrd tey 1hio qunhﬂ-;:.ntncma NECCEEATY. It i5 a
mistaken jdea to think that beeause a person lacks good-
looks, he or she cannot beeome an artiste,  The qualitications
for becoming an actor or actrss for the Glms differ slighily,
according to what particular branch of acting you are going
1o take up. )

Showld you want {o acl in drama, you will need to be
capable of strony and power(ul acting, cspecially with regard
to movements of tho bedy, in order to show, as much as
possible to the aundience, what 19 taking place m the play; it
iz alzo not unusual for an artiste in a drama to find that he
or she has to swim a stresta, ride a cyele, row & boat, or
cven drive a motor-cut.

Then, for comic-prcture acting, it 13 necessary lo act as
naturally as possible, while a comedy artiste, as in"a drama,
must be prepaved to swim, cyele, row, cte i

The noxt thing e be discussed is, perhaps, the silliest, but
clevercst acting, namely, a knockabout comie, f coursa,
girls hardly” ever take up this hranch of acting, and 1 do
not advise borvs to touch 1t unless they ave acrebatic,

The salary for cinema acring varies, but o sterter wonld
probably receive one pound per week, out of which fares to
the studio have 1o be poid, and also other inewdental ox-
penees.  This money i by no means easily carned, for
cinema acting is hevd work, as will be further shown next
wook. THE EDIiOR

Next Week—
PREPARATIONS FOR“FILMING" THE PICTURE.

Please order vour copy of “THE MAGNET™
Library in advance.
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1. T was very pleased the other nizht when a nice-looking 2. So we wont off in great style. " Thix is a good fare,”
youny perty hailed me outside the Hilarity Hall of Varieties, T said to myseli. ™ A couple of shillings ot the end of the
and told me to drive her to the Fnnealow at Balham, journey, any odds,"” I said.

3. Lut imagine me surpriso when, st the end of the jonrey, 4. However, next day T gol o letter with a 7 pun note and
[found she'd vanished.  Nofare.  Allme trouble for nothing.  six stall tickeis fer the theatee, Tt seoms that she was the
[ didd fool pleased—T don't think ! vantshing lady, and this was herlittle joke. Clood el to hee !

1. * Get me some paraflin out of that barrel, Tommy, 9, While. 1 da the: triek with my little truompet,” Anﬁ
there's o dear laddie.™ * Right-ho!" gurgled Torwomy, “ Keep he worked it all right, too. Not a drop spilt, we don’t
the bottle still— think ! i
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iv The “ Magnet” Library Special Comic Supplement.

A SUIT-ABLE FIND.
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.2 T just hang Horace’s Hartis Tweeds ont heve,” said
Lty le 3es Smaith, when she had washed her hubbys eyeling suit.
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2. = This'll do me a treato.” quoth Me. Wrage, the old elo?
ma, as ho helped himsell to the garments.
Waol

=dnst my fit, T

e, noekl *

oo Aquel e very little time fie wag well on bis wov inlo the
aesl pavish, wearing the bweeds, much to fittle Mre. Smith's
dismay.

No, 264,
HOW MANY MORE?

Foreman : = Plopse: mum, wo've come Loomend the sashe
cord 1

FROM A READER OF THE “CEM.”
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There was once an old Pasha npmed Herberl,
Who lived npon ice eream aned hesbed,

He smoked seaweed and hey,

Till his wite said one day,

“Non've nok looking so well as you were, Bort.™

A FALSE REPRESENTATION,

1
_I_T.,'_ e

NO RELIEF FOR FATHER.

PROGRESSING.

** { lilie & pickure that tells a story,”
* Then you would like the poeteait of

Aliss OMledeirl,

It makes her look guite
prettys

N

* I must congratulate you, Mr, Jones,
You have now goball your daughters off

32

vour hands. .
“_ Yea: but now I have to keep all
their husbands on their fvet.*

{ Maude: “ How are you progeossing
with your French 70
Muriel : *“0Oh, fine. I can makec myscli
misunderstood perfectly !
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