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Bolsover major thumped on the door of the Editorial Office, and cried out: * I've done you a splendid story called ‘
*The Wounded Brigand’——" ‘Go and eat coke!" roared back Bob Cherry. Bolsover major bestowed a l

tremendous kick on the door, and departed in wrath, leaving the harassed editors of the * Greyfrlars Herald”
to settle down to work again, (Sze Chapter 3.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER. was evidently only a form of expression belonging to the
The Order of the Boot! great American language ; for Fisher T, Fish did not amila,
- AAL. T should smile!” he frowned wrathfully.
s 1: b 2 |o'1i:‘ ; F-ml] "65 the R o F t Grov There was a square of cardboard pinned on the outsido of
SISEL e s =l ¢ Hemoyve Yorm at Larey- the siudy door and it bore, in large letters daubed with a
friars, uttered that exclamation in indignant brush, the imposing notice:
tones. T ] iy 2
The American junior had stopped outside the door of 2 “EDITORIAL OFFICE. ,
Harry Wharton's study, No. 1 in the Remove passage. No Admittance Except on Business.’
And although he ejaculated that he *‘ would smile,” that Fisher T. Fish regarded that notice with a wrathful eye,
E Y
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snd then procceded to administer a powerful kick to the
study door.

Bang

And a wrathful voice procceded from within No. 1 Study:

“Clear off I’

I guess I've got business hyer!” said Fisher T. Fish; and
hoe hurled the study door open and marched in.

Five juniors wers scated round the study table.

They were Harry Wharton and Nugent, to whom the
study belonged, and Johnny Bull, Bob Cherry, and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, all of the Remove—the Lower Fourth
Form at Greyfriars.

They were very busy. The study table was covered with
papers, and each of the five juniors had a pen in his hand,
and a thoughtful wrinkle in his brow. Some of them had
ink on their fingers, too, and Bob Cherry had a smear of
it on his nese. The Famous Five had evidently been hard
at work when the interruption came. But they looked up
from their work, and five separate and distinet glares were
bestowed upon the American junior. Five distinet and
empimtw voices pronounced at the same time the words:

' Get out!”

Fisher T. Fish snorted.

“I guess I'm on in this scene!”
emph.ms “ What does this mean—hey?
—what?"’

‘ Editorial office of the ' Greyfriars Herald," " Harry
Wharton explained briefly. * Buzz off, Fishy! We're busy
—we've pot our Chrictmas Number to produce.”

“What ! yelled Fisher T. Fish.

“ Christmas Numln.-r of the ‘Greyfriars Herald,” 7 said
Wharton patiently. *‘ Are you getting deaf?”

“Or silly? asked Bob (Jhclly politely.

** Look hyer——""

“ Gerrout !" growled Frank Nugent. “Don’t you know
better than to buzz into an editorial office in this way when
the staff are at work?”

Fisher T. Fish was crimson with rage. As he had first
mooted the scheme of a junior school paper at Greyfriars,
and had appointed himself editor when the first number
was produced, he had perhaps some reason to be excited.

“* Look hyer!" he howled. * You haven't said a word
ebout it to me 1

“You'll sce the Christmas Number when it comes out!”

“ But I'm editor " yelled Fish.

* Rats!"”

“Wasn't it my idea at the start?
and you jays only subs—"

Harry Wharton nodded.

“You were—and we were!” he agreed. “ But all that’s
in the past tense. You mucked up the number we let you
edit, and spoiled the whole thing. We had to pet a second
edition printed. So we gave you the boot as editor. You're
out of the firm. You can go and cat ccke. And the sooncr
the quicker "

“Hear, hear!” said Johnny Bull.
you, Fishy!”

“ You jays!’ howled Fish. ** You slab-sided mugs! You
—you mugwumps! I guess T'm editor of this paper, and
if there's going to be a Christmas Number, I'm the galoot
lllats going to produce it. You hear me l.xlk fE:

" Buzz off I'
= "I\th 5 editor of this paper, I'd like to know?" shouted

ish

“ Oh, I don't mind telling you that,” said Wharton cheer-
fully. ' I'm editov.”

“Why, you—you—you—"

“We gave you a ch'mco, and you anucked it up \HHI your
silly American ideas,” Wharton explained. ** Phonetia
spelling, and all that rot. You couldn’t manage a hutch of
bunny-rahbits, let alone a school paper. You're no good.
But I'll tell you what we'll do. If vou care to submit con-
tributions for the Clristinns Number- "

he exclaimed, with

* Editorial office

Wasn't T chief editor,

‘Shut the door aflter
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“ What 1"s

*“ Bvery wntnbutlun will be carcfully considered——""

* Wha-a-at !

“But the cditor’s decision is final. Contributions to be
written on one side of the paper only!" said Wharton calmly.

Ficher T. Fish waved his bony hands in the air in his
excitement.

““Look hyer, I'm cditor of this hyer paper!” he roared.
“1 guess I'm head cook and bottle-washer! Got that?”

“Yes—and i you don't elear out and stop interrupting
vou'll go oui on your neck!” said the editor severcly. ** Got
that ¥

“1 guess T don't mind letting you chaps have a whack in
the paper, but I'm editor, and what I say poes! You
savvy i

“ Buzz off I

* Look hyer,
like —"

* No, you won't. You're no good; no Transatlantie
reniuses need apply,” said Wharton ealmly. ** Now, buza
off! Johnny Bull has been appuiuted fighting editor. Get
out before he begins on you!”

I guess I'm not getting out! T guess I'm going to run
this pup{'r‘ I gucss you jays have got to sing small! I
wuess

“Shurrup!” reared Bob Cherry. “ We don't have guess-
iug competitions in the  Greyfriars Herald”  Clear off !

I guess—""
* Are you going?

“1 guess—"

‘Jolmn_v, old man,
Y Pile in !

“ What-ho " gaid Johnny Bull.

The ‘sturdy junior rose to his feet and pushed back his
cuffs. Fisher T. Fish brundished two bony fists in his calm
face.

“You keep off I he roared.
shall mpn up the Aoor with you—just a few.
down !’

* Going out?”

* Nope 1"

“ Right-ho! You'll be put!"”

“ Look hyer, I shall smash vou if you get my mad up!
T shall hit you so havd that you won't lew what's hap-
pened! I guess I shall—I say—— Yah! Oh?

Bump!

The American junior descended with a heavy concussion
upon the linoleum in the passage outside, and roared; and
Johnny Bull closed the study door and locked it. TFicher T.
Fish scrambled to his feet in a towering rage. It was true
that he had *' mucked up ”' the first nuinber of the ** Grey-
friara Herald "’ with his American improvements, but he
was far from admitting that fact. And to have the manage-
ment of the paper taken out of his hands in this way was
not to be borne. Tisher T. Fish roared through the koy-
hole :

“T guess I'm coming in, you jays!
run this paper!”

“Do you want me to come out to you?”
fighting editor.

M Yep!”

* Then I'll come!"”

Johnny Bull unlocked the door and came out. Ile col-
lared Fisher T. Fish, and carried the slim American junior
in his strong arms, kicking and struggling, down the Remove
passage, and rolled him down the stairs. Then he grinned
and returned to the editorial office.

Fisher T. Fish rolled down to the first landing, and sat
there, gasping.

“0h, I should smile! Oh, crumbs! The
rotters! Ow!

And in No. 1 Study the editorial work went on, untroubled
for the present by the indignant claims of the deposed editor
of the ' Greyfriars Herald.”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Nothing for Bunter!
B'[TJJY BUNTER came up the stairs, and stopped at the

I'll let you jays in on equal terms if you

vou're fighting editor,” said Wharion,

*“If you get my mad up I
You back

usked the fighting editor politely.

I guess I'm going to

shouted the

The jays!

door of No. 1 Btudy, with a letter in his hand. He
blinked at the natice on the door through lLis hig
speetacles, and grunted.

Billy Bunter had a very strong idea that if the juniors
wanted a reallv first-class editor for the school paper, they
eouldn't do better than seleet William George Bunter. The
unfortunate part was that he couldn’t gek .LII\lJthI\ elee to
agree with him in taking that point of view,

“Bunter knoeked at ihe door, and a loud, exisporated voice
procecded from within:

“'THE PENNY POPULAL™
Every Friday.
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“If you don't clear off, Fishy, we'll come and frog's march
you down the pussage!"

“T1 say, you fellows

“Oh, it isn't Fishy—it's another silly asal

“1 say, is Inky there?”’

Yoz, ass, Clear off 17

“There's a letter for Tnky-

o Clﬂilr (‘ﬁ- !l,

“ Put I've brougcht it up for him !

“Take it back!”

“There may be a remittance in it. you know,” said Bunter.
through the keyhole. *Tt happens thut I'm rather hard up
just now—""

“Travel!”

“Through a disappointment wbout a postal-order.  If
there's a remittance in the letter——""

“Will you go?”

“TI'm sure Inky wouldn't mind making me a little loan,
would you, Inky?’

“The mindfulness would be terrific, my
Bunter,” replied Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Put I've got the letter herve, Inky.”

“ Get out!”

“Slip it underfully through the estcemed door, my worthy
Bunter.”

“If you don't let me in, T think I'd better open the letter,”
gaid Bunter calmly. *It's not safe to have letters knocking
round with money in them.”

Tur Macser Liprary.—No. 300.

NEXT
MONDAY—

Clear off I

"

worthy  fat

| Bunter made a grab at the Nabob to stop him, but -t-l-leml.aiter p.edalled a little more quicklj:k.ee]ﬁ.n.g. ]liét out of
| reach. Bunter put onm a spurt, panting and puffing wildly.
i black beast—Inky, old fellow—you beastly nigger——"" (See Chapter 2,)

I
[
“] say, Inky, old chap, stop for me—I say, you |
|
b

“C00OD OLD COKER!™

“Not safe when you're about,” grunted Bob Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry !

“Will you clear off?”” shouted the exasperated cditors all
together.

“All right. T'll open the letter.,”

The study door was unlocked and thrown open, and
Bob Cherry grasped the fat junior by the collar and
shook him. Bunter's spectacles slid down his fat little
nose, and the letter addressed to Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
dropped on the floor. Bunter roared and wriggled in Bob's
powerful grasp.

“Leggo!  Ow! 1
Ow !

“T have the esteemed letter, my worthy chum,” =:id thy
Nubob of Bhanipur, picking it up. “You can ejectiully
kick out the fat and ludicrous Bunter on his noble neck.”

“0h, T say, I—ow—yah!"

Bunter departed from the study on his neck, and the dodd
was locked again. The fat junior picked himself up, and
kicked wrathfully at the door before he departed. Dot there
was evidently no *whack ™ in the remittance for him—il,
indeed, Inky's letter eontained a remittance at all.

“TF you fellows will excusefully pardon me, T will peruse
fully open my letter,” said Hurrce Singh. T know the fist
of my old chum, Dhoolah Das."

“0Oh, go ahead!" said Wharton, bending over his work
again. ‘““I'll get on with the editorial notes, We shall never
get done at this rate.”

c-c-came up here to oblige Inky!

A Bplendid Complete Tale of Harry
Wharton & Co, Ordor Early!
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Hurree Jamset Ram Singh opened the letter,

He gave a chirrup of delight as he read it.

“Good news? asked Nugent,

*“The goodfulness is terrific.””

“Whacking good remittance, eh?" asked Bob Cherry, with
interest,

Inky shook his head. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was
generally called Inky at Greyfrines, partly on account of his
beautiful complexion, and partly because his full name re-
quired, as Bob Cherry had observed, too much exertion for
evervday use.

“There is no remitfulness, my esteemed Bob., Tt is a letter
from an old chum [ have f:JLlIaifll]!v known in DBhanipur,
and who is now in school in England. His honourable name
is Dhoolah Das.  Pleasefully read the letter !

He handed the letter to Bob Cherry, and grinned.

Bob planced at it.

His eyes grew wide and round.  The letter,
eves, resembled the result of o spider getting into the ink
and crawling over the per. s it was written in the
Hindustani language, amf in Deva-Nugari characters, Inky's
request to Bob to read it was evidently a little joke.

“Do you mean to say yvou can read that, lJlL)_"'
Buob.

“The easefulness is terrilie, as it [~. my native language,
said Hurree Singh, with a grin. T speak him with even
more_accuracy than vour noble and august English.”

“Not with less, T hope!” grinned Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“In some respeets the English instructed at Grexfriars
dors not seem to me quite so good as that which T learnfully
imbibed from my respected tutor in India,”” said Hurree
Singh. with a shake of the head. ** My octumnwl CORIPANIONS,

to Bob Cherry s

asked

1

will you pardonfully excuse me if T leave you?
* You haven't finished your article on India,”’ said Wharton
M"‘\ e l']\u

“The finishfulness will be completed to-night,” said Inky
apologetically.  © My beloved and ludierous chum tells me
that he is in Courtfield this afternoon, and if T wish to sce
him T ean evele over, aud we can meet before his train goes.
Un(]l‘l the esteemed circumstanees, T think 1 ought to go, as

it is a long time sinece [ Im\:., beheld the light of his
countenance,”
“Oh, right-ho,”" said Harrv. “ You might ask him to

Greyfriars, and we'll give him a feed in the study, if he
likes to come.”

“Thank you, my estecmed chum.”

And Hurree Jamset Ram Sinch left the editorial office.
The other four editors bent over their work again, They had
a great deal to do to produce the Christmas number of the
“Herald,” and there were many other claims on their time.
Indeed, that afternoon they were neglecting their football for
the sake of the Christmas Numbe o, which was a very great
proofl of devation.

“T1 say, Inky—o

Billy Bunter bore down upon the Nabob of Bhanipur in
the passage. Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh gently pushed him
:mdo and walked on auickly.

“Inky, old man—""

“T eannot stopfully linger now,

“But I say, old chap!”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh slid down the banisters, as the
quickest way of getting downstairs, and of escaping from
Bunter.

“ Look here, you black beast!”
top of the stairs.

Inky chuckled. He had changed with startling suddenness
from an old chap into a black beast. DBut he did not mind.
He walked out of the School House, and made his wav io
the bicyele-shed. As he whecled His machine out, Billy
Bunter rolled up. Billy Bunter was in his usual state of
impecuniosity, and he was determimed that Tuky should not
escape without parting,

“I say, Inky, old chap”
you know !

“You do not wish to speak to a black beast, my esteemed
Bunter?”

“Ahem! Yon see

“1 am somewhat Dhuersful,”
his bike away.

“Yaou're going out?’

LT 'Y',“‘ 1"

Y I ecome with vou to eash the postal-ovder.”
“Wait a lulnutc‘ till I get Wharton's bike.
rotten nigger! Yow !

Lilly Bunter sai down viclently as Hurree Singh wheeled
the bicyele upon hine  Inky calmly wheeled it on over his
‘at legs, and walked away to the gates. DBunter gasped and
snorted, and d himself up, .ulrI rushed after the Indian
junior.  Outside the school gates Inky prepared to mount.

Tiue MacxrEr Lisrany —No. 306,
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my esteenied Banter—

roaved Buuter., from the

he said persuasively, “1 say,

said Hurvee Singh, wheeling

" suid Bunter.
Ow—ow! You

LEN

Our Gompanion Papers.

“Hold on a minute,”
((lllllllb with you.
Inky.

“The ratfulness is terrifie, my worthy fai Bunter.”

The Indian junior glided away., Billy Bunter dashed after
him. Hurree Jamset Ram hlu-\;}l emilod o ntly, aued allowed
the fat junior ahnost to overtake him. Bunter made a grab
at him to stop him, and the nabob pedalled a little more
uickly, keeping just out of reach. Buuter put on a spurt,
panting and pubtfing wildly.

“1 say, Luky, old chap, stop for me! 1 say, you black
beast ! Inky, old fellow ! You beastly nigger!”

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“TI ogive you a licking when T eateh vou, you black
rotter ! IS

*The catchfulness must come first, my esicemed porpoise.’

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh bent over his handle-bars,
and pui on speed. and vanished down the road, leaving ]51“\“
Bunier panting far behind.

The Owl of the Remove halted in the middle of the road,
and shook his fat fists after t]w ll]wlp]lf' wing nabol.

“You black beast! I'll— I

“Gerrout of the way, Ihnn‘ roared the voice of Coker of
the Fifth, aud a bicyele bell rang loudly.

Jut Bunter did not get out of the way quickly enough,
The front wheel of Cokei's bike smote him behind, and ha
pave a terrilic voar and volled over.  The bike curled up, and
Horace Coker half-turned a somersault, and haded on the
grass beside the rowd.

roared Bunter. T tell you T'm
I'll stand on your foot-rests if you like,

O, vou silly ass! roared Coker, sitting up dazedly,
“Ow! Pm killed!” groaned Dunter,

* ¥You—you {rabjous du'unn———'

CYOw! T m Iﬂjlll!‘d

“Are yon "' snorted Coler, seraimbling to his feet.  ** Then
‘I injure you some more.”
“Ow! 1 can’t move! Ow!
Biff, biff, biff!

Coker's boots were of a large zize, and he might have been
kicking for goal, by the way he staried on Bunter, The Owl
of the Remove discovered suddenly that he could move, He
moved at a great rate, too, and Aed, velling, down ihe road..
And Coker of the Fifth picked up his bieycle, and the things
Le said when he found that the wheel was buckled. and re-
fused to revolve, were such as no respectable member of the
Fifth Form at Greyfriars ought 1o have nttered under any eir-
cumstanees whatever.,

My back’s broken! Yow!”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Declined With Thanks!
i O VERWHELMED  with debts, the result of my own

viee and folly, 1 have no resource but to blow oul my
brains !’ "’
Thus Bob Cherry.
Harry Wharton and Nugent and Tohnny Bull \1|<p0ndl’d
heir editorial lubours, and gazed specchlessiy at their chum.
* What's that?” o]uul.qrwl Whrton,

I'Jntiv ** asked Frank Nugont.

*Overwhelmed with debrs,
Ji‘\ll“. of my own \1(‘1’ and foll\
Huw ot my bl.ﬂlh =

* You utter a

“ M o-night, in the gloom awd silence of the Cloisters, I
shall do the deed, and the lone silence will be broken, tho
shume and iniquity T have hidden will be revealed to the
world I " )

*Quite mad ! said Johnny Bull,

*f Father, oh, father, before 1 do this desperite deed, 1
implore vour forgivencss!” "

" osaid Bob oecalmly, **f the
1 have mo resource but to

CIF vou're not dotty,” shouied Harry Wharton, * what
aie vou raving about?”

* How does that sound?" asked Bob.

*Sound! It sounds as if you were poity I

* Look h( re, T think that sounds jolly well,” said Boh

It may prove a
of the Bixth, if

warpily. ** Besides, there’s a moral in it
warning to Smithy and Skinner, and Loder
they see 1t in the Christmas Number™

“Oh Y said Wharton, sommewhat relieved.
you fatheadt™”

“It's my sevial” sad Bob, 0 The
know, *or the Debis, Difficultics, and
Dodger,” ™

*0Oh, erumbs !

* The hero’z ut college,” explained Bob. " He gets on the
downward |)d1.11 by betting on o football- m.Lh]l—- gocs from
bad to worse, and finally hlu\u out his silly braing in the
colle e cloisters. Tt will bo a \\m!lmg to fellows wha zo tha
puce—in fact, I've thought of n.lmim‘: him Loder, only Loder
r:f tho Sixth errht take 11 personally.”

*Ha, ha! UHe mizht.”

Y ls it a story,

Road to Ruin,” yon
Dangers of Dick
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 Nothing like a story with a good moral,”" said Bob. “1I
think I've put it rather dramatically, don’t you?”

“Yeo-cs. But isn't it a bit too thick?" asked Wharton
doubtfully, * We don’t want to have lurid stuff like a blessed
newspaper serial, you know.’

** My dear chap, it will be ripping. Must have something
exciting in the paper. I rather think you'll find all the fl‘”.O\\S
tu:‘ning to my new serial first, when they get the paper,
said Bob madestly.

“ Yes—I don’t think.”

There was a tap at the door, and Wharton groaned.

“ Go away, whoever you are!” he called out. * Can’t you
sec the notice on the door?”

‘But I'm here on buaumqs said the voice of Micky Des-
mond (;f the Remove. ‘I've got a contribution for the
paper.”

Wharton sighed and unlocked the donr.
came in with a sheaf of impot paper in his hand,
uI}f]ﬂ JI'I a "lp'd\\ll]"l“’ \\flflﬂ'" b

‘I've done you a f.omph»f(' story, entirely,” he said.
“ You said that every contributor huad better deal with his
own part of the world, to get some local eolour.  Tom Brown
is doing a New Zealand story, and Morgan an article on
“ ales, and Treluse a desc ru;tmu af the U tum-h coast.  Ogilvy
iz doing a story in Scotch’ dialect, and Linley a Lancashire
starv. So I've done you an lrish one”

“In Trish? asked Nugent,

Y Bure, no, you wouldn't
same token, I llml t understand it meself,”
“I've luid the scenc on the coast. of Galway,
a ripping title—' The Banshee of Ballyonion.”

" Oh, erumbs !

“T'll read you a bit.
full, when a  horseman
along——" }

* Ha, ha, ha!"

 Bure this isn't a funny story. it’s tragic intirely,” said
Micky Desmond in surprise. " Shut up and listen! ‘A
yawning chasm opened on the mountain path in front of the
g’ullopm{* horseman. He urged his steed to the leap, and
sprang across it, but fell in the middle before he was half-way
across i

There was a vell of laughter from the junior editors. Micky
Desmond fl‘O\\'!'l»_'l', appnrs-ntly quite unconscious of the ex-
tremely rich ** bull " he had perpetrated.

“Faith, and it's a set of silly gossoons yo are!” he  ex-
claimed crossly.  * Sure, it's a ‘\l)[l’ll(ll{l and thllllm deserip-
ti'm intirely."”

* How could he leap neross if he foll in?”" roared Nugent.

* And how could he drop in the middle if he wasn't half-
way arross?’ yelled Bob Cherry,

Ha, ha, }n"’

Snrt_\ and it’s a good description.  Listen to what comes
next. ‘On the lrm[\h mountain roacd lhmn wits no one to sce
the horseman as he disappeared from view 2

* Hu, ha, hal’

(13

Micky Desmond
"i{fl'{l‘\'h_'d

T

understand - Frse, and by the
confessed Micky.
Sure, I've got

¢ The dark, deep night was about to
might have been seen striding

In dead silenee, he vanished with a shrill ery——' "'

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“UAL thc same moment,
hmr:]

“Oh, my hat” gasped Wharton, * this is getting better
and I;L-Ltor‘ How was the wild \'.1]] of the Banshee heard if
there was nobody there to hear 1t?

“ And in dead silence, too!"”" chuckled Nugent.

** Ha, ha, ha!”

Y Taith, and I—

* [lere comes another of ’em ! prowled Johnny Bull, as
Alonzo Todd of the Remove entered the study, with several
shrets of impot. paper in his hand.

Alonzo bestowed a sweet and gentle smile upon the juniors.
Alonzo Todd, the Dulfer of Grc&fu.\ra was always sweet and
wenle—a great contrast in that respect to his cousin, Peter
’ludd

‘ My dear fellows,” “T hear that
you are pu‘uiu[ ing o Christmas of the
P Ierald,”™

“ Trying to!” grunted Johnny Bull.

i \h vou find it difficult? I shall be so pleased to help
youl’

“Will you really, Alonzo?’ asked Wharton seriously.

“ Most certainly, my dear Wharton !”

“ Then take that manuscript back to your study!”

“ IEh?

“ And burn &1

“ What !”

““ And then stay there!”

Ahem! I thought vou micht like a sweet and gentle
story for the paper, Wharton—a story inculeating gentleness
and mondness.” said Todd, * T have therefore written——"

“*The wild wail of the Banshee was heard 2

“ My dear Desmond——""

“ Shot up!™ said Micky indignantly.
oul my story——"

“ONuff of the Banshee!” said “harfon
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barred in school papers. Take it back, and cut out the Ban-
shee, and put in a foothall-match instead, and we'll see what
we can do. Now, Alonzo!”

* Faith, and I think :

“Order! Pile in, Alonzo. We¢'ll hear half a dozen lines—
that will be cnough to sce that it's no good. I mean to sce
whether it's any goaod.”

“Very well, my dear Wharton. T think you will like it.
T have endeavourcd te inculeate the prine 1|111--\ 1 h.w[\ learned
from my I_m l(‘ Benjamin, My story is  called  * Dicky's
Remorse

* Oh, crumbs!™

“Tt deals with the dw()nisinﬂ‘ remorse of a schoolboy, who
had gone to a fooiball- mateh inst luul of writing lines imposed
upon him by his kind teachers

“Grest Scotti”

* Dicky sat at his desk,” said Alonzo, reading from the
manuseript.  ** He was frowning. At that moment, the
beauty of the * First Book of Avithmetic ' [ailed utterly to
appeal to his wiliu! nature, for, sud to relate, Dicky did not
lu\f‘ his !cwmr-. He did not love lus teachers, He was a

had boy.”
SONuff ! said Wharton,
“You wre satisficd, my dm; Wharton "

“Quite. Put it in the fire.

“ What "'

* Or the wastepaper-basket, just as you like."”

“ My dear Wharton, pray allow me to read you some more,
especially the part where, when Dicky is waiching the foot-
ball-match, a sudden sonse of the horror of his (ﬂndllll comes
over him, .uul he covers his fuee with his hands and bursta
into tears

* Oh, my hat!"

“T am sure you will be touched, my dear Wharton "

T should be touc hed, T think, if I put that pifile into the
Christmas Number,” J,L.rr‘('[‘d Wharton. * Take it away and
bury it. And in case 1t should be lonely, you can bury
Micky's bansher alone with it.”

* Bure, and it's a silly gossoon ve are!”

““ Oh, here you are!” exclaimed a voice at the door, and
Trmor of the Remove came in, with papers in his hand.
*T've got the first chapter of a serial fur vou to look at!”

“ No serials required. Bob Cherry's dnm" the serial.”

' But this is something rather special. n.I:m say Cherry
\\'on't mind his serial }wiug left out to make room for some-
thine veally good "

“ Well, you ass!” began Bob wrathfully,

“It's called * The Red Rover,” " said Trevor. “ A pirate
story, you know—the kind of thing the readers veallyv want,

Listen to this. Tt begins right on the mark. * Fire! eried
t-}]t‘ Red Rover—"'
* 8hip on fire?" asked Johnny Bull.
‘Fire! eried

“No, ass, that was an order to thl- pirates.
the Red le-r " repeated Trevor,  * Crash went the broad-
bu-.’]!\ The doomed brig was raked fore and aft.  Dead and
dying lay in heaps on her decks, and blood ran by tho
“"IH('ITI i

ha, ha!"

€4 W-h:tt are  you ecackling at?"  demanded Trevor
indignantly. “This is jolly serious, I can tell you.
Swamped with blood, the doomed ship—"

“Bow-wow ! Tako it away !”

“But I can teill you—"

““Declined with thanks!”

“Yon silly ,,asses, you don't know a good thing when
you see it

“ Declined \uth thanks; clear off I'

“Rats!"

“Pile in, Johnnv!”

Tho TFighting Editor piled in manfully. Alonzo Todd,
looking very much surprised, found himself sitting in the
passage all of a sudden, But the other contributors wers
made of sterner stuff. The other editors had to come to
Johnny Bull's assistance before they were persuaded to leave
the study—on their necks!

“ Hallo, what's the row " asked Dolsover I'I!‘\j(‘)r‘ coming
along the passage with a roll of manuseript in his hand.
“1 say, don't close the (]:mr I\r(‘ got a contribution here
for the Christmas Number

“QOh, my hat!"

Slam !

The door was closed and locked.

Bolsover major thimped. on it.

ST say, I\o done you a splendid story—*The Wounded

and !'——
“ Take it away !
“Open the deor !"
“Rats !’

“You silly asses

yelled Bolsover major.

"

A Bplendid Completo Tale of Harry
Wharton & Co. Order Early!
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“@Go and cat coke !”

And Bolsover major bestowed a tremendous kick on the
door{. and departed in wrath; and the harassed editors of
the * Greyfriars Herald " settled down to work again,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Fish Is First!

ALLING-OVER was proceeding in Big Hall when
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh returned.  The nabob
slipped into his place with the Remove, and answered
“Adsum” to his name. The Famous Five left the

hall together. Inky's expression showed that he had some-
thing to say to his chums,

“L hawe seen my esteemed chum Dhoolah Das,” he
remarked, when they were in the passage. * The pleasure-
fulness of beholding him again was terrific. And I Em’o the
honourable satisfaction to remark that he will come to
Greyfriare on Saturday.”

“Good,” said Wharton,

“On Saturday afternoon we are not playing a match, my
esteemed Wharton !

**No, as Redelyffe have scratched.”

“ Bxaetfully ! ~ Therefore [ have taken the csteemed
liberty of asking Dhoolah Das to play with us.”

* Footer?” asked Bob.

The nabgb nodded,

“Yes, Dhoolah Das is at Southgate School, which is a
great distance from here; but he is willing to ’briug aver a
team and play us. He is the junior footful captain of the
esteemed Southgate football club.”

“Oh!” said Wharton.

“¥You will like to play them ?"" asked the nabob anxiously.
“ As there is no esteemed fixture for Saturday, I thought-
fully considercd that you would be glad to have a team
come over from Southgate.”

Harry Wharton nodded cheerfully,

“Righto! We've never played them before—in fact, I'd
never heard of Southgate—but I don't sce why they
shouldn't give us a game. Your friend Gooly Gas—""

“ Dhoolah Das,” said the nabob gently.

“1 mean Dhoolah Das. He must be a good player if
they have made him skipper of their junior team.”

*““The goodfulness of the esteemed Dhoolah Das is, I
believe, terrific, It was only at the last moment, as I was
parting from him, that I remembered we had no fixture
for Saturday, and made the esteemed suggestion to him.”

“Well, it's a good idea,” said Nugent, \\'Iim was secretury
of the Remove football club. * When are they coming ¥’

“They will arrive in an august brake at half-past two on
Saturday.”

“Good,” said Wharton, “we'll be ready for them. We
ought to have put in the afternoon on the Christmas Number
of the 'Ilcr:xkr': but. after all, football comes first. IHave
you ever scen (Gooly Gas play?’

“No; he has learned the great and esteemed game of
football since being in Englunrﬁ the same as my honourable
gelf,”” sajd Hurree Singh. “But I am sure that my noble
chums will have a really goodful game.”

“We'll chance it,”’ said Wharton. “ Nugent had better
write confirming the arrangement, as sec. That's settled.”

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh beamed with satisfaction.

“ Now we'll get sume of the stuff set up,” said Harry
Wharton, and he led the way to the box-room where the
]‘:rintin?machine belonging to the schoolboy printers was

ept. It was a hand-press, which had been purchased second-
hand, and one edition of the ** Greyfriars Herald” had
already been turned off it—that first number having been
spoiled by Fisher T. Fish’s latest American improvements,
and reprinted afterwards without the assistance of Fisher
T. Fish,

The juniors were very keen on doing their printing them-
selves, and they had had to work hard to get into the way
of it. Setting up type, turning off copies, putting them
together and pinning them, and distributing the type after-
wards, took up a considerable amount of time, with the
result that the “ Herald,” although intended as a weekly
paper. seemed far more likely to become a fortnightly,
monthly, or even quarterly. The great Christmas Double
Number was only the second number of the paper; but as
the editors were dispensing with American assistance, it
would want printing only once—at least, they hoped so.
h'l‘here was a light in" the box-rcom when they arrived
there.

““Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. * Bome
bounder’s working our press.”

The whirr of the machine could be heard,

Ilarry Wharton tried the door, but it was locked.
light streamed out from under it.

Wharton knocked sharply.
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“ Here, open °‘this door, and let that machine alone!"™
he called out.

“1 guess not!”

“ Fishy !" exclaimed Wharton,

“Correct !

“What are you doing
demanded Nugent wr:tthfu?iy.

** Whose printing-machine?”

F0ure " roared the editors all together.

“T guess I bought this machine cheap from old Lazarus,
in Courtficld.”

“You—you ass! We found the money, didn’t we ?"”

“Yep, and I found the machine—that was an equal
division of labour,” replied Fisher T. Fish coolly. “ 1 guess
I'm going to nse this machine. And I guess I'm going to
use 1t now. I guess I'm Chief Editor of the ‘'Greyfriars
Herald —some !”

“ Fathead !

Whirr-r-v ! went the machine.

“Let us in !’ shouted Wharton.
of the copy up now.”

“1 guess you can't.””

“Why not?"

“T'm using the machine.”

“ Why, you—you ass, we'll scalp you if you don't let va
in!" howled Bob Cherry. *“What on earth are you
printing "

“1 guess I'm printing the sccond number of the °Grey-
friars Hervald."™

“What !"

“ All other numbers spurious imitations !” said Fisher T.
Fish coolly.

“* Yon—youn—you—"

“T caleulate you can hop off. This hyer paper is in my
hands. If you like to send any contributions, you ecan sli
'emn under the door. All contributions mre[ui]v considered,

with our printing-machine 1"

“We want to sct somé

¥

sa far as time allows, you know:; being single-handed, I'm
rather pressed for time. IT've had to write the whole of the
copy for this number this afternoon, all on my lonesome.”

The editors of the * Greyfriars Herald” simply breathed
wrath. They had been labouring away most of the after-
noon, producing really first-class copy for the ** Herald,” and
now they had a large quantity of it ready to set up in type.
And to find that the printing-machine and the type were in
the hands of the rival editor, and that he refused to let
them into their own printing-works, was distinctly
exasperating,

* Look here " ¥oared Wharton.
editor, and you were no good.
boot vou, and we've done it.””

“1 guess it's not so easy to boot Fisher T. Fish. Ile
sticks " chueckled the American junior

And the sound of the busy machine went on,

“ Look here, Fishy—"

“Rats! I'm busy.”

“1 tell you—="

“Too busy to talk now; kindly vamoose the ranch.”

“But, I say

“Oh, light out!”

Wharton hammered furiously on the door. Bob Cherry
lent the aid of his heavy boots, but only a chuckle came
from within, and the whirr of the machine. Fisher T. Fish
wasted no more time in words. He had plenty to do, to
print the second number of the *‘ Herald " all on his * lone-
some.”

“My only hat!” exclaimed Wharton, desisting from
hammering on the door at last. *The cheeky beast! If
lie gets that number printed, it will make the whole thing
ridiculous. The fellows will take it as the real second
number—and, of course, it will be crammed with pifie from
end to end.”

“ He's not going to do it,"” said Johnny Bull wrathfully.
We're producing the second number of the * Herald '—us!”

“ Yes, ruther!”

“ The rathecfulness is terrific

Wharton kicked at the door again.

“ Fishy I'" he shouted.

No reply.

“ Fishy, you silly ass—="

Still no answer. Fisher T. Fish was attending strietly to
business.

“1If vou don't open the door we'll bust it in
Wharton.

Whirr went the machine! Fisher T. Fish did not speak.

“Rather a big order, busting in the door,” said Nugent
dubiously.

“ We're going to do it.
thing I"" growled Wharton.

“We Fa\‘e you & run as
We told you we should

" roared

Get a crowbar or a chisel or some-
“We can pay for the damape
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In a few secconds Loder and his clothes were smothered with soot and blacks, and he was In almost as deplorable

a condition as the juniors themselves,
Leggo!”

“You young scoundrels !’ he cried.
(See Chapter 6.)

“You young villains! Ow! Ow!

We're not going to allow that howling idiot

i)

arterwards.
to publish the second number of our paper

** No fear!” auid Bob.

And the exasperated editors rushed away in search of
implements to force in the door of the printing works so
aud{_:ci'msly held against them by a dismissed member of tho
stall.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Holding the Fort!
ISHER T. FISH chuckled.

F He was in 2 mood of great satisfaction. Ile had
heard the sound of retreating fuotsteps outside, and
he had concluded that the rival editors had given the

matter up as a bad job, and decided to leave him in peuce

to produce the second number of the ** Herald.”

The Yankee schoolboy was considerably inky, and very
warm and tired. He had been working bhard. TFrom the
moment he had learned that IMarry Wharton & Co. were
at work on the * Herald " without his assistance, he had
mads up his mind to forestall them. e had locked himself
in the box-room, with a bag of sandwiches and a sheaf of
impot. paprer, and there he had written out enongh ** copy ™
to §ill the number. Perhaps it was not exactly ** top-notch ™
in point of literary quality; but Fisher T. Fish was quito
gatisfied with it, and, after all, that was the chief thing.

He had hoped to get the number printed and published
before the rival editors knew anything about it, but the
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visit of the Co. to the box-room prevented that.  They
know now what he was doing, but they could not stop him.
Ho was turning off copies at a great rate, and in a short
time they would be finished. Ho wanted fifty copics of the
number, and those Gfty he had to fold by hand, pin, and cut,
so he had plenty to do. Fisher T. Fish was not fumous for
industry as a rule, but this was a special occasion, and he
worked like a Trojan.

“1 guess 1 shall do those jays in the eye!” chuckled Fish,
as he laboured away. * I rather guess they'll be sorry they
tricd to boot me out of the editorship. What I've printed
in this number will make 'em sit up—just a few!"

And he worked on wihout ceasing. Certainly, when the
copies were printed, bound, and cut, and distributed in the
Remove, it would be very hard for the Famous Five to
declare that that wasn't a genuine number of the * Grey-
friara Herald" And Fish was certain of a big circulation,
for he intended to give the numbers away. The charge of
one penny cach, which helped to pay the expense of produc-
tion, though not all of it, was an objeet to the Co.—but it
was no object to Fish.  For all the materials he used brlonged
to the firm, and he had not paid anything towards then:.

Footsteps sounded again on the landing outside. llarry
Wharton & Co. had returned, armed with implements for
forcing the door. Wharton knocked again.

“ Are you going to let us in, Fishy?"

“ Nope!"

“Then here goes!™

A 8plendlid Complete Tale of Harry
Wharton & Co, Ordoer Earlyl
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Crack, erack, crack!

The lock groaned and ereaked and strained under the
pressure. Fisher T. Fish turned away from the printing
machine in alarm.

“T say, you jays, you'll smash that lock!” he shouted.

“ Just what we're going to do!” growled Bob Cherry.
wwe'll be in there in o minute, Fishy, and we'll make you
eat all you've printed !

*“Oh, Jerusalem !’ murmured Fish, in dismay.

Crack-ack-ack!

A strong chisel had been forced between the door and
the jamb, and the juniors outside were dragging upon it.
It was only & matter of minutes before the lock cracked and
Eave way.

Fisher T. Fish ran towards the door.

“Let up, you jays!' he shouted. ** You'll have to pay
for that lock if you break it!”

“ Unlock it, then!”

“8ha'n't! Buzz off ! Absquatulate! Vamoose!  What
do you mean by interrupting an editor in the discharge of
his ‘duties?’ demanded Fish indignantly.

Crack-ack-ack! The door was straining hard.
burst out of the lock. .

“Qh, jumping Jechosaphat!" ejaculated Fisher T. Fish.
* The jays really mean business. But they ain’t coming in
hyer, 1 guess!”

There were a large number of boxes and trunks in the
room, most of them empty. Fisher T. Fish began dragging
them towards the door to form a barricade. A huge, heavy
leather trunk belonging to Lord Mauleverer came first, and
he jammed it against the door. Upon it he piled several
other trunks, and jammed boxes against them, till the pile
was cnormous, and eompletely hid the door.

“ Now, get in if you can, ydu mugwumps!” growled Fish.

Crack!

The lock had given way at last. It flew into pieces, and
the door vielded, The chums of the Remove all shoved at
it at once, but it opened only an inch. The stack of boxes
ani trunks kept it from epening farther.

“ He's got it barricaded!” shouted Bob Cherry.

“0h, the rotter!”

“You clear off " yelled Fisher T. Fish. * You hear me!
You're going to absquatulate! No admittance to the print-
fng works except on business! Light out! Git! You hear
me talk!” ¥

“ We'll hear you howl when we get in!”’ growled Johnny
Bull. * Now, then, all together. Shove !

“Shoulder to shoulder!” said Wharton.

“ Hurrah !”

And the Famous Five shoved all together.

The stack of boxes inside swayed, and Fisher T. Fish
sprang to their support. Ile put his weight against the bar-
ricade to keep it jammed on the door.

“ You let up?’ roared Fish.

* All together, kids! Shove!”

“ The shovefulness is terrific!”

There were several other fellows on the scene now, and
they were laughing loudly as they watched the Famous
Five panting at the door. The barricade inside was strong,
and Fish had his weight against it, so the task of the five
juniors was not casy.

“ Go it,” said Bolsover major encouragingly. ** Pull devil,
pull baker, you know!”

‘* Ha, ha, ha!”

“Lend a hand here, can’t you!"' panted Bob Cherry.

“ Yes, if you want my * Wounded Brigand® for the Christ-
mas Number!" grinned Bolsover.

“ Blow your ‘ Wounded Brigand."”

“Then you can settle your middy editorial disrutns on your
own. As a matter of fact, I back up Fishy—if he puts in my
‘Wounded DBrigand.” "

‘“ Shove away!” gasped Wharton,

The door yielded another ineh.

“We're getting through! Shove your hardest I’?

The landing and the stairs were crowded with Removites
by this time.  Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth came up
to ook on.

“What on carth are you
wonder,

The juniors pansed in their efforts.  The door was still
fast, kept so by the stack of boxes and Fisher T. Tish. But
a couple of inches had opened, and they could see into the
room—the printing machine, and the table piled with papers.

ANSWERS
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“Tyouble in the editorial cirele ¥ asked Fry of the Fourth,

* Oh, vather!” grinned Dabney.

“It's that ass Fish ! gasped Wharion. “ We've sacked
him from the editorship for mucking up the first number,
and now he's written a lot of tosh, und is printing it as a
?ufcoml nwmber on his own. Of course, we're going to stop
yim 1

“Like his cheel!” said Temple cordially, ** You don't
want Fish for editor. You don’t want a Remove kid at
all.  What you want is an older chap—one of the Fourth, for
instance !’

* Oh, rather!” said Dabney.

“In fact, I'll edit the paper for you mysclf if you like,”
said Temple generously. “ You could depend on me to
keep a sharp eye on your contributions, and blue-pencil all
the piffle, you know.”

“ Fathead!” said the junior editors, with unanimous in-
gratitude,

“Now, look here—""

“* We're not looking for an editor—especially for a silly
ass as editor!” said Harry Wharton politely. *' Lend us a
hand at shoving this door apen!”

“(1o and cat coke!” growled Temple.

* Pile in again!” said Wharton.

Five sturdy shoulders were set to the door, and, amid
encouraging chuckles from the spectators, the IFamous Five
excrted themselves upon the door of the box-room.

Inside the printing office, Fisher T. Fish braced himsclf
against the barricade of boxes.

“ Back up, Fishy!" roared Bolsover major.

“Go it !

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!"

The combined efforts of the Famous Five told at last.

The barricade was yiclding. The Yankee schoolboy shoved
on it in vain on the inside. The pile of boxes swayed and
stugrered, and the topmost trunk slipped over and erashed
down to the floor. The door opened farther, and there waa
crash on crash of falling boxes,

Crash! Bang, bang!

“Oh, jumping Jerusalem!
Christopher Columbus! Yarooh

Crash, erash!

The deor flew open.

The juniors rushed in.

Fisher T. Fish was sprawling on the floor amid overturned
boxes and trunks. A trunk lay across his legs, and another
was Jodged on his chest, and a hat-box was reposing on his

Ow, ow, ow, ow! Great

y1r

aistcoat.
His erimson face looked out of a sea of boxes big and little.
25 Ohc_) you jays!” he gasped. **Ow! IHellup! Drag 'em

w!

* a, ha, ha!"?

The editors left Fisher T. Fish to sort himself out.
devoted their attention to the printed eopics of the
“ Herald” that were piled on the table. Fisher T. Fish
dragged himself painfully from amid the boxes. He had
been considerably shaken up, and he was not feeling happy.

Harry Wharton pointed to the door.

“ Clear off 1" he said.

“ Nope "

“ Light a fire in the grate,” said Harry.
burn all this rubbish!”

Fisher T. Fish gave a yell of wrath.

“T guess you're nat going to burn my copy !’

“Wrong ruess ! said Bob Cherry, ** We are "

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Fisher I. Fish made a desperate rush to save his valuable
literary productions. But he was unceremoniously seized
and hurled forth [rom the printing works. He sprawled on
the Janding, among the crowd of juniors who were grinning
into the box-rooni. But he was not daunted. He was not a
great fighting-man as a rule, but the tamest animal will
fight in defence of its cubs, and Fisher T. Tish was willing
to encounter any odds in defence of his literary productions.
He picked himself up and charged into the box-rocm again,
with his fists wildly waving.

“Clear off I roared Bob Cherry.

“1 guess I'm chief editor—I guess—

* Collar him 1"

The juniors closed upon the infuriated Fish, and ecollared
him, and whirled him over.

Johnny Bull picked up a can of printer's ink, and swamped
it over his face. Fisher T. Fish was suddenly transformed
into a nigger of the deepest dye. Johnny Bull rubbed the
printer’s ink liberally into his hair, and down his neck, and
then he was slung out of the box-room once more,

There was a surging away of the juniors on the landing
to avoid him. Fisher T. Fish was not a nice object to touch
in his present state,

They

“We've got to

v
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* Now, clear off I"" yelled Bob.
you coma back !

¢ Grooh!"

“¥la, ha, ha!"

“ Grooh! 1 guess—ow—yah—grooocogh !

And Fisher T. Fish finally disuppeares, followed by howls
of laughter from the juniors.

“ You'll get some more if

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Fish's Enterprise Ends in Smoke!
HERE were piles of the newly-printed spurious second
number on the table.
The exasperated handled
nioniously.

Wharton glanced over the copy, and sniffed with indigna-
tion. Fisher T. Fish had written it all himself, in his best
style, and he had not spared his rival editors. In his lead-
ing article Fish had explained the situation :

Y Qwing to the crass stupidity of the mugwumps formerly
assceiated in this undertaking, the management is now
entirely in American hands.  This will ensure brilliunt
literary work, and the editorial notes, being  written by
F. T. Tish, will be the last word in_journalistic ability.
Readers are invited to make comparisons between the splendid
contributions in this number of the * Greyfriars Herald,” and
the piffle published in the first number by a set of juys.”

“ ook at the Dblessed serial!” grunted Johnny TDull
¢ Deadwood Bill, the Boy Burglar, or the Red Road-Raiders
of the Hockies."”

““ Ha, ha, ha!l”

“ Shove 'emn into the grate!” said Wharton.
got a mateh?”

Nugent had a match, and the literary productions of Fisher
Tarleton Fish were soon ablaze.

Number after number was crammed into the grate, and the
blaze of the burning edition roared up the chimney.

The fire was fed fast with the numbers turned ofl the
muachine with so much labour by Fisher T\ Fish.

As the fire-grate in the box-room was scldom or never used,
the chimney was not in a state to stand a conflagrution of
that sort; it had not been swept for dog's ages, as Fisher T.
Fish would have expressed it.

As the blaze of the burning papers roared up the chimney
it was echoed by a hollow roar above, and lumps of smoulder-
ing soot dropped into the grate.

“ Mallo, hallo, hallo!" exclaimed Bob Cherry, in dismay.
“ That sounds as though the chimney had caught!”

“ Oh, crumbs!”

“ Hla, ha, ha!" roared Bolsover major. ‘' You've set the
chimney on lire. You'll have the Iouse on fire next! Ha,
ha, hat

“ You silly cuckoo—there's nothing to cackle at

But Bolsover evidently thought differently. He roared.

“Oh, my hat!" said Wharton. * Drag the blessed papers
out and stamp 'em out! There'll be a row if the chimney
catches!"”

The unfortunate editors, who had perhaps been a little too
hasty in the work of destruction, hurried to drag the pile of
burning copics from the grate. Dob Cherry hacked them out
with the poker, and Johnny Bull with the tongs. They fell in
the grate and on the floor, and the juniors stamped them out
hurriedly. Thick smoke filled the room in a very few seconds,
and the juniors laboured at the work of extinguishing the
{;urni}r:g papers, with smarting eyes and nostrils, panting for

reath.

Nane of the feilows outside the room offered to help. They
were roaring with laughter, evidently considering the whole
matter as a comedy designed fom their special amusement.

Thick volumes of acrid smoke rolled out of the box-room,
and the juniors outside coughed as well as laughed, and
sniffed and snorted.

The burning papers were stamped out at last, but the hollow
roar in the ehimney continued. By this time Iarry Wharton
& Co. lnoked like firemen who had been through some par-
ticularly rough experiences in a very bad fire. Their faces
and hands and cu}fs and collars were blackened, their hair
was wild and dishevelled, their eyes were smarting, and they
were gasping for breath. Bob Cherry dragged the window
open to let the smoke escape—a happy thought, though a
littlo late. But the keen wind rushed in, and drove the
smoke in a heavy volume out of the door, and enveloped the
juniors there in it, and drove them downstairs coughing and
snorting and sneezing.

“ Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob, rubbing his eyes.
have been an ass to burn those rotten papers, Wharton

“Why, you suggested it, you fathead

“The chimney’s on fire," said Johnny Bull.

“ Perhaps it'll go out soon!” said Wharton hopefully.

““And perhaps we shall have Quelchy and a whole family
of prefects up iﬁ}m before that " Johnny Bull growled.
¢ “}Oh, T'll pulverise that howling idiot Fishy—it's all his
auls !
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“ The faultfulness of the esteemed Fish is terrific.”

“Oh, my eyes!”

“* Hallo, hallo, hallo, here comes Loder!
works!"”

Loder, the prefect, the bully of the Sixth, strode into the

x-room, sniffing.

“What does this mean?”’ the prefect roared.

“(Can't you see?” said Wharton tartly. * We've been
burning some rubbish, and the chimney's caught!”

“You young rascals—"'

*Oh, rats!”

The juniors' tempers had suffered, naturally, and they were
not disposed to stand Gerald Loder’s bullying, prefect as ho
was. Loder had a eane in his hand, and he was only waiting
for an excuse to use it. Loder of the Sixth had a special
“down " on the Famous Five of the Lower Fourth.

Whack, whack, whack!

“Yarooh! Oh—oh! Ow!

Loder distributed the lashes with great impartiality en all
sides. Idut the Removites were not in a mood to stand it
Prefects had a right to cane them, but Loder was thrashing
them recklessly, and they did not mean to have it.  Bob
Cherry caught at the cane, and snatched it away, and tossed
it out of the window. Loder, with an exclamation of fury,
seized him by tho collar and boxed his ears. That was the
signal for the rest.  With one accord they rushed upon Loder,
and rolled him over.

Gerald Loder roared as he rolled in the half-burnt, smoky,
charred reraains of the second number of the ** Greyfriars
Herald.”

In a few seconds Loder and his clothes were smothered with
soot and blacks, and he was almost in as deplorable a con-
dition as the juniors themselves.

“You—you young scoundrels!” roared Toder. “ Ow!
Leggo! 1llelp! You young villains! I'll have you expelled
for this! I'll get you flogged! Ow, ow! Legro!"

He tore himself away ut last, and sprang to lus feet, clench-
ingr his fists. But the exasperated juniors rushed at him, and
Loder dodged out of the box-room and fairly ran.

“ After him!” roared Bob Cherry exeitediy.

But Harry Wharton caught his excited chum by the arm
and dragged him back.

“'Nuff's as good as a feast!” he gasped. * We've done
enough already to get a fearful licking all round, when Loder
reports us.”

“3Woell, the rotter deserved it all—''

“ We'd better go and clean ourselves up!”' groaned Nugent.
“Wo shall be called before Quelehy for this—and we can't
go in this state. Quelchy would think that we'd been dis-
orderly or something if he saw us like this.”

“ Ma, ha! 1 think he would!”

“The blessed chimney's gone out,” said Bob.
do better than do the same.”

And they did.

But they were not destined to escape the cyes of their
Form-master. Wingate of the Sixth came hurrying alon
the Remove passage as they came downstairs. Loder ]mﬁ
ovidently made his report, and the head prefect was coming
for them. Wingate stopped in utter amazement at the sight
of the sooty, smoky juniors.

“ Why, what—what—"" he stuttered. * Ha, ha, ha! Oh,
my hat! Ha, ha, ha!”

He burst into a roar of laughter.

Five smoke-blackened faces looked at him grimly.

Now for the fire-

“YWe can't

“ Oh, crumbs!” gasped Wingate. “You young asses!
You frabjous duaffers! Lader’s reported you for sptting a
chimney on fire, and assaulting him. You're to comt to Mr.

Queleh at once.”

“1—T say, we can’t come in this state!"” said Bob Cherry.

“ Lot's go and get a wash first,” urged Wharton.

Wingato shook ghis head.

¥ Impossible! Mr. Quelch has sent me to fetch you."”

¢ But—but, [ say '

“ The butfulness is terrifie!”

“ Como on!" said Wingate,

There was no help for it. Crowds of yelling fellows
gathered to see them as they marched off at the prefect’s heola
towards Mr. Queleh’s study. Chuckles and loud lavghter
greeted them on all sides.

With faces crimson under the soot and smoke and blacks,
the juniors followed the captain of Greyfriars into Mr.
Queleh’s study. Wingate was doing his best to be grave,
but he was not succeeding very well.

“ Here they are, sir,” he said. “ Ha, ha, ha!
I've brought them, sir. They're a little dirty.”
. Mr. Quelch jumped up as the five grimy juniors marched
in.

“ Bless my soul!” he exclaimed. * What—what docs this
mean "

I—I mean

A 8plandid Compleote Tale of Harry
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‘ Ahem! You sce, sic—"

“This is—is disgraceful!” gasped Mr. Quelch,  “ Loder
has reported you to me. You have sct a chimney on fire.”

* It was an aceident, sir; and it’s gone out,” said Wharton
meckly.

* ¥You have assaulted a prefect.”

* Oh, no, sir!”

S What! Do you deny Loder's statement that you seized
him and rolled him on the floor among burnt papers and
rubbish#’ exclaimed Mr. Quelch sternly. “ Loder came here
m a most revolting state ™

* Ye-c-es, si. We—we didn't assault him exactly, sir.
We know better than to assault a prefect,” said Nugoent.

“ Then what did you do?”

“ We just collared him and rolled him on the floor, sir.”

“ Nugent "

“But we didn’t mean to assault him, sir. That would
have been wrong,” said Nugent, with a shake of the head.

* I shall cane you, and you will take two hundred lines
each,” said Mr. Quelch. “ Also, you are forbidden to gather
in the box-rcom again for any reason whatever,”

“Oh, sir!” exelaimed Wharton, in dismay. “It's our
printing-office, sir.”’

" You heard what 1 said, Wharton.”

* Yes, sir; but—"

“Enough! Hold out your hand!”

Mr. Quelch was not to be argued with. The Famous Five
were caned in turn, and dismissed from the Remove-master’s
study—then ~went- out squeerzing their hands and blinking
peinfully threugh the grime on their faces.

“Well, this is a go!” groaned Bob Cherry. * The
printing-office of the * Greyfriars Herald ' will have to be
vlosed till further orders.”

“Ow, ow! I didn't know Quelchy was such a  giddy
athlete I mombled Johnny Bull. * All for relling a beast
like Loder in the soot! Ow!”

* All Fishy's fault!” growled Wharton., “ Let's look for
Fish and slanghter him P’

" Good egg !

And they hunted for Fish. But Fisher T. Fish was locked
up in a bath-roon, serubbing printer’s-ink from his face and
hair, and it was a couple of hours belore he showed himself
ugnin,

(S—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
_ 'Removed to New Premigses!
ISFORTUNE had fallen upon the Greyfriars editors.
Mr. Queleh’s edict had the effect of evieting a
prosperous printing firm from their works, and the
o (}rv{fri:i.rs Herald 7 cditorial staff had nowhere to
lay its weary head, so to speak.

The Remove-master was quite right from his point of
view. He had closed the box-room to the enterprise of the
Famous Five. But it was evidently necessary to have a
printing works and an editorial office, if the paper was to be
produced at all; and the staff turned the matter over very
seriously in their minds.

Fisher T. Fish chortled when he heard the news.

He had been booted out of the editorial staff, and the
cditorial staff had been booted out of the editorial office:
and the Yankce schoolboy regarded that as a sort of poetical
Justice,

But Harry Wharton & Co. were worried.

None of the Remove studics could be considered large
cnough for a printing installation, even on the modest scale
of the ** Greyfriurs Ilerald ™ outfit.

* We shall have to do the printing in the Rag,” said Bob
Cherry.

" Wa ran never get the Rag to ourselves,” said Wharton,
with a shake of the head. ** All the fellows use the Rag, you
know.”

" We could boot them out.”

Wharton laughed,

“We couldn’t boot out a whole Form,” he said. ** There
are only five of us, and if the other contributors back us up,
that's less than half the Form. And the Fourth, and the
Shell, and the Fifth use the Rug.”

“ Well, where else are we going to do the printing?”

* Blessed of I know!”

* Then we shall have to try the Rag.”

And that had to be decided upon. The Rag was a large
room, and there was plenty of aceommaodation for a printing
plant ten times as large as that of the ** Greyfriars Herald.”
The diffieulty was, that all the fellows had a right to use the
Rag. The Sixth generally had their mectings in the senior
common-room, or the prefeets’ room; and the Fifth did not
uze the Rag much, but all the junior mectings were held
there. Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth met there
regularly every Thursday evening for a debate, being the
leading  lights of the Fourth Form Debating  Socicty.

Tue Macxer Lienary.—No. 306,

"“THE GEM "’ LIBRARY,
Every Wednesday.

Cur Gompanion Papers.

NOW ON
SALE.

Hobson & Co. of the Shell met there in football committes
once . week. Even the fags of the Third held mectings in
the Rag, sometimes having a * spread ' there. The editors
of the ** Greyfriars Herald ”’ were not likely, therefore, to
have the Rag to themsclves, if they estublished their
editorial office and printing works there.

But there was nothing else to be done.

The most enthusiastic member of the staffl did not relish
the idea of having the printing-machine in his study, and the
Rag was the only alternative,

S0 on the day following the misadventure in the box-
room the juniors, after morning school, brought dewn their
machine, and their cases of type, and cans of ink, and other
appurtenances,

They were all bestowed in the Rag, ready to be set up for
35(-. as soon as the juniors were finished with lessons for the

ay.

Fisher T. Fish was looking very crusty that day.

He had been solemnly warned that he would be bumped
without mcerey if he was found near the printing-machine
aguain. He had simply yelled with rage, and exploded into
uﬁ kinds of weird American remarks, when he learned the
fate of his doomed sccond number of the * Herald” He
announced his fixed intention of being ** on " in the editin
of the great Christmas Double Number, and the riva
editors  announced their equally  fixed determination  of
slanghtering him if he bothered them any more,

Fisher T. Fish ehuckled when he learned that the printing-
press had been established in the Rag.  Alone and unaided,
he could not have interrupted the work of the editorial staff;
but he thought he saw his way clear to make them repent
themselves for having pushed him  off the staff, as he
expressed it

After lessons that day the editors snatched a hurried tea
in No. 1 Study, and then procceded to the Rag for business.

They were soon in their shirt-sleeves, sctting up type,
oiling the machine, finishing their literary work at the table
—aus busy as beavers.

While they were labonring away, very busy and consider-
ably inky, Fisher T. Fish came in.  Bolsover major and
Skinner and Stott, Snoop and Trevor, and several other
fellows, eame in with him.  They were all eager contributors
whose contributions had  been  declined, with  or without
thanks, by the editor. As a natural result, they were not
feeling specially amiable towards the editorial stafl,

* I guess we're ready,” Fisher T. Fish remarked.

Wharton looked up from the type-case where he was
waorking,

“ Hallo! What do you want?” he asked.

“We've all going to help, I guess,” said Fisher T. TFish
airily. * I've taken these chips on to my staff.”

“ Well, you cheeky ass!”

‘“ As chief editor, I've a right to engage as many sub-
editors as I like,” Fish explained. ** These chaps are all
sub-editors. See? Got that?”

* Oh, buzz off "

“ Fish is going to put in my ‘ Wounded Brigand,’”” said
Bolsover major. I recognise Fishy's rights as chief
editor.”

** Bure, and he’s going to publish my * Banshee of Bally-
onion,” ' said Micky Desmond. ** Fishy is a first-rate editor
intirely 1"

‘ He's putting in my ‘ Ode to a Dying Swan,’ ” said Peter
Todd. ** Under the circumstances, I admit Fishy's rights s
chief editor, and consider all you chups as outsiders!”

‘* Hear, hear!” chorussed Bolsover and company.

Harry Wharton snorted. » .

“ You ¢an go and bury your ‘ Dying S8wan ' along with Bol-
sover's * Wounded Brigand,” Todd,” he said. “ And you
can shove in the * Bans?m- of Ballyonion,” and Alonza’s story
oi remorse and crime. And then vou can go and eat coke.”

* We're waiting,” said Bolsover major.

“ Waiting for what—a thick car?”’

“That printing-machine.”

“We're ready to dis. the type,” said Fisher T. Fish.
“ Don't trouble to set any more up; it’s all got to be dissed
again.

o Look here, you clear out of the editorial office I" exclaimed
Wharton wrathfully, * If you don’t travel, you'll be shoved
out.”

Bolsover major pushed back his euffs,

i 18 TI'd like to see anybody shove me-out!” he said trucu-
ently.

“ Back up, all members of the staff 17 said Wharton, as Fish
& Co. advanced. with evident intention of taking possession
of the printing plant by force.

There were a good many contributors at work at the large
table in the Rag. Tom Brown of New Zealand, and Ogilvy,
and Morgan, and Penfold, and Mark Linley, lined up with
the FFamous Five.

*
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Mr. Quelch was standing by his study table, in a magisterial attitude, with a magisterial frown upon his face,

when Bob Cherry and Harry Wharton were marched in.
(See Chapter 13.)

time!"

“ Here he is, sir!" said Loder. * We caught him in

% Now, are vou going to hand over our printing-press?”’

“ We'll give you one minute to clear off before we hand
over the thick cars!” growled Johnny Bull

* Charge!” shouted Fish.

Like a prudent general,
issued that fiery command.

But Bolsover major, who had heaps of pluck, led the charge,
and in a moment there was a terrific combat raging in the
Rag.

““Pile on ‘em! rvoared Fish. ** Give em socks! Give
*em a lambasting! Pile in, my giddy antelopes, and pulverise
the jays!”

But as it happened, the odds were slightly on Wharton's
side, and the Famous Five were better fighting-men than the
other fellows. The charge of Bolsover & Co. was stopped,
and they were hurled back, and Harry Wharton & Co. fol-
lowed them up hotly. Skinner backed into Fisher T. Fish
hurriedly, and they rolled over together, and they were seized
and hurled out into the passage.  Bob Cherry and Johnny
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Bull grasped Bolsover major, and the burly Removite was
swung off his feet, and hurled headlong out after Fish and
Skinner. Then the smaller fry broke and ran, pursued by the
victorious stafl half-way down the passage.

“ Hurray for us!” shouted Bob Cherry, as the staff returned
to the Rag, flushed and breathless and victorious.

“Pile in!" said Harry Wharton,

And the somewhat dusty stafl of the * Greyfrinrs Herald ™
siled in, and the famous Christmas Number grew under their
susy hands,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Lively Debate!
EMPLE of the Fourth came into the Rag about half an
hour later.
Fish & Co. had apparently been chased away for
good; at all events, they had not retwined to try con
clusions again. Harry Wharton & Co. had hoped that they

A Bplendid Complcte Tale of Harry
Wharton & Co, Order Eariyl
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were 1o be left in peace to finish their editorial work, They
looked rather suspiciously at Temple, the captain of the
Fourth, as he came in. Temple was followed by Fry, Scolt,
Dabney, and iive or six more members of the Fourth Form
at Greyfrars.

* Hallo, halln, hallo!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. * What do
you kids want?”

*' It's Thursday evening,” Temple explained.

“¥es; I can see that on the calendar. Thanks for the in-
formation, all the same. Do you know any more things like
that?"" asked Bob {mlitely.

Temple frowned majesically.  A: captain of the Upper
Fourth, ho cultivated a superior manner towards mere Lower
Fourth-Formers, and affected to regard the Remove as mere
fags—a superior attitude which sometimes led to trouble.

I suppose you know that our debating society meets on
Thursday evenings?’ he said loftily.

" Weekly, you know,” said Fry.

*“ Oh, erumbs! Better make it fortnightly,” said IHarry
Wharton. ** We can't be worried with your blessed debates
while we're at work.”

** Rather not.”

** The rather-notfulness is terrific, my worthy and ludicrous
Temple.”

The captain of the Fourth sniffed. As chairman of the
debating society, naturally he regarded a debate as a much
more important matter than any number, Christmas or other-
wize, of a Remove Form paper.

"1 was just wondering whether we could stand you here
while we're holding our debate,” he said. ‘' If you're very
quict, we'll try to stand it; but don't talk. If you interrupt
us .in any way, vou'll have to mo.”

Whercupon the staff of the ' Greyfriars Herald ™ looked at
Temple as though they would cat him.

* We shall want that table,”’ said Fry.

* Oh, rather!” chimed in Dabney.

" You can't have it, you know,” said Mark Linley politely.
You see, we're writing out our articles en it.”

“Can’t be helped. A debating society must have a table.”

“ Couldn’t you go and debate somewhere else?” asked
Wharton. “In the bike shed, or the wood shed for
instance?"

** Ha, ha, ha!"’

“ 1 decline to answer impertinent remarks from a fag!”
sai{ﬂ Temple loftily.  *“I1 must repeat that we want that
table.”

“ Then T must repeat that you can go and eat coke.”

** And plenty of it,”” said Nugent.

Temple looked at his followers, and then at the Removites.
He was greatly inclined to committ assault and battery upon
the spot, and eject the schoalboy cditors and their printing-
press and all their works violently into the passage. But he
reflected in time that that was a device that might work in
reverse order; and, besides, the Fourth-Formers had come
there for a debate, not for a scrapping. So Temple choked
down his wrath and remained polite and urbane.

“ We'll eplit the difference,” he said. ““It's a_big table.
Yndu”kwls can have one end, and we'll meet round the other
end.

“Well, that’s fair cnough.” said Wharton, willing to ae-
copt the olive-branch, so to speak, and keep the peace. ** But
I hope you don’t want to talk. You see, we can't write while
you're talking.”

* And I don’t see how I can set up type with those chaps
chattering,” said Johnny Bull, who was working as a com-
positor. . :

“ Do you think we can debate without speaking?”
Temple,

* Well, couldn't you have a Quaker meeting for once, and
leave the debate till next week?” asked Frank Nugent.

* You—you ass 2

* Leave those fags alone.” said Fry.
Take your seat, Mr. Chairman.”

Temple took his scat.

The Removites went on with their work, and Temple, after
2 wrathful glare at them, opened the proceedings of the
Fourth Form Debating Society.

The subject proposed for debate was *“ On the Influence of
1he Public 8chocl System upon the National Life, and whether
the British Empire could possibly survive without the Public
School.” 3

Fry undertook to prove that it couldn’t; and Dabney, on
the other hand was of opinion that it could, though neces-
eazily in a erippled state. ' .

Needless to sav, Fry adduced that famous saying which the
Duke of Wellington uttered—or did not utter—-concernming
the cheerful assumpton that the Battle of Waterloo was wen
upon the playing-ficlds of Eton. : I )

“What did the Iron Duke say?” exclaimed Fry. *“ The
Battle of Waterloo——"
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“ My hat,” murmurcd Bob Cheriy, * Fry, I've heard that
before 17

Temple rapped the table.

“Don't you fags interrupi!” he exclaimed severcly.

Y Sorry ! said Bob politely.  “ Can you tell me a rhyme
for frabjous chump, Temple? I'm writing a poem about the
Fourth.”

Temple glared, but did not offer to provide a rhyme.

“The Battle of Waterloo was won on the playing-fields of
Fton,” said Fry firmly. *“ Of course, in saying that, the Duke
meant all the public schools, and not only Eton—which, after
all, isn't quite up to Greyfriars.”

* Hear, hear !

“ He meant that affairs were well managed by public
school men—that the Lraininess and initiative of our 01%(‘01'3,
the marvellous resource and adaptability of our generals, the
splendid and wideawake administration of our War Office are
aue to the public school men who fill all the posts.”

* Oh, my hat!” said Bob Cherry.

“ Bhut up!” roared Temple.

Fry went on elogquently.

Dabney replicd with equal

.clogquence.  He acknowledged that his friend Fry had put the
caso well. But he begged to submit that, even without tho

ﬁub]ic,schools, the British Empire would have a slight, per-
aps a very slight, chance of surviving. It was barcly pos-
sible that some other class of men could be found to ad-
nunister the War Office, for instance, almost as energetically
as it was administered now. It was possible that

“ 1 want some more ¢'s,” said Johnny Bull.
chaps been making Pi.e of
have some more ¢'s.’

““ Silence I

* Oh, go and cat coke!”

“ Look here——"

“ Rats! I want some more e's,” said Johnny Bull.

Wharton lent him a band at sorting out the type. More
e's were found, and Johnny Bull went on setting up. Dabney,
after a ferocious glare at the Removites, resumed his speech.
Bob Cherry rubbed his nose thoughtfully.

“ Any of you chaps know a rhyme for burbling?"* he asked,

“ Ha, ha, ha "

“I'm doing a poetic description of a junior debating
society,” Bob explained. n

‘““Are you poing to shut up?’ roared Temple, rapping
furiously on the table. ‘ Now go on, Dab, old man !

“ Oh, rather I’ said Dabney.

“Good egg!’ exclaimed Russell of the Remove at last,
lifting his head from his work. “I've finished this at Jlast.
I think the readers will like this story of Rugger footer,
}\l\’ixelf‘tunl. It will be specially interesting, as we play Soccer

ere.

“ Order !

“I'll read out the first bit,”’ said Russell. * You fellows
listen to this for a thrilling deseription.. *“Jack dashed up
the field, the ball in his hands. Forward after forward tried
to stop him, but 22

“Shut up !” roared the debating society with one voice.
3 “*But Jack dashed on. There was only the full-back to

eat—-—""

“Ring off ! Speak louder, Dab.”

“ ¢ Jack was tackled, and they rolled on the ground

Temple of the Fourth jumped up, rushed along the table,
and caught the splendid story of Rugger from Russell's hand,
and flung it across the room. Russell jumped up with a yell
of wrath, &

“You silly ass—-

“ Now, shut up—

“Why, I'lil-1'11—"

“Turn those Fourth-Form bounders out of the editorial
office ! exclaimed Bulstrode. “I've been making all sorts
of mistakes, with their chatter going on. I’'ve just written
down Waterloo instead of walnuts,”

“ Ha, ha, ha I

“You cheeky fags—"

“You silly magpies—-"

“¥ou'll get booted out—-"

“You'll get booted out—""

“ Look here——"

“ Look here id .

Debating society and editorial staff were equally exeited.
There was no pause from words to action, and the Fourth-
Form Decbating Society went whirling towards the door,
under a fierce rush from the editorial and literary staff of
the * Greviriars Herald.”

The important point, whether the British Empire could or
could not survive without the publie schools, was never
settled--at all events, by Temple, Dabney, & Co.

The Fourth-Formers put up a gallant fight, but they were
rushed out of the rag, and chased down the passage. The
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proccedings of the debating society had come to a sudden
termination.

“ Now, perhaps we can get some work done, now those
talkative burblers have eloared out,”” growled Johnny Bull.
“ Some silly ass has upset the forme. The blessed type's in
pic on the floor. Help me sort it out.”

“ All hands ! said Wharton.

And all hands started  dissing '’ the type, which bad been
upset in tho struggle with the Fourth-Form Debating
Society.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Coker's Little Game!
o~ USY —eh?”
Coker of the Fifth asked that question.
It wus half an hour since the departure of the
Fourth-Form Debating Society, and Harry Wharton
& Co. were making great progress with the Christmas
Number of the “ Greyfriars Herald.”

They were not pleased to sce Coker of the Fifth walk in,
with Potter and Green and Fitzgerald with hin,

Instinctively they knew that it meant trouble.

Coker of the Fifth had kindly offered to take on the
editing of the school paper when it was first started.  The
offer had been declined without thanks. Then he had
offered splendid literary contributions —which had also been
left on his hands. Then Coker had become wrathy, and
there had been trouble between the Fifth-1'ormers and the
editorial staff. And Horace Coker looked now as if he
meant mischief, as he stood with his hands in his pockets,
regarding the schoolboy editors and printers with a broad
grin.

“Yes, we're busy,” said Wharton shortly.

“And we don't want to be interrupted, as a matter of
fact,” Frank Nugent remarked pointedly.

Coker chuckled.

“ (ot leave to use the Rag for this rubbish ?" he asked.

¥ (Go and cat coke !”

“Well, -live and let live I suid Coker genially. *We
don’t mind you kids being here, so long as you don’t inter-
rupt us.”

Y Not at 41l said Potter airily.

! Bure, and not a bit intirely ! affirmed Fitzgerald.

“ Look here, what are you going to do here?” demanded
Wharton suspiciously,

“Only a little boxing matcli—half a dozen couples,” =aid
Coker calmly. “No need for you kids to get in our way,
you know. If you do, you'll get hurt, very likely; but, of
course, that’'s your own look-out.”

“Why can't you box in the gym.?”
Cherry.

Coker appeared to reflect.

“Why can't we box in the gym., Potter?"” he asked.

Potter shook his head.

“Why can't we box in the gym., Greeney !’ he asked.

Greene in turn shook his head with owl-like solemnity.

“Why can’t we box in the gym., Fitzeerald?”’ he asked.

“ Sure, and it's because we'fe going to box here!" said
Fitzgerald.

“ Look here, you can clear out!" exclaimed Wharton.
“You rotters, you've come here for a rag, and we're not
going to have it. We're busy !”

“The busyfulness is terrific, my worthy and ludicrous
friends.”

“Are we going to clear out?"” asked Coker, appealing to
his friends, in the same humorous strain,

“ Are we going to cleur out, Potter?”

“Are we going to clear out, Greene?"”

“ Are we going to clear out, Fitzgerald?™”

“No," said Fitzgerald; “we're not!”

“T1a, ha, ha!"

Other Fifth-Formers were dropping in by ones and twos
ngw. They were fully entitled to use the Rag if they wanted
to, though, as a rule, they were satisfied with the senior
common-room, where they were untroubled by the presence
of mere juniors. But just now they had special reasons for
being in the Rag. Coker had evidently organised the raid.

There had been comic libels on the Fifth in the first
number of the * Greyfriars Herald.” The TFifth had
smarted under them. Apparently they had made up their
minds that they would have a word or two to say in the
production of the second number. :

oker did not intend to interfere directly with the school-
boy printers. But the crowd of Fifth-Formers had brought
boxing-gloves with them, and they intended to have u
general boxing match. And the results of that, at close
quarters with the work of the editorial staff, could easily be
anticipated. >

The chums of the Remove exchanged uneasy glancdes.

They had dealt with the recaleitrant members of the
Romove, and- they had ecjected the Fourth-Form Debating
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Society, but it was not quite so easy to cject a dozen seniors.
Coker & Co. were in too great force to be tackled with awy
hope of success. . y

“Line up!” said Coker. ‘Now, my party's going to
charge your party, Potter. If we drive you right round tho
table, that counts one for us!”

“Right-ho ! grinned Potter.

“Pon't you come fooling
Johnny Bull.

“ Keep off, you Fifth-Form rotters !

“Clear out!”

“Go back to Colney Hatch!” 2Ly

The Fifth-Formers did not heed the angry and indig-
nant exclamations of the juniors. They lined up in two
ranks of six, and Coker's party charged Potter's division.
Potter's division gave way at once, and came whirling roun
the table. Coker's party scrambled over the table to get at
them, with direful results to literary cfforts and formes of
set-up type.

YGo it
kids !"

" Ha, ha, ha!™

“You rotters !
you out!”

#Oh, don't be rough with little boys!" implored Tlorace
Coker, with comic pathos, and his followers roared with
laughter.

“Line up!" shouted Wharton, *Kick them out!”

“Flay up, Remove!" bellowed Bob Cherry. .

The juniers played up gallantly. It was the only thing to
be done, as the seniors only too evidently intended to wreek
the whole show. The Removites had little chance in tha
unequal combat, but they did not mean to be ragged out of
their printing-office without a strugsle, )

Harry Wharton tackled Coker, and succecded in knocking

round this table!” roared

roared Coker. “Don't get in the way, you

roared Wlharton. © Get out, or we'll put

him flying with a left-hander right on the chin.  Coker
reared as he went down.

“0Oh! Yah! Collar the checky little beasts! Kick them
out !’

“Yock it to "em, Remove ! roared Bob Cherry.

Potter and Grecne seized him as he roared, and he was
carried, kicking and struggling, to the door, and hurled
bodily into the passage.

Bump !

And after Bob Cherry, one by one the unfortunate literary
and editorial members of the staff were hurled forth, and
there was a quick suceession of bumps and loud yells in the
passage outside the Rag.

And when the ejection was finished, Coker & Co. erowded
in the doorway, yelling with laughter, and chortling with
triumph.

The Removites scrambled up, and limped away. They
had no chance, and they did not want to try conclusions
with the Fifth a second time just then.

A roar of laughter from Coker & Co. followed them.

Work on the Christmas Number of the * Greyfriar
Herald " had been stopped for that evening, there was no
doubt about that; and there was equally no doubt that a new
printing-office would have to be found for the junior news.
paper. The Rag was a little too lively for editorial and
literary work.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Yery Funny!

Ll H, my hat!"
“ Ha, ha, ha!”
Temple, Dabney. & Co. stood before the

board in the hall and yelled with laughter.

There was a new notice an the board, in the handwriting of
Harry Wharton, the captain of the Remove.

It was that notice, apparently, that drew Homeric laughtet
from Temple, Dabney, & Co. of the Fourth Form.

The Famous Five came along the passage, while the Fourth-
Formers were indulging their merriment, and they looked
ai them in astonishment. There was nothing in the Remove
notice to excite risibility, so far as the Removites could see.
It was the list of the Remove eleven booked to play South
gate School on Saturday, when Inky’s old chum, Dhoola’y
Das, was to arrive with his team. Notices of the scniot
matches were always posted up on the board, and Harry
Wharton did not sce any reason why junior matches should
not be posted in the same way. He_did not sce anything
whatever to laugh at.

But Temple, Dabnoy, & Co.. evidently did. They had
spotted the notice when they came out after lessons that
Friday, and they had fastened on it at once. A whisper from
Temple to the others had sct them roaring, and they ronn]-g

notice

A 8plondid Complete Tale of Marry
Wharton & Co. Order Early!
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still louder-as they saw Harry Wharton & Co. staring at
them,

** Ha, ha, ha!”

“ O, this beats the band!” ejaculated Temple.

“ Oh, rather!” Dabney chuckled. 1

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo?" exclaimed Dob Cherry. *° What'’s
the little joke? I don’t see anything fumny in a footer list
myself, our name’s not there, Temple. It would be funny
if it were, of course.”

“ S0 you're playing Southgate?’ said Temple, with tears in
his eyes.

* Yes, to-morrow,’

‘At footer?”

“Yes, of course. You don't think we should be playing
them at cricket, I suppose, at this time of the year?”

“ Or at marbles or hop-scotch?’ growled Johnny Bull.

Temple, Dabney, & Co. yelled again, and the chums of the
Remove were utterly mystified.  Where the joke came in
was a mystery to them. But there evidently was a joke—
the mirth of the Fourth-Formers was genuine enough., There
were tears in Temple’s eyes, and Fry appeared on the point
of having a fit.

Dabney, in a shaking voiee, vead down the list of the

* said Wharton.
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cleven, amid breathless chuckles from the other Fourth-
Formers.

“ Bulstrode; Bull, Morgan; Brown, Todd, Cherry; Hurree
Singh, Nugent, Wharton, Penfold, Vernon-Bmith.”

“ Eleven of 'em?’ grinned Fry.

“ Ha, ha, ha!” b : »
* Did you expect us to be playing ten er twelve, you si
isses 17 :fsked \k}‘ilurtun. ¥ ¥

** Ha, ha, ha!”

“ 80 that's the giddy list?’ said Temple.

“ Yes, and I don’t see where the cackle comes in., We're
leaving Linley out as he's working on an exam. paper on
Saturday. Bui that's a good team—good cnough to whip the
Fourth Form out of its boots.”

“ Ever seen Southgate play?” chuckled Temple.

" No; never even heard of them till Wednesday,” said
Wharton. ** Inky's got a chum there, & chap named Bass or
Gas or something.”

* Dhoolah Das, my estecemed friend.” murmured the nabob.

* Well, I've seen ’em,”” said Temple blandly. ** T've got a
cousin at Southgate—he’s in the junior footer team.™

* What sort of game do they play—good?”’

* Oh, quite good!”

A

GOOD TURNS.—No. 23.

The good turn illustrated here shows how a Magnetite, while driving his father's trap, gave a lift to ar ¢ld farm hand,
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with a crash to the floor. Crash!

1 The cumhiliédré!i;:;ts_of_tﬁ Famous Five told at last. The barricade wa':i_ylcl'din g; Fisher T. Fish sho{r':;.ri_'on it '
in vainefrom the ioside, The pile of boxes swayed and staggered, and the topmost trunk slipped over and fell

Bang! Bump! (Ses Chapter 5.)

“Well, if they're 2 good team, and they lick us, we’ll iry
to stand it,”’ eaid Wharton. ‘“But I don't see wherc the
cackle comes in, all the same.”

“You will to-morrow,”,said Temple, and the Fourth-
Formers burst into another roar, and walked away, leaving
the Removites very much mystified.

“ T'm blessed if I get on to this,”’ said Bob Cherry. ‘ What
is there to cackle at in our playing Southgate at footer?”

** Nothing that I cun see.”

“Seems to me that the silly asses are off their silly
rockers!” growled Johnny Bul{ )

Wharton rubbed his nose thoughtfully.

“ I don’t quite understand it,"” he saxd. ‘“ If Temple's got
a cousin at Southgate, I suppose he knows something about
the place, and about their footer team. But I don’t see any-
thing funny in their team coming over here to play us. You
had an answer from them, Frank?"

“ Yes, that's all right,” said Nugenf. ‘' They'll be here
Lefore half-past two to-morrow.”

“ Good! I suppose as a junisr team they'll be p]:l.ying
fellows from the Fourth and the Shell, and Temple thinks
they’ll be too strong for us. We'll see.”

“We can beat the Fourth and the Shell here,”” said Bob
Cherry. " We always walk over Temple & Co. on the

Tue Maexer Lisrary,—No. 306.

footer-ground, and we've beaten the Shell. And we can do
as much for Southgate.”

‘* Of course.”

But the chums of the Remove were puzzled. Even if the
Southgaters were a particularly strong team, and likely to
administer a severe licking to the Greyfriars Remove, that
did not fully account for Temple & Co.’s great mierriment-on
the subject. : .

But Temple evidently did not intend to explain, and the
Removites were left in the dark as to where the joke came in.

But although Temple did not explain to the Remove, ap-
parently ho confided the sccret, whatever it was, to other
fellows. When Wharton came across Coker of the Fifth that
Friday evening, Coker hailed him with a broad grin.

T hear you're playing Southgate to-morrow?”’ he said.

“ Yes; what about it?"’

“ Never see them play—ch??

“ Never,” said Wharton,

“ Ha, ha, ha!’ roared Coker.

And he walked away laughing.

Wharton began to feel vaguely uncasy. ~ And, later om,
Hobson of the Shell tackled him on the subject. Ile tappey
Wharton on the shoulder in the passage.

“ Playing Southgate to-morrow, what?” he asked.
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* Yes!" Wharton snapped. He was getting tired of the
subject.

“ Rather a queer match—oh?"" said Hobson.

Wharton stared at him.

* Queer—why queer?”

‘ Ha, ha, ha" voared Hobson. * You'll see to-morrow, if
vou don't know now. Who arranged the giddy match?”

* Inky arranged it with another Indian chap who's at South-
rate.”’

“ Without asking any questions, I suppose?’ grinned the
Shell fellow.

“ Questions ! What questions should he have asked?”

* Oh, you'll see to-morrow!”

“ Look here, Hobson—""

But Hobson walked off, chuckling gleefully.

“71 don't quite like this,”” Wharton confided to his chums.
“ There scems to be something funny about our playing
Southgate, but I'm blessed if I can see it. Temple has been
welling his little joke all over the school, and :H] the fellows
are cackling about it, but they won’t say what the joke is.”

* Quite beyond me,” said Nugent.

“1 suppose they won't fail us at the last moment, or any-
thing of that kind?"" said Bob Cherry thoughtfully.

“ Impossible, my csteemcd Bob,”” said Inky promptly.
“ The relyfulness upon my worthy chum Dhoolah Das "is
terrifie.”

“There must be a joke somewhere,” said Vernon-Smith,
the Bounder of Grevfriars. * I've just been asked about 1t
by Potter of the Fifth. I thought he'd die of laughing when
I'told him Southgate were coming over here to play us.”

* But there’s nothing funny in that, is there!”

* Not that I can see.”

“Well, they'll be Lere to-morrow, and we shall aes,” re-
marked Tom Brown, the New Zealand junior. * I don't sce
the joko at all myself.”

But the other fellows, to whom Temple of the Fourth had
imparted his mysterious information, scemed to think that it
was very funny.

Quite a number of fellows in other Forms, who generally
affected not to know that there was such a thing at Grey-
friars as a Remove footer team, announced their intention of
putting off other engagements in order to see the Southgate
match.

But the sccret, whatever it was, was well kept; and the
Remove fellows could not get the slightest hint as to the
nature of the mysterious joke.

“ Oh, let 'em cackla ! said DBob Cherry that evening.
“We've got to see about the Christroes Number of the
‘Herald. Where are we going to stick the printing-press?
We can't leave it in the Raw.”

; ;; Might have it in your study?” Nugent suggested thought-
ully.

“ No room,"” said Bob blandly. * I was thinking that you
might have it in No. 1.”

“ Ahem! Johnny Bull might like it in No. 14.”

“ Couldn’t find room,” said Johany Bull promptly. * But,
s ‘v]!ﬂrt()l}. is chief editor, he would naturally like it in his
study.”

“Well, we can’t have it in the box-room, now Quelchy's
on the war-path,”” he said, * and we can’t get any work done
in the Rag. It will have to o into some study.”

“Toss up for it!" suggested Tom Brown.

“ 1 suppose that’s the only way!”

And that was done, and it fell to Johnny Bull. 8o the
printing-press and all its appurtenances were carried into
Study No. 14, which Johnny Bull shared with Fisher T.
Fish, the American junior. Fish was there when it was
brought in, And the schoolboy editors impressed upon him,
with direful warnings, that he would be slaughtered, scalped,
and boiled in oil if he ventured to lay a finger on the property
of the Remove Printing and Publishing Company.

“1 guess I'm the head of that company !” said Fisher T.
Fish.

“ Better bump him to start with.
“gimply as a warning !I”"

“Yes, that’s a good idea!”

“Hyer, I saw—I guess—ow, ow!”

Bump!

And the schoolboy editors left the study, leaving Fisher
T. Fish sitting on the floor, gasping for breath, and breath-
ing vengeance.

"

suguested Bob Cherry,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Loder Makes a Terrible Discovery!

= HERRY!"
C Loder of the 8ixth rapped out the name.
It was close upon bedtime, but Bob Cherry, who
had been working hard at his literary work for the
great Christmas number, was going out into the Close, to
Tur Macyer LiBrary.—No. 306.
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take a sprint in the open air to freshen himself up before
zoing to bed. Loder of the Sixth caught sight of him at the
door, and called to him.

‘“ Hallo, ballo, hallo!” said Bob, stopping and keeping a
wary eye on the bully of the Sixth. Ile knew that Loder had
not forgotten the incident in the box-room, as well as several
other rubs he had had with the Famous Five.

“ Where are you geing?” demanded Loder. “ You know
very well juniors are not allowed out of the house after
nine o'clock.”

“ 1'm going for a sprint round the Close; Wingate's given
me leave !

“ Rubbish I said Loder. ‘ Wingate's gone out!”

“ He gave mo leave before he went out, please, Loder,"
said Bob, with meck politeness.

a “ Rubbish ! I suppose you are going out for some mischief.
et in!"

“* Rats I"* said Bob, legs politely.

And he ran out.

Loder made a rush after him, and caught him by the
shoulder. There was a struggle at the bottom of the School
House steps, and then Bob tore himself away, and vanished
into the darkness.

Loder snapped his teeth. He had interfered with the
junior from shcer motives of bullying, and for no better
reason, He knew very well that Bob would not have told
him an untruth. He did not feel inclined, however, to chase
the elusive junior in the darkness of the Close, and he turned
back to the house—and as he did so, he caught sight of a
sheet of paper that lay on the steps, evidently dropped either
by himeself or by Bob Cherry in the momentary struggle.

He picked it up and glanced at it.

Then he gave a sudden start, and whistled.

“My hat! What on earth—"

He read the paper over again.

It was in Bob Cherry's sprawling handwriting, which Loder
knew well enough, having often imposed lines upon ob.
And it ran:

“ Dear Father,—Overwhelmed with debt, the result of my
own vice and folly, T have no resource left but to blow out
my brains. Evil companions have led me into gambling and
reckless folly, and now the end has come. I cannot face
exposure and disgrace. My last cein has gone to purchase
a revolver, with which I shall end a career of vice and folly.
This night, in the darkness, I shall perish in the gloomy
shadows of the Cloisters, and you will be rid of an ungrateful
and unworthy son. Father, forget me, and—"

There the writing ended.

Probably it had been continued on another sheet, but that
other sheet was still reposing in Bob Cherry’s pocket.

Loder stared at the sprawling writing, fraught with such
deadly meaning, with wide-open and startled eyes.

Was it possible ¥

Heo had always had his suspicions of the Famous Five.
Their conduct had always appeared to be open and honest,
frank and honourable—but to Loder, who was a past-master
in the art of hypoerisy, that only secemed an additional reason
for regarding them with suspicion.

More than onee he had tried to find out things to their
disadvantage—but he had always failed, simply because they
had nothing to conceal. .

But this letter ?

It could not be a jape, becanse Bob Cherry could not
poesibly have had any fore-knowledge of the fact that Loder
had been near the door when Bob was going out.

And the junior could not have written that terrible letter,
and put it into his pocket for nothing.

Tt was not written in the form of a letter to be posted,
cither, but simply serawled on a sheet of impot. paper, doubt-
less the first paper that had come to hand, in a junior study.

Incredible as it seemed, Loder could not doubt it.

The wretched junior was all that he had ever suspected at
his most suspicious moments, and worse—the Famous Five
were * evil companione ' who had led him into vice and crime
and debt—what an exposure for Harry Wharton & Co., when
the last despairing letter of Bob Cherry was made public!

Loder grinned at the idea.

But he quickly ceased to grin—after all, he was humane—
and a junjor's life was trembling in the balance. The
wretched vietim of his own folly had gone to the Cloisters
to blow his brains out—with the revolver purchased with his
last coin.

Loder felt that he must act quickly.

To save Bob Cherry's life was his first duty—and then to
expose his evil companions who had led the hapless junior
to that rash step. Loder himself was a decidedly evil com-
panion for anybody, but he did not stop to think of that
just then. Ile was going to see justice done. It was quite a
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now].’s(‘ne:ntion for Gerald Loder to feel that he was doing
good.

e ran into the house, and dashed breathlessly into Mr.
Quelch's study, without stopping to knock at the door.

The Remove-master started up, regarding him in astonish-
ment.

“*Loder! What is the matter?”

“There’s not a moment to lose, sir—look at that letter 1"

Mr. Queleh tool the letter and glaneed at it

“ What does this mean?” he exclaimed. ** Is it a joke?”

“A joke! The wretched kid's life is in danger, sir! He
has just gone out of the house I” exclaimed Loder. T tried
to stop him, but he dodged away and ran, and dropped this
letter. He had it written to be found upon his body, of
conrse 1"

“* Impoasible I

Tt is exactly as I say, sir, and if time is lost, it may be
too late r

“ T cannot believe that Cherry is so foolish a boy. T am
sure also that he is one of the most honourable and upright
boys in the school I

“ Don't you know his handwriting, sir

“Yes, certainly—but it must be some foolish joke!
haps he dropped it on purpose for you to find, Loder.”

* Impossible, sir! IHe did not know that I should stop
him as he left the house.”

“Well, no; I suppose not!”

““ And I may say, sir, that I have for a long time suspected
Wharton and his friends of not being above suspicion—"'

“ You have sometimes brought accusations against them,
Loder, which have been disproved,” said Mr. Quelch fartly.

“If you will not take steps in this matter, sir, I must go
to the Head !” said Loder, with equal tartness. * That boy’s
life is in danger !"”

T shall certainly sce to the matter, and if it turns out to
be a joke, Cherry shall be punished for writing this nonsense,
You say he has gone out?”

“Yes; he ran out, though T told him to stop

“Then we must look for him in the Cloisters. Get a lan-
tern, Loder, and take a couple of the prefects with you, and
find him as quié¢kly as you can. There is a bare chance that
this letter was written seriously, of course.”

“ 1 am certain of it, sir!”

“Then lose no time !

“Very well, sir!”

Loder left the study—somewhat disappointed that the
Torm-master did not join with him in a breathless chase
after Bob Cherry. But he called Wallter and Carne, and
they hurried into the Close, armed with bike lanterns.

Mr. Queleh remained in his study, looking and feeling
very annoyed and uneasy. He read the letter through again,
and frowned over it.

“ I must be some foolish joke!” he muttered. Tt s
impossible—impossible!  Yet—if it should be true—the
foolish boy——"

He stepped anxiously to the window, and looked out into
the shadows of the Close.

The light of the bike lanterns gleamed through the darkness
under the leafless old trees, as the prefects scarched for the
supposed intended suicide.

Mr. Quelch waited anxiously.

P

Per-

r

THE TWELFTR CHAPTER.
Saving Bob Cherry's Life!

OB CHERRY was sprinting cheerfully round the Close,

B in the keen fresh air of the winter night, when he

caught sight of the bike lanterns gleaming in the
darkness.

He paused, and whistled softly.

The light in the distance showed him Leder and Carne and
Walker, thé bullies of the Sixth; and it was only too
evident that they were searching for somebody, and that that
eomebody was himself.

“My hat!” murmured Bob. ‘ Loder must be awfully
ratty, to take all that trouble. Well, he’s not going to catch
me. I'll dodge into the Cloisters !

The old Cloisters of Greyfriars were a secluded spot, very
lonely and dark of a night ; and Bob felt that the seniors were
not likely to look for him there.  Of the real reason why
Loder was hunting for him he had no idea. He simply
supposed that the bullies of the Sixth were going to rag him
—and if they eaught him in the Close far from his chums, it
was probable that the ragging would be a severe one. So
Bob} plunged into the darkness of the Cloisters to keep clear
of them.

“ Cherry! Where are you, Cherry?”

It wus Loder who was calling.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Don't you wish you knew, you rotter?’ he murmured.

The light gleamed closer at hand. Bob Cherry took cover
behind a stone column, and watched the searchers. To his
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dismay he discovered that they were coming dircetly towards
tho Cloisters, just as if they knew he was there.

The three seniors came under the old stone arches, flashing
their bike lanterns to and fro in the decp gloom.

“ He must be here somewhere,” said Loder.

“ How the dickens does he know that?' murmured Bob.

Ie backed away silently among the old stone arches.

A stone clinked under his boot, and Loder uttered a shout,

*“ There he 151"

The three seniors rushed in the direction of the sound.

Bob promptly ran.

I The light gleamed on him as he ran, and Loder shouted to
Lim

“ Cherry—Cherry! Stop!

“Rats !’ murmured Bob.

And he fled throggh the Cloisters.

After him the three Sixth-Formers came pelting in hot
haste. They shouted to him to stop, but naturally enough
Bob did not heed. He dodged and twisted ameng the old
stone urches, and doubled back and gained the Close, with
the :ai:niurs hot on the trail. He sped across the Close at top
speed.

Loder put on a desperate spurt, and overtook him halfway
to the School House. His hand fell upon Bob's shoulder in
a firm grasp, and closed there, and dragged him back.

“{zot him!' he panted.

“ Legzo ! roared Bob.

“Tve got you—-""

Bob strugoled violently. Loder dropped his lantern and
grasped him with both hands.  Carne and Walker came
panting up. =

“ He's safe enough! ' gasped Loder. *“ We were in time.
Keep quiet, Cherry, you young fool—you’ll be glad some day
that we found vou in time.”

Bob left off wriggling in his amazement at this remark, and
stared at Loder.

“TIn time for what?’ he demanded.

“You know very well.”

“It's not bedtime yet,” said Bob.
time for hed, anyway.”

“ You know very well what I mean!"" said Loder darkly.
“Come along!"

“ Where?” demanded Bob.

“To Mr. Quelch.”

“Oh, I don't mind going to Mr. Quelch!” said Bob. *I
thought it was a ragging!”

“ Botter take the pistol away from him first,” said Carne.

Baob gave a yell of surprise.

“The pistol! What pistol?”

“The revolver,” said Loder.

* Revolver!” said Bob dazedly. * Are you off your silly
rocker? What on earth makes you think I've got a revolver?
Have you been reading some of Fishy's papers about Dead-
wood Dick and Blood-Stained Bill, and got it on the brain?”

“ SQearch him for it,”" said Walker. * It will be safer out
of his hands!”

“ Look here——"" gasped Bob.

But in spite of his struggles, Loder ran his hands through
his pockets. But no revolver, or any other deadly weapon,
was discovered.

“ He must have chucked it away in the Cloisters,” said
Loder. “ He could easily have done that while we were
chasing him.”

“] never had any giddy revolver, you silly asses!”’ roared
Bob Cherry. ** What on ecarth do you think I had a silly
revolver for?”’

“To blow your brains out,”” said Loder severcly.

Bob's jaw dropped. He began to have serious doubts about
Loder’s sanity.

“B.lblow my b-l-brains out!” he stamnfered.
potty? I—I say, Loder, have you been drinking?”

“Bring him along "' said Loder.

“ But I say, what do you mean?' gasped Bob.
silly ass been telling you that I had a revolver?”

* You know very well that you had a revelver,” said Loder
sternly. *“ You went to the Cloisters to commit suicide !I”

* 0Oh, erumba!”

“ Owing to the difficulties you have got into through the
bad example of Wharton and the others,” said Loder. *' You
will probably be sent home to your father. Wharton and
tho rest will be expelled, and Greyfriars will be well rid
of them. I have always suspeeted them of being a gang of
voung scoundrels, and now it is proved!”
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Bob simply stuttered with amazement.

“ Mad!" he cjaculated. °‘Quite mad! He can't be merely
drunk, 'to talk like that—he’s stark, staring, raving dotty, and

tty !’

“You'll be glad some day that we found vou in time!”
said Loder.. “ I've saved your life. But you'll be punished
all the same, you wicked young rascal!” ’

“Oh, my only hat!”

“Mind he doesn't get away, you chaps!”

“ Yes, rather!” said Walker. “ We've got him

The three seniors, each with a firm grip upon Bob Cherry,
were marching him towards the School House. They were
taking the most elaborate eare that he did not get away to
carry out his rash deed. As they marched him into the House
Harry Wharton caught sight of them, and ran up.

“ What's the matter, Bob?" he asked.

"

“1 don't know, excepting that Leoder and Carne and .

Walker have gone mad,” said Bob. ‘“They're taking me to
Mr. Quelch for some mad reason—not being a lunatic myself,
I don't understand what the little game 15"

“ ¥ou'd bettpr come, too, Wharton,” said Loder.
implicated in this."”

*In—in what?”

“In Cherry's intended suicide, owing to the debts and
difficulties you have got him into by your rascally conduct,”
said Loder sternly.

Wharton almost fell down.

* Tollow me !" said Loder. )

. And he marched off with Bob Cherry to Mr. Quelch's study,
and Harry Wharton, gasping with amazement, followed.

“You'rp

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not Guilty!

R. QUELCH was standing by his study table in a
M magisterial attitude, with a magisterial frown upon
his face, whei Bob Cherry was marched in.

“ Here he ia, sir,” said Loder. * We caught him
He tried to dodge away from us in the Cloisters,

in time.
but we ran him down!

“You actually found him in the Cloisters?" asked the
Remove-master,

“ Yes, sir.”

“ And he tried to avoid you?"

* He ran as hard as he could, sir!"

Mr. Queleh’s frown deepened. It began to look as if the
tragic letter was quite serious, after all, and in that caso
Gerald Loder had- cortainly performed a very important sor-
vice—he had saved Bob Cherry's life!

“ Cherry, this is a very serious matter!” said Mr. Quelch,
resting his hand on the letter on the table. ** 1 want you to
tell me the whole truth, my boy!”

“1 shouldn't tell you anything else, sir, I hope,”" said Bob,
in wonder.

“I hope not, Cherry.
Cloisters?”

“1 dodged there, sir, because I saw Loder after me!"”

“Why did you try to escape!”

“To get away from Loder, sir.”

“ But why should you wish to get away from a prefect
who was seeking you according to instructions given by a
master?”’

Bob stared.

“1 didn’t know you wanted to see me, sir. I thought it
was a rag, and I didn't want Loder to nail me in the.Close !

* Do you mean to say that you suspected a prefect of desir-
ing to rag you, Cherry?” said the Remove-master sternly.

Bob was a little uncomfortable. He did not want to sneak
about Loder and Loder's little ways; but since Loder had
marched him into Mr. Quelch's presence to explain, he had
to explain.

“ Yes, sir,’” he said.

** Surely, Loder, it is not possible that you ever so far
forget your dignity as a prefect, as to rag the juniors?”’
exclaimed Mr. Quelch. .

“ Certainly not, sir! Cherry is not speaking truthfully.”

“ Why, you rotter!”” exclaimed Bob, in hot wrath.

Mr. Quelch raised his hand. .

“ Silence, Cherry——"" X . )

“ He's no right to call me a liar, sir,”” said Bob.

“ T hope yeu are speaking truthfully, Cherry. Did you find
a revolver or any other weapon on him, Loder?” .

“No, sir; ho must have thrown it away when he found
we were after him !’

“1s that the case, Cherry?”

%1 don’t understand, sir!”" gasped Bob. * Why should ¥
%o supposed to have a revolver? I've never had such a thing
in my life. I don't eatch on!” :

“To you know anything about Cherry’s having purchased

Tue Macyer Linrary.—No. 306

“THE GEM ’” LIBRARY,

Every Wednesday,

What were you doing in the

Our Companion Papers.

a revolver, Wharton?" asked Mr.- Quelch, fixing his eyes upon
the captain of the Remove.

““ No, sir!"" said Harry promptly.

“I think Loder must be a little potty, sir,”” venturcd Bob
Cherry.

‘ Bilence, Cherry! Look at this letter, and if it is not
seriously written, kindly explain to me what it means."”

And the Remove-master handed the scrawled sheet to Bob
Cherry.

Bob looked at it.

“Did you write that, Cherry ?"" Mr. Quelch asked severely.

“Yes, sir. You know my writing.”

“You admit that you wrote it?”

¥ Certainly, sir. I shouldn't be likely to deny it when it's
true. There's nothing wrong in writing that, that 1 know
of. I don’t know how it came here. I thought I lLad it in
my pocket,” said Bob, puzzled,

i gou dropped it in the Close, and Loder picked it up.”

£13 h !ll

“Loder brought it to me, and I gave orders at once for
you to be found and brought into my presence,” said Mr.
Quelch.

Bob locked astounded.

“Well, I'm here, sir,” he said. “ What is the matter '

“You must explain that. If that letter was not written
seriously, I presume that it is a foolish joke?™

“It's not a joke, sir.”

“You wrote it seriously.”

“ Certainly, sir. It's quite serious—in fact, it's tragic.”

“Cherry! Am I to understand, then, that your ap-
parently innocent and honourable career in this school 15 a
sham and an imposture, and that you have been secrotly
leading a life of gambling and other kinds of yecklessness 7
the Remove-master exelaimed, in a voice of thunder.

Bob Cherry staggered.

1, sir?” he gasped.

“Yes, you. And that, overwhelmed with debt, and
threatened with cxposure, you had come to the rush and
wicked determination to take your own life?”

“Oh, erumbs !I”

“ Do not make those ridiculous ejaculations here, Cherry.
Do you admit that this is the case, or do you not 7"’

“MNeot!” howled Bob Cherry.

“Then what does this letter mean—written as if intended
to be found upon the body of a suicide, to explain the deed.”

“Yas; that's what it was written for, sir,” said Bob.

“Then you admit—-""

¢ Oh, my hat!" roared Bob, a light suddenly breaking on
his mind. “Oh, my only Aunt Jemima! Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Cherry 17

“ [1a, ha, ha!" roared Bob. And Harry Wharton, as he,
too, realised Loder’s ludicrous mistake, joined in the yell of
lawghter. * Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Quelch gazed ot them angrily.

“ (ease this untimely and unscemly merriment!” he ex-
elaimed harshly. “Unless you can explain this satisfac-
torily, you will both be severely punished.  Onee for all,
Cherry, explain to me the meaning of this wicked letter.”

. ““Ha, ha, ha! I mean, I'm sorry, sir!’ gasped Bob
Cherry. “I—I—F don't mean to be disrespeetful, sir—ha,
ha, ha !—but—but—— Oh, erikey! This is too funny!”

And Bob went off into a fresh yell.

Y Cherry! For the last time —"

“Yes, sir! Excuse me,” suid Bob, wiping away his tears.
“Is it possible, sir, that Loder fancied I wrote that letter
for mysclf, to be found—ha, ha, ha l—on my body after 1'd
blown my brains out in the Cloisters? Oh, erumbs!”

“ Certainly I”* said Mr, Quelch. * You admit writing the
letter. You had it in your pocket, and you drnpped_it by
accident. Then you proceeded to the Cloisters, and tried to
avoid the prefects sent to look for you. You must explain
this.”

“Ha, ha, ha! It's easy enough to ecxplain, sir. ?hat
letter's quite serious—only it isn't written about myself.”

“ Then whom——""

“Dick Dedger, sir.”

“Dick Dodger!" exclaimed Mr. Quelch.
heard the name. Who is he?" y
“The hero of my serial in the *Greyfriars Herald," sir.”

“What " ’

“¢The Road to Ruin; or, The Debts and Difficulties of
Dick Dedger,’ "' explained Bob Cherry, choking back his
merriment.  *“I've got the rest of the instalment in my
pocket, sir, if you would like to read it. It's a good story,
sir—full of warning to reckless chaps like Loder—ahem !—
I mean, full of warning to reckless chaps who go on the
razzle-dazzle —' i

Mr. Quelch drew a deep breath of relief, :

“Then that foolish letter is simply part of a silly and
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ridiculons story you are writing for the school paper?” he
exclaimed.

* Yes, sir—only it's a really pgood story——-

“ Tt is so, sir,’ said Harry Wharton,  © All the staff have
seen that-copy. It's part of Bob's serial.”

Loder's face was o study.

“It—it isn’t true, sivr!” he panted. “I don't believe a
word of i,r-! I have suspeeled those young rotters for a long
time i

*“Then you have suspected them unjustly ' said the Form-
master tartly. ‘ You have also wasted my time over a
perfectly ridiculous matter, Loder. 1 was convinced from
the beginning that it was mere nonsense.”

“You—you believe them, siv?” stuttered Loder.

“Of course I do! You are absurd, Loder. Pray be more
careful in the future. You may go!”

Loder left the study with a brow like thunder. If Bob
Cherry’s life had been in danger just then, the bully of the
Sixth ecrtainly wouldn't have taken the trouble to save it.

Mr. Quelch frowned at the two juniors, but there was a
queer twitch at the corners of his mouth which showed that
he found it diflicult to keep from smiling.

“1 should recommend you to print something a little less
lurid and sensational in your paper,” he said. * This kind
of nonsense should not be read by boys of intelligence. You
may go!”

“ Yes, sir,” said the juniors demurcly

And they departed. In the passage they grinned cheer-
fully at one another.

“Loder’s come a cropper this time!” murmured Bob
Cherry. *‘Fancy thinking that I had been following in his
footsteps, and gumbling and getting into debt——""

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ And going to blow my brains out—'

“Ha, ha, ha !

“ Quelchy’s @ good sort, but he doesn’t know a good story
when he sces one,” said Bob, with a shake of the head, *1I
say, let's go and tell the fellows. This giddy joke is too
good to keep.”

And in ten minutes all the juniors in Greyfriars knew how
Loder of the Sixth had saved Bob Cherry's life, and were
roaring over it.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Football and Football,
* FEATHER'S all right !’ said Bob Cherry, as he

W looked out of the School House on the following

morning,

It was a bright, keen winter morning—just the
day for a football match.  Harry Wharton & Co. were
looking forward to the afternoon with keenness. As the
regular fixture for that afternoon had been scratehed, they
had not expeeted to get @ match until the meeting of Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh with his old chum, Dhoolah Das at
Courtfield. And a match with the junior eleven from South-
sate was much better than a scratch match among the
juniors to fill up the afternoon.

“ Blessed if I sec what the other fellows are cackling over
the Southgate match for " Peter Todd remarked that morn-
ing. ** What is there funny about it, Wharton 7"

Iarry Wharton shook his head.

“Can’t guess,” he replied. “Temple of the Fourth
started it. He's got a cousin at Southgate School, and seems
to know something or other about them, but I don't sce
where the joke comes in.”

“All the fellows say they're coming to see the mateh,”
remarked Billy Bunter. * The faet is, Wharton, Southgate
are a strong team, and you've no right to leave out one of
the best players in the Remove.”

“Mark Linley is working for an exam., and can't play.”

Billy Bunter snorted.

““Who's talking about Mark Linley? If you care to play
me at centre-forward, I should be quite willing ¢

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, I'll keep goal if you like.
before—-""

“The match would be funny cnough to be cackled at
then,” remarked Bob Cherry, * If we were playing Dunter,
I eould understand the fellows taking it as a joke.”

“Oh, really, Cherry——-""

“Hallo!” said Coker of the Fifth, coming along with a
broad grin on his fuce. ** Still going to play Southgate this
afternoon 7 ;

Yoz, of course, vou ass !’

“Don't you think they’ll be too many for you?"”

“We're going to try to be too many for them, but we're
willing to take what comes,” said Wharton. * What's the
joke 77

*Oh, you'll see-—you’ll see! DBut, you mark my words,
vou'll find that the Southgate team is too many for you!”
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said Coker. And he exploded into a series of cachinations
as he walked away. f

Wharton puzzled over the matter during morning lessons
——somewhat to the detriment of morning lessons, as a matter
of fact—but he could find no solution to the mystery of tho
merriment with which the Southgate football match was
regarded. The mystery would be explained, doubtless, when
Dhoolali Dus and the Southgate team arrived at Greyfriars;
and all the Remove were very anxious to sce them arrive.

After morning lessons, the Remove eleven punted the ball
about the junior ground for a while before dinner. Temple
of the Fourth stopped to look at them.

“Aire you going to play Southgate with that ball?” he
asked.

€ I}\'o P we shall use our matchi*ball,” said Wharton, puzzled.
Y Why v

€ f;, 1 wondered,” said Temple, chuckling. “T don’t
know whether the Southgate fellows will be satisfied with
your match ball, that's all.” .

“ Why shouldn’t they be? The ball's all right.”

“ Ohyp you'll see—you'll see!”

And Temple walked off, evidently in o state of great
imturnal enjoyment, to judge by the chuckles that escaped
vm.

His words mystified the Removites more than ever. Why
the Southgate fellows should not be satisfied with the really
first-class match ball provided by the Remove was n very
deep mystery. Yet Temple evidently meant somcthing by
what he said.

“ The mysteryfulness is simply terrifie,” Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh remarked. 1 fancy that the estecmed school
must be going off its angust rocker!”

After dinner the Remove team prepared for the match,
and waited for the arrival of the Southgate fellows with con-
siderable impaticnee.

Other  fellows were
impatiently.

There was a shout from Temple at the school gates when
a brake came in sight, crowded with fellows.

The brake rolled in.

A Hindu junior jumped down and embraced Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh warmly, and Inky presented him to the
Co. as Dhoolah Pertab Ramajec Das, his esteemed chum.
*Here they are!” grinned Coker. ' Now for the matchl
It will be worth secing!”

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“ A description of it will make a ripping comic column in
the Christmas Number of the giddy * Herald’!” remarked
Temple.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

% Oh, cheese it ! said Harry Wharton crossly.
you fellows!” i

Dhoolah Das and the Southgate fellows looked surprised at
the laughter, which they did not understand any more than
Wharton did,

The footballers adjourned to the junior ground.

“Haullo!” exclaimed one of the Southgate players, as he
looked at the field. ** Are those your goals?”

“ Of course!” said Harry.

“ Oh, my hat!”

* Great Seott!”

“ Great Julius Ceesar!”

* Dooly-booly, you silly ass—""

“ Ha, La, ha!”

Laughter and cexclamations of surprise came from the
Southgate football team. There were sixtcen fellows in the
Southgate party, the additional ones being taken for
?pnctators who had accompanied the team, by the Greyfriars
ellows.

Harry Wharton & Co. had reached the climax of astonishs
moent now. .
«That Temple, and Hobson, and Coker, and a crowd more
fellows should have been hilarious over the match was sur-
prising, but the amazement and the laughter of the Southgate
Juniors were simply incomprehensible.

“ What on carth’s the joke?' demanded Bob Cherry.

“ Where does the estcemed joke come in, my  worthy
friends 7 inquired Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Dhoolah Pertab Ramajee Das smate his dusky forehead.

“The fault is mine!” he exclaimed. *“ T did not think of
it.  Neither did yon, oh, my noble chunm.”

“ The incomprehensiblencss is terrific)”

“ Think of what?" roarcd Johnny Bull,

Dhoolah Das pointed to the goals.

“ That!” he said,

“ What's the matter with the goal-posts?’”

“ It is very unfortunate.”

“ What is7”

“But in the hurry of seeing my worthy chum  Turree
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Jamset Ram Singh 1 did not think of it,” said Dhoclah Das
distrossiclly.

“OF what? shricked Wharton, exasperated.

“The game that you play.”

“We play footer!” yelled Bob Cherry. ““ I suppose you
didn't eome over here to play ericket, did you?”

* Or kiss-in-the-ring ¥ Eowle\.d Nugent.

“ You, but there is football, and football,” murmured
Dhoolah Pertab Ramajee Das sorrowfully.  “ We did not
know the game you played. It is equally clear that you did
not kuow the game we played.”

“ But what—what 7

“These are Association goals,' explained Dhoolah Das.

“OF course they are,” said Wharton. * 1 suppose you
didn't expeet to find Rugby goals here, did you?”’

Dhoolah Das nodded.

“ My dear friend, as a matter of fact, we did,” he admitted.

“* Wha-a-at!"”

4 \;\;u play Rugby at Southgate,” murmured Dhoolah Das.

“Oht

“ My hat!”

“ Great Julius Cresar!”

““ And it appears that you play Soceer,” said Dhoolah Das.
“1 did not think about it. My estimable friend Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh did not think about it. The regret is
gr:-:lg).] but we shall not be able to play.”

“Oh "

And dismay fell upon the Removites. They understood at
lust. Temple of the Fourth had known it all along, owing
to the faet that he had a relative at Southgate. That was
the cunse of the hilarious mirth with which Temple and the
other fellows in the sceret had looked forward to the match.

Southgate played the Rugger game, and Greyiriars played
Soccer! Dhoolah Das had brought over a fifteen to play the
Remove eleven !

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Coker of the Fifth. “Pile in!
Play up! One of you can play Rugger, and the other Soccer!
It will be worth watching! Ha, ha, ha!”

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Novel Game!
L H, my hat!" ecjaculated Harry Wharton.
The Remove footballers turned upon the dismayed
Nabob of Bhanipur.
“ You ass, Inky !’

“ You fathead!”

“You duffer!”

“¥ou sooty lunatic!”

‘“ My noble and esteemed chums, the sorrowfulness for the
lamentable misapprehension is terrific?”” murmured the dis-
tressed nabob. I did not think 12

“And I did not think—" murmured Dhoolah Pertab
Ramajee Das.

“If I had thought of it ' said Inky.

“ Oh, you can't think!" growled Johnny Bull,

“Play up!” roared Coker. * You can have a ball cach.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“Bhut up!” roared Wharton.

““ Ha, ha, ha!™ i

The situation was eurious. Wharton could have raised a
fiftecen in the Remove, but they would have plaved a very
poor game of Rugger. And it was doubtful if a Rugby ball
could have been found within the walls of Greyfriars. On
the other hand, the Southgaters could have left four men out
and played Soceer; but they were not used to the game or to
the ball, and they would certainly have made an equally poor
show. And neither side, naturally, wanted to enter into
such an unequal contest, certain to be followed by a defeat.

But for the Southgate team to come a greab distance and
not to play, and for the Remove to reserve the afternocon and
have nothing. to show for it—that would have been extremely
disagreeable and disappointing.

Harry Wharton thought it over.

“ Look "here, we're not going to waste the afternoen, and
you fellows don’t want your journcy for nothing,” he said.

“ Quite so,” said Dhoolah Das.

“Then we'll play all the same,” said Harry.

“Ah! You are willing to play Rugger?”

“ Ahem! No. I thought perhaps you fellows migcht like
to play Soccer.”

“Hm! You see—"'

“Well, you see—""

“ Dash it all, we've got to play something!"” said Bob
Cherry. * Buppose each side plays its own game.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

 Oh, rot!” said Wharton uncasily.

Dhoolah Das grinned.

“ Wa should be willing to do that,” he said.
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“You'll agrce not to handle the ball, then?' asked
Wharton.

“ My dear friend, we must handle the ball—in Rugger.”

“ But it’s not allowed to handle the ball in Soccer.”

“ Then sour side shall not handle the ball, and onr side
shall handle it,”" said Dhooluh Das.  ** That will be just.”

“ But you'll have all the advantage then.”

“Hold on! They won't be allowed to pass the ball
iorwm‘d,’l'1 said Bob Cherry. * That will give us a chance.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ But you'll have fiftcen men to our eleven!”™ said Nugent.

“ Leave out four,” suggested Johnny Bull

But Dhoolah Das shook his head.

“ Musb play fifteen in a Rugger side!"” he said firmly.
“ Let cach side stick to its own rules.”

“ Might play thirteen men, same as they do in the Nerthern
Union Rugby game,” Bob Cherry suggested.

“ But we play the Rugby Union game, my dear fellow.”

“ And we shall have the disadvantage of playing with a
Boceer ball,” one of the Southgate fellows remarked.

“Well, go it, then!” said Wharton at last, * We must play
somcthing.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha

“ How are you going to score, though?' inquired Vernon-
Smith, starting a new difficulty. * They score by points in
the Rughby game.”

““ And we score by goals,” said Nugent.

“ Bach side can score in its own way, then,"” said Wharton
desperately.  * For goodness” sake, let's get going, and g
away from those laughing hycnas!”

‘* Ha, ha, ha!"

There was evidently nothing else to be done.

The Southgate team went into the dressing-room to change,
and Harry Wharton & Co. punted about the Soccer ball
while they waited for them.

The news of the extraordinary match that was impending
brought fellows from far and wide to the junior ground.

The most important matches played by the first cloven
ha;l]sarldom brought so crowded an army of spectators to the
field.

Even members of the high and lofty Sixth came to Little
Side to see that amazing match.  As Coker said, it would be
worth secing.  Certainly no matech like it had ever been
played on the Greyfriurs playing-ficlds before, or was likely
to be played there again.

With fifteen men against cleven, the odds were certainly
on the side of the Southgate team; but to compensate for
that was the fact that they were playing with a Soccer ball
and on a Soeccer ground,

Blundell of the Fifth had agreed to referee the match for
the juniors. But Blundell of the Fifth almost fell down when
Lie found what kind of & mateh he was to referce. However,
he grinned good-humouredly and agreed to go ahead. But
with two different sets of rules to apply to the players, the
task of the referee was not likely to be an casy or simple
one.

The Southgate fifteen came out of the pavilion, and were
greeted with cheers by the Greyfriars erowd.

Wharton tossed with Dhoolah Pertab Remajee Das for
choice of ends, and then the teams took their places.

“Now look out for the fon!" murmured Coker of the
Fifth.

And the erowd grinned, and locked out for it.

The fun was not long in coming.

The kjck-off was followed by a rush of the Southgaters,
and Dhoolah Das collured the ball and led a rush for goal.
And there was an indignant ycll from several of the Remove
players:

“ Hands!”

But hands were allowed in the Rugby game, and the
Southgaters rushed on unheeding,  Passing the ball, they
bore down on goal, and Bulstrode, in goul, looked out for
the attack with all his eyes.

As Boecer rules did not allow the backs to eollar a man
n{an bring him down, the rush of the enemy was difficult to
stop.

Dhoolah Das brought the ball right up to the goal-line,
and touched down yards away from the gual-post.

Bulstrode in goal did not think in time of issuing forth to
tackle him further along the line, and the try was casily
scored. And the Southgate team yelled:

*Try! Try!”

And the Greyfriars crowd roared;

“‘ H}E;' -ha, ha!"

‘ That’s three points for the enemy,” growled Johnn
Bull as the ball \\'Es carried out. TR ¥

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“ But we count by goals,” he said.
giddy points.”

*“ But if they make more points than we make goals—"

1

g

“ Never mind their
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“ Blow their  points!
win.”’

“ Then both sides mav win

“ Ha, ha!
Bul],

* Oh, my hat!"

“ Btand back ! shouted the Southgaters, as Dhooluh Das
“Where's the

We shall only count goals for a

" howled Johnny Bull.
All the better—please both parties!”

grinned

proeparcd to take the kick after the try.
reforee’”

“We're nat going to look on while you kick blessed
goals!” howled Nugent.

Y Order! Where's the referee?”

Blundell of the Fifth blew a blust on the whistle.

“ Back, there!” he ordered. * Rughy rules—they've got
to have a kick from a try. Bub you've got to put it over
the cross-bar. you chaps.”

“* Ha, ha, ha!”

But the ball did not go over the eross-bar, so the goal was
not scored.  Southgate were three points up for the try; but
as the Remove side had agreed not to count points they did
not care.

Ten minutes later Harry Wharton kicked a goal, in spite
of the Bouthgute full-back, who tackled him and brought
him to the ground just after the ball flew from his foot.

*Ow ! gpasped Wharton, as he rolled over in the grip of
the full-back. * Yow-wow! Gurroff my neck, you ass!”

“ Goul!™ roared Bob Cherry.

And the erowd roared and cheered:

“Goal! Goal! Ha, ha, ha!”

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Both Winners!

OUD yells of laughter from all the spectators greeted
the game at every point, Both sides were playing up
hard, but as they were playing according to very
contrury  sets  of rules, the result was  somewhat

conlusing.

Soccer rules did not allow Harry Wharton & Co. to bring
down a forward or a three-quarter running with the ball—
and when the ball was held breast-high it was difficult to get
at it with the foot.

On the other hand, Rugger rules did not allow the South-
gaters to pass the ball forward, which placed them under an
cganl disadvantage against the Soccer playors.

_Tries galore were scored by the visitors, but at the same
time goals piled up for the home team.

At half-time Southgate had a score of twenty points, and
Greyviriars Remove could hoast of five goals,

“ Never mind, we're beating them,”” said Bob Cherry, as
he fanned his heated brow.  “ They've only got one goal
among their lot.”

“We've got twenty points,” said Dhoolah Das.

“We count by goals.”

“ We count by points.””

“* Blow your points!”

“ Then blow your goals also, my worthy friend!” grinned
Dhaolah Das.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The play was fast and furious in the second half. The
spectators howled with laughter, Tries eame very easily to
the Southgaters, who had only to grab the ball and dash up
the field, avoiding charges, as they could not be collared.
But converting the trics was another matter.

On the other hand, the Remove forwards scored goal after
goal, when their chances eame, at a rate they never had
equalled when playing a Soccer team.

(n several occasions Blundell was laughing too much to
blow his whistle. When a Southgate man with the ball was
charged over, the Southgates elaimed a serummage, and in
the serum, of eourse, they had all the advantage. But the
Removites held their own very well,

Dy the time Blundell blew his whistle for the lust time the
score on both sides was quite startling. ;

The Remove were six goals to the good, and Southgate had
the handsome score of forty points,

“ Well, it's over now!” gasped Bob Cherry, stopping in
his run as Blundell whistled for time. * But who's won?”

‘* Ha, ha, ha!" :

‘“ We have forty points, my worthy fricnd,” murmured
Dhoolah Das softly.

“ But we have six goals!” said Wharton warmly.

“ A goal counts as five points; you have thercfore only
thirty points.”

‘Y According to your blessed Rugger laws, yes. But,
according to Soecer rules, you have only two goals, Tries
don’t count at all.”

““ Not a bit in the world!” said Bob Cherry emphatically.
“We've won this mateh by four goals—six goals to two.”

“ Pardon me, we have won by forty points to thirty.”

" Look here—="

" Look here—7"

“ Where's the referec?” grinned Wharton,  ** Referce must
decide,  Blundell, old man, who's won this blessed match?”?
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Blundell grinned.

* Bouthgate have scored by points,” he said. | That's
Rugger rule.  And as they've scored more points than you
have, they win,”

“Oh!

“ Good man!” chortled the Southgaters.
win!”

* Hold on!" said Blundell coolly. * But the Remove score
by goals, according to Soccer rules, and as they've scored sig
goals to two, they win!”

“ Oh, crumbs !

“ Then we've both won!™ yelled Johnny Bull

Blundell nodded.

‘“Exactly.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“Well, it’s the first match T've ever played in where both
sides won!” gasped Wharton. ‘‘1 suppose it will be the
lust, too!”

“We are safisfied,” purred Dhoolah Das politely. Al
we wanted was to make it clear. We are the winning side ’*

“And so are wel” said Bob Cherry.

**Ha, ha,~ha!”

And the players streamed off the field, each side perfectly
satisfied with itself and its suceess.

ireylviars simply howled over the result of the match.
Two winuing sides in a single game was ocertainly an
astonishing and unusual result. ;

Both sides having won, both sides were satisfied; and

{arry Wharton amrf Co. entertained the Southgaters to an
ample spread after the match, before they departed, and
the two teams parted on the best of terms.

“We will play you again,” said Dhoolah Pertab Ramajee
Das, as he shook hands with Harry Wharton, “if, of cowmse,
vou change your game to Rughby!”

Harry Wharton lauughed.

“We'll play yon again, with pleasure,”
cours?, you change your game to Soccer !

And . Dhoolah Das grinned and shook his head.

The Greyfriars fellows gave the Southgate team a cheer
as they rolled away in their brake in the winter dusk.

“And now,” said Bob Cherry, when they returned into
the schoolhouse, “1 think the time has come to slaughter
Inky for landing ws in such a mess.”

“Yes, rather.”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh looked distressed.

“The sorrowfulness is terrific, my esteomed chums,” he
suid.  “T confess it did not occur to me, in the haste of
the moment, that my honourable friends at Southgate
plaved the Rugger game.”

** Fathead !

“1 fear that the fatheadedness of my honourable eelf
is justly regarded as terrific,” admitted the nabob; *but
tlie nn[ﬂ.akvhllnt-:&s shall never occur againfully.”

“We'll take jolly good geod care of that!” said Wharton.
“If you recommend any team to play us in future, we'll
take care to make inguirics—or you'll be landing us with
a heekey team next.”

“Ha. ha, ha!”

“Uf we'd lost the mateh, Inky, we'd have slaughtered
vou,” said Bob Cherry. *“But as we've won it, as well as
the Southgate chaps——""

“1la, ha, ha!”

“We'll only bump you ™

My esteced Bob—-"

“ Bump him !

And the Nabob of Bhanipur was duly bumped, but not
very hard, for, as Bob Cherry said; they had won the
mateh, and there was rveally nothing to complain about.

“And now for the Christinas Number,” said Harcy
Wharton, *“Dy the way, I haven't scen anything of Fishy
all the alternoon.”

The schoolboy editors hurried to No. 14 study,

They heard the whire of the printing-press as they eame
up_the Remove passage,

Fisher T. Fish was busy.

He turned an ink-smudged face towards them as they
crowded into the etudy.

1' What are you up to?”" demanded Johnny Dull wrath-
fully,

Fisher T. Fish sniffod.

“ Printing the sccond number of the “Ierald,” T guess,”
he renlied,

“ What 1"

“Where are the formes?”” shouted Bob Cherry. * Where's
all the type T set ap ™

1 puess 1 had to dis, that—to set up my copy,”
Tris almly.

*You—you—you've pied my type!” howled Dob,

“Of course we

he said, *if, of

said

A 8plondid Complcte Tale of Harry
Wharton & Co. Order Earlyl
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¢ Dissed it !’ corrected Fish.

“ You—you burglar! You pirate! I shall have to do it
all over again!” gasped Dob. “(Collar the silly ass—bcot
him out!”

Chi guces I'm not geing to be booted out of my own
gtudy !"" roaved Fish.

" “Then you guess wrong—out you go e

“] guess I shall slaughter you it T get my mad up!
I guess Yaroooh !”
~ Fisher A. Fish went skidding along the linoleum in the
passage; and {hen the schoolboy }ll'iillcl\é set to work s
tributing once more the type Fisher T. Fish had set up
to print his valuable copy.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Big Printing Order!

LL was ready at last! .
The great Double Christmas Number of the ¢ Grey-

frinrs i

Herald ™ was written, set up in type, and the
proofs had been taken off and corrected.

All that remained was to print the copics and fasten ihom
together, and the great C?Lrist,mus Nuinber would be an
actuality at last.

That last and important piece of work was fto be done
on Wednesday afternoon, and then the Greyfriars editors
felt that they would have deserved well of their country.

Fisher T. Fish had been very quict the last few days.
Ho had not by any means given up his claim’ to be regardad
as editor-in-chief of the * Greyfriars Herald.,”  But the
other cditors and sub-editors derided his claim, and as the
Nankee junior had mno means of enforcing it, there was
nothimz for him to do but to give in. But Fisher T. Fish's
eyes gleamed when he heard Bob Cherry remark in the
rommon-room, on Tuesday evening, just before bedtime,
that everything was finished, and that it only remained to
turn the conics off on the following afterncon.

Fisher T. Itish was looking very thoughtiul when he went
to bed with the Remove.

“It's all right, Fishy,' said Bob  Cherry
®we're going to present you with a free copy
Christmas Number of the *Herald.” you know.”

“It isn't published yet, I guess,” remarked Fish.

© It will be to-morrow.”

“0Oh, ratsi”

And Fishor T. Fish went to bed. But Bob Cherry's eve
was upon him, and he noted tho fact that Fisher T. Fizh
did not take all his things off. Bob Cherry’s suspicions were
aroused. He resolved to sleep with one eye open that night,
If the type were “dissod " again, after so much labour had
been expended on setting it up and correcting the proofs,
it would he too heavy a blow for the schoolboy printers. -

Bob fully intended to keep one eyeé open—bhut he was
glecpy, and dozed off. But he awoke later, and sat up in
bed.  'He was certain that he had heard the dormitory dsor
close soltly. .

He jumped out of bed and struck a match. Fisher T.
Fish's bed was empty.

Bob Cherry breathed wrath,

His suspicions had been well-founded—the enterprising
Yankee junior had gone down, and Bob did not nced telling
where he had gone. His destination was No. 14 study—
where reposed the printing-press and the set-up type.

““Wharton! Franky! Buck up!”

“ Hallo,” yawned Wharton slecpily.

“ Fishy’s gone down."”

“ Blow Fishy!”

“He's gone to muck up the Christmas Number!” howled

consolingly,
of the

“ Wharrer-marrer ?"

Bob.

“QOh, my hat!”

Wharton was out of bed in a twinkling. Frank Nugent
and Johnny DBull followed his example, and then Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh turned out. All the schoolboy editors
were oxcited at the idea of having the result of their labours
“mucked up.”

“The rotter!" growled Johnny Bull. “We should have
it all to do over again—-""

“Como on!"

Half-dressed, the juniors stole silently from the Remove
dormitory.

It was nearly midnight, and all Greyfriars was aslecp.
Fisher T. Fish had left his excursion till a very late hour,
to be sure not to be spotted by a master or a prefect. The
Famous Five hurried down silently to the Remove passage.
From under the door of Johnny Bull's study a light gleamaed

“He's there!” muttered Nugont "

“ Quick—come on!”

Bob Cherry reached No. 14 study first, and threw opon
the door.

There wus a startled exclamation from Fisher T. Fish.
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“Waal, I swow!”

The juniors crowded into the study, and Wharton closed
the door behind -them, Fisher T. Fish backed away round
the table.

- ““ Now, what have you been doing 7" demanded Wharton
sternly.

The Yankee junior grunted.

“ Nothing, I guess, so far.”

“Lucky for you—you'd have been scalped if you had.
What were you going to do, then?’”

“7T guess I was going to dis. the type, and set up the
real, genuine second number of the *Herald '—edited by
me " said Fisher T. Fish,

“You checky ass!”

1 caleulate’ I'm editor of this hyer paper—'

“You've fetched us out of bed in the middle of the night,”
said Wharton severely. ©We're not coming down for
nothing. Bob, put a rug along the door, in case the licht's
seen.  Pull the blind down, Nugent. As Fisher came down
here to work, we'll give him some work to do. Fishy, old
man, you can’t edit a paper, but you can print cne”’

“ What!"

“ You're going to print off the whole of the edition, now,"
said Wharton grimly. It will take you a couple of hours,
I suppose. We'll stay awake in turns to wateh you work."

“ Ha, ha. ha!” ) :

“Oh, come off ! I'm not going to do anything of tho
sort, T guess,” said Pisher T. Fish warnly.

“1 guess you are! One chap can handle that press—and
youw're. the chap that’s geing to do it! We're going to eeo
that yon do it.

“1 guess—"'

“Wo're far enough away from the other rooms for nebady
to hear—and you'll be earcful not to make a row, in case we
ecalp you. - Now, begin.”

“1 won't!”

“ Right-ho!  You'll be bumped until you do!  Collar
Lim 1"’

Fisher T. Fish was promptly eollared.

“ Loggo " he howled.  © I'll yell=T'll wake the house "

per

“ Shove something into his mouth—that duster will do

Y 11a, hia, ha!”

Fisher T. Fish choked over an extremely inky and dusty
duster. Then he was solemnly bumped on the study carpel
—three times, hard!

Queer, inarticulate sounds came through the duster that
was crammed inte his mouth.

“ Now are you going to obey orders?”’ asked Wharton
cheerfully. * Ned your head.if you mean yes!”

“ Grooogh!” And the infuriated Fish nodded his lLead.

“Pile in, then!” i

There was no help for it. Fisher T. Fish's gug  was
removed, and he piled in. The study door was locked, and
thero was no escape for him.

The Famous Five watched him grimly.
sorted out a cricket-stuinp, to be used in case of necesst
Fisher T. Fish cast one despairing glance at the five faces,
but all were geimly in earnest. He had to spend his night
in - printing the Christmas Number of the * Greyfriars
Herald,” or to be licked until he did, and as he had to do
ii’t anyway, he wisely decided to do it without being licked
irst.

Johnny Bull lighted the fire; it was cold in the study.
The juniors took it in turns to watch the labouring Fish.
The others dozed befors the fire. The Remove studies were
too far from the sleeping quarters for the noise of the machine
to be heard. The juniors watched Fish too carcfully to give
him a chance of making any alterations in the pages set up
for the Christmas Number.

Midnight tolled out, and then one, and then two—and the
American junior was still labouring at the printing-press.

Every expostulation was answercd with a poke from the
ericket-stump, and Fisher T. Fish gave up expostulating at
last, and devoted all his attention to his work.

It was a long and weary task, but there was no help for
it.  And the fact that he had brought it upon himself did rot
afford the Yankee junior much consclation.

The printing was finished at last

Harry Wharton woke up his companions.

¢ Make him bind the copies,” suggested Johnny Dull

Fisher T. Fish gave an angry yell.

] guess I'm going back to bed! T guess I'm tired! I
guess I shall be dog-tired in the morning! I guess *

“ Shut up!”

“ Look hyer, you jays

“¥ou brought it on yourzelf,” grinned Nugent. “ Yon
were so blessed keen to print a number of the * Herald.'"
You've got nothing to complain of.”

“1 guess—""

“ Cave!" murmured Bob Cherry.

Johnny Bull had
ty.
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There was a step in the passage.

The juniors gazed at one another in dismay.

“ Oh, my hat!" murmured Wharton. *‘ Spoticd!”

There was a sound of the footsteps slackening down in the
passage —outside the study. Something had evidently been
heard after all. The handle of the door was tried, then there
was a knock.

‘“Who is here?”

It was the voice of Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove,

Wharton reluctantly opened the door.

Mr. Quelch stepped into the study, with the blankest
amazement depicted in his face. His Form was not the most
orderly Form at Greyfriars certainly.  But he had never
expected to find six members of the Remove in the study at
two in the morning—one of them in his shirt-sleeves, and
daubed with ink, and the table covered with newly-printed
copies of the school newspaper.

‘“ What does this mean!” gasped the Remove-master.

** 1 guess it means trouble !” groaned Fisher T. Fish.
vour fault, you silly jays!"

* Wharton, explain—-""

“If you please, sir—'" stammered Wharton,

“If you expect to please me by being out of bed at this
hour, Wharton, you have very strange ideas on the subject,”
said Mr. Quelch, frowning. ‘' Explain your presence here
at once."”

““ Ahem! Tf—if you please, sir, we're—we're getting ready
the Christmas Number of the ‘ Herald,' sir!'’ stuttered
Wharton. *‘ Fishy is very keen on it—aliem '—and we—we've
been watching him work, sir!”

‘ Goodness gracious! You have been sacrificing your
night’s rest for that absurdity I"" the Form-master exclaimed.
in amazement.

** Ahem!
Number!”

“You will go back to hed at once,” said Mr. Quelch
sternly, “ and you will all be detained to-morrow aftermoon

‘Al

It isn't absurdity, sir—it's—it’s our Christmas
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“ Not a word! Go back to your dormitory at once.”

And the schoolboy editors went, and Mr. Quelch saw them
to the Remove dormitory.

Fisher T. Fish chuckled when the Form-master was gone,

“1 guess you jays get it where your hair is short this
time!” he remarked. ‘' I guess you have run up against a
A;ng—ju_st a few! I guess—yah, varooh! Who threw that
oot "

“T'll throw another if you don't shut up!"” growled Bob
Cherry.

“You silly jay! T guess—ow—ow!”

And Fisher T. Fish shut up on receipt of the second boot.

The next afternoon the schoolboy editors had the pleasure
of writing out piles of lines in the Form-room,

But, as Bob Cherry philosophically remarked, it wasn't much
more trouble than printing off the Christmas Number—and
that had been done for them.

The Christinas Number was a great success.

And when it came out under what circumstances it had
been printed, the unfortunate Fisher T. Fish found the laugh
very much up against him.

“1 guess I'm done with you!" he declared, putting his
head into No. 1 Study, where a crowd of juniors were perus-
ing copies of the Christmas Number with great satisfaction
to themselves—each fellow reading and re-reading, and dis-
covering new beauties in lis own contributions. "I guess
I'm dono with you and your blessed paper! I won't edit that
rotten paper for you again, not if you ask me on your bended
knees, [ guess.”

And he never did.

THE END.

2 : : : A H
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cach ! - . ““Good OIld Coker!'" by Frank Richards. Order in
* Ahem! You sce. sir—"' advance. Price 1d.)
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| VARNS TO TELL.

FORCE OF HABIT.

He had just added a motor-boat to his possessions. He
already owned a motor-car, so he lost no time in making a
trial trip in the new toy. Oh, yes, he knew all about it,
¥ hnow!

But through the murky night he stole home, leaving great
Euﬁldlcs all up the gurden-path and on the linoleum in the

all.

“ Goodness, Charles!” eried his
matter? Did you upset the boat?”
* Oh, no, my dear, not at all,” he replied, wringing the
water from his moustache. * Motor went wrong, that's all.”
“ But you're simply souked! '

swife.  ** What's the

How——

“ Well, when the motor went wrong, I—er—"" He made
a bold dash at it: ‘ Before I knew what I was doing [
was—er—over the side, trying to get underncath to put the
beastly thing right!”

Sue: “ You said you were going to marry an artist, and
now yow're engaged to a dentist.”’

Flo: * Well, isn't he an artist? He
life 1™

draws from real

TOO GREAT A TEST.

The professor was giving = lecture on phrenology, and had
asked a boy to step forward from the audience to act as a
subject.

After a carcful examination of the lad’s eranium, he turned
to the interested audience, and said:

* Ladies and gentlemen, one protuberance on
head is particularly well developed. It is the bump of philo-
progenitiveness, In this case, it doubtless proves that this
dear lad has u great affection for his parents.”

Turning to the boy, he asked persuasively:

“Isn't that true, my lad?”.

The boy hesitated a1 moment before replying,
blurted out:

* Please, sir, T likes muvver all right, but T ain’t so sure
o farver, sir.”

“Why, my lad, how is it?’

“ Well, sir, if you must know, that there bump as you're
a-feelin’ of is where farver hit me last night wiv ‘is belt-
buckle.”
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TRUE THRIFT.

The Scotch express was travelling northwards at a good
speed, and the only two travellers in one compartment were
a Scotsman and an Englishman. .

“ Do you know,” said the Englishman, “T gave my wife
a ten-pound note for a birthday present, and she managed
to save a sovercign out of it towards our summer holiday.
Not bad—eh?” :

*“1 dinna think it’s so verra guid,” replied the other. I
reckon ma wife's mair thrifty.”

* How’s that?” - ]

“ Weel, she gives the bairns a bawbee to do wi'eot their
‘supper, and when they're in bed and asleep, she gangs and
tukes it frae them. Then, in the mairning, they have no
breakfast for losing it. That's thrift, ye ken!”

Irishman (in tobacconist’s): * Gimme three cigars.”

Shopman: ** Strong or mild?"”

Irishman: * Gimme the strong wans,
break in me pocket!”

The weak wand

“8SPEAK NO SCANDAL.”

With each new feature of our daily life we get new words
and phrases,

Two women were recently discussing an elderly bachelor
of their acquaintance, who was a terrible gossip.

“ He's got a chanffeur's tongue,” said one of them angrily.

“ Chauffeur’s tongue?’ asked the other. * What's that?
1s it one of the new discases, like acroplune squint—eh? Does
it come from going too fust?”

“ No,” said the first woman coldly; ** it comes from running
people down.”

“Did you enjoy your summer haoliday "
“Great! We shared a cottage with another family, and
§ T 1 7 A,
when we weren't quarrelling we weren't on speaking terms.

NEXT, PLEASE!

Far the first time he was taking her out to lunch, and he
wanted to make a good impression. So he took her to a
swagger restaurant, and all kinds of French dishes were
ordered.

* Auborgine an gratin,” “ val au vent,” * etuvee of beef,”
and innnmerable other rich viands were handed before the
bewildered girl by the obsequions waiter.

“ Now,” said he, after they had been at luneh over an
hour, ** what will you have next:”

The wivl smiled—albeit with diffieulty.

“T think T'll have indigestion next,” she remarked, with
a pained air,
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By SIDNEY DREW, Prince of Adventure Story-tellers.

POAAANAAANAPNAPNANAS DAL NAANATNAr D D\ N
READ THIS FIRST.

Terrers Lord, the famous multi-millionaire, is surrounded in his magnificent London residence by his friends Ching-Lung, Barry O'Rooney,

Czo-Waga, the Eskimo, and Prout & Co.—the ctalwarts of the millienaire's famous submarine, the Lord of the Deep.
tkcre is a rumour afloat that Ferrers Lord is about to start upon one of his great expeditions again.
develing 2! his attention to a curiously carved narwhal’s tusk which he has picked up in an East-End curio-dealer’s shop.

to Le hollow, and to contain zome gold coins and a small wad of parchment, which bears a sitrange message from the sea.
mystcrions floating islapd inhabited by strange monsters, which Ferrers Lord determines to go in search ol
All Lands board the Lord of the Deep, and the adventurers st last catch sight of ** Mysteria.”

haptem jslapd ** Mysteria ** in_advance.

‘he mysterious island—bare and ghostly-looking—appears to be floating in the sky. ¥
The millionaire determines to siart in pursuit of the Hoating island at once, but a terrific volcanic

never be a mirsge without a substance,

eruption occurs, in the course of which a blazing fireball falls on the Lord of the Deep, passing throngh her from deck to keel.
runs the submarine aground in the bay o! the nearest island, and sends Ching-Lung an

After a period of inaction
Meantime, the millionaire himseli is
The tusk proved

This tells of &
Thurston immediately christens the

It is a mirage, but, as Ferrers Lord points ouf, there can

The millionaire
Thurston with a party of men in the launch to cut some

lIcgs. On landing the porty are confronted by a curious figure in A red tam-o’-shanter, who warns them that the island belongs lo Germany.
They ignore the warning, and Redcap—by rame Julius Faber—returns with a party of ragged-looking ruffians, and forces them to leave the

island by swimming, under cover of the fog.

Bubsequently, Ferrers Lord leads a night expedition on to the island, and suceceeds in recapturing

iLe launch., By dint of his unparalleled ingenuity and hard worl, Eal Honour, the engineer, succeeds in repairing the Lord of the Deep sufficiently

to allow her to leave her dangersus situation in the island barbour,

end there, not a league fwsay, appears Mysteria—the weird island, A

jrom the floating island, which alzo gives forth a disagreeable odour,

Nke landing-party find the island to be an evil-smelling swamp, with little sign of life.

inhabits a black lake, and then Barry creates a diversion by faliing down a deep funnel, and injuring his head.

after extricating Barry, explors the tunnel, but aloud roar frem the interior causes them to beat & hasty retreat.
Elnst out & hole in the dense mass of branches which form a solid rool overhead.

mystery, tke first step is to

As they are tteaming along one day the bank of fog ahead suddenly parts,

e

i by the cracking of shrivelled weeds, comes

booming,

Before sunrise the mext morning, a move is made to explore Mysteria.

They catch & glimpse of a terrifying monster which
Ching-Lung and the millionaire.

Returning again to tackle the
They are then faced by an inaccessible-

looking cI'fi stretching lar on either hand. Hal Honour suggests that the island may blow up at sny moment.
(Now go on with the story.)

An Inky Deluge!

“ Certainly, unless there is a safety-valve, or unless we
make one,” said Ferrers Lord.

“I don't follow you quite,” put in Thurston. ** Why
should she blow to bits?"”

“In a most simple fashion. If the water enters by the
tunnel, or by other tunnels, its weight will compress the
air under the roof of the cavern until the pressure will be-
gﬂm-\ too great. Mysteria will explode like o tremendous
otler.””

“Then why hasn’t sho done that before "’

“ Beecause there was some outlet for the air, as there may
bo now.”

Ial Honour's rifle eracked loudly.

“Left! Mark over!” he cried.

There was a fierce, hissing sound. Something black and
shiny lurched clumsily among the trees. Joe, a eplendid
shot, threw his rifle to his shoulder, and fired. A noise,
like the beating of a sledge-hammer against an  anvil,
followed, and then silence.

“1 got the beast,”” said Joe;
what 1t was!"

¢ Careful—carcful I" said the millionaire.

On that island, pcopled by unknown monsters, caution
was needful. They advanced slowly.

“1t's a crab, bigger nor a donkey, souse me!"” shouted
Maddock. “There he are—look! 8ee him?”

They did not approach too near. A huge, armour-plated
crustacean was writhing its spiked legs and terrible claws
on the edge of o salty pool. Maddock, in his excitement,
had magnified its size, Lut it was as big as a foxhound.
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There was an abominable smell of musk in the air, and the
loathsome creature still hissed and exuded masses of yellow
froth from its jaws.

“ Kill it!" said Ferrers Lord.

Leaving Prout to use his axe, they turned away, sickened.

“['m beginning to like Mysteria less and less,” said Ching-
Lung; “and, I assure you, I never had any strong affection
for it. That’s another cheerful customer to meet in the dark.
Ugh! , I even prefer my noble friend Red Nob, and I
could name others I love better than I love him.”

Honour kept as close to the ¢liff as possible. The forest
grow darker and denser and damper. At almost cvery step
thoy had to use their axes to cut a path, and their skins
ti}ngiod and pricked from the effects of the salt-laden atmos-

10T
P Wo might have done better if we had gone the other
way,” said Thurston. *‘This is abominable!”

“ And we might have done worse,”” answered Ching-Lung,
with a laugh; **but I don't think it's very probable. Oh,
what a lovely, charming place! Here’s your chance to
write your masterpiece, Barry. Why don't you write a peem
about Mysteria in fifty thousand verses and nine millisn
volumes? You'll never strike a subject hke it. Poul! It
hums more than some, and I'm about pickled !

¢ Anemones !"

It was IHonour's voice again. The engineer had splashed
into a shallow lagoon that stretched away through the tress
as far as their eyes could penetrate. The water was barely
an inch deep, but it harboured millions of living creatures—
many surpassingly beautiful, others hideous and repulsive.
Many of these sca-blossvms—animals, not plants—had un-
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folded their tendrils of white, erimson, purple, blue
gold, forming o fairy carpet of inexpressib e lov
Myriads clustercd on the tree-stems, like masees of sickly
je I]} ; and myriads of flattenced, spongy tubes rose just to the
surface of the water,

So closely were they packed that it was impossible to move
\\Jl IO“T Cris l'|”“' th“ln

I S nmr\'c“ullrs!" said Thurston.
thing [ ever saw ! It's wonderful I

But moments were golden.

" Forward ! sand the millionaire,

They evtered the water, and their splashing sent a ripple
over . And then came the weirdest adventure of their
adventurots lives; for a jet-bluck stream shot upwards from
thonsamds of the dead-looking, spongy tubes, and they recled
bick before the inky deluge—sosked, blackened, gasping,

and blinded !

“The most beautiful

Tells how the explorers retreated—How Jasper Jimson, the
Parrot, escaped—And how Thomas Prout made a startling
discovery.

It was an adventure to dream about. For a hundred yvards
the marine creatures had taken the alairm aud were ejecting
streams of ok into the alr, toromg the water a jetty hue,
and blgtting eut the wondtons tints of the Tairylike ane-
mones. The astonnded men cleared their cyes as well as
they could.  When they saw eanch other, they broke into

e of langhter. Ilad they been wading through vats of
black dye, they could hardly have acguired a more sooty
-.11:1:1{3.

CWill, may i be blest av that don’t bone the dog-bisenit
said O Roonvy, saueezing the black draps out of his bea
* The haythe sl moisters must have took us for walkin’
imk-bottles that wanted fillin® up. Bedad, Oi can hardly
belave ut yet.  Are yea all woild eannibals ¢r only coal-
a2t Faney a lot o whelks shingin® boot-pelish over us
sthis. Do On slape, or is ut visien=?  Tell we—ahin does
tivs mgger-minsthrel troup commenee to perform ¥

Peout mopped his face with his handkerchief, but as the
handkerchicf was the colour of the inside of a chimney, ke
dild not do mueh rood.

“ By hokey,” he growled, " this s more nor flesh and
Bitood can stand ! h'- a houtrage, this are—a woolly hout-
rage! T duln’'t come "ere to lek a lot of hinsects squirt bilge-
water and soot over me, by hokey! I wish they was all
crimped and fried.”

B0 do I, souse me,”" agrecd the bo'sun.

“If vou aren't muaed enough already, Benjy,"” remarked
Chirg- Lung, “you've merely pot to paddle in and I'm sure
they'll satisfy you. We are a ]J.ILL of scarcerows.  If you
only knew how lovely vou look, vou'd grow conceited.”

Ferrers Lord shook himself. The adventure was an un-
pleasant one, but it was so ludicrous that it Lompellcd
L-ug‘n‘u The ensineer laughed heartily,

“We're beaten, Lord,” he said.

“T think we are. I wouldn't cross that lagoon for a good
deal, but T must cxamine one of the rascals.”

e plunged his hand into the discoloursd water and
eceured one of the ereaturcs that had ejected its ink.

“He can wait until 1 have time to dissect him properly,”
the millionaire went on.  * It iz the most extruordinary ihing
I have met with so far. Let us see if we can waken those
further out.”

Ferrers Lord snapped down the trigger of his revolver
and the buliet ﬁ[l]d‘\hl‘l] up the water, At once thousands
of inky jets sprang into the air and the pavic spread further
md further out. Tt was an amazing gight.

fBquirrt away, bad luck to yer,” said Barrv. *0i wish
yez were all cremated.  Niver did Oi think 0i'd come to be
a chimney-swape in my old age, and piver did Oi think a
lot of miserable winkles end be so savage. Phwat wid ilietrie
plants that sting yez up loike rid-hot |1|tt]c~. erabs the soize
of iliphants, ])dl‘flimt‘s t.h.it wid make a l](ﬁ(] donkey get up
and kick, and squirtin® winkles, O1 can’t say that 01 woildly
luv \[‘.~tr~iia Bedad, O1 wish O 1 the little back
])'u'lom of the Merry Mariner Inn at Portsmouth this blissid
minute, sure Oi do.  Phwat 'yez say, Tommy?”

Pmui knew the inn in question only too well, and he
heaved a longing sigh, and Ben and Joseph echoed that =iggh.

“ I presome,” sand Ching Lung, 'Iilat. we now procecd to
go back, as the Lrizhman remarked.’

Ut was a Scotclunan wlm siuid that, sir,

T oprotested Barrey,

“How can _v-v procade whin yez are gom' back? Ut's
bosh intoirely U ;
“1 humbly apologise to Ould Oireland, begorra,” saud

Ching-Lung, “1t was a Dutchinan who made the remark.
You've done yourself proud, Flal. You're a most scrump-
tious guide, We didn't ask yon to show us the way to the
Black Sea, but to find a place where we :m:l(i climb the eliff.
We sha'n't ask you to take ns out again.”
Y Pad Tuck,” gaid the engineer,
“ 10" sartinly the blackest koind of luck O iver tumbled
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against,” said Barry O'Rooney, **and Oi've had my share of
bad Iuck in my toime. Ut was tirrible luck when Fergus
O'Ilalleran’s goat got into my boudoir and chewed all the
breast out of my golfing knickers.”

D it kill the goat, souse me?” inquired Maddock.

e cudn't disge '*.t, the gold buttons wi' my monogram on
"-'"].‘? ﬁilili ¥, bU Il(’ tu rm(i I] ‘{ }Iﬂll]l" du\\Il nllﬂl !Ils
toes up.  Thin, another toime, whin Oi was loc IunL; up the
(hmmw to see phwat sorrt of weather ut was—-

" Lookin! hup the chimney to sce what weather it was,
vou barnacled tossil,” growled Pront. ** What d've mean, by
hokey? "Adn’t you got a door or a winder in that wall-
eyed le of Ballybunion

They had already started back huat, as the path was
v clear, it was casy enough to hold a conversation,

Winders and (hm:s," gad  Darry, in mdignant tones,
“plinty—scores of thim.’

* Then what did you want to spy up the chimney for, souse
me 7 was the bo'sun’s_question.

SO ixplain av yez'll g]\rl me toime {o get the wurrds
off my chist Vo oy I * the usual argy rrnut abont the
rint, -mi as the bail luck to them !'—was outside
thryin' to git in, we'd woisely boarrded up the winders un!
serewed up the dmm; “And how doos the weather s
loike " axes me Uncle Dinnis. Well, afore Oi cud gi
squing at the dape blue skoy, a spalpeen on the rooi tips
a bucket of wather down the chimbley and fair smothers me
wid soot and wetness, And ny mu-ls: Dinniz he looks at me
ulul he says, says the ould man: * Bedad, ut's a marcy we
can’'t get out wid ut rainin’ loke that, far ut’s onr dith of
(0\\“ we'd 1):' after eatchin’.  Well, a bt later——-

Old on ! eadd Joe. *Is vour U nele Dennis in the next
part? 'Cos if he is I'll clout you over the “cad wi' this “cre
vifle,”

“And I'll "elp you, souse me!” added Den.

Barry p;.nn it up. He pgave them a glance of withering
seorn, and subsidod into a moady amd dignified silence,

“Did Cem Curt ats little Teclings, souse me ! grinned the
be'sun.  ** Why is it =0 "appy, and why are it =o black? Eh,
what 3"

TII“ Irl‘\h"]dn slr: (ll‘ on \\1"1 ]'Idll"}f*\ TTI[(‘]’]

“Well, a bit later on,? said a vowe among the tree-tops,
“me Unelo Dinnis was carrving the salmon we caught in
the wather-butt, and Oi was opening the champagne. Bedad,
whin shall Of iver taste such champagne as that? We made
ut at home, d'yes see, for we had o lovely grapevine in the
pigsty wid cucumbers prowin’ all over it. 0i was o mere
chuild at the tnimt- not more lhdll sixty-ve and still in
short froeks and curls all over my oichrows, As 01 was sayin®
whin Oi wasn't talkin’'——"*

“Bure! Do I spake like that?”
Ching-Lung, the ventrilogquist,

*“That's your beantiful squeak,”

sauid Barry, glaring at

replicd Jaon,

“Then ghoot me, for marey’s sake!™ implored Barry.
“Av O spake like that O'm only fit to doi.  Shoot mo
here, and bury me amongst the whilks and winkles, Av—

av—av my voice is like that Oi wish Oi'd been born a turnip
or a mnngu'l wurzel”

B0 do we, by hokey ! f-:nd Prout fervently.
sheep on you, if you ]l.l(]

At a salt- poul Rupert was about to stoop to endeavour to
remove some of the stain from his hands and face, but the
millionaire checked him,

* That stufl’ is strong enough to peel off your skin, Rupert.
Take my advice, and delay your ablutions until we are
aboard.”

Wil it wash off at all 7" asked Rupert,

1 trust so,” said Ferrers Lord. * We shall be queer-
looking objects if we have to wait until it wears off 1"

“I can imapine Tommy picbald like a cirens pony "
grinned Ching-Lung,  ** All patches of black and white.”

‘Ut won't have to wear off his nose, anyhow, bedad,”
gaid Barry.  “ Ut burrm off that.”

This remark, which suggested that Prout’'s nose was of a
ficry hue and torrud temperature, raised a laugh,

“Tlalla!  Where's Jimson?” came a  croaking  voice.
“Poor obd Jimson! He's dead, am't he? They've kuifed
Jimson,

l’mut Barry, and Joe I:mke{l at (_,Illm: Lung.

“Tt's that blessed bird,” said the prince. " That asa of a
cook has let him out!”

*I've "eard them yarns afore,”” muttered the bo'sun, * Tt's
a parrot wi' boots on, souse me!”

“Houour breight, it sn't,” said Ching-Lung.  © It's
Lird, sure enough. Hi, Polly! Where are you, Poll

“Tlooray ! Pull up vour socks! Poor old Jimson ! 1a,
ha, ha, ha! Tle's knifed, ain’t he? sounded the eroaking

vouce,
2%
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The steersman was immensely proud of his parrot, and
Jimson had evinced a strong affection for his burly owner.

“’Tre, you weevil, where are you?"' he roared. ‘'Come
along, my honey! Come along, Poll!”
“ Poor old Jimson! Kw-a-ack! Ho, ho-o-00! Butterfuls,

hunk 2"

That “ Ho-0-00!"" was so exactly like Gan-Waga's boisterous
laugh that Prout beamed with pride. As a rule, the bird
ecame at his eall; but now it continued to croak and laugh.
Nor could they catch sight of it.

“May I go and look for 'im, sir?” said Prout appealingly.

“I suppose you must,” said Ferrers Lesd, “though I
presume it will find its way home. You must pinion onc of
its wings.”

Prout called to his pet again and the chattering still went
on.
1 see him!" eried Joe.

They all saw him. The bird who was rated as an A.B.
was fluttering up and down over a mass of weeds, shrieking
and chattering.

“We'd better keep back,” said Ching-Lung.
Tom best, and we might scare him."”

Prout advanced, talking all the time to the parrot.
bird flew round and round in narrowing cireles.

“ Be careful ! cried Ferrers Lord.  “ There may be some-
thing in there that we cannot sce.”

“Come, Jimson! Come ‘ere, old beauty!" said Prout,
“ None of your "unky-panky, by hokey! Come ‘ere, old
gon !

The bird swooped down and vanished. Prout pushed
awav the weeds with the barrel of his rifle, and peered
throngh.

“ He knows

The

“Poor old Jimson!” crooned the parrot. * They've
knifed Jimson! He's dead, ain’t he? Poor old Jimmy!”
Prout bent forward, and what he saw there brought a
cry to his lips.
A Castaway !

The steersman’s cry brought them all running at full
speed, and they beat down the weeds with their guns. A
ragged human’ fignre lay streteched on the ground. The
parrot strutted round the miserable object, laughing shrilly.
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The man’s hand still clutched a broken oar, doubtless his
only weapon.

“Jimaon., poor old Jimson! He's knifed, ain't Le?
Thes've killed Jimson! Hooray " chattered the parrot.

Ferrers Lord dropped on one knee. They waited silenily
asz his hand went over the poor fellow's heart and rested
there.

* Mysteria is full of possibilities,” he said quietly. I
had expected nothing like this.”

“ Dead enough, I suppose, poor beggar?” said Ching-Lung.

“ Not quite, but very near it. He will be dead enevgh
if we have to carry him roughly. Who will go back lor
a stretcher 7"’

All volunteered at once.

““You had better go, Ching, and take the carpenter with
you. You will be quicker than anyone else.”

Ching-Lung and Joe started off on their errand of merey,
and they strained every nerve. The path was well marked
by this time. The perspivation was streaming from  thom
before they gained a glhimpse of the sea, and the sudden
change from semi-gloom to glaring sunshine almost blinded
them. They stood blinking like two owls.

““Ahoy ! thundered Joe, and discharged his rifle in the
air.

The launch throbbed towards them.

“ A stretcher, blankets, and ‘ot water bottles, quick!”
bellowed the carpenter.

“Who's hurt?” came an anxious shout.

“None of cur lot. Some castaway we've found.
up, that's all you've got to do.”

There was no delay, for such a thing was unknown. In
ten minutes, accompanied by four of the crew to act as
bearers, Ching-Lung and the carpenter were on their way
back. The castaway of Mysteria had not regained conscinus
ness, in spite of all fheir efforts. He was limp and white,
and they could barely hear the feeble fluttering of his hooust
to tell them that a tiny spark of life still smouldered in kis
emaciated frame.

“Go back with him.”

Joe suluted his master. When there was a kind action to
be done the honest carpenter never considered himseli. Joe
was an excellent purse, and although, as is only natural,
he would have preferred to be with lus comrades, he followed
the stretecher without a murmur, as the four burly seamen
picked it up. Its poor ovccupant was not a heavy burden to
carry.

“ Forward ! said the millionaire.

What strange working of fate had cast this wretched man
on the shorea of termble Mysteria? There could be no
answer to the question, until an answer came—il ever it
came—from the pale lips of the victim. And the horror of
being cast on such a shore whoee hideous forests, when the
sullen night shut down, re-echoed the roarings of monstrous
ereatures still unknown to and unnamed by human beings.

“If he comes round, Lord, he'll be a raving lunatie, I
suppose,”’ said Ching-Lung.

“Whom do vou mean?”

“That poor beggar we fell across, of course,’’ said Ching-

Hurry

Lung. *“Can you have forgotten him already? It ien’t
like you.”

The millionaire smited.

I think it is very like me, Ching,” he answered. “ I had

not forgotten him, but I had put him away safely in a guict
corner of my brain until the proper time comcs. At the
present moment the matter in hand is Mysteria in general,
and a way up to the top of that cavern in particular. Why
worry about the man? If he is lucky he will tell his own
stor¥, and if he is unlucky, well "—he shrugged his shoulders
—then over a cigarette you,may weave what adventures
you choose around the poor fellow, for you will get no
further than idle conjeeture. Only fools waste their time on
questions that cannot be answered.”

“ Here, you needn’t be huffy and bite my nose off,” suid
Ching-Lung. *“Is there a question that can't be answered
for a start? Our headpieces weren't screwed on guite the
same. I can't help thinking about him.”

“ Nor I, Ching,” put in Thurston. ** He's a man, anyhow,
and worth fifty Mysterias.”

“And we have done our utmost for him, Rupert. Fn
is in sale keeping. I do not boaat, but Honour and [ have
great advantage over both of you. To be able to concentrato
vour thoughts is as valuable as to be able to concentrat»
your energies. Ilonour has as tender a heart as cither of
vou, but T know he is not thinking about the castaway, but
about blowing the roof off the island.”

The engincer nodded.

¢ And yet,” went on Ferrers Lord, **if anything could bn
done for the fellow. Honour would move heaven and ocarth
to do it, as I would.”
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The millionaire was rarely outspoken. He had given them
a glimpse of his inner self. He did not permit his mind to
control him, but controlled his mind. aving chosen his
goal, nothing could make him swerve to the right or the left.
Obstacles that he could not ¢limb he tore down. And that

was why he was unconquerable.

Their footsteps began to lag, and all desire for conversation
ccased. It was after midday, and the heat was choking.
Even the voluble Barry was silent. Hal Honour's tireless
arms still wielded the axe. At times the stench wafted in
by a hot wind from the sea was perfectly nauscating. They
halted to take their first meal on Mysteria, but their
appetites were not keen. The water in their flusks was luke-
warm.

“We're not much like oil-paintings,” said Ching-Lung,
surveying his dusky comrades; ‘“but you'd fetch a few
coppers each as scarccrows. Rupert, my coloured coon, you've
got a smut on your nose, if you knows it. Why don’t you
Fnt on a clean collar? Perhaps it’s the latest fashion to black-
ead "em, is it? If so, you're well in the fashion.”

“It’s the pot callin’ the kettle black, souse me,” remarked
the bo'sun.

“You call me a pot and T'll pot you,” said the prinece.
“ Hallo, Tommy has gone in for a black wig to match his
whiskers.”

Prout had taken off his yachting eap to fan himsclf.
His bald head was as shiny as if it had been carefully
varnished by an expert. His brilliant red beard was also
dyed black in streaky patches here and there, and the whole
effect was so ridiculous that once again the colourless,
sweating forest resounded with peals of laughter.

“ Show your ignorance, I don’t mind, by hokey,” said the
steersman.  “You a‘n't none too beautiful yourselves.”

“Oh, them whiskers, souse me,” said Maddock. “ Oh,
them silken whiskers! It reminds me o the riddle, the

answer to which are a newspaper—black, white, and red all
over,

They are red all over at the back, souse me. But
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why he stove-polishes his ’ead licks me. Maybe he does it
to match his character.”

“If my character was as black as your'n, Ben,” retorted
the steersman, “I'd scrub it wi’ sandpaper, by hokey, I
would.””

“ Forward !

The millionaire and [al Honour were again going ahedd.
Ching-Lung was very glad that Gan-Waga had not got over
his aversion to the isiand, and that he had stayed behind. The
Eskimo could not have borne that moist, sickly heat. It
would have prostrated him. He could bear, and even enjoy,
the intensest degree of cold, but beat acted on him like a
deadly poison.

Hal Honour beckoned for another axe.
the edge of the one he had been usng.

“ Heads " he eried.

With two blows he sliced through a stem as thick ns his
own powerful arm as if it had been a cucumber. The stem
did not fall, for it was held tightly from above. He caught
it in his hands, and gave it a tug that would have overthrown
an ox, and broke it away from the roof. As it crashed down-
wards, light flooded in.

“Not a bad pull for a little boy,” said Ching-Lung.
“ Now, where are we, and why?! I think it's my turn
IHeads, heads!™

The prince’s axe gleamed.

“Pull this away.”

Prout and Maddock grasped the stem. It defied them until
Barry grasped it, and then came clear away, letting in more
light.

(Another splendid, long Instalment of this grand
Serial next Monday. Please order early.)
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OUR WINTER EVENING PROBLEM CORNER.
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“ Bunty, Bunly, sat on a wall,
Bunty, Bunty, had a great fall!"

CAN YOU PUT HIM TOCGETHER AGAIN?

On the opposite column there is another puzzle-picture

for my ingenious chums. The whole picture-puzzle

should be pasted on a piece of thin cardboard, and the

pieces carefully cut out. Correctly pieced together they

will form the figure of your old friend Biily Bunter,
Can YOU put him togetiner?

No. 10 PROBLEM NEXT MONDAY.

Na Hel NED W2
KEY TO LAST WELRK'S PROBLEM :—The nambhers at the
bottom of thefpicture show where the tangled lines eud.
Tur MaGyET LInmany.—No. 306.
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NEXT MONDAY :

“GOOD OLD COKER!"
By FRANK RICHARDS,

In our next grand, long, complete tale of tha chums of
Creyfriars, Harry Wharton & Co. have a strange adventure
in a lonely cottage on the moor, which is destined to have
exciting and quite unexpected consequences. — As the title
reveals, Herace Uoker of tho Fifth plays a big part in the
story, and, though his actions are as *‘ Cokerish”—to use
Frank Nugent’s expression—as ever, he is shown up in a
new light, in which the best side of his character is revealed.
Thanks to Harry Wharton & Co.’s assistance, Horace Coker
iz enabled to render a valuable service to his doting Aunt
Judy, and at the same time to bring a heartless scoundrel to

justice,
“ GOOD OLD COKER!™

is a very fine tale of school life, which will make a strong
appeal to every ** Magnetite."

FOR

OUR LATEST SCHEME FORGING AHEAD.

The plotting and planning and scheming in connection with
our projected new Halfpenny Companion Paper is going on
apaco, and I am preparing a programme of humorous
pictures and firstclass reading matter which is guaranteed
to make any  Magnctite’s " mouth water. ldeas and sug-
gestions for the new paper continue to roll in from all
quarters, and I must ask all my chums who have sent them
in to accept my heartiest thanks for their help. In deciding
en the contents of the proposed addition to our little
“fumily " of bright companion papers, I have done my best
to take into eonsideration the expressed wishes of all my
chums, as far as possible. It bas been, of course, impossible
for me to adopt more than a small percentage of the
suggestions offered, but the most important and popular ones
have been carefully weighed, and the result, 1 may safely
promise, will not disappoint the keenest or most enthusiastic
of my chuins.

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

I'red Perry (East Dulwich).—I should be pleased to accept
a copy of your magazine. I am glad to hear our articles met
with your approval.

H. Tasxler (Eastbourne).—Many thanks for your letter and
appreciative remarks.

A Penarth Chum.—Kipps is the name of the conjurer of
Greyfriars, More will be heard of him shortly.

A. Pembridge (London, 5.E.}.—As soon as Frank Richards
mri spare time, a ““ Harry Wharton ' 3d. book will be his first
tasl.

E. R. Pettitt {Brockley).—Kodaks are, in my opinion, as
good as any cameras produced.

G. W. Radford (Hackney Road).—Sece reply to A. Pem-
bridge.-

. E. (Walthamstow).—I am afraid I cannot urdertake to
value your coin.  Write and ask Mr. G. C. Kent, 264, The
Lanes, Brighton.

Marriott (Tottenham).—Many thanks for your sug-
gostion, .

Magnetite {Northampton).—Indexes are not printed for
“ Magnet '” volumes. In regard to your question as to where
you should send your short stories, as you do not stute exactly
what class of story you write. I cannot name any paper.

Study the contents of all the boys’ and girls papers pub-
lished, and send your stories to the publisher of the book your
class of story coinzides with., Good luck! !

A Faithful Reader.—Blackness under the eyes'is _gcncrnliy
caused by insufficient sleep.  If you are satisfied this 1s not the
cause, 1 advise you to consult an optician.

** A Country Reader.”—Use linseed oil to soften your
football boots.

Will K. Watson, of Lincoln. forward his full name and
address to “ B.”" of Brighton?

AMATEUR THEATRICALS FOR CHRISTMAS
PARTIES.

By an Amateur Entertainer

Christmas-time is the time par excellence for amateur
theatricals, and all young people like to provide their friends
and relations assembled for the festive season with some sort
of entertainment. My readers will find that amateur
theatricals *“ go down’ better than an_\'t-hing else; but those
who are keen on amateur acting must set about the business
in the right way, of course. First of all, we will make it a
necessity that the cost be kept down as much as possible.
Now to form your company,

You can't give a play by yourself, of course.
together your company—say, about eight. 'That, 1 think,
will be quite sufficient; but the more the merrier, certainly.
You may, however, overstep the border, and then perhaps
dizcover it to be too merry %o stop at twelve.

See that everybody is enthusiastic—that's the chief point.
WNothinig great can be done without enthusiasm. You may
be boiling over with it yourself, but you will need all the rest
to be the same if you want to make a success of the enter-
prise,

Knock out all the half-hearted individuals; they'll spoil
everything.

(Girls are essential, of course, to a_ theatrical company.
You'll want a couple, at least, just to brighten things up.

We will take it for granted you have got together your
party.

Various officials will now have to be appointed, such as
stuge-manager, scencry-artist, prompter, etc. Then someone
ust keep the whole company in hand.  You, as originator
of the idea, have certainly most right to * boss the show,”
and don't let anybody dispute it.  Here let me give you a few
hints, or vou will find your company hard to manage. You
must be strong-willed.  What you say must go. When the
time rcomes for allotting the parts, there 1s sure to be a
seramble for the hero or heroine’s berth. Choose the
members you think best for cach part, and stick to your
decision.  *

Of course, dont bully or get coneeited. T'm sure you
know the difference between a good director and a bad one.

Hold a meeting at the first opportunity, and settle every-
thing pessible. 'The points should be settled in quict converse,
not By numerous fistic encounters, mind.

Levy a weckly subseription amgng the members, also an
entrance-fee. to provide for necessary expenses. You can't
be expected to finance the concern yourself.

Now, about practical necessities, You'll want grease-
paint—not very much. Perhaps, if you’ve a handy sister or
friend, they'll rig you up some fancy dresses, M eourse,
vou want nothing elaborate. Propertics, such as chairs, a
table, various ornaments and decorations, you can easily get;
but remember to ask vour parents for evervthing first.

You ecan please yourself about an orchestra. It certainly
bucks things up; and if you have any musical chuma or rela-
tions, it will be a great addition.

Now you should be ready to make a start.

Guather

(Another Amateur
Theatrical Article
Next Monday.)

———W

];rinled anid Puidiehed by the Pmpr?e.tﬁ;i_a.l.; The F|.l?.;.'.\.":’l'\?-"(\‘.1-€'; F_;rl:i-ng'lnn Street, London, England.  Agen ta for Australia: Gordon &
Goteh, Ltd., Melbourne, Spdney, Adelaide, Brizbane, and Wellington, N.Z.; for South Africa: Central News A gency, Ltd., Cape Town and

Jobannesburg. Saiscription, 7s. per annum,

Baturday, December 20th, 1913,



No. 306

THE “MAGNET"” LIBRARY, il

YOU SHOULD READ THIS SPLENDID YARN!

HIS LAST CARD!

A Magnificent, Long, Complete Tale, dealing
with the Further Amazing Adventures of

SEXTON

BLAKE, DETECTIVE. i

Blake had been thinking of him for &
many weeks past. He had been
thinking of him when the prince pro-
posed this trip to him: t was the
thought of Maurice Fenner which had
prevented Blake from immediately
accepting the prince’s invitation, for he
had felt that, much as he required a
holiday, he could not take one with an
leasure until he had come to grips wi

Maurice Fenner had becoms a positive
obsession with him—a circumsiance
which will be easily understood when we
state that the man had actually
victimised Blake himself.

Maurice Fenner had had the audacity
to employ Blake; he had engaged
help to assist him in perpetrating one
of the most amazing and -ingenious
frauds that had ever been perpetrated
an the Stock Exchange. He had paid
him for his services, and paid him
-handsomely, and Blake only discover
how he had been made use of when the
victim of the fraud communicated with
Secottand Yard, and Scotland Yard
called upon Sexton Blake for am
explanation.

Oh, it was a bitter pill for the gread.
detective! It cost him half the savings
of a lifetime, for he insisted upon com-
pensating the victim out of his own
pocket. DBut the money loss was of
trifling importance. It was the blow
to his pride, the loss of self-respect that
rankles._ That he, of all men, should
have been duped into aiding and
abetting a gigantic swindle made him
wish at the moment that the earth wenld
open and swallow ‘him up. . The
h]t)tlmiliation of it was almost insupport-
able.

Is it surprising that he had looked ill

The officer in command of the troop dismounted and approach
Fenner cautiously ; but his caution was unneoeesary?pﬂaa:rl:g
Fenner was dead ]

and worn,.or that his doctor urged him
to take e prolonged rest and holiday?

The quiet sniggerings of Bcotland
Yard were intolerable.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Busimess and Pleasure Combined.

YING in a fong chair under an awning, dressed in white
clothes, -and lazily smoking a cigarette, Sexton Blake
looked . the personification of idleness. Blue sea all

_3bal.!t‘h!m. the blue sky overhead, brilliant sunshine

bathing the'distant houses in a golden radiance, boats con-
taining picturesquely-clad fishermen sailing slowly and lazily
by—such was the scene upon which his eyes rested.

The voyage down the Channel, across the Bay of Biscay,
and up the Mediterranean had made a new man of him. He
might look lazy and:tired and devoid of energy, but he was
feeling as fit as he ‘had -ever felt in his life.

He had been a fortnight at sea, and his friend Prince
Henry de Laval's yacht, the Engfa, was anchored in the
harbour of Villefranche. The prince and Tinker had gone
ashore, Blake and Pedro had remained on board.

Pedro had the free run of the yacht, for he had absolutely
refused to occupy the beautiful kennel which the pringe had
provided for him.

Villefranche is some two miles from Nice, and about twelve
from Monte Carlo. Villefranche Harbour is the only one in
the nm%hbogrgl which could supply safe moorings for a
{goht of the size of the Eﬁﬁale' That 1s why the prince and
‘his guests had come to Villefranche, and nct gone direci to
Monte Carlo.

But if Blake looked lazy and idle as he lay stretched in his
long chair, he was very far from being so.

He was tl}_inking of Maurice Fenner, cosmopolitan s'.hnrp,
swindler, thief, ruffian, bully ; the man with the iron hand in
the velvet glove; the man with the innocent, boyish face,
and the black heart of the utterly unscrupulous blackguard ;
the man with the manners ‘of the most refined aristocrat, and
the thoughts and purposes of the vilest criminal that ever
stood-in.tha dook.

Oh, they were justified in sniggering,
Blake felt that! He had had the laugh against them so
often that they would have been more than human if they
hed refrained from rubbing it in when their own chance
came; but their sniggerings on that account were none the
less hard to bear. /

No wonder he couldn’t explain to the prince why he felt
disinclined to accept his invitation, ‘why ‘he: felt bound to
refuse it!

YOrﬁly Tinker knew—Tinker and the authorities of Scotland
ard.

Then, by one of those dramatic coincidences which happen
much more frequently than is generally supposed, John
Hawkins, a friendly inspeetor, discovers that Maurice Fenner
is shortly expeoted at Monte Carlo, and sends the news on
to Blake just in time to change his refusal of the prince's
invitation into an acceptance.

Thus Blake was able to combine business with pleasure,
to get his holiday and commence the return. match with the
andacious scoundrel who had inveigled him into the innocent
commission of crime.

Pedro, who had been lying giietly at Blake’s side, suddenly
got up, stood on his hindnf , placed his forepaws on the
parapet, and peered over the side of the vessel. Then he
barked joyously, and raced off to the gangway, and Blake
knew that Tinker was returning to the ship.

Blake didn’t move for some seconds, but when he did move
he moved hastily.

The boat that was approaching the yacht was being Towed
very fast—he could tell by the sound of ‘the oars; and this
was such an unusual ciroumstance that it appeared worth
instant investigation, for the Villefranche boatmen as a rule

iust difa their oars into the water and out again in the most
Zilsure y fashion, and with the least possible effort to them-
saelvesd. 7

By Jove,”’ he murmured, ““ there’s something up!’
He saw Tinker gtandipg up in the stern of the boat
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encouraging the two rowers by voice and gesture to sustained
excrtion. The two rowers were responding gallantly. Reach-
ing well forward, and swinging well back, they were putting
their whole soul into the work. The perspiration was pour-
ing off them in streams. The oar-blades ripped through the
water, in and out in o flash. Probably never before had a
boat been rowed so rapidly in Villefranche Harbour.

“ Anything the matter, Tinker?"” Blake sang out to him.

SV et

“ What i3 it?"

“Tell you in a minute.”

The noso of tho boat crashed against the yacht’s side, and
Tinker sprang for the gangway, and rushed up to the deck.

“T want a hundred francs for those fellows, sir; I promised
them a hundred francs.”

“A hundred francs!”

Blako demurred. A hundred francs—£4 of English money
—wg.a a rather stiff charge for rowing a boat a few hundred
yards.

“ Please, sir, quick, a hundred francs!” rtepeated the
youngster breathlessly.

“Oh, well!"”

Blake produced his pocket-book and fished out a hundred-
Erano note.

“ You are bent on ruining me, Tinker!’ he said.

“It’s worth it, sir—you’ll see. I had to promise it.
wouldn’t have shoved along for less.
lazy beggars.'”

“ Well, they cortainly shoved along,” said Blake.

“ Better go down to your cabin, sir, will you? I'll join you
in a moment.” i

“\What's up? Why all this haste and mystery, young’ un?”

‘“ Can'’t tell’ you till we're alone, sir.”

Tinker dashed off to the gangway, and handed the hundred-
franc note to the boatmen. Blake went below to his cabin.

““ Now, what is it?” he asked, when Tinker came in and
the door was closed.

“We met Maurice Fenner.

““Hera?"

**Yes; here on the yacht. The prince knows him. He was
in a motorcar, He had motored over from Monte Carlo,
He saw us and hailed us.”

“The prince knows him?” exclaimed Blake.

“Yes; he thinks he's a splendid chap. He doesn't know
him really, of course!”

‘“ When are they coming?”

““ Now, in the steam-launch. That’s why I had to hurry
ap dreadfully to get here in time to warn you. He had two
ladies with him—an old one
and a young one. They're
coming to lunch, too. What
are you going fo do, sir?’

Blake really didn’t know
what he was going to do.
This was such a startling and
unexpected development. .
What he would have done if
the yncht had been his own
would bo to clap the handcuffs
on Mr. Maurice Fenner the
moment he came aboard, and
carry him off then and there
to England and hand him
over to Scotland Yard.

But would he? On second
thoughts, no, he wouldn’t!
He couldn’t expose his own
humiliating ° discomfiture at
the hands of this consummate
rascal to the scorn and deri-
sion of the whole world; he
couldn’t make himself- a
general laughingstock.

“T don't know what I'm

They
They are frightfully

He's coming to lunch!”

GIVEN

answered, with grave delibera-
tion: “but I shall meet him
at lunch and talk to him.”

* Disguised, of course, sir?"

“0Of course,” said Blake,
who was even then busy with
hia make-up box. He was fit-
ting a short “ goatee’ beard.

‘"I see—the Yankee dodge,”
said Tinker, watching the
deft movements of Blake's
long fingers. A pair of false
3syebrows and a long, droop-
ing moustache completed a
lisguise impenetrable.

D
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“Mr, Cyrus T' Buck, of Chicago, yourz 'un. What do you
think of him?"

“To the life, sir—you look him to the life!" said Tinker.

It had been arranged by the prince, with the kindliest
forethought and consideration for Blake's comfort, that he
should travel under the name of Buck, and pose in publio
a3 an American visiting Kurope, Some such subterfuge
was essential if Blake was to enjoy any peace or privacy
on his holiday, for he was so well known that he was always
liable to be mobbed by Pressmen, sensation-mongers,
autograph-hunters, and the like. This precaution served
him well in the present emergency. Tinker was travelling
as Tom Buck, Blake’s son, for Tinker's name was nearly as
woll known as Blake's.

“ Here they come, sir! I was only just in time!”

The throb of the launch’s engine suddenly became audible,
and Blake dismissed Tinker to meet the prince and ask him
to come to his cabin. He was bound to have a few words
with his host in private to explain his disguise.

& AI?’, my dear Sexton, what is it? What do you ‘wish

to——
Then the prince paused in astonishment at Blake's
appearance.

“¥You have strangers to lunch, prince, whom I would
rather not meet in my true character. That is the meaning
of this disguise I hope you don’t mind?"”

“ Mind? No! But it is wonderful—wondexful !’
prince laughed gaily,

‘**¥ou have not spoken of me in my own name, prince, I
trust?"’

*No; I have told my guests that I have two [riends
travelling with me—Mr. Buck and his son, from Chicago."”

“(Qapital! - You are discretion itself, prince. And if you
are ready, I should like to go up on deck and be introduced.”

“ Come, then!” And they went up, the prince evidently
hugely enjoying the joke.

“ Mr. Maurice Fenner—Mr. Cyrus Buek.”

\ “er. Cyrus Buck—Mrs. Frankland—Miss Marian Frank-
an -),

Having performed the ceremony of introduction, the
prince led the way to the saloon, where lunch was imme-
diately served. It was a merry party, No party presided
over fvz‘y the prince could be otherwise than merry, for his
light-hearted gaiety was unquenchable, his laughter in-
fections, while .on the present occasion his hilarity was
heightened by his enjoyment of the joke of Blake’s disguise.

His eye was perpetually catching Blake’s or Tinker's
with a knowing twmkle. He
was bubbling over with merri-
ment, and one could see that
he was again and again within
an ace of saying something
which would reveal Blake's
incognito. But he always
saved himself in time, and
after each escape his sly nods
and smiles and _fz!:lst.ive winks
with,

And the

broke out renewed

lunch proceeded.
Blake had many bad moments
while it = lasted, but tho
prince’s daring indiscretions
passed unnoticed by his other
guests, who attributed what-
ever was strange and peculiar
in his behaviour to his notori-
ous eccentricity.

There was
laughter at this
party, and as lon,
s0 nobody cared to inquire
too closely at what or why
they laughed. !

And Bfake while he did his
share towards promoting the
general enjoyment, was in-
tently . studying = Maurice
Fenner, -

What new wvillainy was he
up to? What was his purpose
in regard to the two ladies
who werée in his company?

(You should on no account miss
reddiﬂ? the conclusion of this amaz-
ing detective strby which is contained
in the grand tssue df our companion
paper, * The Penny Popular,” now
on sale at all nelwsagents. Buy your
¢ py to-day.)
< 20112113
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