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HARD AT WORK ON THE “GREYFRIARS HERALD!”

(An Exciting Scene in the Magnificent Lona, Complete School Tale of the Chums of Greyfriars.) 11113



THE FIRST CHAFTER.
After the Interval.
ARRY WU ARTON was looking
thoughtful.
There wes a wrinkle on_his
brow, and he had been silent
for severul minutes.
tha four other juniors who were
stting round the tea-table in Study
Mo. 1 in the Remove were smiling.
The
er, four of them were a

Famous Five were -c tea—or,
arry

rion seamed to have !n:g-um-n that
there was tea in the cup before him, and
there was a hot, buttered scoxe on ]

Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull, Frank
Wugent and Hurree Singh, glanced at
#he captain of the Remove, and glan
i ans another and anuled

{]t;uund!nh%d.a N I.\ U ere
enlle ::-th-ru: tudy oll.ll. heir
:; leader bad a.matter of some

rtance to eﬂmmunll-‘blk Innﬁd of
unlmtin' it, owever, ar
Mnd falles inte & % of deep
musing.

Apparently, the matter of importance
‘was & matter ‘of very great importance
fadeed, - wnd required & con derable
smount of ection.

Bob Cherry, having finished his vold
beef, Glled \hu mustard-spoen with mus-

and can ]' ladled it upon ‘Wharton's

The nﬂa- d:lmm grinned.

‘Wharton not even observe hix
i?'ld chum’s proceeding.
ut as Bob finished lld]mg the mustard

be woke uj u lt were, from his devp
g
e paper shortage—" he began.
CL.- and )nrkedsbmi

-lpoun. But tha captain of
e Remove had not noticed i
* Th e paper :hamge‘" ejaculated

“ Yu the paper shortage—-~"
Bleas the papsr shortage ! remavked
Johnn: Bull.” Thal's not o sevious as
l::hbnlhr abortage. 1'm getting fed-up
i
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1o do any more lines. Economy of impot
Ppie. is & jolly good id
o goodfulness of that esteemed idea

in umﬁc cancuried Hunu Jamset
Ram Singh

“Dry up ninute, ]’l’-l‘ fellows I"* said
Wharton. thinking it

out-
*Oh, g—an were think " asked Bob

il

o ‘thought there was somothing the
matter. Hos it given you a pain 1" asked
p.hob sympathetically. "' Theso  sudden

"lv been thinking it orer for, some

time,” gaid Wharton, unhe, *Now,

g it's ight. The paper
shortage—"

“You've been ti:mkmg aver the paper
shortage " demmded Bob,

*Exactly! The paper siortuge—"

“But surely that's got over by this
time—if it matters!” yawned Nugent. -

“Just what I was gomg to say, Frank.
paper s]m\tago isn't exactly got
over, but it's ease Paper is still

tfully expeusive, but it can be had.”
don't want any in is

dnd. the ¢ Greyfriars
Herald* eg out Wharton. “ That
|ﬂﬂ§ celebrated De odical—"
ear, bear "
*That justly celebrated iodical

pegged out because paper ran s

e 4 uut the sitation has
here why the re;

-]muldu L start -g.m‘i"

H.-nld
*Restart nfier the intervalf"™ sug-
Bob Cherry. e
“Exactly I It was a jolly good

was terrific [

@ of the Remove were
here was no
aor school paper had
All the Gve had contri-
1t settled the point.

" continued Harry
as a really good thing,
cheese for it to peg out

+
al reed on
ot hay ke

in

ut of impot paper,” said
l'nnl Nugens, “I'm quite prepared not

rﬁwﬂw{u"l 11 'ﬂ’
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A Magnificent Long,
Complete School Story
of Harry Wharton & Co.
at Greyfriars School.

BY . ..

FRANK RICHARDS.

‘Herald' had to go.
landed again in \l\e pipin
it's time for the * Horaid’

But now we're
times of peace,
to put in a

fresh appear: — better than ever.”

* Hear,

“That's what T wanted to_tell yoa
fellows,"” cw:lmu?d Wharton. *My idea

is to revive the “ Herald " om rather new
lines, and make a better thing of it—pro-
fiting by past experience, you know. , .1t"
will cost more, of course—prices are jolly
steep, and I believe the price of paper is
still about three hundred per cent. up
Still, people will pay to read really good
stuff—and we can supply that”

* Hear, hear !"

“Not a doubt about it,” assented Bob
Cherry,
buttered was
whether ﬂm u tain of ihe Remove
would observe the mustard before Le
starbed on the scane.

But the editor of the *Greyfriars
Herald” was not <l|ml.mg about mustard.
He wps thinking of bis editorial plans,

“ Good

stories, good pictures, good
editorial chat, and g0 on,” be said.” * And
a g seri
FRightha 1" saig Bob C‘l\-n; beartily.
1;‘.1 ca leave that ta mo!
“EhT

“1 don’t mind taking on the serial.
Something really etunning,” said Bob.
Al lhenhlwl- things worked up in it.
What about l‘)e Pirate of the Clouds?”

“The which?

“ Story of a pirate crew in an lemlemP
you know,” said Bob eagerly.
chnck bombs around, snd so forth—

v illing. Blood Bows like

hat."

“Isn't that a ripping idea?"

*Rather too ripping lor the * Greyfriars
Herald,’ old chap,” said Wharton, laugh-
ing. *But the first step is—"

- Thu first step is to get a. u-ll; rippin;

said Bob warmly. “The seria

m)m the thing hang together, you

know. el M | fearfully bored

with your editorial chat, and Smithy's

;pnnmg notes, and the other stuff, will
uy

course, everybody hmd. to
make sacrifices in the war, and the

go on buying 'the paper to gat the next
mstalment of my serial hat's where

Ccpyright in the United States of America.
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A rnl.lz- good serial comes in. Leave it
to

T The first step,” said Wharton again—
judiciously postponing argument on the
subject of Bob s thrilling serial—"the
first m&:s to get in communication with
the publishers, and find out whether
they're prepared to take it up again now.
If you fellows are agreed on bringing out
the paper again, fl ask Wingate to let
me use the t?leplmns and get into com-
mumenl:on with them ™

i reed,” said Nugent.
The agreefulness is terr
o e el up.  ther

remarked Johnny Bull. “T believe ths
puhlnhmg offices in London close early.”
cut down immediately after tes,

v butried- to finish bis tes—
-t.rm.g o the tted sse Boly
Cheérry watched bam as if fascinated

A piece of scone, with a large piece
of mustard attached, disappeared into
Harry Wharton's mouth

The next moment there was something |

that resemhlkd a valeanic

Stud,
h 1"

Dunoowoooc
Whatton leaped from the table. kic
his ohnl:y over backwards
ash [ «
“Yurrrrggghhh !
“M: IAIIF WI“]\_‘.},N &
roooooggggghh !
“Ha, I, b3 1
*Ouch! " Qoooooch !
1
"Oh

Harry \vlurlnn spluttered wildly, with
& crimson fnc

eruption in

Gug-gng-gug-

“Ow! U Mustard !™ he shricked
“Same silly t has put mustard on my
! Oooooooch I*

“Chaps shouldn’t go to sleep at fea "
id Bob Cherry serionsly. ™ An)lhmg
linble to happen—'
L Onacen! e it you, you dengerous
maninc? ﬂoaneoch' Gug-gug-gug |
5o it!" said Bob encouragingly.
Harry "ilurwu made a jump for a
ericket-bat that stood in a coruer of the
study. He made another jump for Bob
Cherry, and Bob Cherry made a jump
for the door.
Fortunately for lim humorous Bob, his
]llmp landed” Ium in Fnsrlgr in time,
““Ha, 3 rmred hiny B\all end
ugent and Hurroe au.gh Bob
Gherry vanished along_the wit
W hnmn in hot pursuit, brund:ahmg tlw

R-pnd footsteps died away in the
Remove passage, and there was a sound
of 1 door slamming and a ke clicking in
a lock. Then there was n sound of a
voice bresthing blood-curdling threata
through a kevhole.  And then Hawy
Wharton retired to waeh his mouth at
the tap at the end of the pasage.

THE SECOND CHAFTER.

Bunter’s Scheme !
BAY, Hnrn old chap—="
I o

Harry \'\ b b Jrias going down

to the prefects’ room, alter gotting

rid of the mustard, when Bil unter
appeared i the offing. The effccts of the
mustard etill lingered, though the mus-
tard itself was gone, .and Wharton's

Temark to the Owl of the Reniove was
uot exactly

amiable.
say, old chap—" persisted

ied on down - the stairs.
Now that the important decision had
been reached, there was no time to lose
t war u “‘tinnk ” cnll to London, and
the jurior editor did not want to get

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

thml:igll after the publishers’ offices had:

lly Bunter gruuted, and rolled down-
= after the captain of the Remove.
Bunter's business was important, too
Wharton hurried to the prefects’ room,
where he found Wingate and
the Sixth. He preferred his reque
Wingate, and the genial captain of Grey-
friars gave him permission: to use the tele.
phone. And Wharton at once rang up
the exchange, and gave the required
number. Then he put up the receiver,

and sat down to wait.
Wingate and Gwyune strolled out, and
Wharton had the prefects’ room to him-
self. ~ But ouly for a minute or tw

Jﬂnul of the Rcmou sitting nes

Dh here you are, old chap’
Dm:t worry I"
Eh?”

Dnnt worry!  I'm waiting for a
|1'!mm George Bunter drew himself

up to his full height—which was not

reully impasing—und fxed o withering

goze upon the captain of thr Remove.

N as 8

with

“ be beam

he!” mld Bunter, dec
joke. "A“fnllv

h(
to l:l(! ﬁlnt repl, 5
humorous, win't you, old chepr He, e, |

“Buzz |

“Not at all!” said Wharton.
away, you fat Ay

‘He he, he! You should keep all that
bumour for the * Greyfrinrs Herald," you
know " said Bunter, wagging a fat fore-
finger at him.

Wharton started.

*What do you know about the ‘ Grey-
friars Herald,’ you fat bounder?” he de-
manded. “I haven't said a word outside
ﬂm nudi

“He, he, he!”

“Bo

usual 1
“If you menn to imply, W
T would Listen ot a ke

you were at the keyliole, a3

, that

hen how do you know?" suapped
“Imlom "
have happened to sec a paper
in n ta : ik drawer, or 1 may not,” said
unte

“lmlon Irowned. Since the scheme
viving the jumo! school paper had
oceurred to him, Lie had been muking some
nokes o0 the. sabacet, ‘and they. Teposed
in o drawer of the table in Study No. 1,
But William George Bunter certainly had
no business at that drawer.
*“You fat Hun ! sid | Horry.
baen rummngu\g in my st
“Not at all. 1 never had the faintast
iden yow'd_got any notes or anythin
there1* sid Dunter indignantly. 1
may have been looking for chocolutes.
T nay mot! If a fellow's greedy
en mlg!: ta hide away his chocolates from

! You've

"Thcm weren't any choml;ir- there,
vo dat byrglar -

found—1 mean, 1 was't look-
ing i nn, Lo say, 1
haven't been ut the drawer at all.” I
suppose’ vou cen take my word,
Wharton?”
10D, seat ! ;
“But what mlnrmd.@d me,” continned

Bunter cheerfully, *was.one of your
notes about payment for contributions.
\on re vhml.ung of paying for stuff in the

51

p ,
“I've I.:ccn thinking that over,”

Three-halipence. 3

Billy Bunter, blinking at him, “I naver
had time to write for the paper before.
A chap with so many engagements can't
take on literary work log nothing. But
if you're going to pay for the stuff, that
makes a dnrerence I'm quite wl]!mg
to write for the * Greyfriars Herald " at,
say. ten gu‘;nou a page.”

o old pal I'd do it cheaper,”
£2id Bunter generously. *'I'm not a chap

to think m\lrh about monev III you
now, I'm terestes e all
over, If you want to be I:I.nle wlth

in me down to five guineas
o what I can to meet you.

“T'm perfectly willing to §II up the
wholg paper from cover to cover,” said
Bunter liberally. “I'm rather a dub at
stuff, you know. Some fellows
:ukv about writing. T never
st runs off my pen like—like

g 13 wu 'te going to call me names,
Wharton, T shall have to_consider very
senaml\‘ whether T can join your stait
at all!”

Wlll you get away to a home for
idiots, and give me a rest?” demanded
the eaptain of the Remove.

ve been making some mnotey
m)'self" said Bunter, nnheeding.  * As
you're dumg nothing. I'll read tlwm out
to you!

The Owl of the Remove extracted an
exceedingly crumpled and soiled sheet of
impot paper from his pocket, with two
or three anisced clinging to it. He
| detached the anisced-balls, and jammied
them into his mouth by way of a begin-
and then blinked over the notes.
my scheme,” said Bunter

scheme for running the

'mv
‘ Herald,’

you know, in rt‘alLy ood style.
First, a comic yarn, !:\' %unlpr o
fil a muplz of pages. l\ext editorial

rting
Gistalomnt ob o
thrilling serial, * The Blood-Bedubbled
Buceaneer, by Cﬁplum Corker—"

\ho on earth is ‘arker?"”

m ! explained
“ Me, rull), rou know,
but I think s num-de-plum would bo
effective ther

A what*" howled Wharton.
m - de - plum — pen - name,  xou
kno
" Oh, nom-de-plums! Ha, ha

“You do't get the French pr
tion quite right, Wharton. Isa3 a
de:

-plum, and I mean a num- -
After that, » shori story by W. (G
Buuter.

Then a loug, complete story—
every-story a gem. you know—; I
think this ought to be a etory of high !
As a chap with no end of aristocratic
connections, you know, 1 oo deal with
that, *Sir Reginald the Rake: or, The
Mystery of the West End,” by Adolphus
do  Courcy—another num-de-plum  of
mine, you know.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“As 1 shall be practically filling wp
the whole paper, I don't mmd making a
reduction for quantities.” said B
Bunter generously. “I'll do the wholy
lot at a very generons ﬁgure—e:n‘
twenty guineas the lot. As yon're goig
to charge for the paper, you can pay that.
The circulation will be immens:, Tiows
will tumble over one another to buy the

paper \\Iwu it gets ont that it's all
written by me. Profite will roll in. But
T always was a generous chap. Twenty

guinens is my fgure—to be donbled,
S8y, Vlhm\ the circulation exceeds five

—No. -512.
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“Ha, ha, hat®
“ Blossod if I see anything to ecackle at,

Wharton! I'm mnking you s business
offer. Yes or no!"” demanded Bunter.
“Ha, ha! No!"

'Ynu don't_mean that. T suppose
you're aware that it's an editor's duty to
get the best stuff possible for h's paper?”

Burzzz! rang the telephone-bell.

"Hnlln, I'm through! Rell
Ihmtnr

away,

v Wharton took up the recsiver.
: But I say, old chap—" persisted

Juur\l ! Hallo!"
mnlg mated Press!” came thm“gh
on the wii

Flu! way "House?” asked Wharton.

o ‘M me on to Reom X, please!”
say, Harry, old ohap,” said Buntet,
“ vou'd better closa with my offer, ! ml_v
withdraw it, and refuse to write our
puper at all. What t;ll])‘on do uum"‘

“The same as I shall do now,” an-
swered Wiarton, l.nlghm;.

“0Oh, really, W

* Sharrup | Ehlpl talking !"*

Wharton devoted his attention to the
Tunted an

telephone, and Billy Buntér
listenad. harton’s communication with

the Flootway House was brief, byt satis
fnctor” changed,
and Aare was 1o Jonger any dieulty in

the way of resuming pub!:mm" of the
frinrs Herald,” ichi, was very

news. 1a B krion wors
emile when he hung up the
receiver st
3 00
“1 sny, ol
“Good'bye, Bunter b
cBut, 1 iay, Wharton ! v exclaimod
Runter, pursuing

the the

Remove to the door. * thl] 1 hﬂng my
copy to the an-d, now ?

Wharton paused.

“Yon can hrmg
in the aftérnoon !”

“0Oh, good!"
i “We shull want to light the fire for
e ——

“Eh

“And your copy will come in use-

it to-morrow, dt five
he said.

il

*¥du silly ass!"” roared Bunter.

Harry Wharton qultted the prefects’
room, smiling.. Billy Bunter rolled out
aftor him, it a stafe of groat indigns:

tion

*Look here, Wharton—""

#Bow-wow !

“Mind, if I'm_left out of this paper,
1 shall start & rival paper on my aw
snd knock yours into a cocked hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton ran up the staircase,

red.  Billy

he roared.

aud disappea Bunter blinked
Mter hin in grest disgust, and snorted
with _indignation,

After the eTous
wd tibora] offers he liad made, Wharton's
econduct could only be described as black
ingratitude.

“1 say, Wharton—" Bunter howled
up the stairs.

No reply.

And William Genrgc Bunter rolled
away in great wratl

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Getting Busy !
llW HAT rot!” said Belsover
major.
Bolsover's vemark =~ was
causod by & large and pro-
minent Elncwd on the door of S dy

No. 1, the following afternoon.
THE MaGNET LiBEARY.—No.

lacard, in Jarge letters davbed with a
rush, was the Piining warning |
“EDITORIAL OFFICE!
NO ADMITTANCE EXCEPT
ON BUSINESS!
DON'T KNOCK 1
jor raised a large band
and knocked m spite of the wamning

nutice—or ause of it. There
e s \uicea nado ihe study.

Balsover maj

the editorial work w oceeding in
silence. 1t being n it hellay the sl
of the “Greyfrirs Herald " had agreed

remi it in labour on the first number
o{ the new edition. And as Bl.udy No. 1
was the editorial office, the stafl had
gathered there to work.

The *Greyfriars Herald " was un-
doubtedly a fine publication, ack:
aw things to make it perfect. "But what-
ever it may have lacked, it did not lack
editors ard sub-editors. Harry Wharton
was chu[l‘ editor hund
arm o supporters.
Bghting edifor; Hazhﬂxi Vamom
was sports editor. And there were plenty
mare. e Famous Five a!l had l'ndmg
positions on the staff; the Bounder was

rominent ther Bquiffl_and Pefer

'odd were conspicuotis. As for the con-
tributors, theit nume was legion.

Nah all offers of cm:lnbnl,‘um had been
]‘” m: mnrne' deu;l'.L'! s
iterary were not r any-
ono bt Willam George Bunter.

Bob_Cherry had had !u be gently but
ﬁrmlv dissunded from perpekwng a
blood- curdlmﬂdnen-l of the

clouds.

tory had been declined ut
and when Stott offered a must
sging yum entitled * Syeency Todd,
E ned ber,” Stott was
bidden Pt wway and bury it deep.
Bob Cherry told him they not want
biographies of the ancestors of any mem-
bers aof the staff; to which Pefer Todd
made personal momr}eu that interrnpted
the editorial procecdings for a full five
minutes.

In fact, it was not so difficult to get
contributions as to get tham into the
puper when accrpted. spm was limited,
and for that reacon, as Harry Wharton
explained, it was necessary for the
Qquality t6 be simply top-hole. To make
sure that the quality was up to-the re-
quired standard, the staff wore doing
most of the work themselves.

But, in spite of the warning notice on
the door of the editorial sanctum, that
afternoon was not to be spent in peaceful
and uninterrupted labour, it had
got about that con to the junior
paper were to be
e news electrified ull the literary
ants in the Remove—and some out-
the Remove, too.

It was generally, in such matters, con-
sidered a sufficient reward to see one’s
coutributions, or perpetrations, as the
case might be, in print. But payment in
addition was very acceptable. ~Fellows
thought it an excellent idea, and thay
agreed that on those lines Wharton had
a right to exact contributions of the very
}ng]gew quadicy. *And they were ol pre:
pered to send in stuff of the highest
imaginable quality.
lsover major was the first to arrive

at afternoon. He was only the first.
Hc thumped at the door with unneces-
sary emphasis, after reading the warning
potice. And a bawling voice answered
from within :

“Go away

*“The door’s lockmi'“ exl.lulmbd Bol-
sover major. ‘ Open it nce !

“Hook it, Bolsove:

1 want to se the editor.

ngt
ihu

Even | br

"le uducr is not at present on view,

Buzz off
E ka liere, T hear that are pay-
ing for contributions | bawled Bol

through the keyhole. “I don't mind
‘making a few guineas in my spare time.™
“Go _hon!"
“ don't, veally! Fve dashed off &
little ﬁ“"ﬁl‘," the paper—
h off again—"

Ly 'Lnd take the Jjttle thing with you !
“Lock here!” roared Bolsover major,
ugnly at the door. alk

'm coming i

ﬂtumpmf
rense !
“ Rat
o Hdlo !
Kipps,
passa;

You here n!uudy\"
Soinin aver mejor in the
e iomer with ihe

doo)
“The silly chumps bave got it locked I
Evlrlad Eu]wve
iver Ki
"'Let mcplt: ol fe'lla\- I've been
doing a page a(vcun]urmg -tricks for the
paper "
Coﬂ

are at a discou
voice from withi
them, old chap !

ass——"  howled

v iu%:neks

ks 1.. ht your fire with
“Wh, vou silly

K
]gncldene and Tom Brown
Russell cime alm:g the passage.
ihwae had wedges of impot-paper in their
ands.
“No admittance except on business "
Dick Russell. _ “Well, I'm, Fere an
Let me in, Whurw
Go tpd est bok
“Tre gnt ittlo thing here—"
“*Take it away arid bury it |
* Look ]IBm shouted Hmelrlanb
“Deon’t you want contributions for the

ra,

£, 1l contributions to he placed in the
editorial lctter-box 1" came the reply
from behind the locked door.

“Where's the editozial letter-box, faf-
head 1

“In the Common-room downstairs

- 'Tl\at's ull very well said Tom

“But I want to the editar

und explain—
vscripts are given careful
considoration, and if unsmfable are re-
tumed to the senders, provided that suffi-
cient stamps are enclosed la pli tha
return _postage ! chanl erry,
in 8 sing-song yoice, and thre was a
cho.tle m the editorial sanctum.

“ Fathead 17

“Open this door !”

Some more of the Remove turned up
ig,isin the crowd outside Study No. 1.

The locking of the editorial door seemed

to produce general exaspératior
door was the r of
thumps, bangs, ki
mage the  editorin]
within nthex i)ff-oult
“Clear off!” called out  Harry
Whl.rl.an ““'e 1l send the Fs;h(mg

Edn.o: eu: to you in & minute.”
Y h!
Send him out !
L acalp him !
"Il.'s up to you, Bob "

Nugen
‘Bsoh Cherry grinned and shook his

grinned Frank

=—

8, o working 1% ba wnwared. *Aind
Fighting Editors don't ﬁgm balf the
orm at once! Let 'em rip!

Bang! Kick! Bang! Cresh!
"\dy hat 1" exclaimed Harry Wharton.

Thi gotting too thick!| How the
dickens is & chap to do literary work with

oing on 17 i
e esteemed echo answers howl”
muurmured Hurree Singh.

Bang! Crash! Bump

“Cheeky ‘asses ! exclnmad Bolsover
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roared the astounded Owl.
I

Bunter's editorial visitor made a step towards him, and pounded him suddenly on his faf chest. * Yaroooh!*
There was a bump as he sat down on the earpet.
laces looked in. ““ What’s the row ? ** inquired Peter Todd.

Tae door opened and a dozen laughing

(See Chapter 9.) l

major indignantly, “They fancy them-
selves as editors! We buy the paper,
and that's a jolly good deal more im-
portant than editing it, I think.”

“Yes, rather

Bong! Tump! Bang!

“"Open this door, you cheeky nsses!"
Irelf: Bolsover major through the key-
hol

Bob Cherry rote to lLis feet and
methodically lilled a squirt at the ink-
pot.  Then he stepped softly to the door.

“Do you hear me!” came Bolsover's
powerful voice.

Bob put the sqnirt to the keyhale and
let fiy. i

“T tell you— Y¥a
—gug-gug-g-goooch

Bolsover msjor jumped back from the
kerhole, ejecting ink on all sidee re
was a howl of protest from his comrades.
v, I'l—Il—groogh—I'l
T'll—" spluttered Dolsover ma.
chook—chook—choked ! I'm— Groogh—
hooooh I

Bolsover major stamiped away -along
the passage in towering Wrath. ‘The rest
of the juniors hammered on the door ; but
they did not apply at the kéyhole again
The hammering wont_on %ill Wingate of
the Bixth came up the stairs, three at a
time, with an ashplant in his hand and &
deadly gleam in his oves, Then the crowd

h—grooth—ooooch

suddenly broke up, and found business
m_ other quarters with remarkable
celerity

And then, at last, the numerous staff of
the *“Greyfriars Herald" were able to
seltle down quictly to work.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Fiat Goes Forth !

o HAT about tea?”
W Bob Cherry asked that ques-
tion n couple of hours later.

Work hind been going on
manfully. Tmpot paper was being used
"F at a reckless rate, considering the fact
that there was still o paper shortage—
and the ink was running out. There was
s good deal of ink about the study—some
on the carpet, some on the table, plenty
on_editorial fingers, and a few spots on
editorial noses ut the first number of
the new edition of the “Greyiriars
Herald " was growing
“Tea repeated

Harry Wharton
vaguely.
“Tea!" said Bob,
“0Oh, blow tea!™
without looking up.
“Ien't anybody else gettin)

said Johnny Bull,

hun,

“Never mind that!"” said Squiff. ** Dry
up!”
“Well, I've Ffnished, vou know.”

yawned Bob,
too long at a time.

“ Take a little yun !
Bmith,

“How are you getting on,
asked Bob Cherry, : e
emack on the shoulder of the Nabob o
Bhanipur, who was chewing the end ©
his pen with a very thoughtiul expre:
howled Huripe Jamset R
Bingh, nearly swallowing his pen it

No good sticking indoors

suggested Yernon-

unexpected  shock. ' Gur-gur- g
grooch.”
“QOrder!” rapped out Peter Todd.
“Row-wow ! Can't a chap ask a chap

Low a chap is getting on?" demanded
Pob, * Inky's been wrinkling up his faca
for hours, and I don't believe he'll ever
wet it quite undone again.”

“My esteemed fat-headed Bob—
“Well, what's the game?” asked Bob,
et's hear it." 2
have been composefully perpetca-
the clegant and admirable poetrs,”
@ Fﬁamml Hurree Singh. I flatterfully
consider that 1 have equalled with poetia
taste the sublime productions of Poet
espeare and Poet Milton.™
i, my hat t”

“The elegant subject of my rhymefu!
lncubrations I

ar which?" asked Nugent faintly.
Tur Maoser Liprany.—No. 612.
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"My enkemed and ridiculous rhymeful
!.xcuhrlll.m the nabob.

elp

“The esteemed subject is the great and
absurd game of football. This 'l b ap-
propriate seasoning.”

** Possil lr the ass means it will be
seasonable,” remnrked Bob Cherry, after
some though

“I shall bu terrificall
out & few verses of m F

eased to read
icrous composi-

tion,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
modestly. It is written in the elegant
tuency of great poet. The beginfulness
is stril :l'ul"

s, an
tened with umhn; faces as the nabob,
after a little modest preliminary cough,
read out:
“When coldful winter nearful nighs,
nd late lamented summer dies,
The frostful bite and blusty breeze,
Bnng coughfn! cold and wheezeful

*Whaile lhhrmu ful br;um Euruly blow,
o football-ground we gaily go;
Wk Ty o frars .’hﬁ..t

We kick the fiying ball a

Till shades of night are !-llmg fast,
We then return to our

Increased in health lnd ]

We eat with Bunterful a.f’,m—-»

* Ha, ha, ha!”
I‘\’IMm was

Hurm Jamset Ram Sin e
upted by & roar.
Blllm g L P A R B

over the manuscript.
"Tlns is_mot comic poem,” he ex-
plained. *The seriousness is awful and

ur mistake !” grinned Bob Cherry.
“T certainly thought that Ihe comicful-
nees was terrific and awful.”

“Ha, ha, ha !”
“1_ have only read the beginfulnes.
The improvefulness is great the es-

poem meanders o

n gress.
re only two hundred lin

o nes—

“By Jove! 1 think Bob was right
about its being tea-time,” said Harry
Wharton. *“Take a Jot of care of that

poem, Inky. We're not

oing to waste
poetry like that on the

st number—

we'll reservo that far a Special Number—

o yery special mumber—
“Very special indeed!” said

fact, the specialfulness wlll

em !" murmured Nugent.
- Per\hlpﬁfu ly you do not think that
m s equal to lucubrations of

this poes
honourable Shnhelpelra?“ inquired the
nabob warml

“My dear :'Iu'p, Shakespeare couldn't

have written that,” said Bob. " Even
Shakespeare had his limits. And all the
staff -nll agres that that poem is the
limit."”

“ Hear, hear

e e et Ram_Singh looked
rather perplexed, as the editorial meeting
hralre up. mbiers of the staff dis-

ed to their own quarters to tea, and

Whnrwn and Nui-:nl were left alone in

Study No. 1. They wera beginning a
well-barned tea when William George
Bunter blinked in at the door. Harry

Wharton pointed to the passage.
Bunter sniffed.
“3 haven't come here to offer you any
W!Ik.lz':luhﬂﬂl 4o he smd loftily.

B" My offers hlro bean refused |" said

unte!

» They have !" agreed Wharten. .
“My intention,” continued the Owl of

the Ramn"n, “was to be kind. T really

the rag a success for you.

E

meani
Now 1 won't
“Alas!” ulhm‘l Nugent.
“I shall refuse to take ai
notice of your rag!” continued Bunter.
*You m m:? ask me for literary work on
your bended knee', and I shall turn up

further

LAy hat i Tt it sufficiently turned
up Almdy"' asked Wharton, in surprise.
“1 don’t_want any ™ roared

unter. *I've come here to give you
waming ! I'm going to down your rag 1"

“By starting l rival paper,”. said
Bunter. “That's my intention. I'm
g "o freace out your rotten paper by
offering the publu: Yeally good stuff 1"

**Oh, my hat

“Your rotten rag may drag on o wurﬁ
existence for a few weeks, but wait ti
“ Bunter's Woekly ' comes out! You'll
get the kybosh then !

“My dear "

Bunter raised a fat hand,
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““No good rmlur:f appeals now!” he
said. “]‘va
“But—"

“You can plead for mew till you're
black in the face, Harry Wharton, but
I sha'n’t show you eny
“T was I-umg to sa:
“You needut say anything! The fiat
has gone forth!” said Billy Bunter
loftily. "Ynu re done for! You needn’t
sy & wort
“1 v\n:
* Rats
o E’hut du door—"

“«Eh "

“With yourself on the other side of

Fulng to say—"

it—

“QOh, really, Wharton—""

“Or I shall shy this Ioaf at you"‘

Wharton raised ehe loaf. Billy Bunter
Eme h:m a glare that bade fair to erack

and departed from Study

the door with & bang that
rang along the Remove passage, And

harton and ‘iugem. settled down to tea,
n'mim‘, utterly regardless of the swo
of Damocles that was suspended over
their editorial heads.

)
B o
1 Geoans of blood—"
shed in torrents! The

u
decks ran with it, and it was splashed
a3 high as the maintruck—

“ Great pip!”

Peter Todd in the doorway of
Study No. 7, and starcd blunkly at the
Qwl of the Remove. Billy Bunter was

seated at the table, with a sheaf of impat
paper before him and a pen in his hand,
and a huge variety of blots scattered over
every object within range.

It was a few days since the_ restarti I3
of the * Greyfriars Herald ” after the
terval, as Bob Cherry described
Duris
very
first number was growing under their
busy hands. Billy gunber was also busy,
apparently.  His muttered ejaculations
as he scribbled indicated that he was
engaged upon literary work. To judge
by his remarke, the literature thereof
was what Hurree Singh would have
termed terrific.

*The dead lay in piles on the erimson

dack !"" continued Bunter. * The streams
of bioud splashed over the
truck:

““hnt s that game?” demanded Peter

it.
thase few days the staff had been
usy indeed, and & very gorgeous

main-

To

Bunter blinked up, with an irritated
look. Deep in the throes of com
he had not noticed Peter before t
5

spoke.

““Cut uﬁ!" he snapped.
“Eht"

*Hook it, please!”
“I've come in to tea,” remarked Peter,
You can’t have tea here! I'm doing
literary work,” said Bunter, *“Do you
hink “artistic work can be done with
greedy bounders  interrupting  because
they want tea?’

1 suppose you've had your tea?”

"1‘\emfmd a snack! ~ There wasn't

nmch in the capboard.”
“Have you scoffed all there was in

the cupbmud'" roared Peter

““If you're going to make a fuss about
balf & dozen sosses and & tin of sardines
and a cake, Toddy, I'll pay for them, if
you like I"* said Bunter lmmfully
“Pay up, ther, you owl "
“Later! At the present moment I'm

Liprary.—No, 612,
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what he’s cackling at?* * Ha,

&, ha! "

“* 1 say, you fellows, shut up ! It’s lno hld, you cackling there and this fellow cackling on the telephone!
“ Shu

t up!** roared Bunter. “ This chap is being impertinent !

H)'l my stuff Is no good.” (e¢ Caapcer 10.)

1 wonder
He

Peter. “Oh. I know! Am I to have
your expectution for tea?”

“1 wasn't referring to my postal-order,
Toddy. I'm expecting some handsome
cheques.”

**Bome which?"

* Handsome cheques.”

Peter blinked at his fat study-mate,
This was rather a_new departure for
William George. Generally he was ex-
F!ctmg postal-orders. Probably the

andsome cheques were likely to arrive
about the same time as the postal-orders.
But Peter was interested.

“And who's going to send you hand-

e cheques?™ he inquired.  “ Your

\mcl: the duke, or your aunt the duch 083,
or ¥our cousin Lha rag-and-bone man?

“You silly nes! I mean, I'm going o
get cheques for it worl
said Buuter, tapping the m.d
amudlg:.‘ sheet before him.

y bat! «Is that literary work?
You've made a litter, certainly, but.
“TI read you out some, if you like,”

Q

blou)

said Bunter condescendin “T've

got rather a bright, descriptive way oE
wiiting.  Youa sce the thing happen, ns
it were. Yone of your stodgy stuff.
Thrilling, you know. ~This is a descrip
tm, of o naval Lattle in the war

lood—

“'Nuff! T heard you as T came in—
something about chaps having  blood
splashed over their trucks:

““ Ass!" snorted Bunter. “That didn't

“Listen to this bit

1t's real deserip-

tive writing, you know.” And Bunter
resd it out: “‘ Hard a-starboard !" cried
the captain, as the cannon-ball struck

him i the eye. The helmsman turned
the whecl, and the engineer put full
steam on, and the sailors elimbed on the
masts nud things and set the sails—" "'
“Bails and steam together!” asked
Peter. "Isn t that rather a mixture?”
“That's all right! You don’t know
snything about ships, Toddy! Then it

goes on: ‘ The bnlt!eshlp turned round,
and crashed into the Germen cruiser.
Torrents of bloed fowed—"

“From the ship?”

“Nunno! From the Huns, you know.
* Yells of despair from the ferocious Huns
rent the welk:

“The what?"

“ Welkin.”

“What's a welkin?”

‘' Authors always say that, ass! They
mean it made an awful row—ses? * The
sea was covered for miles with the bodies

fiy—

of dastardly Huns, lmd lhe raging waves
were encrimsonsd—
*That's a good word' g

' Down vmn'. the German cruiser with
all hands—"

“If they went down, how could they
cover the sea for miles! inquired Peter
Todd meekly.

“That's descriptive wr
ou're not literary, Peter Toad:
fearful of 'anguish rent
welki

“The same welkin?”

“Of course! * Then there was sil.
deep, dead silence—broken only
cries of the dastardly Huns, the th
of cannon, the roar of the
boom of the raging waves——

“Must have been jolly q
else breaking the silence!"

“No. 'Ha, ha!" cried the captain.”

"Ah.er the cannon-ball had hit him in
the eye? Must lnve een a really
humorous chap to cry “Ha, ha! after
that. What a sense of humour!” said

eter,

iy Yuu're a_ Philistine, Peter Todd!
You don’t understand art!" said Bunter.
“1 u]m'nt read out any more!"
ell, I'd rather have tes,” admitted
Pslm Todd “Don’t you think you've
rather overdone the gore, Bunty 1"

“Certeinly not! That's thrilling! It's
the steff that excites the reader, you
know; and he gets this for twopeiice,
too |

you ass!
 One
the

d the
Nothing

THe MaGNET LIBRARY.—No. 612.
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“Well, I rather think any reader would
Eet excited if he found he'd given two-
pence for that etaff 1" said Peter. * But
who's going to give yon twopence for it?
1s it written for the ‘Bedlam Times,’

o
"1 ou silly chump ”
“Or the  Colney Hatch Chronicle,

or
“I'm accnstomed to jealousy,” enid
nter loftily. ** This is written for the
friars t

‘he * Herald ™ isn't ;oms to be two-
p:nf‘a—nnd that stuff isn't going o to h; in
the * Herald," \cu ht rhl er I

editor

ut of dw-npuu
writing we'd l,ucl. !.um.

“ I .should di to write for the
* Herald." i or the real, g:munn
Greyiriors poper— Bunter's Weekly.’

mter’s w cakly—in the liead, T sup-
pose "
" Oh, don't be a funny ass! You'll see
this in print when my paper comes mn
said Bunter. t's going to smash
. Hcrnh] to smithereens. 1'm not golng

o allow any of you lot to write for it.
'llle *Ierald ' won't come out at all, in
fact. I'm goirgeto offer the publishers
my pnlimr nuturl and, of course, they
wan't “Herold' after that.
They'ro busin mpeq le, you know—they

B
Cv

know a go yher they see it. Tm
rather sorr ertan 17 added Bun-
ter magn o ¢ T foel bound
to give | 1

raj
Peter Todd clm

survive it,”’ he remarked. * Now, what
about tea?

“If yow've got anything for tea you
can trot it out; put it on the chaire—I
want the table ot present—"

Tom Dutton came into the study et
that moment, with a bundle under his
arm. Thn deaf junior glanced at the lit-
tered t

'Clenv thn oﬂ' Buntm " he said.

“Can't be dan

*Tea, you l.nmv

“You can’t have tho table!

snapped

Bunter. “T'm doing literary work "
“Il'dg u call me a ok, Bunter—"
“1 didn’t, you ass

i writing ! hawled Bunter.  Can't
you gee I'm bury ! Go and eat coke!”
*Well, I don't mind a joke,” said

Duttan.  “‘1 don’t quite see where the
joke comes in; but I don’t mind. Let
us ha he table. "

“Will you buzz off, you chump?”

1 don't know what you mean about a
stump, but you'll get the stump
enough if you don’t clenr the tabla!

“Oh. my hat! Will you leave a chap

!Iled Bunter.

"(:ertnmiy nm. you never square!”

‘answered Dutton. _*You went get a
lotn out of me! Now, then, we wat
the tabla1”

And Tom Dutton began cleariug off
the valuable manuscripts, Peter Todd
grinned and lent him assistance,

n I have some of t
out the frying-pan?"” asked Dutton.

ou—you Hun! Leavo it alone, and
leave the table mloné! I'm going to

rit

“ All right? Right you are, then 1?
Tom Dation athezcd up o handful of
battl and started on the
Bunter leaped to his feet

the nava)

“Gimme my manuscripts, you silly
n‘lmt' The fat author clutchied away
naval battle, much to Dutton's sur-

0.

Eh?  Yon said I conld have the
papers,” snid Dutton. * Yau distinetly
anid A1l right” Aro they any good 1

Billy Bunter grthered up his manu-
TE MAGNET Japmawy —No. 612,
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Lebomk ]
“It's bavely puwbie that the rag mll a

st | pleaded Tiob Cher
1

s paper ta rub | for

seripts, glaring at his study-mates. He
rolled out of the study with them in
Fre.t wrath. Tom Dutton stured after

duffor  going really

“Ts &
“What's the matter

wt e
“(‘=||y " il it oft his top!” smiled
Pete

thlt fat
he nc‘ nsd

h‘ “‘hnl shop? Do vou mean the tuck-

of

0I dear !
T Well, if liss
let's hope hu vnll
ten,” said Loni,
whack at an, hm!
though 1"

And
didn't!

one to the tukshop,
f.“.._g in somothing f0r
It's time he bis

Bet you be won't,

Tom Dutton was right;

Bunter

THE SIXTH CHAFTER.
Great Exwuﬂnm'
AN jou

e
AL sor, you Holows—n
“ Rats

arry Wharton & Co

quadrangle, chatting o

work then under way for

number of the * Herald,” when William

George Bunter ,mued them.

The Owl of the Remove had a packet

in his hand—neatly tied up, and sealed

ddressed.

“Ln-u:l me—7"

were in the

Will you give a fellow a chance to
he d

-THE BEST 40 LIBRARY D=~ THE "BOYS' FRIEND" 40. LIBRARY, g™

in

ed Nugent,

wastepaper-basket 1" a
wirprim.

i’ st see_him rubbing his h
with gloa | said Bunier, unheeding.
can just hear him calling to the sub-
editor, and saying, * This is the roa] stuff,
this Whe's this chep Bunter ? °
nust try to get him to come up here and
join the :eguilr staff '

“Y ou can hear 1hc editor
uttned Wharto:

hing of the sort, you knuw I'm
nnt eerhm whether T nhnll accept tho

when I gos 1t,” said Bunter
tl‘Dl(FlltfH“" “Of coure, 1 shouldn't
mind leaving Greylriars—I'm  wasted

ma. lt depends largely on the serew
ge £ they make it l l\undlui
pomuh a weelc I shall think of
ouldn’t take less than n.}m"’ said
Bull
ha'n't ! ‘Bunter. “T know
my value, you me Most, nrnhn‘bly thay i
vm:\.th’ to take over the ‘Gem

w
Jnlmnj E“"el

““That's one of Lhwr papers, you knmv
—not a bad paper, you know; u chap
named Clifford wm.u for it. Ho writes
fairly well; but not in my style, of
Mu)’lﬁ )
*Nuino; T hardly think it would be in
your style !
“The chAp isn’t bad, but he hasn’t my
descriptive | know. That’

to decide that;

v
;pgi:k?" emanded. “I want & s rather eﬂrlg
; I’ "Phene to one of your titled relations, No s luk“::t:nt
2;301):}.:.:: mgguted Bob  Cherry. |18 o b P i,
*“They're a]] um. of town, you know, | .t -Then I don't know about hagg
S el Clifford's jobs” said Bunter generousiy.
hy not ‘phone to their countr “1 think I ouzht to consicer that. Still
sions, then " inquired Johnny Bull, Pﬁrblim I could give him some work
Look heie, Iwunnhobw ost this host, you know. The chap writes
useript 1" said Bunter, you're hny well, and perhaps I could sand-
to be mea _some of his stuft in with mine
hat ! 1 Wharton. he readers wouldn't mind

ks Mamlunhpt I
“Ye
“You }mv(xl t finished your first num-
ber yet 7" grinned Bunter.
3 it takes time,"
doesn’t take me such a j
time to get out a first number !

~11'\; lnug

Bunter. “I'm ruther a dub at Literary
work, you kuow. 1 could have helped you
throuy won't though !*

“ 0l wnsay  those cruel word !

say I won't,
retorted Bunter ul
proper

been treated mlh civility and
respect. 1 was perfectly prepared to take
the whole thing in my hands. offer
was treated with dierespect, and I've
withdrawn ¢! T ‘oo late now ™"

Bob

“Teo late! Npented Bunter firmly.

“1 was prepared to do the whole stunt
Ity twenty guineas a week. Now
T've decided to tun o rival paper and
squash your rag, you can’t complain. ]q,’
your o faglt.” You must admit you've
asked for i

““While you fellovs have been fooling
aboul

done the trick,” continued
‘ve done wnule first num-
Buiiter's Weel e Genuine
Paper.” 'Ihul.s L'ha m.ie of
,to send it to the Fleet-

Tve

“And when they see this, you can
guess how much atter "Il give to
P can just

your stuff !
L bbing tuq hands over

rub their hands over the

it
“Do editors

Clifford doing a bit now and then, if
they had plenty of my stufl.”
I should imagine they'd be rather
hd—uf they had plenty of your iwff
cﬁd top! Afe you going to do the lead-
”'E amc]u for the * Times,'
g of -that,” assented
Buutel calmly. “I_don't know—I
haven't dec.ded yet. But the first step,
of course, is to get the editor to sce whar

a chance he has of getting a re-lly T
literary man on his staff. This will
it.”  Buntey tapped the packet with a

fac forefinger, T can just see their

eyes openiug when they see this! I can
hear the editor saying to that chap
Cliffiord when he comes in, ‘ Loak at

this, will you, (‘l|lhrd' Can’t you da us
unmﬂhmg like this
old Lhﬂ'urd' ' sighed Bob
Che \' “1 don't suppose he could, how-
ever hard he tried.’
1 suppose not. As 1 raid, it's a
ur. to came hack to buauvm
th pay the postage on this manu-
rt.rl?l 56 I'shall waut a bob. T suppose
you re bue. going to be mean about a
bob, Wharton, simply. because you're
,euluus of my literary style.”
Hairy Wharton felt in-his pockets.

“1 think you deserve the bob, Bunty,”
he said. end you a beb on ole
condition. Let poor ‘old Martin Clifford
have a look-i -wca!lanali), when you've
got the * Gem,

“T will " said Bunter magnanimously,
That's a good: sort,” said Wharton.
“ Here's the b

“ Thanks. Ill ‘let you have this batk
on Saturday. T've told them to ‘phone,”
explained Bunter. 1 shall know
to-morrow."
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“To ,ﬂ\one"" repeated Bob Cherry.

a1 ditn't kg dhere wes 8 telephone
in Study 1

“T've given ;hpm Quelchy's nnrn'ber

“My 'im- Hive you asked Mr.
quek‘h""

“Well, no. T'm going to tell him
later. . might hl\e refused permis-

sion, you know. I can't have my literary
career mucked up at the very beginning
please & dashed old Form-master ! I
may want you fellows to lend me some
tin, if I have t& go up and see them.
But of course, I shall square this week.
mentioned iy my lotter that T shall

ire a_bundred pounds down.”
ly Bunter rolled away with the
pecket and the shilling, leaving the

chums of the Remove chuckling.

The fat junior was cnrumly counting
bis chickens rather early.

An hour later William George Bunter
returned, lmkmg rather tired and dusty,
but ﬂmtﬂ

allo, lm'l]n hallo!” exclaimed Bob,
the Remove rolled in.
Byt m o e e
Bunter nodded,
os, the mlm:wrlii s gone,” he said.

"Thuv h !pt n m the morning. I'm
"h.z Spe Mdulls and of you, Buntec”
ko p i

NP e iy e

p ought
I

Buater
think of himself! Besides, a chaj
‘not to hide his light under & bushel.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Something Like.
a. FTER lessons the next day there

were seversl fellows in the Re-
move who were keenly interested
movements  of

in  the

Quelch,
As a rule, the juniors did not give their
For! aster very much thought on a
half-holiday, unless they chanced to be
llelllnnr] But on the present occasion
Quelch’s movements were of great
lnhrﬂ‘
Sometimes Mr. Suelch spent a hAII-
holidny in his study at literary work.
Saxne;m s he went for a wal

very anxious to know wl
to do on that particular afte

Billy Buntér greatly prehrrsd ahe Rur
move-master to be when
phone call came lmm the puhhshm;
offices in London. And the Famous Five
preferred him to be out when the tele-
hono call came from the call-ofice in
Em«m. They_wero agreed on that
t, though with different objects in
iy

So they were all pleased when Mr.
Quelch put on hu hat lnd coat and left
the Behool Hous

With great mwre-t they watched him
walle down to the echool gates and dis-

e was going

appear.
“Now the coast's clear,” remarked

members of the Remave were | It

Three-hahp:ﬁce 9

his mind. He. was rather inclined to
l-me himself for not having taken this
earlier. But he had never fully
Serhand before the " distinctive. Lterary
gifts he possessed. He had been quite
surprised, in fact, by the {acility he
found in bis new line. Literary stuff
fuirly rnn off his pen when he set him-
self to the task. Page after page had
been covered with ease. And 1t was all
fivst-class stuff, too, Bunter was sure of
that. On that point there was no room
for doubt. Bunter knew !
The future held great
Probably he would leave
which would be rather a pit;
He had locked forwar

school, sometimes.
could not afford to waste time fooling
about at Greyfriars when there was
practically a gold-mine at his feet in the
metropolis, No, he would leave Grey-
friars, and throw himself into literary
wutll which came so very easily from his

That was a\hdeul?; the best step
B bk,

Bunter was still dozing and dreaming

lden dreams when the telephone-bell

zzed sharyls.

The fat junior was on his feet at once
He rolled to the telephone and grabt
lhe receiver.

allo!”
"Hlﬂu' Is that Greyfriars?” It was

he's got literary gifts he ought to make
use of them
“ And you're expecting a telephons call

now "

his eyes.
“To.morrow,” answered Bunter. “1

told them to ’‘phone to-morrow after
noon, us_its & balholiday, you know.

Quelchy is nlmost certain to be out.”
“And if ho is't?"

“Well, if he isn't,

asked Bob, wi a glimmer in

1 shall simply tell
me,” said Bunter

N
of & dashed telephone!
Qus]eh, uukht 1o think about the credit
T shall bring on the school. He will be-
come known as the Form-master who had
me in his class, in the future, you know
When I'm a big gun in the literary
werld, T mean.
“When !" murmured Bob.

“The whenfulness is terrific, my
exteomed- ok, Dunter " zemarked th
Nabob of Bhanipur:

Bunter sniffed.

“1 expected envy!" he answered.
And he rolled on, disdainful.

Bob Cherry wore 8 wide grin when
'ha camn into Study No. 1 to tea with
Apparently there was n
humuroul thought in* Robert Cherry's
rai o proceeded to explain that
hum rnul mcugm over the tea-table,
thm mas o sound ol merry chortling in
five merry juniors

And
tucld’od um Bll!y Bunter should not he

of
telephone call m: ﬂu lollol\mg -!l!rnoon
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Billy Bunter, with a h!lnﬁ at the Famous

ive, who were in the big doorwa,
e e e b ™ Hiarry
Wharton.

=1 h{e my eall will mmc before the
%m duffer trots in again!” remarked
"Mn come quite early,”
Bob L err
“told 'em to make it early.”
;ﬂAnd they're sure fo do as they're

“Oh yes!”
Billy

suggestod

g

he ensconced himself in Mr.
armchair, evidently with the
intention of waiting in the etudy till
his call eame.

The fat junior seemed to entertain no
doubts about that call. He had n happy
consciousness  of s own uhm as &
literary man,

“Well, of all the fat chumps!”
murmured Johnny Bull.

“Ha, ):n hat”

“Time 1 got on my bike, T think!"

rumark:d Bob Cherry.

Bo'b Chnrr_v wheeled his bicycle out
and rode away to Friardale. Quite un-
conscious of b's movements ‘and in-
tentions, Billy Bunter sprawled in Mr.
Quelch’s armeohair and waited. ,

He dozed a little in the chair,
done not wi t too well
As he dozed “he roviewed th

DON'T MISS IT!

s deep bass voice that came along the

ires.
“Yen; who's wanted
Billy Bunter had a lingering doubt that
the call maghe b for My, Queich, after
all. But the next words in the deep bass
voice relieved him of his doubt.
“Can I speak to Master Bunter?”
The Owl of the Remove grinned with
tl.\flctlan aver lhe nstrument.
" he ansmered.
Bunter !

perpetrator—I mean the suth
—of * Bunm s “!!Lly g2

“Good. You required sn snswer by
telophone this afternoon, Master Bau
lost no time in ringing you up.”

anks
“Not at all.”
“Lucky you uught it here,” said

Bunter.  “'Quite 've got a
lot of engagements {ur thu afternoon.”
o+ Well, of all the—
“Eh?"
“I—I mean, it was very iertnnn!e I

caught you, Master Bunter. Now, I s
pose you are aware that you have prv-
duced some very extraordinary work.”
*Yes, rathe
“I firmly believe that nonung like it
bas ever been written before.”
Very likely. A bit unique, I think,™
d Bunter.
~ uma\:u Quite ungml in every
y. Even al.”

Tae M
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10 A Grand School Story appears in e, “GEM.”
*What " And keep oul of the study this after-

#1—I—I mean, it is scarcely credible
v at any

Reolls off my pe
"Aiui you did all Ihm \lnnded’"

%un o
“Wonderful! Are you prepared to sce
me if I call upon sou at Greyfriars?”
**Certainly."”
“Can you see me nu.
There is no time to lose.”
Bunter purred aver the telephone. He
wished the Famous Five could have been
present to hear that. Evidently the
zr(iemnn at the other end of the wire
ine“ good literary work when he saw it,
and wasn't going to let an upportumtj
pas him of securing it
thia afterncon by a

afternoon ¥

me.uu,
it's

L]
Expect me as soon_as 1
can get back 1 r_neau as soon as I can

get to Greyfriars.”
" Right ho!  Ask for W. G. Bunter,
Study No. 7. By the way, about the

hundred pounds—:"
“Oh :nn, you wanted a hundred
Ppound Jow

“Nn dnubh scu m!nﬂcned this trifling
9

o trifling sum by mistake. You
probably meant a thousand pound.”

nter gasped.

Ex-exactly !  A—a thousand. Of—of

course! I—I—1 wonder what made me

say ahundred -
* Now, Mu!er Bunter, T am em.

powered to give you as many pounds as

you lik

“You sm\rlti! shall determine the
number.”

“ Ah

“T'Will come at ance, and when we
are together vou shall specify the exact

amount. I leave it entirely to you.”

“Oh crumbs! I—I mean, come as
soon as you can, will you?"

“Undoubtedly,  Good-bye for the
present.”

“Good-bye, sir1”
Bunter put up the receiver, and exe-
l"uh:d a little dance of triumph round
Quelch’s study-table. He was feel-
|ny ‘exuberant. He had known, of course,
that he had great literary gifts; he had
not been troubled with any doubts on
that score. But it was romething to hl\-c
confi tion like this from h
The Owl of the Remove rolled uul, uf
Mr., Quelch’s study at last.
The beatific express
attracted attention at gnce.
Pucluﬂ order come " called out Peter

llun.k'r blinked at him.

His blink was lofty and scornful!
Hundreds of pounds were dancing before
his eyes, and he felt a lofty and profound
contempt for Toddy, and for everybods
else at Greyfriars.

s Plan‘t be cheeky!™ he answered.

“Hey 1t

“I don't want any cheek from you,
Toddy. I want to be treated with proper
respect during my last few days here.”

Peter Todd jumped.

" You're not leaving I he ejaculated.
"' Dash it all, that’s too good to be true !

1 expect to bé leaving scheol shortly
to talie up a prominent’ position in an
editorial office. :

" WN\ a-at?"”

eanwhile, T den't want any cheel,
’1 E MAGNFT LiBRARY.—Na. 612,

n on his fat face

noon, Toddy.”
“What for?"
“I'm expecting a visitor—a r:lher im-
pennm man from my publishers.”
Ymu—)a\\rvgour what?” stuttered

"M; publishers,” stid Bunter calmly,
enjoying the amazed stares that were
torned upon him by half a dazen fellaws.
“T'm expecting a large sum of money
this afterncon, to.”
y bat!™.
“Hundreds of pounds, in fact.”
“Is h. potty ! asked Squiff, address-

ing apa
nnler sniffed.

“It's no secret,” he said. “I'm offered
any sum I like to pame for my literary
stuff— Bunter's Weekly,” you know."

“Draw it mild."

1Tve Just hd it on the telophone.”

“ You'll soon see !"" roared Bunter.

“Who's been pulling your silly leg "
asked Peter Todd, in blank astonish-
ment.

Yl

Billy Bunter rolled away disdainfully.
He left the juniors blinking, and a little
later William George mig! it have been
seen strutting in the quadrangle h
nose elevated even moare til
had  elevated it—swelling
portance to such an extent hat he rully
seemed in dsx:g!r of sharing the fate
of the frog'in the fable,

" Read
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THE EIGHTH G]IAPTER. .
An Important Visitor.

“ ALLO, hallo, hallo "

Bob Cherry gmud the Owl
of the Remove as he wheeled
his bike in: -The extreme

loftiness of William George's strut struck
Bob at once, lud he realised that this
was the -outcome of the talk- on the

£

telephone,
BIIL¥ Bunter paused in his Bprcmenlds,
and fixed his glasses on Bob Cherry

disdainfully.
He stared at Bob's face with that
widhering glance, and let it travel down
to Bob's feet, Then.it travelled up to

Bob's astonished face again. This was
what Bunter called looking a fellow
up and down.,

Bob Cherry ought have been

withered by it; but he nn]y blinked at
Bunter in surprise.
“What's the matter with your eyes,
Bunter 7" he asked.
h Nothing "

IIGII blinking in ﬂu!

The w herm look had been wasted.
Bob Cherry did not even seem to know
that he b jbnn laoked up and down.

on the fele-

“Did_you get your call
phone " inquired Bob, with a twinkle

I
) ;ﬁ“"l is it all right 7

1" murmured Bob. *Oh,

“I'm offeved a large sum down,” mid
Bunter. * Hundreds of pounds, if you
want to know. Not that it's your busi-
ness, Bob Cherry. You needn't come
round to borrow any of it. I'm not
going to lend you any |
“T'won't borrow any of those pounds,”

said Bob. *I dare say you won't care for
them when you get them. - Wealth is 2

responsi _, you knaw !’

It be to a Jm\my -stricken
bounder like ym.. " agreed Bunter. * Bug
Tvo always been accustomed o wealth,
My father isn't a balf-pay ma;

And William George Hevated l’u fat
little nose once more, and walked away
scornfully.

In the wsmile of prosperity, beautiful
traits of Bunter's character were evidenily
coming to light. Charming es he had
always been, there was no doubt that
pm:psnl,;\'(‘ would add to his fucmnzmns

Bob Cherry smiled, walked o
His chums were waiti ]g for hlm in Ihe
School House, with smiling faces.

“Swallowed it1” vemarked Jchnny

Bull.

“Like a gudgeon!” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. **It's really too bad
to pull the fat duffer’s leg like this."

"“Well, if he wosn't a conceited nss, he
wouldn't be spoofed by that chatter’ on
the 'phone,” said Bob Che: *Only
Bunter would suppose that rot hke that
could come from an editorial office. And
now he's expect vigitor to hand him

hundreds of poun:
“Ha, ha, ha 1" _
“Hels not, going to be disappointed.

allo, hallo, hallo! Here he i
The hushfulness is terrific |

Billy Bunter rolled in._ He cast a lofty
blink "at the Famous Five, and called

h "

out:
* Wharton 1"
* Adsum 1™
Remove.
“T'm expecting a visitor this afterneon
—-rather an important visitor. I want him
showvn uP into my study at once |

niled the captain of the

Bl ot the door for him, and bring
him up 6s soon as ho comes

Harry \\m\ncnhocked ..tEunte~ The
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entrusted to his care.

‘“ Beasts! ** he murmurad.

There was a grin on Bunter's fat face as he stopped by the river with the packet In his hands that had peen
“ After leaving me out—ungrateful rotters! **
packet. Splash! There were eddying cireles in the stream, and the waters olosed over the packet. (See page 14.) |

Bunter raised the l

Owl was giving orders as if he were the
head of the school at least. Apparently
the fat author supposed he wuﬁ{' “fag”
the captain of the Remove.

“Are you off your rocker?”
Wharton at last.

Bunter frowned, and raised a fat hand
commandingly.

* No cheek " he said.

“Cheek 17 repeated Wharton dazedly.

* Yes. don’t want any back-chat
Just do as you're told, and I shall be
satisfied with you.”

With that William George rolled on to
the staircase, and began to mount the
stairs. Harry Wharton made a stop after
him, but Bob Cherry stopped him.

“Let him rip " he murmured.

‘Giving me orders!” said Wharton
dazedly. ““Me! Him! My hat!"”

. "It all right—you can show his visitor
in——"

asked

“ There isn't going to be any visitor,
ass; and if there was, do you think I'm a
dashed footman, waiting on Bunter !

_“ My dear man, there is going to be a
visitor, and you're going to show him in
to Bunter's” study,”. said Bob with
¢huckle.  *'Let's go and see Wibley.
want to borrow one of his false beards ;"

WOh 1" ejacnlated Wharton.

Ha, ha, ha!"

The Famous Five followed Bunter

—-r

up

to the Remove passage, chortlin

the door of No. 7 Bunter blinke:
“Wharton ! he rapped out.
“Hallo 1

LA
round,

nd wait for my

Whartan gasped.
i ¥

go down in & minute,

“ A minute won't do! Go down now!”

“Go ‘down, old scout,” said Bob
Cherry. * Don't you hear Bunter giving
orders? Remember, Bunter is practically
a milliovaire now !

avey, Wharton went down the stair-

case.  Billy Bunter ralled into Study
No. 7, and sat down there. Peter Todd
and Tom Dutton were out-of-doors, and
the Owl had No. 7 to himself.

He waitad there for his visitor,

Meanwhile, Bob Cherry and his com-

vades repaired to Wibley's study, where
they fonnd the leading light of the
Remove Dramatic Society. As soon as
the circumstances were explained,
William Wibley lent his aid, and, ami
many chuckles, Bunter's " visitor” was
prepured for the meeting with the

amateur author. 5
Bunter waited inNo. 7, little dreaming
of the proparations that were going on up
the passage.
It was about half an hour later that

theve came a tap at the door, and Harry
Wharton locked in.

“Gentleman to ses you, Bunter!”

If Billy Bunter had been a little less
obtuse he might bave been made
suspicious by Wharton's meek obedienen
to his commands. But the fatuous Ol
only took that obedience as what was dus
to his importance. He had never had by
dpe bofore, MNow he was gewing it
That was all.

“Show him in 1" he said laftily.

Wharton turned to someone in
passage.

“Will you step in, sir?”

“Certainly ! replied a deep bass voice
—the voice of the telephone, which
Bunter recoguised at once.

And the visitor stepped in.

the

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Not a Thousand Pounds!
ILLY BUNTER rose to his fect.
B In spite of the sport he derived
from unbonnded —self-satisfaction
3 nior felt a

and conceit, the fat j
slight tremor, .
o much depended on this interview !

He blinked with great interest at the
visitor Ha had not had dealings with
Tue Magxer Liprarv.—XNo. 612
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editorial gentlemen before, and he did
not quite know what to expect.

The visitor was rather short—for a man,
thcmgh he would have hnan rnthm tall for

.. He carried a silk

lnd ’hu head was covered \
rather long hair—almost
Bunter thought. He had long, it
‘moustaches, & beard, whiskers, an
tacles. With all those adornmnents t ere
was very little of his face to be sees

He was dressed in a !rock-cwt too
long for him, and grey trousers turned
up about seven or eight inches.  Alto-

ether, he was not much like what
ﬂm:m had expected. | SHll, there he

i Mnster Bunter 1"

Yes, T'in Bunter,” said the fat ?unmr
¥ Glad to meet ynu, My~

“Mr. Raobert !" said the vi
bably you know my name?”
don’t remember hearing it before,”
Bunter “Will you sit down, Mr.

"’l.'he,nk youl"
'%:e visitor sat dmrT h
lere was a giggling in tho passage
without, and Bunter frowned. ‘.‘li dK
not want the serions and business-like
chlrnmr of the interview spoiled by fags
ing in the passage.
A “Suniok opencd the doo
I:Imked out.
“1 say, you fellows, clear off I" he
snapped.

To Bunter’s surprise there were o
dozen or mare of the Remove g-mmml
near the door of Study No. T. L of
them_ were smilin, ﬁ

“You hear me? out Bunter.

“The Ileuiulnm is terrific, my
esteerned and idiotic Bunter!"

“ Well, clear off !"

Bunter snapped the door shut.

Mr. Robert was blinking at him over
his spectacles. He did not seem to need
the use of his glasses, he looked over them
all the time. Probably he had his
reasons for that.

“Now, sir!” said Bunter.

“Now to huamen, Master Bunter, T

am here with full powers tnﬂb?“‘ﬂ"de
t

r. *Pro-

and

negotiations,” said Mr. im-
pressivel

1 want to talk business,” said
Bunter. “ You've offered me a, thousand
puur:ds—-—

“If you want them,” said Mr. Robert.
“Ob, 1 want them all right,” grinned
Bunter. “ But that’s for the ﬁrﬂ. number
of ' Bunter’s Weekly," of course.’
recisely.’
“Yowra offering the same for the
second number 1"
ST you desire it.”
“Done " said Bunter, hardly sble to
hel

contain his satisfactios re’'s more

money in this kmd “of thing than I

thought.” -
'Unne\ 1" yepeated Mr. Robert.

g

Ah! Yes, of course!

repared to turn out ‘ Bunter's
Weekly * regularly at the same figure,”
said the Owl of the Remove.

*On our side, Master Bunter, we shall
be prepared to hand out the same figure.
We fecl that you deserve it.”

Bunter rubbed his fat hands.

“My dear fellow, that's all right,”
said. ~ “I've only lately discovered tlml-
1 hud a literary gift, reall; course,
1 al\\ms knew 1 could te

Oh' You—you always knew that?”
“Yes. I wrote & poem when 1 was &
fag in the Becond Form here,” said
Bunter complacently. *“I could let you
have that, if you like. I would let that
go for—for, say, twenty guineas.”

“Pounds, Master Bunter, if you ]

“Oh, all right! T remember, it—it's

Tre MaoXeT LipRary,—No. 612.

a really good thing,” snid Bunter. “Tt's
an,’ Ode to s Dymg F
“Oh, my hat—I—1I mean, go on!”

y
“It runs lllu this:

“¢Now summer's balmy day is done,
Unhappy fly, thy course is run.
Upon the ground I see thee lie,

And weep for thee, O dying fly!" "

“ Rather gaod—wht ™ said Bunter.

“Topping! So you are a poet as well
as an author, Master Bunter?”

“The fact is, I can do pretty mearl,
anything,” said Bunter modestly. *'It's
anly & question of turning my powers in
ochom 1 choose, you know. I'm

lace all my talents at your
serv:‘cu. you like, I'll take over the
¢ Gem." I guarantee to turn out much
b““&i stuff than Martin Clifford.”

“You can put me on to the * Boys'
Friend,' too, if you hke 1 can beat that
l:lwp Cunqned hallow,”

willing 1o

An:l.hmg you like, in fact.”
+You are sure you can manzge it all,

Master Bunter?

“Oh, yes! Quite! The stuff fairly

rolls off my pen, aid Bunter confi-

. ve got powarl, you know.

But to come back the '+ Weokly.:

I'm glad you've been lhll to see how
good it is.” I sent some stuff to our local
paper once, and the adltnr had the dashed
cheek to send it an lmpud:n‘
note. You've got more o séoel T'm glad
of that.”

“Ahem!”

“You'll want a reoelpt T suppose?”
said Bunter, who was anxious to see the
cnlan of his visitor's ca:h

({mu immatesial, my dear bor. .

“Well, as we've agreed on the price
of the stuﬁ' if you wouldn't mind—"
linted Bunter.

“ Certainly ! T

The visitor rose to }ua

“How many pounds shall 1 l give you?"
h2 asked.

“As meny as you like!”
Bunter,

I

“ Very good!
you
'Ihal.s nol. likely.”

grinned

i\e _fou too many
you can stop me,
e, he, he!l
“Well, here goe
Wiat hoppensd next was astonishing—
to Bunter! Hix editorial visitor made o
step towards him, and pounded him sud-
denlv on s
Yarooh!” roared the astounded Owl.
Thers was a bump as he sat down on
the carpet.

He sat there in a state of blank
astonishment, blinking up at his extra-
ordinary visitor over his spectacles, which
had slid down his fat Iittle nose.

“One!" said the visitor.

The door opened, and a dozen laughing
faces looked .

“What's the row?” inquired Peter
Todd. *Anything wrong, Dunter?”

“Yow-ow-ow !"

The editorial gentleman looked at the
juniora over his spectacles.

T am giving Bunter the price agreed
upon!" he explained. “I have so far
handed him one pound! There are nine

hundred and ninety-nine more to come ”
*'Ha, bs, ha

“If you are ready, Master Bunter,

' You silly idiot, wharrer

anter.  Wharrer you

ou dummy 1"

corrected  the

“l .‘m.a to give you a !I'lmulnd
pounds. Yoa have h:Jnnh one. My
time is rather of value, and I should be
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gled if you would get up and take th{
w:l There are nine hundred and ninety.

T, ba, ha!
Billy' Bunter dzd not get up.  *

Nine hundred and ninety-nine pounds
on the chest from the stranger’s heavy
knuckles d:d nok atiract him in the least.

The fat junior squirmed as far away
from his amazing “visitor as the study
would allow, and blinked at him 10 alarm
and dismay.

“ Ha's md 1" glxpad Bunter.

“Get j‘)

“I won't get upl“ roared Bunter. “I
say, li:n hl}uwl, send for the pnhu"'

“But how -m T to pound you :f';un
remain on the floor, Master Bunter?

“Yah! I don't want to be pounded,
you ally idiot!  You suid you'd give
me a thousand poun

“There are nine hundmi and ninety-
nine waiting for you:

Kae " how'led Bunter.

o you mean to say that you are
ied with a single po\md"‘ asked

Tow! You rotter! T don't
believe you'rs an editor at all!” ;a;ped
Bunter. “ I—I believe I've been spoofedt
Oh dear "
o hon 1™ mmrked the visitor.

ha

a,
§ you are :nhlﬁeé Bunter, of courss
I will not insist upon paying you in_full.
But you are welcame to the remaining
nine hundred and ninety-nine if. you

wi
e

“Sure you won't have them?"
“Yow.ow !, Keep

* Then this interview is over, " said the
Ruigor. “Thanks for the whiskers,
Vibl

The editorial gentleman took his

whiskers off, and the beard and mous-
tache came off with them. The wig fol-
loyed, and thon Bunter gare s vell:
nhel:'n, sou beas

(*

“You — you — you rotter!” yelled
Bunter. “It was ynu on the telephone |
“My bhat! If's dawned on him at
last!™ elnlmmed _Bob Cherry, in wonder.

“Ha, ha, ha!"
Bob Cherry moved to the door, the
interview being over. Bunter scrambled
to his feet, &l g & furious fut fist at
his homoraus visitor.
“Oh, you rotier!
mind to lick you!”
Bob Cherry tnrnm?l,

I've a jolly good

“Hallo, ballo, halle! You want the
vest of the pound
“Nol yalled Bunter, dodging round
the table.” *Gerrout of my study, you
Py
“Ha, he, ha!"
The 'chortling juniors_crowded out,
leavin m George Bunter blinking

after them, with fury in his blink, and
rubbing his fat chest, where he had ro-
ceived the only pound he was likely to
receive for his valuable literary work.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Question of Money.
10 AH!I™
Y That was Billy Bunter's ele-
gant and expressive vemark
when he met the Famous Five
in_the Common-room that evenin
Harry Wharton & Ca. were smil mg-
Bunter was no longer strutting.
l-[g\mg dlu\merad that he had en
poofed " on Mr. Quelch's telephone,
and that his literary works had not, after
all, met with an enthusiastic reception in
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editorial quarters, Buater had deseended
considerably from his elevation, or,
with the excepton of Bob Cherry's, thers
had been no telephone call for Bunter
that day. His instructicns had evidentl

ssed unheeded, and this did not lool
ike enthusiasm of the part of the
editorial

So doubt was creeping into Dumter's
fat mind; and he was no longer in the
mood of the aucient gentleman who was
I-Lr- to strike- tho stars with his sublime

. v.hw repeated Bunter, bliukin
the, sheims of the Removs with weathfal
disduity, | Wait £l to-morrow ! There'll
bo a letter tomorrow, and then you'll

"Ben of luck, old top!” said Bob
Cherry. “If you're in want of any more
pu-mrh, don't forget to mention it to
me!”

“Yah 1
And with that crushing reply Billy
Bunter loaked the Famous Fire up and

down, and turned away scornfully.

Bunter was nct, by this time, so confi-
dent as his words implied. He waited for
the morning’s post rather anxiously.

But there was no letter for Bunter in

* the morning.

Editorial communications secmed to be
taking their cue from his ce'.ohrﬂed
P -order, which was always expected
nnd never Arrivi

Il: L1 come at zmddly' ' Bunter said
lodd.

to P

i ]lopn it does, old chap " said Toddy.
“Tll come down to the. bank with
to eash the cheque, and bring a cri
bu}l_‘oi the money.”

‘But Tu':rdv and his ericket-bag were not
called upon that afterncon. There was
no letter by the xmddl] pos

“Jolly queer, ain’t it?" Bunter said to
II-rry Wharton,

“Bunter's Weekly,” do you
asked the editor of tln- "Grev
iriears Herald."

*No, ass; my not getting an answer,
I mean! 1 told them a-mnctl; that I
wanted an answer at onee [

“Did sou put in stamps for the stuff
to come home with?

“Eh? No; why should I7"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Well, it's safer!” he said. * Editors
get an awlul lot of stuff sent to them,
and I don't suppose they can pay all the
yeturn postages out of their own pocket.”

Bunter sniffed.

et~

“ But . mnnuwupb isn't coming
back 1" he sal
Oh!"

“Tt's only your jealousy of my literary
styte that makes you suggest it, Whar-

"Gh -

“But T'N tell you whst I'll do,” said
Bunter Emlerou:}y “1 feel that I've been
sather hard on you, Wharton. As the
only fellow in the school who can really
write, I fecl that T uught to stand by
I'll withdraw my *

you Weekls,” and
come on the staff of the * Heruld ——"

* Will you "

1 mean- it, old chap!

old I'll sec you
through. I shall simply ask for half the
takings, whatever they are. You fellows
can have the othor half to pay expenses,
and ‘so on, and if there’s anything left
over you can keep it for yourselves.
caw’t say fairer then that!

“My desr porpoise, I_think you'd
bellcr stick to ' Bunter’s \\'eeklii said
of the Remove, laughing

capt
.\nd be walked away.
eagt!" was Bu\vers rejoinder,
ke went.
By the late post

there was still no
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]]mller It was really very
e same was the case the
ut by that time
Bunter's patience was exh; austed. After
morning lessons on Friday he rolled into
the prefects room, afier ascertaining that
that apartment was unoccupied, and
started on the telephone. He rang up
the exchange, and gave the number, and
waited for B Crunir call,  Several § juniars
looked in at the door while he was wait.
ing, with smiling faces. Billy Bunter

gave them a lofty blink,
“Just telephorting to my publishers,”
iand way. " You kids

letter for
puzzling.
t mo

the *kids ” did not hook it._ They
were interested to hear William Gearge

‘Bunter's telephonic communications with

his publisbers,

The bell rang at last,

- Fleginay Houto? Al sight T sant

X, whers they do the * Greyfriars

Hooma® ATt

Bunter blinked round st the faces in
the doorway.
" Now wa shall see what we shall see 1"
be absarr

“Well, that's very probabile, at least,”
assented: Bob, Cherey.
Sccept an offer of & thonsand pounds,

ry up! T can't have you kids
around while T'm talking to
my ﬁuhlu TS

“1a, ha, ha!"” .
Bunter was at the trans-

rey-
T'm
! "Don What
Laant you - Banter's Weekly '—

know now—why, the fellow's
What the thump is he laugh-

ou
Ilughmﬁ
excluimed Bunter, in indignant

ing at?
surprise,

“Ha, ha, ba!”

“T say, you fellows, shat up! o
bad, you cackling there and this fellow
uckimg ou the -telephone! I wonder
what he’s cackling at? Hallo! Ves!
What? Would have been returned if
stamps hgd been enclosed? What the
thump are you going to return it for?
No good! Did you sy no good? Do
you call vuuuel( an editor 7
“ Ha, lu

It's ta

roared Bunter. *This

chap is bemg rtinent ! He says my
Stulf is uo gead 11
“Go hon !
b Hlilu' Du {lou know what yon Te
talking' 8 ever you are? No
ood ! 1 kaa t]lll.' What, you dnnt
xke it? Well, you're a |-11y ass! Send
it back at omce! Stamps ! Oh,

buther the stamps! I've got no stamps
to tvaste] You put it in the wastepaper-

sket if vou dure! Why, I'iFI 1]
—— XNow the beast's nmg off I

Billy Bunter jammed the receiver an
the hooks, aud turned a wrathful fat
face on the juniors yelling in the door-
way.

“I say, you fellows—o*

I

ha, ha!”
* Blessed if I can see anything w cackle
at! But I might have cxpected this!™

said )]unh'r bitterly. “If they see any-
thing our rald stuff  thay
\umhluz be likely (n undersiand m,;
style. Good descriptive writing  1s
wustedd on them! 1 shull refuse to do
anything more for them.”

“1 should ! gasped Bob Cherry.

1 mean it!” said Bunter. “They can
implore me on their bended knees if the
like; but I shall refuse! But I'll tJ
you what, Wharton. 1've decided, aftar
all, not to bring out * Bunter's Weekly,'
Too much fag. you know, and I shouldn’t

-

Three-halfpence.. 13

have time, with so many engagements on
all sides; but Ill tell you what, You
can rely on me for the ‘Guwrmu
Herald.” You can rely— , Whar-
ton, don't walk nway while I'm talking
to you, you beast!”

But Hary Wharton had walked away,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Very Deep of Bunter.
“
D Half a dozen voices proe
nounced that wnrd in tones of

great satisfact
the new " Greyfviars Herald “—and now
it was done the ny edlwrs and sub-
editors agres issentient

ONE!"
It was done at last; thu Grst number of
i
yaice, that it muhint hn\e baen dono
bet

Am'] now it's done we'll get to work
on the next number,” said Vernon-Smith.
“This lot ought to be put in the post
this afternoon, 'ﬂvuu

ollo.
ho e e This e
moneylender's ofice, cld  tab. Rl

h veally, Cherry !
lu do you Tellows a serw

Fan me, somebody

Cherry.

1 mean said Bunter, blinking at
the grinni; taff of the “Greyfnars

Horald.” Yo haven't treated me well.
But.I'm & forgiving chap. I'm going to
take  Jour rag down to the post-office for
Fou !

“1 suppose you'll | aw;

I'se come here
e

murmured Bob

(- ‘
" -\ndlpmt it 1" said Bunter.
“Da you_ think we'd teust it in your
hnndl, grinned the Bounder, “or the

e-money, either?”

P Feally, Smithy—

“Thanks all the simo, Bunter,” sail
Harry Wharton, laughing, *but we'll
manage to post it ourselves.”

“But, I say, you fellows, you want to

get on to the next number, you know,"”
md Bunter pexsuasively.

There was a loud chortle in Study
No. 1. William George Bunter was so
excessively obliging t it was ]net:y
clear-that he had on axe to grind.

“ And you'll go down to Friavdale for
us?” grinned Johnny 1

“Oh, certanly !

“ And the postagc-money et
Unele Clegg

“Ha, ha,

“QOh, really, Bull, if you can’t trust me
with a bob—

“Catch me trusting you with a brass
llrthlng“’ said Johnuy Bull.

e—the fact is, you fellows, I'm
going o pey the postage iyself.’
1 m ean it,"” sai Bumer as the
“H:m'ld " staff ltnr\':d at him. “evel

word. You've treated me badly, but I
forgive you, I'm heopm, coals of fire
on your heads, you koow."

fWell, my hat!" said Bob (herry
up,” said lhb fat  junior

o c1| uck].ed the

1 fear the Greeks when they
What's your littls game,

Bounder.

bring psu

Bunty
Dh

of thul
“Wh

really, Smithy, if you suspect e
ug cf chueking it awdy—

{ 'ﬂ chuck it into the er just
because I'm left out of it!” said Bunter
reproachfully. ";"hu thought never even

The * Herald” staff  yelled.

Billy
Tae Macxer Lisranr.—No. 612
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Bunler’s excessive obligingness was fully
explained now—though the happy Owl
was guite unconscious that he had given
his amiable scheme away.

that's the game?”

gasped

arto
“Certainly not! THaven't I just eaid
t‘mtdtlm thought never even entered my

“Ha, ha, ha t*
“My dear chaps. we must trust
Buuter,” said Bob Cherry. closing one

eye at his comrades.
and we
w:-rth 2

! ““He's assured us,
know what his assurance is

01" chuckled Nugent
I yen renllj' meen it, Bunter—o"
a1 do, old chep.

“Then get out your bike, and we'll
bring  the packet down when it's done

“1 sha nt want my bike to do a hun-
dred ¥

“Tl ]t s more than a hundred yards
to quduﬂe
"'I—1 mean—"""stammered Bunter.
“Its npum o hundred yords to the
viver,” said *But you're not going

near the :wm. are you "

unno f—of course nat.

Tl et lhr bike out at once.’
And William George Bunter hurried

away.

Horry Wharton & Co. looked at one
chuckling, As Billy Bunter's
heme was as clear as ‘the sup at

“Herald " staff were not likely
m full victims to it.

“Well, of all the silly owls—"" said
Nugent. “As if we'd trust him with
the packet, especially after he’s told us

I—-I—

what he wante to do with it.”
Ha, ha, ha!
“8till, we mustn’t disappoint Bunter,

as he's so oblizmg,” said Bob Cherry.
“T'll get the packet ready—"

“Why, you ass, what do you mean?
Hausn't Bunter snid that he's going to
c|mri» it into the viver?” exclaimed Peter

U Nos he's said that hie isn't goiny to.”
“You know what he meaps, thou
“Quite s0; and if it will give Bunter

any satisfaction to chuck a packet into the
river, why shouldn’t he have that plea-
sure? It doesn't take Izsné, to tie up a
pagket of old newspapers

Aht ha, ha!"

Fne minutes Iulrr Bob Cherry_came
downstairs with a neat packet in his
band, sealed and addressed. He found
Billy Bunter reads with his bike, and the
Owl held out an eager, fat hand for the
packet.

“Yow'll be awfully careful with it.
Bunter 7 said Bob impressively,

“You bet!

“Mind you register it, and bring back
the receipt.

Bunter started.

“The—the receipt!"” he stammered.
“Yes; they give you a receipt for re-

ered letters, you know.’

“Oh! I—I-I
of course,”

“Never mind so long as the packet is
safe.” i
“Rely on me,”

might lose the receipt,

e,

said Bunter.

And he pedalled away with the pre-
cious packet. Five miuutes more, and
Bob Cherry also pedalled away from

riars, on & visit to the post-office
ale. And he grinned as he
Enued Bunter's bike in the lane. Bunter’s
ke was there, but the Owl was not to
be seen. The machine was leening
against a tree. Throigh an opening in
the trees the pleam of the river could
seen in the distance. And Bob Cherry
chortled and rode on to the village, where
he registered a packet for the Flectway
ouse,

Meanwhile, Billy Bunter had reached
the bank of the Sark.

‘There was o fat grin on Buntor’s face
as _he stopped by the river, with the

packet his hands that had been en-
frusted Lo his care.

he " After

“ Beasts "
leaving me out—ungrateful rotters!
The; vnwl:iui. have taken me in so
casily as this! He, he, he!”
Bunterrrmed the paclet.

murmured.

There were eddying circles in the
reain, snd fha wabers: olosed 'ovoe the
packet. And William George Bunter
Timed away with o fat chuckle

“Hallo! You're soon back!" ex-
cluimed Harry Wharton, when the Owl of
the Remove wheeled his bike in at the
gates.

e, 1 seorched,

you know,” said

Bunte

v le must have! Where's the re-
ceipt 1"

“I'm sorry to say it blew away,
Wharton.™

*Oh, my hat "™

"It doesn’t matter,
packet’s all nghl
it is—quite !

And Billy Bunter rolled on.

During the following days anyone who
had observed Bunter carefully might
have noted that the Owl of the Remove
seemed to have some eecret cause for

you know—the
1's quite safe where

satisfaction. * Fat grios would breaks out
on his fac all moments—especially
hen e Heraldwiett happened. ta

refer to the expected “proofs™
first number of the school paper.

‘8o you're expectmg proofs—what "
Bunter asked o

““Of course,” Anu-relo:l Wharten. *“We
have to go over the proofs, you know,"

““He, he, he!”

* What are you cackling at*"

" That's Gellms chuckled Bunter.
*“He, he, he !

Bunter’s “He, he, he !'"" wae frequently
heard dnnuy l‘n:t week,  Any mentioh
of the "Greyiriar:

of tho

And when, on Saturday afterncon, a

bulky packet arrived for Harry Wharton,
and the ““Herald " staff gathered round
to sce_it opened, Billy Bunter Lml\ed
them in a state of enjoyment. Wharton
remarked that it must be the proofs, and
that remark seemed to tickle Billy Bunter
nta almost & paroxysm of mirth,

But the fat grin disappeared from his
face when the packet was opened and
Wharton unfolded the printed slips.

For it was the prw?

“*Good egg !” said Bob Cherry. " We' n
go over these this afternoon, o
them back to.day. Hallo, halic. }ln;ln
What's the matter with you, Buntert”

Bunter's round eyes were almast bulg-
ing through his spectacles.

" Are

they the—the—the preofs?” he
stuttered.
o5, rather!”
' But—but they - can’ gasped
Bunter, in bewilderment.

“Well, they are!" said Harry Whar-
ton, Jaughing.

“But—but they never got the copy!
=mneled Bunter.

on't you remember

grmned Huh Cherry.

&, ha !"

“* The can’t be the proofs!” Thowled

Bunter, lﬂo\md:d and enraged. 1 jollr

_\!\'ell chucked that packet into the ra\er'

posting it for

"Jnll, lucky that the copy wean't-in

, then,” ¥ ob Cherry

P to the studr. you h;p!—\\e” vart
nu these proofs at once.

And the staff adjourned to the editorial

office.
B.Il Bunter  blinked

lazedly.

In Study No. 1 the “Herald"” staff
wera saon busy with the proofs. Many
hands made light work; and they were
gnly fnished, when Billy Bunter

alter  them

&

ed in st the door.
“T say, you fellows—"
“Well, you fat rogue!" said Harry
‘Wharton,

I_“[—]”ﬂnt te do you fellows a service.

“What 1"

“T'll take the proofs down to the pest.
office for you if you like—"

“Well, my_only Lat!

“I mean_it,” said Bunter fatucusly.
“¥ou hand the packet over to me—
Here, I say, wharrer you at? Yaroooh

Bump !

Slam !

From these sounds that rang along the
Remove passage it appenred that ou this

oceasion  Billy Bunier's kind offer
service had been declined.
THE ExD. ,
(Dont  m next Mond'u;r'-
Grnnd Long Cump‘ff Story of

Greyfriars hool, entitled
2 THE BOUNDER s FAULT { ** By
FRANK RICHARDS.)
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START READING TO-DAY,

OUR GREAT NEW SERIAL STORY.

SYNOPSIS,
Harry Rhodes, a miner nnd amateur boxer,
of

At a .mnu'nmnu\um one night Harry
Rhodes issues a challenge to anycne in the

place to three rounds. challenge 18
_arounud by & stranger, who praves to be
on
A ing contest the famous
Scottiun bexer 1a defeated by Harry. Om the
way back to his hotel Hanna
manager 1o secure Harry Rhode
partner for him.  Something I hia
Martin 1ot wncasy LIl b carelul;

Joshua Martin's Threat.
LL Ihs nrrm, Martin didn't feel

A He was thoughtful for

Lhu :m of the walk, and the

troubled expression i
stayed there. The gipsy blood in Hanna
made him dlngerous person when his
passion w sed.

And M:\.ﬂm had a further worry. Tt
was that some rumour of the unlucky
encounter with Harry Rhodes might
elip into the publio ear to the detriment
of Hanna's repntation. There had been

many witnesses for the manager to
feel at all comfortable. To keep the
mouth of every one of them shut was
out of the question.

In addition, was the knock-out itself,
True, he was well aware that Hauna had
been a bit ‘““fresh” when he starte
out for Moseley’s gym, but the knowledge
didn't help him to get rid altogether of
& disagreeable_suspicion.

Was Tony Hanna going back?

Fervently Joshuo Martin_ hoped the
fear wos ungrounded. He had made =
ai?ud thing out of Tony Hanna during

e pnat Lwelva months.

some consolation  next

nmrumg lmm the discovery that Hanna

was filled to overflowing with the desire

for work. Alter breakfast, during which

the manager kept a very still tongue,

Tony announced his intention of geiug
iDr a elurp walk.

to hear it,”

w;th much satiefaction.

** And while I'm gon¢ ,"" Tony went on,

“you just get up an’ ‘see that Rhodes
x it up that ho romes down
here to box with me.”

Martin returned,

ht you are ! Martin agreed; but
he dicfn 't feel too hopeful
“Don't forget,” admenished Tony,

A Stirring New

while donning a thick sweater, * you got
to get him down here. Don't matter
what it casts!”
o my best, don't you worry!”
ertm mnred him.
meone'll do some worrying if you
d Tony darkly.
ing seen Hanna depart, with
M:h Braynu his_trainer, to keep him
company, Joshua Martin put on his hat,
lighted ‘& fat cigar, and strolled along
Lexboro’ main street until be reached the
little cottage which was the Rhodes’
domicile, He knocked loudly, and after
a short wait the door was opened by
James Rhodes.

“ Mornin'; Jimmy !"
affably,

James Rhodes eyed him for a while
with cold, unfriendl and then
curtl mqmred what he

h, just o bit, of a_talk, Jimmy,”
Martin replied.  “But I don’t want it
standing out 'ere," he added, for Rhodes
made no motion to stand aside.

“What about?”

Still Rhodes made na move.
us'ness — private  an’

'Ere, let me in nn ll t.el\

you.
But still James Rhodes did no stir,
Rec! Jimmy, you don't want
to hear what I got to say,”
Martm dra\vled and he winked gently.
inl"” les said suddenly, and
made rncm for the other to enter.

But no sooner was Martin ms:dc and

the door closed than Rhodes turned upon
is forehead reddening.
T'd made it clear yesterday
I didn't want any more to do with you,
Joshua Martin,” he said bluntly. “}gow,
what’s this you bave to talk abouﬁ Bay
it quickly, an’ then get out!"

“You ain't hospitable, Jimmy, an’
that's & fact,” observed Martin, un-
ruffied. * Not like you was once upon
& time. Still, 'll try to please you,
seein’ as we're old friends. Here's my

dan t"‘

My, Martin said

business : Let that kid o' yours come up
to th* Whi te Rose o nge Tony Hanna
a hand in ‘'is trainin’

“You're wasting time!” rejoined
Rhodes, 'and put his hand on the door
handle.

“We're short o sparrin’ fellers, an’
I'm ready to puy th’ kid real handsome,”

went on Murtin, still ph?lsuntly “Two
quid a week, six weeks certain.’
way of reply, James Rhodes

By
pointed & the doo.
Martin smiled patintly, shaking his

Think it over, Jimm:
“1 haye already, .m)’] don’t change
my mind.”
*Look ere,” and Martin tapped a fat

By PERCY LONGHURST.

Tale of the Ring.

forefinger gently on the other’s deep
chest—"look “ere! Tony Hanna's most
anxious for that kid to come. Says he's
just got to come, no maiwr what it costs.
iu maka n two-ten !
y Hunna wants him—after last
mght"' lneexed Rhodes.
bad s you wants me to clear outer
"ere,” grinned Mart “That Harry's
a real fme bcxer, an’ Tony knows it

T

e {-11 not gol” said Rhodes
obstinately.

And James Rhodes was the more deter-
mined in that resolution because it was
not so ¥ hours back that he and
Harry had talked over this very propo-
sition. His uncle had let slip the sug; ea-
tion Martin had made to him when |

ad talked in the cottage the pre\mul
morning, and Harry had taken it up with
considerable eagerness.

It wasn't that success had given the
lad an attack of swollen head, but the
suggestion of acting as sparring partner
to such a notable boxer as Tony nny
had certainly appealed to him.

He had argued that the chance was
ane not to be neglected; that it would
prove an addition to his boxing educa-
tion that ought not to be thrown away,
and he had been anything but pleased by
his relative's very decided disapproval,
for which James Rhodes had flatly re-
fused to give any solid reason.

And Harry had resented such oppesi-

tion. The more strongly his uncle dis-
approved the stronger grew his owa
desire. Why his uncle should o dis-

approve he could not understand, ar
James Rhodes made the mistake of not

telling him. To the lad it seemed no
more than an arbitrary exercise of
authority.

For the first time there had come ill-
fecling and anger between Hairy and his
relative, and this had not departed when
the lad had left home to go to his work
in the pit. The old heartiness and affec-
twu had been absent when he said good-

.!'mhun Martin could net have come fo
him at_a more unpropitious moment.

Opening the door, Rhodes looked
meani l?ly at his visitor, but Martin did
not bu

“You won't oblige ‘me in this
Jimmy " asked Martin persuasively,
“Harry shall not go to act as chopping-

block to your man Hanna!" Rhodes
answered lmphltlca}1¥
“Nat, for my sak
“No. Get outndu ind
“ All right, Jimmy, Ill go, said tha
manager patiently, Tl what
think of you, for the xﬁk old times,
® Maoxer Lisrany.—No. 612.
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1 wou't say. But what_some fol
think—then at Scotland Yard, for
nhnu—wh!n they gets to know, as 1
to feel they will, where to lay
'and- on th' feller they wanted ﬁ[uan
year ago, over that affair o Con
Btreeter, I can make a pretty—""

The anger had gone from James
Rhodes’ eyes, its plm takén by sheer
terror. '1! mnn- sturdy, muscular
frame was trem that of a
woman about to !.-m His llps opened,
and his jaw fell.

“Btop!" he interrupted hoarsel

Joshua Martin turned his b.ck w the
dmr and look:
“Well,” he maid, grinning, “what

mbout it?"

The Worn Gloves.
T two o'clock that same afternoon,
A the grime of the pit removed, &
“small bag in hand, Harry Rhode-

went_- ra’, his
the

roomy,
old-fashioned hostelry situated about ten
minutes’ walk. out of the village.

For one who was going to do the very
‘hms he had badly wanted to do he
wasn't either lopking or feeling as happy
and contented as he might. He had got
his own way, but, s often happens in
such circumstances, his satisfaction was
not ov Qh\ helmin,

rom the colliery, he bad found
his uucie as usual, but going about with
a certain quittness—an unhappiness, so
it seemed to the lad, very Wifferent from
s, mnoml ry self.

"Gnd the hot water all ready,
lerv g hu had said, *“but don’t get inta
g togs when you've finizhed

}llrrr had lnok!d at him in some sur-

rize.
“There'll be no boxing lesson to-day,”
James Rhodes had esplained, Eur]mg

Somethiug to -do_ that - kept -him .from |
looking at the la
“How's that, uncle?” Harry had

wanted to know.

“Not from me, bor! But you'll get

ik down at the White Rose, so you'll lose
mmmg
’I'h

N lmp Rose ?" Harry repeated
ames Rhades snid quietly.
ion to your

op)
going tu -!:na with Hanna.
“Tine

d was too delighted to notice his
s weary tone.
“Yes, that's right.
mind on it. Besides,
it over, and I sce nt n'
It's to your interest, Harry.
nk of that last mghl
uite willing."
at that a revulsion of feeling had
come upon Harry. His ambition, upon
which he had been so keen, suddenly
meemed a poor sscugh thing, Fee s
moment he had hesitated, and then he
lad gone to his uncle's side.

“I gay, uncle, you're only daing this
because you think I'm taking it so muc
to heart—"" ha began awkwardly. But
hiz uncle \nlelrnptud

“No, Harry," he said, with an attempt
at cheerfulness, T was wrong. It will
bLe a chance for you that 1 have no
right to prevent. You go, my boy.
want you to go. 1tll do you good. And
ou'll be \\a!] r

You'd set
e

your

en thinking
't fair to_you.
1 didn't

good of you!" the lad
rned em-hussukluily
And while splashing in the bath and
under the shower. he had given vent tor
his pleasurs by loud and continuous
singing that had come to James Rhudcl
Tuz MaGsET Lisrany.—No.

Go, my boy!.

A%

s, and seemed to demun the sadness in
rease the careworn ex-

hear
But the nearer he appro:
Rose t|
though it never occur:

ite
smaller grew his satisfaction,

to him to
question the resson his relative had

for the complete reversion of his
decision.
But once in the great barn which

Joshua Martin had |Il‘d ii‘:t;ed up for use

us a gym, effusiv ed by both
Hanna and Martin and cariously eyed
to

by the two strapping boxers enga;
E-e Hanna his practice, this feeling lelt
arey. Muuan was more than agree.
asked him a number of
uuhmlu, lnd camphmemed him on his
skill, but -neither made the slightest
|=lervure to u.e startling event of the
evening befor
After three rmmdl with the bigger of
the other t boxers, Tony ﬁe-mm
invited Harry to put on ﬂ|u g’luv?&

“Reckon T must be gettin’ slow,” he

observed uﬁnbly miliu A “An' that's

afford. Ym re tlnz

a nlpp; yer

ye ought to wake me up a bit. No"--»h:

E[.uoed quickly at tl:e Axllr of gloves

arry had picked up and was about to
draw on—"don't you

use
things. ke o oo puir. 1 ain't afraid

ng knocked about.” ‘And he
grinned.

80 Harry put aside the well-worn, big,
siphb o ol haTan iaken and
uecepted the new ones the manager
proffered. Without further preliminary
they set to work.

Six two-minute rownds they went
through, and lively enough they were,
the three onlookers watching with deep

interest.
The bout was almost as lively as the
night before.
and, Hanna

impromptu contest of the
Neither gpared the (I!lhﬂl
to

his opponent was made to understand it
ything but a soft job he had

on.

‘When he landed, which was frequently,
in spite of Harry's splendid defence and
wonderful footwerk, his blows hurt.
Once he brought off a tremendous wild
swing tlm sent Harry clean through the
T Sen. Two inches to the left and the

ould have been in dreamland. He
picked himself up, and all abroad,
and with Hanna coming after him like a
qcluue unloosed, it was all he could do,
by stalling and boxing on the retreat, to
carry him through the finish of the round
and keep clear of the nctual knock-out
which it w fully
intended st con-
gratulated himself the round was of two
minutes only.

But he pulled through,
final roymd a real rouse
fighting, and with the

aight left contrives
keep his adversars at arm’s length, Aot
even to Eet u bit of his own back.

Both fighters were puffng and blowing
freely when time wat ealied, and.-the
three & frw\‘lnlaﬁ signified their apprecia-
tion of the display by an outburst of
sincere enthusiasm

“Go on like that, T nex' month,
an’ yer a sure winner ! declared ona of
boxers fatteringly. “The
think he's struck a blessed

and made the
eeping to out-
d of his long

“You done well Rhodes™ Joshua
Martin_ said heartily, assisting in the
romoval of Harrs's gloves. “You're

THE BEST 4" I.IBIIARY e THE “80\'8’ FRIEND"” 40 I.IBRAR‘? "ME'

ng our man jus’ what 'e wants—el,

A“a Haniia grinned and grunted.

“Fair enjoyed m)aell’"’ lm anted.
“Why can't you two duds fight that
way?" he asked, turning upon his
ll’l!tanl:

They grinned, and one inquired of
ﬁ[nrry if he felt as though he had been
i

? Harry laughingly admitted that
h? ﬂxd To tell the fruth, several of
nnas biows had hrimaé "him_pretty
le rely—so muc t he felt ns 1f
he hnd been Mit wnh nkﬂ‘] nd,
finding an opportunity of handling the
gloves Hanna had worn without being
observed, he came to the conclusion that
his feeling 'nlnt such a mighty long
way from the fact

They were the old pair he had himeclf

been going i put on when Hanr, intr.

ened: and be discovered that, big ns
they Inn'ktd. nearly all the plt
the knuckles and b the edge had been

removed, so that the effect of a blow was
much the same as if no glove had been
worn at all.

He wondered whether Hanna's choice
had_been accidental, or if he habitually
used that particular pair of gloves.

“Yer a real find, Rhades!” Martin
cried boisterously, a3 he dressed himself
to leave, having been informed no more
was required of him. “Be down 'ere
same time lo-morrer “afternoon. Don't
forget.” N

He put a hand nn the lad’s shoulder
and lowered aice confidentially.

“ Between you'n me, these other fellers
ain't doing Tony much g
you're wakin' 'im u‘.spmp.r-pn
us’ what 'e wants. act, 1 t gi
¥ou come down "er for the nex’ monil;
an’ it'll be a tenner in yer pock
another one likely if Tony
champ. contest, which ’e mrn:‘

do with you to take ong like you
done to- -(vh Bea lealher in your cap.
my - son, nly '—he dropped his voice

to-a whisper.'we can tely Wpon you
not ko ny nothin’ about las” night—eh "
W certainly " Harry answered

then.  Accidents
will “appen, ¥'l but least said is
always malwut ended, 'ATT-baM. w0
to-niorrer.

Harry gone, and the two assistants sent
outude, ghe manager turned to Hanna,

"W " he asked.

“Il e the prompt reply,
Hanna's face black as a thundercloud.
"sururtl\ ]\ s, like fightin’ a real con-
test ev'ry day

And he bum into a perfect torrent of
insulting language concerning Harry
that made his listener sit up.

“What's Tony? Ain't
unr:!ﬁ!d ?

“Gra I'm goin’ to get
my awn back on that whelp some easier

A returned Hanna. *Quicker,

Fyou

way'n this "
2
“You 'ad th' right gloves, didn't
you?
“Yes An'two'r three times he nearly
if new gloves he
' Hanna tenderly
Il fix him, see
usly.

But euher he was in no great hurry
to carry out his intention, or Harry
refused to give him the chance; for

during. the following week nothing more
serious happened to Harry Rhodes than
the collecting of a number of very
painful brujses, the same being due to
hlnml odd preference for using his
old and illstuffed pair of gloves. One
afternoon Harry remarked upou it
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“Not much stuffing left in those
gloves,” he observed.

And Hanna's sole answer wih a curt:

ten minutes late
ding Hanna
Steve Phipps,
Harry noticed

that Hanna was not wearing his
favourites.
e was not one to believe ill of any

hody, but it certainly did occur to him
thui the pugilist's preference for the
worn-out mufflers only appeared when
lie_himself took the

--or, rather, becaus
vastly different from the ¢
with his uncle.

These, of course, had ceased, and it
pained Harry greatly to note the change
that had come over his uncle. James
Rhodes had become a silent, moody
man. He seemed as though all interest
had gone out of his existence. A queer
norvousness now possessed him.  Occa-
sianolly he inquired how Harry was
getting on at the White Rose gym.

So much did Harry feel the alteration
in his relntive, and, believing himself
ie cause, that one day he spoke to Lis

t it

bout it.
w'd rather T gave it up, uncle,
y he coneluded
Kis great surnriee James
Rhodes eagerly denied any such wi
“No, no, no!" he replied Hastily.
“You keen on with it, Harry. It's t0
sour bene And for that rveason I
don't want you ta drop it. Fm sorry 1
opposed you in the fisst place. —And
now, with this trouble at the pit, the
oty you  earn  comes in mighty
seful.

referred 1o a lockout of
workers at the mine where Harry had
Leen employed. The original cause of
dispufe had been sometfing quite
triffing, but the men had obstinately
refused to give way, and_the colliery
awner had thereupo: ut down the pit,
Harry going oit the rest .
So, having the whole of the day af his
dispbsal, he was to be found at the
White Rose st other times than in the
afterncon.  Invited ~ to mecompany
Hanna during his outdoor work, he
more than once accepted.
ad he realised the satisfaction th
brought to Tony Hanna, he would ha;
been more than a little disgusted.
Hanna, biding his time, more than
once grinned his peculiarly evil grin
His temper _certainly e more
genial, which Joshus Martin noticed, but
said nothi

A Coward’s Trick.

OUTH of Lexboro' stretched a wide
expanss of rough, _moorland
couniry, with never a house mor
building within sight for miles.

d and lonely spot, but a first-
d out throughs the moor, and the

air was brisk and ex Toa
was a favourite one with Hanna for his
daily spins.

in company with his

Cne morning,
teainer and Harry Rhodes, he was return
ing from exercise, and, suddenly aasert
ing he was tired and wanted a rest, they
sat down by the roadside. In a few
minutes Hanna rose and strolled upon
the moor. A small terrier belonging to
Brayne, the trainer, which frequently
accompanied them, went along with him.
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Harry felt.that in another second the beit would give way, and he would be
hurled bagkwards. Suddenly, from above the edge of L
the face of Tony Hanna appear, a mocking, exultant look in the dark eyes.
*“This Is where you get the knock-out for a finish, eh ? ** whispered Hanna.

e quarry, he saw

grown with and heather, brush.
wood, and small trees. It was thither that
Henna made his way, Brien Boru, the
terrier, at his heels.

Suddenly Hanna looked quickly round
him, noted that Harry and the trainer
were in conversation, and his hand shot
downwards, grabbing the dog by the
scruff of his neck. Ene swing and the
unfortunate animal went whirling over
the edge of the quarry.

Strolling back casually, tho boxer re-
joined the others by the roadside

A few minutes longer and Hanna got
up agair

Twenty yards from the road's edge one
came upon an wbandoned quarry—a deep |

* Better be getting on!" he obeerved.
The others agreed, got up, and were

excavation, with precipitous eides over- ! ready to.resume, when Hanna caid:

“ Brayne, where's that pop o' yours

“Dunnc " Brayne answered, locking
around. “He was here a minute_ago.
Hi, hi! Come here, ye spalpeen | -Brian
Boru, ye imp o mischief, an' where is
ut ye've hidden yersitf 1"

Dut, in spite of profuse calling and
whistling, the pvp did not make an
appearance,

“*Tis th* little varmint he is; but 1
can't be afther lavin’ him!" Brayne
declared.

“Weil, dont be all night, Micky
Hanna said indiffcrently ; and, whistling,
lie stood staring down the road.

Harry joined in the search for the pup,
f ch there was no ¢ign or sound until

Liprary.—No. 612
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its owner's steps took him to the edge
uf ths quarry.

gorra! 'Tis down }mte th
ste il he shouted loudl,

Hurry joined him quickly, and the two
g:omd over the edge, below which could
heard & faint, painfal whimpering.

“Tis ut in a
“* But how

poor

aste oul
taring dl:clm-c]alely
down into the avarry, wlntb certainly
laoked most un descent
seemed ' Tmpostible, the. top four o
five feet being an almost perpendicular
face of smooth stone, with mever a likely

loct nr hand hold.
Tie shtarved to death th" poor
the trainer said miserably.

her mesill nor anyone else
n there 1" . -
nothing, being engaged in
intently examining tl e rock w.llf ‘ony
Hanna' came np, and the enunuun was
expluiued to hi
Cant you climb_down?” he asked
turning to Harrs. “Vou said yer o rood

climl can’t do uothin’ in that line
myself; my head’s no good "

Harry lookud duilbtful His head was
good, his nerves were sound, and it
wouldn't be the first time that he

n
climbed into and explored an abandoned
quarry.  This one, bowever, presented
difficulties worse than any- he bhad yet
overcome.

Brayne, bowailing the fate of his little
f.-nuurllle. looked at the lad with pitiful

appeal.

“D'se think ot can be done!” he
asked.”  “Shure, th' little baste is th'
jewel o' my heort, an’ "tis ready to bruk
wi' th' thought of its dyin' this ead
vy

{ it is possible to get him out, we
certaiuly can't leave him to ;um: to
d:-mh" glled Harey. “T'I
een carefully examining the
md wd came to the conclusion he could
get down were the difficulty of the first
fow ieel overcome. 8ix feet below the
top was a ledge; if that might be
rruhed further ducmt looked possible.
But to attempt to’drop 6n to that ledgs
over a vertical six-foot wall was equiva-
lent to suicide.
“Can’t do mothmg without a r:rpt‘!"
Hanna declares
But Harry thought otherwise,
was a big kn rock at the ed 0 nl
the quarry he thought might be utilised,
and “a couple of feet down the face
he had detected a tiny rrc
that might serve as a
something to steady hlm, hn behe\e:i be

might get down.

It was o big risk, but ho thought he
could manage And with the piteous
ing of the miscrable dog in his cars
e felt_he could not go away without
ng something to rescue it from a
rrible fate. Brayne had wandered off
the far edge of the quarry to seek
ne casier way of descent.

TI've got & belt, so have you,” said
Harry to Tony. "If we fasten them
ether and hnn them over that rocky

T think it1t do for me to steady

by if I try to let myseli down.
Vou consee that The belte don't slip off
the ki

“Why, ves; that looks all right,”
lied Hanna ‘eagerly. I'll ece after the
take off and fasten the belts

her was the work of a moment. The
strap was then looped and hung over
knob.

it doesn’t slip off ! enid Harr
Then, with n good grip of the belt in

Land, he proceeded to lower
feet first, and very carefully,
over the edge.

It was a beklih business, one calcu-
lated to try the nerve of an expert crags-
1man; but Harry did not allow his mind
to dwell on the idea of 8 possible slip.
His toe found the crevice, and for a
mup'le of seconds he held there, steady-
!. ‘Then he let go with his left
pressing himself close to the
face, -Il hu weight on his right hand, he
lllnwtd humnalf to drop lower and lmvet
u & foot rested on thn lpdge
'All nght"‘ cnhed Ham

" Bu I'n answered Ha: rr; “The
of it looks easy. It's the getting bu-k
t.'nuugh "

Down he went. Trees, roots, and
shrubs gave him plenty of holds, and
found no difficulty. Ounce he halted fur
a few moments, and, glancing up, he
thought he caught sight of a sudden
flash ot the quarry odge, something like
the glint of the sun on bright metal. But
the thonght left his mind at once.
Guided by the crying of the dog, he soon
made his way to where tha poor animal

“Badly injured Brian Born was. He
made frantic efforts to st soon as he
saw his rescuer, but wa:
proof of sorio 5
wasted no time in examination.
was nothing useful cunlﬂ be don:
the inn was reached. Taking off his cont,
with bits of string he contrived a kind of
bag, in which he tenderly placed the
dog ; then he tied t gm‘ner the sleeves

his right
himself,

Al

at the cuffs and sli the loop over his
neck. With the bag lying Acrose his back,

is arms were left the
ascent.

Tn five minutes he was standing on the
ledge. now came the tug of-war.
Gripping the belt, to which was zulrullad
the whole of his weight, h
himself upw aware that if nl!p
belt, gnve way ‘o slipped off the knob
nothing could save hun from a terrible
backward fall into the niumy And that
‘wanld probably mean & broken back.

“Can you get up?” he henrd Hanna
ask, hu [ace just visible over the edge of

ree to nccomplish

was necessery. Once,
in the effort to exing hmlscl[ up and get
a toe into th 3 elt the ts
slip forward, mld the leelmg came to him
as though his stomach w trying to
climb up into his mouth—a ghastly sen-

Another trisl—another slip—his
boot caught and held the lip of the
werful drag on the belts
v 50 that he was lhlr

Iraw nself closer to the rocl

then he lucrd im grip with the left hmd

intending to threw hia hand upward and
clip his finger-tips over the topmost edge,
Even s he made the motion he glanced

upward, and his eyes caught that which
checked bLim and brought a gasping ery
to hls 1.p-
s the belt was a slit that widened
and lpnmmm; before his eyes.
ry'a  whole ir stiffened  in
horror; his arm remezined motionless in
midair. He f capable of movement.
His eyes glued to the slit. he watched as
though fascinated by he sight, seeing it
extend. Then an awiul fit of trembling
shook him f

- hand. To do
essure haaten-

so seem
remaining half-inch

ing the partmg of

Order Next Week’'s “GEM” NOW!

of leather, but something told him that
in the effort lay his saivation. Simul-
taneously the fingers of his left hand shot
upwards, seeking the edge, ﬂuch seemned
so far away from them, weight of
the dog llun[ behind his blck el him

back, dragging him downwards.
Bnd.d.enly. from above lhn edge of the
quarry, he saw the face of Tony Hanna
mocking, cxultant look in the

hd
For what seemed an eternity to H,
though actually it was not longer
a second, the two gazed at each other.

And like n fiash the truth was revealed
to Harry.

A wave of angor rushed over him; he
felt himsolf grow burning hot

**This is where vou get th' knock-ont
for & finish—eh " whispered Hanna.
P though he had no nation, of the

muscular effort that brought
him  int Ten feet lvnn stood
Tony Hanna, face pale and lips com-
press

“Then came a cry, and around the edge
of the quarry Harry saw Brayne, the
trainer, running.

 Have ye got him "

From his ktmei Harry scrambled to his
feet and stood,

“‘He's here; Imt I’ afraid the
little chap is pretty badly hurt,”
answer

Drawing the coat over his head, ha
ripped the strings np-:t and lifted out
the yelping terrier.

u'll see to-him, Brayne,” he said,
very quietly. “T'd get him back ta the
inn’if I were you, as quickly ns possible.
I'm comin tle whi

And, without staying to listen to the
Irishman's outburet of gratitude, ilarr\

Another Challenge!

ANTING, quivering, Harry found
himsell on the rim of the querry,

he

stepped towhrds Hanna. He rolled up
his shirt-sleeves as he

“You cut that belt through,” he said,
when he was quite close.

“I did. And now T'm_going to

hammer ye to bile 1" retorted the boxer
savage!
. And he swung his right fst at Hatry's @

Tllrcmng up his left elbow, Harry
blocked the blow and sent out his right,
taking the Scot in the short ribs and
lmrlin him back three feet.

“Take your time, and take off your
coat; vou'll be glad to be without it very
s0on,” rejoined Harry

Brayne, unconscious of what was hap.

alrendy going down the roid

s injured pet in his arms,

Then, withdrawing into the road, Harry

hodes and his treacherous encmy set to
ark.

Tt was, on the part of the nspirant to
the championship, a savage battle. What-
ever scraps of acience he had he threw to
the winds, n-h on the fury of his at-

s aooh aad pase of e tee:

ac
mendous I\lD\ls He fought with all the
savagery of a wild animal di

M
defence, aud seemingly careless of wlat
Lefell himeelf so long as he was able to
injure his antagomist. And this care-
lessnees, dearly as be paid for it in pan-
ishment received, made him the more for-
midable cpponent. Powerful as lie was
naturally, passion lent him an additicnal
strength.

(There will be another splendid dnstal-
ment of this grand wew boxing story in next
Monday's isswe of the MAGNET Order your
copy in advance.)
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FOR NEXT MONDAY!
Our_next_magnificent long, complete
talo of the Chums of Greyiriers School is
entitled ;

“THE BOUNDER'S FAULT!"
By Frank Richards,
and deals Jargel Vernon-Smith and
 chum  Hedw under’s
salicitude for his friend leads him to the
most reckless action, which is destined
to have far-reaching couscquences of the
most sericus des on.

——
Our next long instalment of
“THE MINERS® CHAMPION!”
By Percy Longhurst,
1s one thyt my readers will thoroughly
enjoy. The devélopment of Harr,
Rhodes' career in the boxing world is f
of incident of the most sbsorbing interest.

THE ‘‘ GREYFRIARS HERALD.”

It is cheery to be able to record the
fact that the *Greyfriars Herald ” has
enjoyed such a welcome back home
easily passes all records. I know ho
eagerly my friends waited for it, and how
reasonably jmpatient they grew at the
hotessary  but trying delays.  Dolays
always are tryinig.” You know what it is
to get hung up in a train which has lost
beart as it reached the outskirts of Lon-
don or some other big town, and draws
up amidst some miserable bit of scenery
with a' wet road running vnder a bridge,
and a lot of adyertisements as to the
kind of candles ohe ought to burn, and
the sort of pickles it is consids wi
to have with E:ur beef. As you knew ell
such matters before, the reminder is quite
unnecessary, and-you only wish the old
train would get & move on. Talking
sbout getting hung up _brings to my
mind several points which I want to
touclm on directly, but for the moment
I wish to speak of the “G. H. " and what
it really means.

L

AMATEUR JOURNALISM.

Tt is always good to see fellows taking
]}lil in the production of peri 1s

hey put their best into them. It is
a labour of love, and that description of
work always draws_the very utmost out
of those. participating in it. 1 am in
clined to think the “Greyiriars Herald ”
was, in the old days, the inspiration for
a {ood many of the smart, look-alive
little sheets which appeared all over the
‘country, from Penzance {o Thurso and
Wick—yes, and ther afield, too.
“Harry Wharton's Weekly " showed 1
still showing—how
ion should be rus
o it is not a question ©
nting. A writien-out magaz
d start, and it is wiser to
enterpriee without costly outlsj.

ﬁ'

THE FATE OF A WAG.

This is all Lnked vp with wit. There
was never an amuteur paper yet which
did not rely to some extent on wit_and
humour. Wit is the sauce of life. Real
humour is, and always should be, in im-
mediato partoership’ with charity. and
that great wisdom which makes wlow:
ances for all the frailtiss of human
nature, and its shostcomings and failures.
Soma folks get n mistaken impression
ultogether. They imagine that biting
sative is wit, that-the quality Cardew
styles as “garo ” is of the same brand;
but humour pure‘and simple is a kind]
affair, and never interferea with the feel.
ings of others. A sense of humour should
be found in the mental kitbag of wvery
traveller through this funny world. Tis
pogsession ghiens the journey wonder-
ully, shows you something of what the
other chap reslly has got in_ his mind,
oxplaing away mnisunderstandings, eases
troubles, and enables the ownér of.the
saving sense—this priceless sehse of
bumanz—to put himsell In, the place of
the man who seems to be gaing all wrong.

You must take into account the view-

-point of your fellow-travellers. Don’t say

at once that they are a lot of slly asses
‘because. they do not chance to agree with
ou, It won't do at all. It is no good
eing rigid and uncompromising. It is not
good form. It-is not plain_ common-
sense. Moreover, it proves that you—
however correct your surmises ‘may

in the main—are absolutely in the wrong
on the other issue—to wit, lhﬁl of in-

tolerance to your comrad, ut these
thoughts have taken me away from the
disaster of & man named Chalmers, who

thought he was a real, born humorist. -

THAT COMIC WEEKLY.

It was just this way. Chalmers had
been engaged for the best part of his
life in work which he fancied was un-
congenial 4nd quits unworthy of his rare
abilities,  You may have seen cases of
this sort. a matter of fact, the busi-
ness to which Chalmers devoted long
years. fitted his turn of mind perfectly.
All the time be was at it he was most
uccesslul, and everybody appreciated
him, and said to themselves, * What a
smart and clever fellow he is!” The
fact wos Chalmers was busy on writing-
up learned reports about trade and such-
like subjects. He showed merchants
where to dump their goods, ete. You
could not have any . more serious work
than that. All the time Chalmers was say-
ing to himself, “I am really a wit of
the wittiest,” and whenaver be could he
let off jokes in the hes he had to
make. Those jokes were coldly received.

en he retired on a princely fortune,
and started a comic wee r gusl to keep
iimself busy. He sbovelled the quips
and cranks into this periodical. He gave
h 5 here were nights when
hly on his pillow think.

ing out n new scream, a fresh whecre,
which should bring a laugh to everybody.

It was not at all @ bad paper as papers
go. I saw it. It had subtlety and dry-
Bess of ohservation, and all that sort of

thing. But would_ the Tublic buy it?
“No." said the public. * This man & not
a wit. He is a learned fellow who writes

on trade. How should he uirderstand how
to be funuy?" Bo the paper failed. Tt
was given away, and after it had ceased
publication—and before—you saw copies
used as wrappings for butter. Chalmers
was hurt. He was grieved. -1f the public
would mot tske him as a humorist of
the first water—well, he would be scrious
with a vengeance. So he set about
another paper. *This paper shall be as
serious @s they want,” he muttered to
Iumsel! savagely, as ho launched the now
venture. It was the gravest of the grave.
ero was nothing gay about it Therg
were articles about the philosophy of pre-
historic man, about how the Ancient
Britons endeavoured to start the game
of golf, and of the scant success which
ﬁreetad their efforts. Even the Ancient
ritons were of a strictly conservative
tendency. Chalmers wrote of the super-
stitions which prevailed in that faraway
period known to some ns the Please-have-
ou-seen-Epoch—though some dub it the
liocerie. Surely the great reading pub-
lie would apreciate such » weekly as that!
Not one little bit! You cannot count on
the public: It bas its moods, and its cwa
special way of understanding things.
T way i8 not yours as a rule It
snddenly vemembered—that is, the publis
did — that Chalmers had run a comio
weekly. It had taken a few years for this
knowledge to soak in, of course It
always does. And when the new paper
cams nat_sverybody thought it was really
comic. People bought the weekly at
once. - There were quenes at the book
stalls. The paper was sold out, News
agents tore their hair because of their
own lack of foresight in not ordering
sufficient copies. In the trains folks were
seen chuckling over the articles about the
Ancient Britons. ey saw humour
where there was none—or, rather, whera
there bad not beén any infended. 'People
forgob their troubles in reading about
how pre-historic man earned his living.
They reahised at last that Chalmers was
genuinely funny. Trying to be funny is
actually a big mistake. Humour has to b
spontaneous if it is to be successful. It is
wise to remember this tru Tt is acci-
dental wit that matters. Organisers of
amateur mngazines will be well advised
to go slow with wit. . Let it come of it-
l!lg It is the better way. s

A
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By RICHARD RANDOLPH.
1 that, 4 ipe forged that
hrlu the Price ! hat, nue ] lgru lc 1: "En ipe forged, that
=Well, my you're pretty beauties!” ..,,,,,t t
wid tha great Geoete Altred Grundy, con | “1t fsn's1” whined Soipe, “Ho hagn't sald

s-gu Ing :Iu two prisoi
| Jou what, dear boys* drawled Ralph
ardew. “I've thought of a fine
3;;,1"' pnn!.lhlult for these two villains!*
fs 1b7~ aaked Taibat,
be jawed to death by Grundy,”
um Cardew, with & face o3 grave as

wa ean do better !hu'\ that I

T

Then indeed Inventlve i tor-

t\lrlll" Clrd!I rcpll ed.
glared at bim. But no one else

nld u:r end

-wxm do o Tou lhlnk you're going to do
with s’

"Tr: u rml». p-mhn you afterward

Fran answer
colt found gulley. of
s

“Why, you sllly ass—" began
“As there ‘ippears to be 10 dout

5 while m wul.n time
tfla“‘ 1rdlw inguired

in

coursel” put

a word about ultL Cutts was i as

much as we were

Talbot and Levison, Clive and Cardew,
Noblo-and Danc, and Glyn and Grundy ex:
They . would not

ghanged significant locks.
forget tha

Then ume a briel conference. At the end
of it Woobton minor went to a thicket ear
by and cut an ashplan

Bingo' acted as executjoner,

uest, and he laid on with a wil
ngipe howled, “Larking et his teeth and

1t bis own

o, T Yota we duck Ehem in the brook 1"
<aid Wagtal
But no one seconded that.

You can go!® rapped out Gordon m;

r-ABE we lope we'll noser sce Jou again!"
added

“Nou néver will—me, anyway® retorted
Larking.

Carpenter stepped up to Bim and held cut
his band.

“Comi ‘h.lﬂ the IE hll | X Ill|ﬂ Eangaroo, - - et
atariag at b a3 thougn ey belonged auGoodiye, Ly be mid. *Weve been
. ot ";f,u, of vermin. | oG stared a moment at the Land

1+ snarled Lack | ofigrod b he

i
tng. writhing qua that l0o
o e Sis “aar snough for

He said nothing; but whm he torned to
o there was something like o mist before his

yoast
“You confess? sald oid, ard eyes
u They went—] with big head drooped,
P Syt Th!ﬁ! '-’.\'r'clm“",”n,j‘,i Brupa o linking llke the cus he wus.
out, and I s el s to gb tironsh | B Biey passca out of siahit e
t. But you'd belter watch me when you fnmm nnoﬂ::rwg:rullm Messrs. Black and
g6t busy With your * punishment,’ or some of | BI%E

rselves geriously damaged !
Balpe grotned. dismally. . Ha Telt Hhat
Larklag vas only making miatters worse, i to
were l‘l!‘lf Way possi 3
But that was Lirkiog &

Jyou may find yout
aver—a wrong-
fought -as long as al

strength left in him. T!llru was no Oght in

Jack W

dogs o, some of you—sharp!™
ordered Gordon Gy
It was not. wn my task, but somehow It
ne. tw cliers came on un-
lnlpe:l.lnul_p They
hey saw. An

dd been seen ' befo
am!
uud they walked rlzhh into
hey

ore
yas latd for Uhe,
Toouh Sowa betors thc rush of the
Orammatiank, fuo St Jim’s jumiors, and
They were Leid while vigorous use
of the ashplant. Then they were
afted in the cottage.
that ¢ fellows may be
ry before they geb free.” aald oags.
you ed

~ghall vm > Iot them go?* said Qo indi- asked Ta

Now that the time J “I? dear no, Dot in the very luasu“
!:pl!od ansgm

Anyone in a desperate lmrl& to gét to

i
him b; to
into l.ﬂun by nu..

I couldn’t bave done

appea that no ome “In
eryone there mmrd wllhng lo leave gulng
until the

_Lnlc stationi” ipquired Gordon

en we'll :El!bnle the oceasion, with

odgles as the “honour!” sald the
Shmarian lea

4o will tome, of course, Binkst" Qoggs

me!* sald B

Oh, you aln’t w:
albot said lll.‘llrhl:l

Wrong. old cha

(\lc t--ml do without | Bingo, can we, you
el

I IhEr not!” came a chorus, in which
all joined

170 ke to eame, youre sure of that,”
Dingo sald, slmost shyly. =An' I have got a

That settles it," replied

nnd Wagtail. en
camy ther found that Ca:pcnm bad hung

bauk hlnd Hm
Gogg: l"‘ he said, holdh: out

riuu lellu!l d.uni 'Anl me! You eln""'

ofas
Carpenter e er e e oy bl war
ht! I'Nl stay,” he said huskily.

was well that he stayed. It was well
Hers i all they knew
e em.

manage to travel the straight roa
Und at least he would have one ready to
belp Bim as long as Johnny Goggs was at
Rylcombe.
THE EXD.

NOTICES.
Back Npmbers.

Jack Shepherd, 47, Gideon Street,
Bathgate, Linlithgow, Seotland, “wantd

* Magnets,” - Ni
offere

H. Berman, 9, Rose Hill Street, Derby,
has for sale *“Magnets,” Noa.

427, 438,
“Gonfs,”

440, 442, 05& 462, 466, and 481 ;
460,

Wi |1Imm “nl‘l)urburl 6, Emlth! Green,
Ince, near \\lgnn. Lnnu has for sale
75 “'Magnets " al

Callard, Calitornin, Great Agton,
le.a, hss 150 back numbers of the
~p!£wn Papers for sale

Fletcher, 7, Beaulien v.um
N.. wants
ny's Secret.”
Harry Milner, 27, Torrapee - Btrect,
Montreal, ' Canada, wants * Magnets ”
os. 1.502, 504, 531, and 32.  Write
first.
John McKinles W. Young Strset,

. Hahfmr. Cnnndl vnll exchange American

Il bnoks for Companion Papers dated

H. Hn“oﬂ 62, Ncnhdmm Btreet.
Kings Cross, N. for
“Magnets.” Gems Sa3 02

602
“Peuny Populars " "(ne
and *Freleon Loot,” 170.320.

E. Swift, c.-o. Clayton & Co., Karrier
Warks, - Huddersfield, has _for sl

ries), ll"sﬂ.

 Gemy,” E11-602; “Penny Populars”
(pow, ories), 1-30—praseniation. plates
an: . -

] HIEJ}E‘Sui
with a First Prize of £5 and ten other
&n:es of well-stacked tuck hampers.

et your copy of this splendid new
paper to-day and read all about it

le Competition in No.
RIARS HERALD™

of the
PRINCE OF WALES

FREE

with every copy.

1 Just Out!

A real up-to-date boy’s paper
un byl eliaop of re riars

.chmI staries, lme'lu
thrilling sdventure yams . .

ON SALE EVERYWHERE.

1-11-19,



