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“WELL HIT, SIR!"

(An Exciting Incident from the Long Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co.,
contained in this Issue.)
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THE GREYFR

JARS PHOTOGRAPHER!
By FRANK RICHARDS.

A Magnificent Long Complete Tale, dealing with the Early Adventures of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter is Pleased.

TS come !
I Billy Bunter, who was stauding
L at the window of No. 1 tudy,
turned round with a cleelul ormn
s« he uttered that exclamation.

\\' arton, Bob Cherry, and Nugent,
who were ta]km-r cricker, did not appear
1o hear the rmnml\, and Punter repeated
ir, erescendo, \\1‘11 an mdl“nant note in
his %oice.

T say, you f(llo“ s, it's come !

"lLulo, “hallo, hallo!” exclainied Bob
Cherry? looking round. “1Is that Bunly
chirping?  As I was eaying, \\.h'mon
Carberry was out—right out——"

“] say, you follows—

“Out, as-eure as a gun—as clear a case
ol Ipn befove as ever 1 saw. But——"

Look here, vou fellows, I tell you
ir'g come! I think vou might leave off
£ Llldﬂ’t for a minute on an im-
[un:dnl: occasion like this!” exclaimed
Bunter, lr]ml\mg indignantly at the
chims of the Remove throngh his hig
.\pectadcs “f dou't get a camera cvery

ey

really, Nugent, haven’t T been
ielling you for dd\a past that 1 was goinu
1o have a camera a3 a prize for eelling
ten articles for ihe Imperialist Fair
I'rading Co.!”

- But yon didn’t sell the arficles,” said
1Tarry Wharion, laughing. Most of
them were chucked mto the fire, or intc
a pond, if I remember.’

= Very likely, butasas 11(t1_, honceurable

follow I hLad vo pay for them all the
rame, and so ¥ got tho camera.”

“Blesnod if I know where you got the
tin, then,” remarked Bob Cherry. “1
dow’t 1'omo'ul\(=1 hearing you ask Whar-
ton for it.’

‘I have otlier Niends, outside this
study,” said the fat jundor, with a great
deal of dignity. 1 am_ not doponum.t
upon Wharton. Bulﬂ_irodc advanced nie
fifiecn shillings.” ..

“Phew ! Bulsteede’ ) )

*Y'cs, cortainly. ()f couise, T am goin
io repay him. I expect to make a con-
siderable  weekly income ont of my
vamera—making enlargements for fram-
jur and sellimg them. and eo on. It's a
muvh higger onc than I really P\p(‘d’cd
trn

*You haven't seen it vet.”

*There’s the ‘s man bringing it
in, said Bunter, jerking a fat thumb
towards the window.  *You
him! I half-cxpected a little hand-
cainera by parcels post, you know; but
thnv ve eent me o big stand-camera—
]n()]\. .

The chums of the Remove’ glanced out
of the study window. The carrier from
]n.nd.xle was ceriainly bringing up to
th-: house gomething which could nét be
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| the Remove looked ot

can &ec.

mistaken for anything hut the tripod of a
stand-camera.
The juniors looked surprised,
Buntm Chl.l(,leLl with satisfaction.
“This is what conies after your sniffing
and enecring an the Fair Trading Co.,”
o romarked. I ouly soni them filteen

bob, and they've sent nie a camera worth
b

and

perhaps ten or fifteen cuineas,

“Rats! Where v oul(I heir profit come
in, ags?” -

“Oh, they're really dmun it for
ad\ ertispment, vou know.” : .

‘More rats !’

) “You don’t know nm(.l abeut hL.
ness,” eaid Bunter, with an assumpt: ion

of superior kno \\Iul( . wiiteh very nearly

| carned him a lh.l('\ “car,.  * Lots of
(Rrms practicaily wive away their things
for the eake of advert 1ent. It pays

ive on the advertise-
ments,” suggestid ]fml) Cheeey sareas-
rically.  * Solong us they are auﬁmcn\"\'
advertieed, they ¢ don't want any grub.”

“ Oh. vou don't understand busimess !
I've often thought _that if we pooled the
pocket-money in i stuwdy, and pla.ond
tho finances in my liands, we could make
a_business concern of 1t, insicad of peg-
sing alonfr from hand to mouth, But I
't stop ]awmw——"

‘1 know you van’t—you never can!”

“I mean T can't stop lore jawing,
Cherry—I'm golng to maet the carrier.
They may l)ﬂnalhl\«' have sent. it carriage
forward-—it isn't likely: but you might
lend me some tin, Whartow, in case ]
have to pay the carrier, T've run out of

money, somchow—npaitiy throngh heing
dis a.ppomr,o(l about a postal-ovder.”
Hany Wharton laughed. o

*You can sce the carrier, Billy, and

let me know cxactly how nmch n: is
firet,” he said. -

“If you can’t trust meney into my
hands, Wharron-

CWell, T ean't I eaid Tarry blunily
“No vou can buzz oif!?

“I'm wpot stromg enongh to Lecp o1
running  up  and down  etaire,”  said
Bunier hurriedly, changing the topxc
“You'd better let me h'u o it now.’

“You can call up to the window,”

“Ob, all vight! It's a curious thing
that the more moncy a chap has tho
meaner ha  gets  with 7 Bunter

remarked.
Wlarion Tauched
huried

and Bunter
The chumea ol
of the window.
sted in Bunter's

"_'f‘.]l'lv

out of the study.

They wero rather intere
camera,

Bunter often took up new hobbies,
Photography was his latest wheeze, and
ho had become tho terror of all the
amateur photographers in the school.

Bunter had very ll](linfin(t idcas on the
subject of “meum 4nd taum.” When he
wanted a camera to practiee wwith, he

" tho one, il he could find it.

rilvy of the Remeve was under the

| pose of at alk

Cunder tha other.
_Ilu.a study-mates,

necessity of locking Dhis up whenever Do

- was not using it; and oven Mr. Quelch,

the memaster had discovered that

Bunier had borrowed his camora.

Mr. Quelch’s camera was e valuablo
oue, and Bunter had dropped it. And a
very painful explanation ensued, which

cured Bunter of any desire to "horraw
Mr. Quelch’s camera again. Sty 119 was
1ot \\hmly dissatiefied with the incident.

“You see. it scems to damage:
camera to drop it on gtones,” hc confided
to the juniors in No. 1 Study. “Jolly
lucky I had Quelchy’s camera to practise
with, or I 1r1~rhb have dropped my own,
you know !

“Blessedt if I can make iha! out ! said
Bob Chesry, fubbing his nose tmmrnr-
fully. “From what we can sec from here,
that looks like an expensive thing—
stand is worth t'm money Bunter. paid.
Blessed if T catch on, The Fair Trading
Co. isn’t a firm of philanihropiste—nat
by long chalks!”

Wharton nodded; he was puzzled, {oo,
It was possible that the Fair Trading Co.
were fending o really excellent prize to
Bunter, becawse ha wag at a public

tschool, and they might liope hereby to

obtain a host of CUetomer:\, whence they
would obtain their profit.

It was possible—yet rot probab;r'
Such a firm was very unlike to have
any goorls of really good quahty to diz

They watched Bunter maet the carrier,
who handed over tie parcels he was
carrving., Bunter blinked up at the study
w uldow )

" Two ¢hillings!” he bawled.

*“Check 1’ said Bob Cherry.

Wharton extracted two shillines from
his pockes. Tliere wag no earthly reason
why Wharton shoull pay Bunter's
expenses in this way—excep: tlmt Bunter
expected him to do so.

And it is a cutious circumatance--
curious but true--that ihe Bunters of
this. world frequently do get rhmr ex-
petises paid by people they Tave no claim
upon, simply becavnse they geem  to
expect it.

Wharton tossed the two ¢hillings down
to Bunter, who blinked ro: md for thmn
and plcl(ed them up, and rhe chums of
the Remove saw Lim pay rhowanmr and
receive some chauge. Then he bore the
prize into the Fouse in trium

A minute later he was at the door of
tho study, Bob Cherry opened it, and
Bunter came triumphantly in, wiih the
camera under one arm and the tripod

He blinked gleefully at

Jolly good prize, eh?” he asked.
“ How much did you pay the carrie
agked Bob Cherry,
“Eh! Tho carrier?”
“Yes, the carrier, Sharp!”
“You heard me uek Wharton for iwo
Nings.2
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“Yes; and I saw the carviler give you
gomo change.’

Bunter’s far face fell a little.
¢xtremely ehort-sighted himself, and he
was continually forgetting that other
fellows could see farthor than he could.

ITe was

““Tf Wharton is going to make a fuss
about a matter of threepence-—"" he
began, with au  attempt at  erushing
Lli(;uity.

S I'm onot,” said  Haeey, laughing,
“Keep it!” .

““Rate!” said Bob Cherry warmly.

“It’s the principle of the thing, He said
tivo shillings when it was only one and
mm-penLe Hand over the other three-d.,
Bunter !’
“Oh, really, Cherry
‘“Hand it over!” roared
Bunter handed it over.
“If Wharton doesn’t want it, I'll put
it into the poor-box,” eaid Bob. **T'm
going to bring you up in the way you
should go, Billy. I'm going to make an
honest duffer of you if I have to skin
you doing it.”
*“Look her:
“Nuff said!. If you want to unpack
your camerg on that table, do it while
we're gone to thc, tuckshop, we want
tea when we get in.’

Rob.

”

And Wharton, Cherry, and Nugent leflr )

the stady, leavunr Billy Bunter to tn-
pack his camera.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Qreyfrlars Photographer Receives
a Shook!

to

s ALLO., Vu:elint‘ I want
speak to .you'!
Hazeldene looked up from a

a book -he was rcading, and
observed that Bulstrode, the bully of the
Renlove, was standing in the doorway
of the study.

“What do you want?” asked Hazcl-
dene.

"You ve had a letter from vour
sister 27 said the burly Retnovite agrec-
ably. but without looking at Hazeldene.

The latter nodded.

“Well, car’t you tell a fellow if there's

j, l.mxa?”

i’s nothing'!” :aid Hazeldene
aw! x.\dl‘(‘“‘ “Marjorie and Clara want
sne to talke a few friends over to CLff
House to tea to-morrow night.””

“1 thought so. Who are yocu geing
to take?”

“Only Study No. 1.”

“You can’t take your own studyv-mate,
I suppose?” asked Bulstrode, with an
unpleasant glitter in his eycs.

Hazeldene reddencd, and was silent.
ITe had half cxpected that, and he did
not know what to say. Wlharton \oultl
have said out plainly, “No, T can’t,” but
Huzeldene was not much like Wharton.
He was too weak by nature to say a
dircet “No ” to anybody, and his weak-
ness had got him into more than one
5(’1‘10115 S(lﬁpc‘

*Well, you

he began at last-—
“Maijoric says Ie lesitated.

“She says a few friends,” said
Bulstrode. “T suppose I'm a friend?
ITang it! I think I've stood your friend
once or twice. I supposc your sister
deesn’t like me?”

“Well, she doesn't. you know.”

“Toook here,” said Bulstrodo, “I—1
want to come to Clff House.” He tiened
red.  “I'm not in the habit of going
around beggm;: for invitations.. But [
want to comec.

“I—I—T"1l ask Wharton.'

“What’s Whartcn got to do with it?"
broke out Dulstrode angrily. “ Sm(‘e
vou were taken up by that study, you're
always at the same old tune—Wharton
savs his, and Wharton says that. IMang
Wharton !

see,”
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““He's done a lot for me,” said Hazel-
dene, with some epirit.

“&o have I—if you comc to that.
Look here, am I coming to CLiff Iouse
to-niorrow or not?’

* Well, I suppose¢ you can come if vou
want to,”” said IIA/eld(-no weakly.

“That's scttled then.’

1Tazeldene nodded, and left the study
with a worried look on his face. He
knew that the addition to the party would
not be welcome to Study No. 1, and he
was very much afraid that it would not
be welcome to Marjoric & Co. But there
was no help for it now.

The Famous Four werc going down
to the cricket ground, and Harzeldene
joined them. Indor Wharton’s lead,
Hazeldeno was becoming a very fair
cricketer, and he admitted that it was a
great deal better than hanging about the
Cloisters smoking cheap cigarettes, as
had been his habit not so very long ago.

“Do you fellows mind if Bulstrode
comes to-tworrow?” he asked.

Friday. 3

not he helped, they weat ouvi-to tha
criciket, - The long summer c»eu.t.gs gave
light (nlough for ericket practice almost
up to supper-time. a fact ot which the
keen ericketers of the Remove took fuil
advantage.

The Upper Fourtii were at practice ot
theiv greund, which adjoined the T
move pitch, and they grected the Famaous
Four with grins,

Harry Wharton donned his battine
gioves, affecting not to hear the voire
of Billy Buntev, who was calling to him
to come and join a group to he photo-

graphed.
Bunter had the camera in position
now. There were a crowd of juniors

round him, and a few seniors, ali sur-
prised to see Billy in posscssion of the
stand camera.

Billy Bunter’s romances abont lis
financial vesources were well known ali
Lver  Greyfriars, and genervally  dis-
counted; but the camera seemed to back

¢ Now, you chaps who are golng to have your photos taken,” said

Bunter, in a business-like tone,
Blundell !

‘stand together.
Keép your feet still, Micky Desmond !’

Try to look pleasant,

| ANANANANAANSANNANAY VNANNAANANANAANNANNAANNANNANANANANNNNANAN T

Harry Wharton tooked rather grxm

“That's for you to scttle,” he said
shovtly.

“Well, he wanted to come, and—and
T told him he could. I expect he will
behave himself all right, you know. FHe
can be all right when he chooses.”

The chums of Study No. 1 vouchsafed
no reply to that remark. As Wharton
said, 1t was for Hazcldene to settle who
he would take; but if they had known
in advance that Dulstredo was coming.
they would have hesitated to join the
party.

It was true c-nongh that the Remmo
bully could be *alt right when he
chose ”; the trouble was that he very
scldom chose to begall vight. Flis imper-
tinence to Miss Primrose had once
caused a serious coolness between Cliff
House and Greyfriars,’, and the juniors
liud_not forgotten it.

Without saying anything further on the
matter, ag it was scttled now and could

them up for once. Tt was evidently an
expensive onc.

“Took here,” said Blundell of the
Fifth. *“1t’s no gcod your telling us that
you got that camerz as o gifl from the
Fair Trading Co. We can’t swallow it
If it's a present from. somebody, why
can’t you say so?

“\Voll, if you don’t believe me, Blun-
dell, I'm sincerely sorry, but—"

“Of course T don'ti”

“Well, there's the camera.”

“Yes, I sec it is. Tt strikes me that
you've been borrowing tin all this time
on false pretences, and that you've go'
money ! gaid Blundell severely.

Buntci was not blind {o the advautag:
i might Le to hitn to be supposed to
“have money ™ ; so he let it go at thai.
He turned his attention to the camcra,
leaving Blundell convinced that ke had
sceret resources which he had drawn
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apon for the purchase of ihat

Wl

valeable

e
The camera was in  pesitier, . and
B mter was all ready to dodge tinder the
black-cloth. - Ogilty, the amateur photo-
nphnr of the Renmiove, had given him a
w hints about nsing it, atd Bunter had
already had counsiderable practice -with
«ther people’s cameraz,  Ogilvy offered

to take the photograph for him, and
hendle the whole matter, but this
generous offer was declined.

“Now vou chaps who ara ‘going’ to

have vour photos talw'\ 2 sad Bunter, in

business-like tone, “stand together.
ry to look pleasant, Blundell:”
" '\\ Ly, you checky young bounder

\ntl don’t talk.
\I icky Desmond.”

* Vuith, and I—"

** You (rmt jaw while I'ji posing you.
Al of you ready? I say, YWharion—1
:(J}’ you fellows!” s ]Bum/;l‘, bhawling
to ihe or wkoi pitch! **Do you want to
eome and join the group? I can’c waste
quarter-plates, but yon au come in this
lot if you like 17

<Oh. go and cat coke ! ecalled back
Boh (herry, who was bm\]mg to Whar-
fon, and thu Nabob of Bhanipur added
‘h.lt the cokéfulness was Lorrifie.

“T'd advise you to get a bit further off
with that camera,” called out Frank
Nugent. “There's 1o net up on this
~\dn i

Keep your Feot still,

“If you think I'my going to muck up
»1 my. arrangements fox the sake of vour
rutten cricket, Nugent:

()JJ, st \ourﬁo]f I3

‘Ail you chaps ready ?"

“Teaith, and it's 1end\' for five minutes
we've been ) 1 shall v_to stand on
\lw other leg m+o'relv e

Keep still 17 said Bml"'r
iy under the cloth,

“Right-ho! Buck up L

Aud the group stood very siali; wiih
that painful w\prosmon upolr their faces
which 2 photographer’s vietims generally
satnmon up when they are told te lovk
pleasant. Click !

The Jick came Iy om the- ericket-field,
where  Wharton  was  playing Bob
Cherry’s bhowling. A mlghiv swipe sent
the ball on its tld\ ols, and for a moment
the [ieldsmen dul not know where it was
wone.  But ouly for one momcnt 'Ihﬂn
they koew!d

disappear-

Yor Billy Bunter was seen fn give. a
o ledp into the air, his little fat

convul

legs  kicking  out qpa»,mu.uilczrllv from
onder the black dloth; and thén “the

eamera went over witlt a erash.-

Billy Bunter had stopped - the ball—-
quite munlm1txonally—~aml rhczc Wiy oa
oy from the cricketers s

Jravo! W e]l stoppnd' *
THE ' THIRD CHAFTER,
:The Splendid Qift!

it AV 17 poared Bunter, clapping his
hand to the spot where the ball
had strack him, and dancing

round the f.i]lnn canera.
“Ow!l Oh! O-0-0-0h'* C

* Ha, ha, ha 1"

The group were no longer siill, they
were  rocking  with langhtel Billy
Bunier’danced and yelled, and Nugent
run up for the ball. 1le ,dxa-,utangled it
fiom the black cloth. )

“Thauks!” he said dll’lIV - ¥ ou
<topped’ that beautifully. Buntén:”

“Ow, owl I'm hurss”

Nugent ran back with ile- h.ﬂl “The

grinuting ericioters vesumed their play.
ad Billy Banter blinked suvagely at the
oup before him,  ~They .were golling
with merrinent, .

“Blessed -if- T can Tan
ThE Py ] ,,AI{ -No,

soee

“T'm hurt.
v thing up-

cackle at ! growled Bunter.
Help. me to gei that be
right again, some of you. .'T' shouldn’t
wonder if it's damiaged. 1 it is, some-
body will have to pay Im it. Tm not
going to hdve my camera damaged. - Ob,

do stop cackling like a farmyard full of

rotten hiens!”
“Ta, ha, ha !

Ogmy and Desmond gave Buuter- a
hand up with the cameva. Ile blinked
at the cricket-ground, W harton was still
batting, and Bunter considlered 15 upon
ihn whole advisable to get further off. -

1le carried the camuera over towards
ihe house, and the groap followed. ‘Lhey
were anxious to have their protographs
taken ; as Russell remarked. it wasn't
every day. you could get it donn for
noihing,

Buntér set up the firipod agam, at a
safe distance. ITe was almost under the
\\uulowa of his Form-master’s study now,
but he did not neotice Mr. Quelch looking
out of the window with an amazed eox-
pression npon his face.

Having formed the group to lis satis-
faction. Bunter was about to disappear
unuder the black cloth again, when there
came a sudden intesruption. '

© Bunter!” . :

1 was the Remove-masier’s voiee, ‘in
tones so sharp that Bunter gave a wild
jump, aud nearly knocked the ~mnd over
again.

“Yo-e-0-09, sirt? .

“'\Vlmt_ are  you duing -with 1hat
camery ¢ -

“This camera,” sir?  Taking ghote-

graphs, sir. 1 haven't taker any yet, as

I've been continuaily interrupted by
:illy asses—ahem '—T-—I mean, I—"
“‘Vhose camera. is thai 2™

“Mine, sir1”

“Take care what you say, Bunter. 1
was expecting a new stand c¢amera to be
delivered to mne this afternoon.  As it did
not arrive, I sent down to Friardale, and
have just received word (hat it was
talken m here by a bov, who signed the
carrier’s note for it,  Where did you get
that camera?”

* This—this camera was sent me, sir.
as—as a prize.” :

A 170' A fificen guinea cameoera as
@ prize in a LO]’H]’)Ltlt'U]]) Take care,
Bunter - ) :

, “Not in a compeiition, s
sent me by #e lmperiali
Company. siv, as a prize
r— for bl_llll)g ten article
“What was the value of the .n'tlt

It was
air Trading
a—a l)onus:

B)

log 27

“Oh, théy wére praciically pr s,
sir. Lmr ing of the finest quality ; it
was  practic cally impoassible to  estituate
their value 5 '

“I mecai, what Jid you give for
them 77

“Fifteen slu]lmhe siv,

“Fs it possible, Buiuter, that you wer
stupid cnough to expeet a bonus “of fifteen
guinecas for selling articles (o the value of
lifteen * shillings ™ rundered the Re-
ter.

you don't widerstand, sir,”
Banter feebly. *They do it

for-— '\d\'e\trcomonf 2 ’
“bon t be ridicwdons, Bunter!  Did

this camera cone heve addressed  to
you?”
“I=I never looked at {he addrvess, sir.

You sce, I was expecting & camera, and

so F took it fur granted—=-"

“You took a ltﬂe teo muach for
grauted. I think,” =aid Mr. Queleh.
*That is (‘(hamV\ my camera. - You

damaged my last one, Bum‘(-l' whell yon
had the incredible impertinence to take
it from my room. If you have damaged
tlnq one. vou will hear from e, Ogilvy,

ase take that camerax i my =imh.
Cortaindy, siri?

Billy Bunter blinked alter tlic disap:
pearing camera in atter- dismay.

ou're nol going to take it

away, sir .
anr not’ going to lend you an ex-
pensive camfera to play with, if that s
what you mean,” said the Remove-

ster severely. 1 will overlook your.
mistake, Bunter, if T find that the caniera

is not damaged. 1 cannot, however, re-

frain fromy expressing the o opinion ‘that
you arve the most crassly stupid hoy at
Greyiriars.”

And with this cheeving remark 11.0
Remove-master turned away and Tol-
lowed Ogilvy. Ile disappeared after the
camera, leaving Bunter blinking at the’
g,x'mnng fuces round him.

" B0 lhd,ti the explanation,” pgrunied

Blundell, T knew jolly well yeu never
got u ¢ nnom like that from 2 swindiing
company !

*Oh, really, Bhadell—* -

“ quih and now I come to think of it
there's a pal(‘ol addressed to Bunter in
ihe hall!” chuckled Micky Desmond.
“1 shouldn’t wonder if it’s the camer:
from the Fair Trading Company, Bunty
(1allmp;

Bunter went slowly into ihe -Mouse,
TTe was still rather m(lmud to think ihat
the mistake waS.on ‘Mr, Quelch’s side,
and thut the camera really leongml ta
him.  But, sure enough, in the hall wus
a  small pad\et addrnsae\l to_ Willian:
George Bunter, Esq., Greyviviars.

Billy Buhter puked it up, and turned
it_over, and looked at it. There werc
adv l‘lfl\(‘]ll(‘l)ta printed on_the outside of
the wrapping

, and in good-sized type ap-
peared  the W ords  “Imperialist Fair
Trading Co.” i

There was no mistake aboui -it,” this

wias the camera. .

Surronnded by a crowd of arinning
felfows, Bunter opened the pad\m 1y
contained a camera, and a gr andilogquent
note informing the fortunite recipient
that this was the magnihcent Hawkseve
Camera, which was awarded him lor scll-
ing the ten articles.

'The camera certainly was a camera:
but it was nect exactly up to Bunter's
cxpectations, - especially alter lmndlmg
the new camera of the Form-master.

It was a tiny thing, covered with
black cloth, and contained six cheap tin
dark-slides.. There was no doubt it
would také photographs, though what
kind of phetographs it would take re-
mained to he proved by experience.

Bunder's face was a study as e ex-
amined it. The crowd round hiw roared.

“ Blest if it was worth while pestering
fellows to death to buy ten giddy articles
to got a tlnng like that.” said Trevor.

“Oh, 1t=4 a ('amcra‘ ? sail  Skinner.
“You can’t buy em even like that under
two-and-six. T should say the cost-price
was ninepence.”

“Jla, ha, ha!?

“And the ten avticles were worth
abo it threepence each,” mnmmpd Lacy.
with ai aiv of calenlation. “That makes
hali-a-crown for the articles and half-a-
crown for the camera—five bob the lol—
in return for . Bunter's fifteen bob—or

somebody clse’s fiftecn hob. latllpl as [
suppose Bunrv borrm\ od Q]
“Ha, ha, ha'l!
“Tt's a swindle ! said Bunter,
“1Ta,'ha, ha 1" .
. u\mybody told you that até the

stait, glmnod Skinner. **But you ]\ne\\'
such a precious lot, you frabjous (luﬂer

“I wish 1 had the fifteen -hob now,
growled Bunter. ‘“This i3 what comes
of being so beastly honest. I'm always
enﬁmmg for my .honesty. Blessed if it
is’t enough. to, make a chap throw i
Lis principles. ¥

“You wouldn’t have to
strength- to throw up yonrs.”

n\m(', much
sail Rugsell
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drily. “They’d go up like a ping-pong
ball.”

“Fa, ha, ha!”

Bunter grunted, and walked away
with the camera under his arm. He
looked in at Bulstrode's study. The big
Removite was writing a letter, and the
envclope, alreads addressed, lay on the
Llottingshect.

It was addresscd to ¢ Miss Hazeldene,
Cliff House School, necar Friardale.”
Bunter, who unever failed to sce every-
thing that did not concern him, noticed
it at once. Bulstrode looked up irritably,
and pushed the envelope under the
blotting-paper.

“What do you want ?” he said angrllv
¢ \\ hy can’t you knock, you young pxrr v

“I'm sincerely sorcy, Bulstrode. - Of
course, 1 didn't know you were writing
to ’\Iﬂx‘]orm Hezeldene, or——"

“What do wou went?” “roared
Bulstrode.

“It's about this camera. It’s a
swindle. Quelch has collared my new

camera.

r He says it’s his, and I've .got
this thing.

That’s all I've got in return

for the ffteen bob I sent to the Fair
Tr'xdmg Company.”

‘Serva you jJolly well nghtl Cet
out!"”

“But look here; il yvou had left it to
me [ shouldn’t have sent them the
money; not till my postal-order had
conme, anyway. You really made me
lo\o that money, Bulstrode,”

CWell, -1t was my money

’ m-d get out.””

It “asnr your moucy if you gave it
to me,” argued Bunter. *You sisted
npon getting a postal-order, and crossing
it. as 1f you 1houglxt I should try to keep
rh(\‘ money !

“T knew you'd keep it if you could,
Ruuk 17

“Oh.
c
d

really, Bulstrode!  Under the
cumstances, as you'vo caused me a
ad loss, T think you ought to have this

camera, and refund me the fifteen
shillings.” - -
Bulstrode- did not reply to -this

deeidedly cool suggestion. He rose from
his seat and picked up a dog-whip.
Bunter made a wild rush for the door,
but he was not quite quick enough.

The lash curled round his fat legs, and
Le jumped abont a foot off the linoleum,
and then he went down the passage as
he could never have gone down the
cinder-path. Ile kept on at a wild rush
till the slam_ of the door informed him

that Bulstrode ivas not pursmng, and
then he stopped breathless.
“The—the  beast!” he muttercd.

“Fancy deliberately doing a chnp out of
fifteen bob like that! I—T've a jolly
good mind to complain to the Head

~But. on second thoughts, Bunter
decided 1ot to mention the matter to
the Head.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Qre:t Preparaton:.

8 ARJORIE!”
“Yes, dear?”
“Buck up!” said Clara Tre-

vlyn, looking in at the. class-

voom door at Clif House—Miss Peneclope
Primrose’s School for Girls

Marjorie Hazeldene laughed as she

came out. She had lingered. behind a

moment to epeak to Miss Locke, thel

second mistress of Cliff Ilouse. - Thorn
were three or four girls gathered round
Miss Clara in the passage, and they wero
all looking very animated gnd excited,
Marjorie Hazeldene was the acknow-
ledged chief. She was not as lively as
Miss Clara by any means, but her head
was much the steudlm of the two. It had
been Clara’s idea in the first plnc‘e to.ask
the Cireyfriars boys to téa in the “ study,”

‘Tea in the study was one of them.

Shiet up, .

seldom lighted in the

and Marjorie had assented, the other girls
agreeing -with enthiusiasm.

There were some Greyfriars’ customs
that appealed to Marjorie very much.
They
had no separate studies at Cliff Houso
and that was a grievance with Miss Clara,

They were allowed to ask their boy-
friends to tea, certainly; but where was
the fun of ha\mg friends to tea at a long
table, presided over by Miss Primrose ?
Tea then became simply a meal—mercly
that and nothing more.

The adventurousness of tea in the
study, of lighting their own fires and
boiling their own kettle, making their own
tea, and so forth—all that was lost. DBut
Miss Clars intended to take a leaf out of
the Greyfriars book, and she had brought
Marjorie round to Yor way of thinking.

Tea in the study was an institution at
Greyfriars; and why not at CIiff House?
The girls put their heads. together over
it. Hence vast and sccret preparations,
and the invitation to the Removites.

“(Come, Marjorie,” said Clara reprov-

ingly, as she linked her awm in her
fxionds “You can chatter a.bont paint-
ing to Miss Locke another time.’

‘1 was only saying

“Oh, I know—the Coreggiosity of
Loregglo’” eaid Miss Clara, langhing.
“Never mind that now. We've got to

get ready for Hazel and his friends. We
1nu<tn t lose time, in case anytlnnv goes
wrong with the arrangements.”

And after a cautious look round, to
make sure that they were not observed,
the girls quitted the School House, and
followed a path through the treecs to-a
distance of about twenty yards from tl‘e
house.

Here stood the gardeuer's shed, where-

Mr. Mcllvaine, the genial Scottish gar-
dener of Chff lIm-se kept all his para-
phernatia.  Mr, Meilvaine was away just
notw, and not likely to appear on tho spot,
and the girls were taking advantage of
his absence.

During the day they had paid several
visits to the ehed, and added much in the
way of. fuunaumg and adornment to ir-
prove its appearance.

The floor of the shed was of bare
planks,
square of carpet, and the gardening im-
plcmcnts had all been stacked away out
of sight. Some neat chairs had been
smuggled into the.shed, and a box con-
taining tools, which was too heavy to be
moved, had been covered with a counter-
pane and several cushions to transform
it into n eofa. -

The grate had been carcfully cleaned
up, and a fire laid. As a fire was very
shed—and never
during the summer—it was a little doubt-
ful how the chimney would draw. But
that could not be helped. Tt might draw
all right; but, as Miss Clara said very
sensibly, it was no good mecting troubles
half-way.

Cliintz had been hung over the walls to
conceal the rough wood and such: imple-
ments as could not be removed. Marjorie
& Co. had spent a considerable amount of
pocket-money on their purchases for the
adornment of thg gardener’s shed; but
that would not be wasted, for. Miss Clara,
who was full of idcas, pomted out that all
the materials could he worked up into

something or other to be given to the
poor. -
* By Jove!" said Miss Clara, who had

picked up that cxplcsswn—ﬂnd many
more—from the boys of Glevfrla,ls “ By
Jove! Doesn’s it look ripping !

*Oh, Clara !

“ Stuff I said Miss Clara cheevfully.
“No- time for * Oh, Cjara! now. The
bounders

“0h, Clara!”

- ““The bounders,” repeated Miss Clara
obstinately—“the bounders may come

.times

but they had covered it with a |

alonig any time.
I'll ight the fire.
—the grub ?”
“I’ve got the provisions here, Clara,”
said Milly Bro“n with a =11"ht emphasis
on the word * prm isions.’
Miss Clara  laughed
supenor knowledge.
*Tho fellows 1n the Remove call it
grub when they have it in the study:"”
she exclalmed “Or . tommy '—sonic-
‘tuck’; never provisions.  Auy-
body got a match Fa -
l\obodv had.
“Cut off and get a bO\ of ‘matches,

We've got to get readsy,
'VIiIlv did you get the

the laugh of

Milly,” said Clara. " Wherc's that
frw ing-pan ” .
“Dear me,” said Marjovie, ‘wlere's

the frying-pan?’

“I—I forgot
Lake.

“My goodness, that chap forgets
everything !” said Miss Clara. “ Buzz oft
and get the frymg -pan, you duffer!”

*Oh, Clara !

“Buzz off I”* cried Miss Clara. “Don's
stand looking ‘at me! Buzz off and get
the frying-pan, you—you ass "

Quite overcome, Alice hurried off f01
the frying-pan.

“What 8rlco somothmg to drink?”
said Miss Clara. Did you bring the
ginger-beer, Norah?'

“aith, and I foryot it intoirely !
Norah l‘lynn

“Go and get it, then! My goodness
you'll turn my hair grey among yvou!”

Milly Brown dashed in breathlosslx
with a2 box of matches. Miss Clara
gingerly drew a pair of housemaid’s
gloves upon her hands, and proceeded to
light” the fire. The fire lighted—and
smoked!  Apparently, there wuas no
draught up the chimney—at all events,
the smoke poured into tha shed.

* Br-r-gr-r-r-r-br-r-gr-gr !’ said ‘\rll\i
Clara, coughing

“Oh, dear!"” said Marjoric. “\’hun
sometllmg before it, Clara, and make the
smoke go up the Lhmmvv‘ ”

“There isn’t amthmg to wave,” naid
Clara helplessly. “My goodnmess ! How
annoying -of the fire to smokc like this!
I—I— Give me a spade!’

Marjorie found a spade, and handed
it to her, and Miss Clara began to wave
it before the fire to fan the flame. The
other girls crowded back in time to avoid
being brained with the spade.

Clara kept it up for several minutes,
till she was nearly suffocated with the
smoke, and had to run out of the shed to
get breath.

“ Groo—groo—groooh !” -

“T’ve scen somnebody make a fire draw

it,”’ stammered Alice

said

by fastening up a shiect of pagor before

the grate,” said Marjorie. ‘Is there a
newspaper ?”’

“Tll go and find one,” gasped Clara.

She was five minutes ﬁndmg the news-
paper. When she returned the shed was
thick and hazy with smoke, and nohodx
liked to venture into it. Miss Clara
looked into the dimness of it doubtfully,

“Tt will suffocate you, dear,” said
Milly Brown.

“Wait till it clears off,” suggested
Alice, who had returned with the frs ing-
pan. “It may clear off presently.”

Miss Clara sniffed.

“The guests may bc here at any
moment. 1'mn geing in!"”
And she dashed gallantly into the

smoky shed, and jammed the newspaper
up before the fire. She had no time to
secure it, having to retreat to the open
air for blenth and the paper fcll on the
flames and ignited.

There Was 4 roar as the flame went up.

“My goodness!” gasped Clara, “I—1]
. hope the shed won't catch five !
The girls looked on in dismay. Thick

smoke rolled from the door of the shed,
THE PENNY POPULAR.—No, 249,
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and dispersed among the foliage above;‘

but very litlie was coming out of the
ehimuey,  The village clock chimed

out.
* 0D, dear!” said Milly Brown. “The

bm~ may be here any minute now!”

*Someonc  must meet them on the
vond,” said Marjorie hastily, *‘or they
will come up to the gate, and then

*“All the fat will be in the fire,” said
Clara.  “You cut off, Milly, \vhlle 1
get this—this beastly fire in order:

Milly -Brown hurried away., The
smolke was a little less thick n a few

probably because tbe fire was
Soon the givls ventured into
Miss Clara poked the

ninntes,
going out,
the shed again.

fire, and a fresh smoke rose {rom the
smonldering wood.
"‘1!\\- gooduess!  It's oui !
“Oh. dear}”
“Can T help you?”"
Marjorie & Co. started and looked

ramd,  Harry Wharton was Jooking in
at the door with a smile on his face,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Miss Clara Cooks the Sausages.
ARJORIE coloured as she miet
M Harry’s  glance, and then
laughed. Miss Clara was
looking exasperated, but she
lavghed, too. The guests had arrived—
not al the most opportunc moment.

Isn# it dreadiul?” -said Marjorie,
«hinking hands with Harry in the smoke,
“T am sorry it is so smoky!”

“I'he smokefulness is certainly ter-
rific,”” mormured Hurree Jamset Ram
\ngh

‘Perhaps T ean help you,” said Harr\'

“Vve lighted lots of fives, you lnow.’

Marjoric looked dubiously st Harry’s
clothes and silk hat.  He did

yice not
loek in trim for wrestling  with an
Ell)it‘lhl.tl, fire.  But he did neot seem to

for that. He took his hat and
]d(] ot off, aud handed them to Nugent
to take care of, and slipped into the
work,

1t-was a strong belief of Miss Clara’s
that girls could do anything quite as well
as boys; but she had vo admit that
Wharton handled that obstinate fire well.

In two minutes it was going agaift, the
chiniey was drawing, and the firs burnt

clear, The haze cleared out of the open
vdoor and windews of the shed.» The
Clifi House girls and their guests

b n.li]md again.
*Oh, thank you so much!” said Mar-
jorie gratefully.
H.u'ly Wllmton lavghed.
* ft’s nothing.”
“You have made your lands dread-

fully black,” said Miss Clara “We are
+ver 50 much obliged to you'!
“Tndeed, we are,” said Mar]'orie.

“There is a sink in the room next Lo
this where you ean wash younr hands.
The q.udeu(: keeps his soan and things
there.”” -

“Thank you!” eaid Wharton, looking
at his hands, which wera mdu\rl black
and horvibly coaly and sooty, “ That's
jost what T want.”

“The smoke having cleared off, the
gucests came in, There were ample seals
for them ally, the shed haviig that ad-
vantage over a junior study at Grey-
liars, which could scldom seat a palt;
if iv numbered more than five or six.

% MHazeldene looked round the shed with
A il

“You've fixed this up all 1ight, Mar-

joric.” ‘he remarked. “ls this the
eady 17

AMarjorie laughed.

“Yes, this is the study—our study,

you know, We haven’t any studies 111-

doors, €0 we've .arranged this as one.’
‘““And a ripping-one it manes
Trr Pexxy PopuLar.—No.

toa!” |

“It's tons
at Grey-

said Bob Cherry admiringly.
better than a Remove study
friars 1’

“The betterfulness is terrifie.”

“We meant to have tea rcady when
you came,” said Marjorie confidingly,
“but we have heen delaved tThe fire
was such a dreadful botheyr.’

“Too bad!” said Nugent sympathetic-
ally.

Billy  Bunier Dblinked
basket of provisions.

“If there’s any cooking to do you can
count on me’’ he remarked. *I'd be
only too willing iv oblige. Of course,
girls can’t cook I

“Can’t they?"” said Miss Clara indig-
nantly. **You shall see! I am cook
this time, and I rather think I shall turn
the pro--the giub out all right.”

Bunter shook his head.

“Better let me handle the grub,”

towards the

lie

said. “1¢'s a serious matter, yon know,
if the grub were to get spmled ”

“You shall see!” said Miss Clara
frmly.

Mavjorie looked a little doubtful, but
alie did not argue with her friend.  After
all, it was not exactly the thing io let a
visitor eook his own tea.

Miss Clara evidently knew all absut it,

for she took the frying-pan, and rubbed
it out, and then called for dripping to
grease it. -

“Dere tsn’t any dripping ! said Miss
Wilhelmina.

“Then butter!” said Clara. “It’s
awlully estravagant to use butter. but I
shall have to use it this time.”

“I—1 {forgot the butler!” stammered

Milly,
Miss-Clara gave Ler a freczing glance.
“You'll be forgelting your own head
next!” she said. “Do cut off and get
the butter, and be quick !”

A wait of Zeveral minutes ensued while
Miss Brown cus off and fetched the
butter.  The Greyfriars juniors main-

tained a perfeet gravity, with {he excep-
tion of Billy Buiier, who was, of course,
hungry.

He, wanted to suggest beginning with
the cake, but-ithere was a look in Harry
Wharton's eye that restrained him. He
shifted uuneasily, and remaiked that it
was hungry weather, and then gasped as
Bob Cherry plm.hod hiw, nearly tuking
a lump out of his fat leg.

Milly Brown 1ctumed with the butter,
and Miss Clara tool it and opened it on
the table. Under the eyes of the Grey-
friars juniors she did not wish to hesi-
tate, but, as a matter of fact, cooking
was 1ot one of Clara’s accomplishments,
Billy Banter could have given her points,
and beaton her easily at that game.

She had never fricd sausages before,
and how much butter {o put in the pan
{o start \\1Lh was agreal mystery to her.

The juniors would w 1!lm'rl have
offered adviece, but nuder the circum-
stances they could not veéry well do so
withmu being asked, so they assumed
an air of claborate unconscicusness.

Miss Clara hesitated only for a
metitent, then she cut off about half a
pound P; l)nﬂ'el and jammed it into the
Irying-pan, -Fhes-she pui the frying-
pan on the glo“mg fire.

Billy Bunter started up.

“1 say, Miss Clara—"

Bob ¢ heuy dragged him down again.
He had made up his mind that Bllly
Bunter was not to be allowed to speak at
411 and he was keeping to it.

*Lemme aloue, Cherry! 1—7
“Shut up!” whispered Bob fiercely.
“Did you speal?” asked Miss Clara,

Iooking rouud ¢ith a glowing face from
the five. .

“N-n-n-n—1t’s nothing !’

The butter was sizZ)ing in tlm pan now,
| Tt melted guickly encugh, and the rying-

pan swam in liouid grease, being n(mlly
hali-full of the melted butter.

Miss Clara detached the sausages, and
plunged some -of them into the sea of
grease, and there were some <phshes
over the edge of the fire,

Sizzle—sizzle—stzzle |

Miss Clara started back as the spilt
butter sizzled and sputiered, and unlor-
tunutely gave the handle of the frying-
pan a pusit in doing so.

Marjorie sprang Torward—too late!

A sea of grease swooped over the side
of the pan mto the fire, and there was
a roar and a burst of Aame.

Marl Linley dragged Miss Clara back,
and only just in time, or her dress might
hme caught five.

“My goodness!” gasped Claga.

““Oh, dear 1 said %/Lulo e,

The fire blazed and roared away furi- -
ously, fed by the melted grease, and in

the midst of the flames the sausayges
sizzled and scorched, and a siuell of
burning filled rlle shed.

“ word !’ gasped Billy Bunler.
“They’ll be spoiled ! Oh, dear! And

I'm so h]ll!‘fl) be
spoiled !’

“T—T'm afrvaid they will,” said Miss
Clara. “Dear me, how warm it is in
here ! T]m smell of burving is nnplea-
sant, too.’

“Oh ot “al all1”
wﬂh great politenecss,
it

“Oh, 1t's ripping!
“You'd do better to let Bunle:‘ cook,
Clara. He's a mllv good ceok.’

“Yes, rather I' J'd be very pleased.”

“RBtofl 1”7 said Miss Clara decidedly.
“One swallow does not make 4 summer.
Accidenis will always happen.®

“When you are cooking !” muimured
Miss Flynn. |

“I will cook the hacon now.

“Tin blessed if T can stay hore
good food messed up like thi:
mured Billy Bunter.

“Dict you speak, Bunter ?

“T said ¥d go and taI\e some pholos
in the garden while yom were cooking.™

“Yes, thai's a good idea.

Aud Buntor went out with his camera,
under his arm, and the junioiz, fceling
that Miss (lara would cook 1“0'(, at her
ease if no strange eyes were upon her,
accompanied him. ~ As they left the
study Miss Clara flopped me hucon
into the frying-pan, and there was a
formidable siz-siz-sizzle.

The sausages will

said Bob Cherry,
11 rather like

U said Hgzeldene,

THE S8SiIXTH CHAPTER.
Tea in the Study.
ILLY BUNTER had been disap-
pointed with his camera at first,
In comparison with the handsome
stand-camera of Mr., Quelch, of
which Billy had coolly taken possession
till he was forced to give it up, lLis own
ene was indeed a wretched g, Bat
on tyial it turned out that it would 1eally
take photographs.

Ogilvy had some plates that \wnlu fit
it, and le had good-naturedly shown
Bunfer what to do. It was a v ery simple
contrivance. The camera was worth
about  half-a-crowmy  but, pr oper v
handled, itheve” was no reason why 1t
should not take photographs.

Ogilvy liad given Bunter hall a dozen
plates, and ihreatened him with imme-
diate massacre if he ventured to take any
more without permission. But Biily Nad
botciied those half-dozen in prac tice. and
as he knew where Ogilvy kept his plates,
he had taken the liberty of helping him-
self to half a dozen more.

He mtended, when he had had a litila
practice; sending photographs to the
llustrated newspapers for publication, as
he lLad lcarned that amateur photo-
graphers sometimes made a great deal
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ot woney that way. Then, oul of his
first chiegque, he intended to pay for the
plates he had  taken out of Ogilvy’s
stock.

He was likely to pay for them in
another wuy when Ogilvy discovered his
loss,  The Scettish junior was not mean,
but he had a natural dislike to having his
stock of photographic materials raided
without permission being asked.

Bunter’s camera held six plates. and
the previous evening lie had filled it by
the aid of QOgilvy’s red lamp wit
Ogilyvy’s plates.  He had left the cameta
in the study after that, ready for use on
tha following day.

He intended to take six pictures while
he was at Cliff House, and he had learned
enough about photography now to know
that hie must not opeu the camera in the
daylight to see if the plates were all
right. He bad done that sort of thing at
Hrst,

“Let me see,” said Dunter thought-
fully, “lt's a good idle® ro take the
vhotes before tea, as the light i1s a good
deal better,  Would any of you fellows
exre to have an‘enlargement of a photo-
graph to hang up in the study?”

*Lel’s sec the photograph first,” said
Rob Chervy sceptically.

*Oh, really, Cherry, you can depend
npon that being all right!  Tve studied
the avt as an art, and I'm practically an
rxpert photographer now. I should like
to earn a little money with the camera,
too, as 1 want to buy some plates. 1
can't depend upon Ogilyy always leaving
his cuplioard unlocked. 1 could do you
some splendid enlargements at  ten-and-
s1x ecach!”

“Go hon!” .

“That's below the market: price of the
hest quadity and superior finish. I zhall
have to learn how to do the enlarge-
utents, toa; I don't know yet.  You
would have to pay in advance, of course,
as the process may be cxpensive,”

*“Ha, ha, hat”

“Blessed if I ecan see anything o
cackle at in that!  Hallo. here’s Miss
Primrose coming! I'll snap her!”

“Tt sso't Miss Primrose, ass—it's Miss
Locke!”

“Dear we, so it is!”

The juniors took off their hats to Miss
Locke.

As a mistress at Cliff House, and as tho
youngevr sister of their own headmaster,
she had a double title to respect, and the
boys liked her very well, in spite of her
strong views on the subject of votes for
womei.,  She .seemed a little surprised
to find the boys from Greyfriars in the
school garden,

Marjorie came up to explain.

* Miss Primrose gave me permission to
ask my friends to tea, Miss f.ocke,” she
suld,

“Very good,” said Mis
ix almost ready, I think.”

Moarjoric eoloured. *

“If—if you don’t mind. Miss T.ocke,
.we're going to—to have tea.in the
study,’ she said.  “T'in sure Miss Prim-
rese wounldn’t mind.”

“Tea in what?”

“Tn the study.
it

Y Certainly,”  said the amazed Miss
T.ocke; and ¢he followed Marjorie to the
shed.

Miss Clava bad just succeeded in burn-
ing all the bacon into au uueatable con-
dition. and the smell that proceeded from
the shed was what the Nabob of Bhani-
pur would have accurately described as
S terrilie.” .

Miss locke breathed havd.

“Dear me! Are you going
that?”

Marjorie looked a little dismayed.

“ Lt doesu’t ook very nice, does 1?7
she said.

Locke. “Tea

Would veu like to sec

to eat

¢ No, scar~ely. Why not ihrow that
stuff away, and make a teu of bread-and-
butter and jam and cake?” suggested
Miss  T.ocke. ““I  should think  that
would be nicer.” .

“Ye-e-cs, perhaps so,” said Miss Clara
doubtfuliy. #I—I haven't had much
practice in cooking yet. You don’t think

the boys would like this bacon?’

“I feel quite sure they would not.”

“Then T'll throw it away.”

““And the sausages, too.” said MiHy
Brown; “what's left of them.”

Bacon and sansages were deposited in
the garden. The smell of burning
gradnally dissolved away. and Miss
Clara washed the blacks off Ler fuce and
the grease »ff hev fair hands.

“PDo stay and have tea with us, dear
Miss Locke,” said Marjorie.

Miss Locke hesitated. She was afraid
of playing the part of a wet blanket at a
vouthful festivity, but her pupils per-
suaded her.

[ (VaVaVaV

“That's the dark slide with the plate
in it falling out .of place,™ he explainsd.
Tt leaves a new plate in position.”

“0Oh, 1 see! Have you finished?”

“No, I haver’t. I've gol five inove
plates. Have you come to be plioto-
graphed, Miss Brown?”

“No; I've come to tell
ready.”

“Good.  T'll leave the other five till~
after tea,”” said Bunter promptly.

And they adjourned to the study.
It looked very bright and cheerful, and
the table was well spread and wondoer-
fully clean and neat, with its spotless
cloth and dazzling crockery; but the
“grub” brought a shade to the brow
of William George Bunter.

“Where's the bacon?”
bluntly.

“Burnt!"” said Miss Clara.

“Oh! And the sausages?”

rou tea’s

he asked

“Burnt ! .
¥ And the eggs?”?

Click! The ball from Wharton’s bat struck Bunter, whose head was

enveloped In the black cloth.

He pave a convulsive leap into the air,
his fat litt’e legs klcking spasmobdically.

‘“Ow! oh! Oooh!" he roared.

B ANANNANANANANNANANANANNAANANANNANANNANNAN NAANANANNANANNAST

She helped to lay fhe table, and cnt
the bread-and-butter aucd cake, and the
study soon piesented a festive and agree-
able appearance.

Jugs of bright Howers added to the
adornment of the table, and the fre
heing allowed to go down, the tempera-
ture of tlie study became a little nore
tolerable,  Milly went to call the juniorvs
to tea.

She found the photographer of the
Remove busy with his camera.  Bunter
had just taken Bulstrode, the burly Re-
movite having agreed to buy him a
dozen unew plates if the photograph
turned out a success.

Bunter snapped the cameva with the
air of a past-master of the art of ploto-
graphy, and listened for the fall of the
plate which would tell that the next was
in position for use. e heard the bump
in the camera, and was satisfied.

“What's that row?” asked IHazeldene,
who kuew little of cameras,

Billy Buoter smileds

“Burnt !” i

Before Billy Bunter could™ ask wny
more questions, Bob C(herry pinched
him, and he gasped with pain aund col-
lapsed iuio a seat.

Bunter was dissatisfied, but the vesk
of the juniors from Greyfriars weee de-
lighted with the tea; and, as a matter of
fact, they were greatly relieved not to
be put to a terrible test of politeness hy
having Miss Clara’s cookery placed be-
fore them.

The tea was delicious. perhaps owing
to the faet that it was made by Nisx
T.ocke, and not by any amateur maker
of tea. Miss Locke poured it out, ton.
and bread-and-butter and watercress
were passed, and the juniors Legan-an
enjoyable tea.

Miss Locke had looked a little severe
when she saw Bulstrode first; she wuy
far from expecting to see him m a parvey
invited by Marjorie & Co.

But Bulsirode was on his best ba-
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haviour. He was 50 quiet and subdued
tirat the others hardly knew hLim, and
he wag painfully respectful to Ajss
Locke.

It was evident that the bully of the
Keniove was turning over a new leaf;
though why, and how long it would
last, were great mysteries to lis com-
pauions.

But they did not trouble théir heads
about that now. All was going off well.
cven Billy Bunter behaving humself, and
finding the cake so nicec that he ccased
to regret the sausages.

“K say, you fellows—I mean you
givls,” said Billy Bunter, as he accepted
his tenth helping of cake, *‘I should like

to take you in a group after tea, you
know.”
“We will be taken, \uth Dll-\atme

said Marjorie swoetly; but the dimple
in her cheek scemed to indicate that she
had not much faith in the powers of the
amateur photographer’

And when tea was over, and Bunter
had crammed in ag much cake as evén he
could poesibly hold, the party adjourned
to the garden to be “taken.”

.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Onre Th'ny Needful.
HERE was_plenty of light for the

E cativre, -if the photoc'mphs did

not turn out a success, it would
not be the fault of the sun.

Billy Buuter suvapped off the five in
a very short time, and the bump of the
last fallmg slide warned him that he had
come to the end. He put his camera
under his arm, and strutted oH with a
very self-satisfied expression on his faec.

The Cliff House girls walked with the
juniors as fav as tﬁe turn of the road,
and then thoy parted, with many thanks
on the side of I‘I‘Ll‘lv Wharton & Co. for
the enjéyable “tea 1y the study.”

“T am glad you think it a success!”
sajid Marjorie demurcly.

“Why, it was ripping!”
juniors, in chorus.

“We wom’t have any cooking next
time!” said Millie Brown.

And Marjorie laughed.

Bulstrode  lingered for a
bhehind the juniors. Marjorie, sccing
vhat he wanted (o speak, -stopped, too,
wondering at the crimson flush in the
burly Removite’s face.

“I—1 wanted.to speak to you. Miss
Hazeldene ! said Bulstrode. * *‘I--I'm
sorry for my actions in the past!”

Nlaljorio nodded cheerily.

‘8o you said in your letter !
I am glad ' It is a!l right !”
*And vou don’t owe me any grudge ?”

“Why, of course not !

said  the

moenment

1" she said.

“Thanl you, Miss IMazeldene! Tt’s
awfully good of you to say so!”
And  Bulstrode raised his hat, and

walked after the others. Mavjorie’s face
wore -a thoughtful expression as she
walked home to Cliff House.

She did not quite understand DBul-
strode, but it scemed to her that
a Lhange for -the better was coming over
the burly Removite, and she was glad to
soc it. She was far {rom imagining that
that change might be duc to her own
unconscious influence,

“About those_enlargements,” Bunter
was saying, as Bulstrode joined themn
again. I supposc you fellows would
lil:s a souvenir of the happy occasion. 1
think Marjorie \\111 come out spec nl[\
w G‘l &

“ Secing  is bcue\‘mg v Bob
Cherry oracularly.

“Qh, it’s all right! If I«Iarjorie comes
cut well, T shall reproduce a lot of them,
and sell thcm to the fellows at a tnunex
‘cach

“You won't scll my sister’s photO»
graph !™ said Iazeldene.

““Oh, really, Hazeldene—-""

“ Not unless you want the camera and
nmratu es smashed on your fat head, my
son !” sald Bob Cherry nnprc<sn cly.

“Qh, realty, Cherry—-"

““(Oh, shut up!”

And Billy Bunter relapsed into injured
silence. .

The juniers walked home to Greyiriars
in a cheerful mood, discussing the tea
At Cliff IHHouse, and some plans for re-

turning the hospitality ‘of Marjoric &
Co. Ogilvy, the amateur photographer
of the Rcmow nmiet them at the gates. |
He secmed to be w aiting there for them,
am] he grinned as thc\ came up.

*“1ad a good tlme * be asked.

“Qh, ripping!

“Taken a lot of phatographs, Billy 77

“Only  six,” said Bunter. “The
camera only holds six plates, you know.
I think there will be about half a dozen
successful out of them, you know, I
practised with the plates you gave me
yosterday, and—-"

“0Oh! And where did you get these,
then?”

“Well, you sce, I--I—J——"

“You young  ass 1”7 said  Ogilvy,
grinping. ‘I knew you had taken them
out of my cupbo.nd I went there five
miuutes afterwards !

“Oh, really, Ogilvy!

said

Then you don't

mmd ?

“Ha, ha, ha! Not at alli”

“Blessed if 1 can see anvthing to
cackle at!” said Bunter peevishly,  “I
say. Ogilvy, can I have your red lamp

to dcvc-lop them by 7"
“Certainly. You can go in my studys
and do it, if you like !”

“Thanlks awfully! I’
of the pictures!”

Ogilvy grinned as the amateur photo-
grapher walked away.

*“What's the little game?”
Bob Cherry.
plates 7

*Not at all.
Tla, ha, ha !’

And  Ogilvy, chuckling, followed
Bunter. 'The chums of the Remove, con-
siderably puzzled, followed him inte the
house. .

Bunter had - gone to Ogilvy's study.
There was a closely-fitting blind for the
window, which turned it into a temporary
dark-room, and this was already up, as
Ogilvy had been doing some developing
himself, and Bunter gavo a grunt of
satisfaction as he saw it.

He was an enthusiastic hobbyist, but
he dld not like anvthing in the form of
work. Ile closed the door, let fall the
curtain over it to keep out any gleam

give you one

demanded
* Anything wrong with the

The plates were all right.

of daylight, and lighted he red Iamp
There came a tap .at lhe door.

*Developed them yet?” asked Orm\,\,
tmougb ihe keyhole.

*No; I'm m=t going to take them out
of the camera !

“Ha, ha, ha!"” :

“What are you cackling at ?”

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“What's the blessed joke?” demanded
Nugent, as Ogilvy lewned against the
wall of tic passage and cackicd awsy liko
a tuumphant hen.  *Look here, what is

“IL ha, ha!” roared Ogilvy.
Boh € llprly scized him bv the throat,

and jammed him against the wa all, and
brandished a fist in his face.
“What's the joke?” ha roared.

“What are 3ou understudying a l)lm:sc‘d
farmyard for? Expound, you as

“Hold on!” gasped Ogilvy. “You'lll
~—vou'll see in a minute! Op my oniy
Lat! Wait 1ill you kear from Buater!
Ha, ha, ha!”

Ogll\v went off into a fresh seream,
and the chums of the Remove looked as
him, and at one anotber, and waited.

'l‘}ww did not have long to wait.

The door of the stuody was suddeniy
flang open, and Billy Buater appeared,
with a camcra in one hand, and two or
three empty black-tin slides in the other.,
The fat junior wvas spmttmmw with rage,

“DBeast !” he -roared. **Roiter!”

‘“Ha, ha ha !V

“Pig! Beast! Yab ! You—you--yeu
—oh, there ain’t a word !” ©
“What's  the matter?” demanded
Hurry Wharton,
‘Matter! Oh, the rotter!

“Anything wrong with tie )Jlawﬂ"

“Plates!” wvelled Bunter. * There
weren't any plates!”

“What !

“There weren't any plates’  That—

that unspeakable villain must have gone
to the camera, when I left it in ihe study
last night, and tal\en them out again '’

“Ila, ha, ha!”

“But didn’t we hear the plates drop-
ing in the camera after each photo you
took 7 said Hazeldene, pl'//l(‘({

“It was only the slides that fell.” said
the unhappy photographm “The slides
were emp!.x—r‘mlc weren’t any plates in
thew.’

“Then the photographs——~

“There weren't any photographs. ass'

T wdks only exposing the dark '-llde- all
the time!” yelled Buntev.
“Ha, ha, ha!?
*Yeu cackling a !
“Oh, my gasped  Ogilvy,
“Pcrnaps rou won't collar another

fello®'s pl'-te“ next time withiout asking

perndsston.

N ou—you—you‘—"

“Ha, ha, ha!’

B111y Bunter blinked -at the yelling
juniors, and strode away in high
dudgeon. The yell of laughter fﬂ“u\\ul
him. - And as soon ag the story of
Bunter's great essay in photography
spread, the- whole Remove roared, too;
and for days afterwards if nn\bodu

wanted to raisc a laugh, he had only {o
mention the Greyiriars' photographer.
TEE END.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Fourth Agalnst Fifth.

" ET won't do!” exclaimed Jiminy
I Silver, the leader of the Fistical
Four of Rookwood School. ** 1t's

)

got to be stopped !

The cause of these ejaculations was the
fact that the Fifth Yorm had defiuitely
intimated to the Fourth that it was their
intention henccforth fo fag them.

Tt had started with some of the more
titnid members of the Fourth, including
Topham and Jones minor, who were afraid
tn stand up to Hangom and Talboys and
1’]\0 rest,

fWe're not
! »mne(l Lovell.

* Hear, hear 1" cliorused Neweom? and
Raby.

r|=‘l

going to stand e

s the idea!” responded -Jimmy-
Silver. Now, we usually spend our time
in rowing w ith Tommy Dodd & Co.. but

Lon an cecasion like this the whole Form
ought to pull together. I vote thut we call
on Dodd & Co., and ask them to join
13—

There wos a kick at the door, and it
flew open. Three youths, with grmnmg
good-tempered faces, came in.

They were Tormy Dodd -& Co., the
Modern chums of the Fourth, deadly rivals
of the Fistical Four. ‘But just now it was
clear that their visit was paid in o friendly

uut
h “Pax!”  exelaimed Tommy Dodd,
waving his haud as Jimmy Sll\ er's huqeh
xml townrds a ruler,

‘ Hear. liear!” yelled his
T oy Cook and Tommy Doyle.

‘1 was just speaking of you.’ said
Jirmmy Silver. ¢ “ hat have you come for,
you boundars ?

*We've been thinking about this rot
the Fifth Form have started, about {agging
ihe juniors,” said Tommy Dorld, “and
we \e decided that it won t, do.”

*Just the conclusion we've come to,

* We've come here to ask you to join
us in putting it down.” .

“ (ireat minds run in grooves.” said
Jinmwy Silver. *° We were just coming to
your querters, Doddy, to put the same
thing to you. »

“Then"it’s a r'o 2

“Ibis

It are!™

“ Rather !

¢ Shake on it '™’

And the seven juniors solemuly shook
hands in a circle.

The immediate outcome of the new
alliance was a notice which appeared on
the board in the hall, signed by the seven
juniors, defying the Fifth, and stating
quite definitely that the Fourth had no
intention of being fagged by them. Also,

. Fourth-Form juniors were waraned aguinst

- giving in to the Fiith, and the Fith

*promised n warm time if they persisted
in their wicked courses.

When Mansom and Talboys saw the
notice, they were a little taken aback by

(-nunm',

"

sl fact that the Fistical Four and the

ex- |

Modern chums had combined against them,
but Hansom  dismissed any feelings of
apprehension L6 may have felt, and
promptly tore the notice up.

He looked along the passage as le
reached his study door, and espied Tophain.
The latter was scuttling off as he canght
pight of Iansom, but the Fifth-Former
lm(l spotted him.

“Fag!” Huunsom swelled witl im-
portance as he shouted that word. like a
full-bloiwn Sixth-Former cal]mg to lhis fag.
“Fpeg !

Toplham hesitated, and was lost. He
came slowly towards the head of the Fifth.
“ Did—did you ¢all me, Hansom ? 7

“Did T call you 7" (‘\cluimed Hansom,
seizing Ium by ‘the ear. ** You know I did;
you young sceundrel! How dure you
kec P ome waiting 7

“ Leg-—legga ne)
Youw're hurting in

“ How curious ! " said Hansom, with a
f'lin, g lLe gave the ear another twist.

* Amazing as it mav seem L0 you, iny
young friend, that is my mtentlou Let
me see. T think y ou are my fag.”

ear, please, Hansom,

d. my good youth, that a
congtant rcpetmou of a pronoun, first
person, singular nunmber, cannot be taken
as -p satisfactory reply,” suld Hansom,
twisting the junior's ear again. ** Are you,
or are you not, my [ag, Topham ?”’

¢ Jimmy Silver says there’s to be no
more fagging for the Fifth,”

““Does he? Well, you're to take no
notice of what Jimmy Silver says. Do
you hear me ?”

“ Ye-e-es. But he may lick me.”.

“1f he does, you tell me, and L'l lick
him, You're my fag. You understand ?
Now, Talboys and I are going to the gy,
We want you to get your fagging donc
while we’re gone. You're to tidy up the
study, and get tea ready, Bnd have it all
done in e‘(m:tly talf an hour.”

¢ I've got my prep to do, and.— -

Hansom gave the ear a twist that Hldd(‘
the unfortunate Topham wriggle.-

“ Don’t you think you (‘0[11([ let the
prep stand over till you’ve finished
fagging for me '. ”

.

“ Good ! Mmd if T don't find everything
in apple-pie order when I come in, T’ il
skin you alive, and hoil you in turpentine!”

“ J—T—I-—but Jimmy Silver said-—-.."
“ Blow Jimmy Silver! I tell you-—-—
Hallo !

Honsom broke off as Jimmy Silver was
seen coming down the passage.

¢ 8ilver ! ” shouted Topham, glad to be
out of Lis difficulty, and to shift respousi-
bility to other shoulders. ‘- Silver, come
here !

Jimmy was already coming, ITe arrived
on the spot with a fAudied face and
gleaming cyes, !

“ What are yvou bullying that kid Jrvr‘
Hansom ? ™ he exclaimed hotly.

Hanszom winked at Talboys, and «v mnvd.

“ I'm teaching him Ty duties as o fne,”

he explained. I hear.you kids Dave sot
your backs up against fagging for the
Fifth.” T'in sorry for that-—for your sales
I'm afraid it will lead to meleriqunlne\» -
for you. You see, I opham’s ear is already
xather pmutul. isn’t it, Tophawm ¥~

fYes," smaid ['ophnm, rubhing it
ruefully.

* IT'was afraid 0, said Hansom, shaking
his head solemaly. “ T am afraid thai
Silver's ears will be in the same state it he
cheeks the Tifth.” T am, really: Now,
Tophaw, don’t forget what T've told you.”

* Topham is not going to fag for you,
Hansom,” said Jm\m) qmetlg.

“You cun fag instead, if yon
suggested Hansoni, griuning. '

Jimmy's eyves fAashed, but only for a
moment, Then a meek eXpression  came

like.™

over his fage.
“ YVery well,”” he said, otlu more quml v,
i olvhum s got his prejy to do!
kl(l !

Cul along.
I'm fagging instead of you,”
g thnt’s aw, fu ly good of you.

*“ Oh, rats! Cut ulonu 1

'Ioplmm aladly retreatod.

*Just as you like, Jeid," said Hansorn.
* The study’s to be tidied up, and the e
got ready. in half an lour irom now.
Understand 2 ™

= Certainly !

“IE you don't get it done properly, and
to time—Ilook out +”’ . )

And the two Fifth-Formers m,uchcd ofl.
Hansom grinned gloetully.

*This is better than 1 expeeted,” ho
remarked. ** If we make the leader of the
Fourth Form fug for us, the rest will
follow like sheep.  We've broken the bacik
of the opposition at the first shot, Talboys.”

** What-ho ! 7 said Talboys.

Jimmy Silver catered the Fifth study.
He looked round him, a smilo apon s~
handsome face, & ‘glimmer of mischint in
Lis eves. T’here was a patter of feet in the
corridor, and tmes faces lookcd in at the
door

" What does
lhowled Raby.
told us true ? 7 -

* Not likely ! ™ sald Lovell. © You're
not going to fag for the Fifth, -alter tho
stand we've t&ken upy Jimmy ¥

¢ Surely not ? 7 said ’\ewf *0Tne.

“ What do you think 2" said Jimmy
Silver, )

“Well, T thounht there was something
funny about it,”” Lovell remarked, 1
knew that you were not going to take it
Iying down like that, ]m’xuw. “But what's
the little game ? Hallo! Here come tho.:f:
Modern rhumps They've heard, too.’

Tommy Dodd & Co. came into the
>tu(lv with a run;

“{What are you up to, Silter 7’ hawled
Tomimy Dodd. ** What do you mean by
Llurrmcuw the Form ? What' do YOU e
hy kwleklnw under to those Fifth-Forra
rotterw P

FKeep gour wool on!?”
Silver,

Tur Pr

_l_hlﬂ - ynean, .]lmmy 2"
13 whab ’.I.'ophnm jlstb

said Jimmy
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“ You ought Lo be kivked out of the

101 m' ? howled Tomny Cook.
5

“ Yowre not, ;,omb lo——"

¢ Listen—- -

“ 1L tell you

06, ring off [01‘ A minule ! ex-
ctaimed Jimmy Silver impatiently. X
tell you it’s o wheecze ! 7

“Ob, I see. -Why couldn't you ex-
plain that at first 77

* You didn’t give mo a chance. T.ock

here. Hansom was going to fag Topham,
and 1 offered to {ake Topham’s place.
Tm to, tidy-up-the study and get tea
)ead\

* You're not going to do it ?

*Tam.  Aud you lot are going to help
ma Y

“I'm not !>

* Nevert” R

“ Not. likely 1 *. -

“You're oft your rocker;, Jimmy !

*WWas evor:g leudel followed by ‘suclh a
widdy sel of msses!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver, exaspsrated. © We'ra going to
Lidy -up the study in & way that will make
Heansom and Talboys wish they hadn't
asked for it. This is a sfart.”

He caught the leg of the table and over-
twrned it, with its pile of books and
papers, ink-stand and ink-pot, into the
niddle of the floor.

'I'he chumnis caught on at last.

** Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Tommy Dodd,

yood wheeze! Wire in, kids!”
The ** kids” wired in with a -will.

Iach of them took a separate pnrt of
the study, and set to work nipon it. Lovell
«leared. the ashes and cinders out of ths
te and distributed them with a liberal

Dand all over the study.  “Lbe fire was
extinguished by a jug of watdr, and the
~smother was fearful, blacks settling in
:louds on everything, .

Raby tidied tho bookcase. He did it
by turning it over on ity side, and shooting
Jortlh the whole of its contenis on top of

- the heap from the overturned table.

Tommy Dodd opened the locker, and
(lragged  out everything it containel,
scattering all sorts and coudltlons of tlings
far and wide.

Tommny Cook devoted himsel{ to the
capboard. The provisions of Hansomn
and Talboys were plentiful, but when
Temmy Cook had finished they did not
ook eatable.

Pickles poured into the jam-pot did not
iwprove ihe jam, nor could condense.l
milk be said to benefit by the introduction
of sardines into the tin,

Sugsr dvopped into the cinders, and
rlieese trodden on by seven juniors in turn,
and hutter spriukled with red and black
ik, coffee mixed. with tea and soot,
finished Cook’s preparations for the com-
rort of Hansom and Talbeys.

Jimmy Silver, mmeantime, was dragging
down the pictures from the walls, upset-
ting every article of furniture that could
he upset, and spillimg everything that
conld be spilled.

Ho cleaxed the mantelpiece with a single | ¢
sweep of the duster. He emptied the
voal-scuttle into Mansom’s Sunday hat;
then he surveyed the scene of wreck and
ruin with great satisfection.

Reby langhed as he looked round. -

* Well, they can’t say we haven’t taken
lenty of trouble for them!” he ex-
«<laimed. ** But, L eay, the half-hour’s
rearly up, BL,HPI go new, X think, and
leave them to the joy of the dlswvelv I
think they’ll really have a jolly time get-
ting things straight here agein.”

A, ha, hat”’

Aud the allicd juuniors went fuom . the
study, leaving the door wide open, so that
all who chose could see the wreck they
had wmode of Hansom’s aund Talboys’
n\l'ntels

There wasg soon a erowd round the open
door, looking in with roars of laughter—
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a cheering sound that eaught the ears of
Hansom and Talboys as they cams in
irom the gym. -

Their wrath and indignation. when they
discovered the cause of the mirtl, is more
easily imagined than described. They
tore oub of the study in a Iury, with the
intention of dealing with the culprits thers
and then.

But when they found seven stalwart.
juniors gathered in the end study, they
decided to postpone the punishinent to o
more convenient moment,

Hansom and Talboys stalked hack along
the corridor vowing vengeance on Jimmy
Silver and his followers.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
in the Hands of the Enemy.

¢ HERE hse is!”
I *“ Collar him !
There was a sudden rush of

feet. Jimmy Silver started and
looked round. ) -

The evening had set in, and he was
crossing the Close in the dusk, and the first
warning he had of danger was the mutter-
ing of voices under the trees.

Three or four forms loomed up in the
dugk, and Jimmy, realising that he had
fullen into an ambush of the Fifth, took to
bis heels and ran.

But it was too late, Ths gi‘asF. of
Hansom was on his shoulder, and Talboys
caught him by the arm. Five big fellows
closed round the junior with. grins. of
triumph.

Jimmy did not lose Lis cooluess. He
looked round him with fearless eyes. He
was surrounded, end he did not attempt
to struggle ‘against Fuch odds. Hansom,
Talboys, Lumesden, and Tobson, of the

Fifth,” were holding him.

* Got the little boast!” said Hansom,
with an air of satisfaction.

* I say, you chaps ought to luuc half
a dozen Vietoria Crosses each,” said
Jimmy. - < It's awfully plucky of you
to attack e chap in this way, you kuow.,”

* Not so much talking,” said Hansom.
* Come along ! ”

* Certainly. I was juSv ;.,omg in’

* Shove him along, (‘hﬂ])‘“ Mind that
he doesn’'t do a boltp..: .« dd  Hansomn.
** He’s as slippery as afa&l. Don’t let
the others get an inkling oi what’s going
on either, or we shall hu\e a pack of them

elping round.”

lhe Fifth - Formers hurried their
prisoner into the School House. They
hurried him up the stairs and along the
passage upon which the Fifth studies
opened. Jimmy caught sight of Lovell
in the distance and shouted to him.

* Buck up !’ exclaimed Hansom, -

Lovell came running towards them,
hut Jimmy waos slung into Hansomn’s
study, and the door slammod. TLumaden
and Jobson set their backs against it.

Jinmy was feeling rather uneasy now,
but he managed to conceal it.

©* Now, my -dear kid,” said Hansom,

‘you were kind enough to upset this
study for us a while back, und you sec it’s
just in the state you left it in.’

Jimmy looked round Lim. The study
was, indeed, almost as wrecked as when
the Fourth-Formers had finished fagging

there. - He grinned.

** Yes, I see that,”” he remarked. ‘' Are
you wanting another lesson ? ™’ -
- * We’re going to give you one. You're

going to set to work now and elean up this
study, end put everything in itg place as
it was before.”

‘“Rata! It can’t be done!”™

“ Can’t it 1 Have you got that cane,
Talboys 17

*“ Here it is!”

*“ Hold that little
him up.”

Talboys promptly collared Jimmy
Silver. The junior struggled gamely, but
Lumsden lent a hand, and Jimmy was

rascal wliile I touch

3
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flung face dewnwards across the table,
Hansom made the cane sing in the air.

* Now, Sll\er, are you guing to do as
you're told 1

“No!” roared Jimmy.

¢ Then here's the first-lesson.”

The cane rose end fell with rhythmical
regularity.  Jimmy’s . nether pgarments
had seldom bad such a dusting in tho
course of his previous experience. He
was too plucky to make a sound, but his
face went white and hard.

* Qbstinate little brute !
som. ‘‘T'll make him yelp!

Ho brought the cane down
Jinmy gavé a gasp.

Crash, crash!

Lov ell was kicking at the door outalde
He had gathered the juniors to the rescue,
and the ettack on the door was a deter-
mined one.

“Turn the key, Jobson,”
looking round.

Jobson ‘locked

s(nd Han.

harder.

said Hn,nsom,

the door.. Hansom

made rapid play with the cane, and
Jimmy Silver yelled at last.
“ Stop it! You beast! Stop St
Hnnqom chuckled.
* Are you going to obey orders, then ? **
“Notl Yes—yes!"”
Jimmy was dragged off tho table. He

was looking pale and savoge, hut in the
study with four big fellows he was power-
less.

“Set to work,” said Hansom, s_itt’ing
upon the table. ‘ I'll watch you and give
vou directions. If you show any l(\uness,
T'lt give you another touching up.’

Jimmy did not reply. . It was no time
for argument, and resistance was im-
possible. He set to work to tidy up the
study. The Fifth-Formers ~grinned as
they watched him.

Jimmy’s shouts had, of course, reachied
the ears of tho juniors outside, and they

were kicking furiousty upon the dgor. But
the stout oak did not budge.
“T’'m afraid it's wo go,” exclaimed

Lovell ot last. * They've got him, and
they’re giving him a high old time, kids,
and we can't help.”

“ Rotten ! ¥ said Tommy Dodd. ** My
las! I never felt so wild belore. What
are they doing,, 1 wonder ? Can you see
through the keyhole ?

“ Yes, I -con. Jimmy is tidying up the
study. Hallo, he’s lighting the fire, aud
Hoansom is standing over him with the
cane. The beast ! ”

The sound of crackling wood could be
heard.

The six juniors looked at one another
in helpless wrath. Jimmy was unable to
vesist, but for the leader of tho- anti-
fagging crusede to be forced to fag was a
terrible come-down for the reformers.

What was to ho done? It was into
Tommy Dodd’s active brain that an idea
suddenly flashed. Jitnmy had finished
lighting ihe fire, and was cleaning the
spilt ink from the floor.

“ My hat!” exelaimed the leader of
thie Modern chums. *° Why didn’t T think
of it be[me? I'll make ‘em open the
door 1’

“ What are you gomg to do?’

“ Why, you know it's easy enough to
get to the chimney of this %ud), through
(he skylight on the roof.- I'll get a sack
from downstairs and »

Tommy Dodd did rot wait to finish.
He scuttled off in.a twinkling, and was
quickly 'at the ladder leading up to the
trapdoor in the roof of the Sclhiool House,
with a sack under his arm.

To unbolt the trap and emerge upon
the roof was quick work for the active -
junior. He knew the chimney helonging
to Hansom’s study. It was risky business
ta get wlong the ridge of the roof in the
gathering dusk, but Tommy Dodd was
plucky.

He rose to his feet heside the mack, and
holding on to the brickwork, crammed
the sack into the red ehimney.pct, Thick
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smoke had been coning out of the chimney-
pot, but the stoppage effcctually choked
it.  Only a thin stream of vopour forced
its way past the sack.

Tommy Dodd chuckled as he descended
and closed the trap., He rejoinod the
others in the passage, and they looked . at
him eagerly. - He nodded. -

“T'vedoneit!”

“By Jove, you have!”
Lovell.. * Look there!”

exclaimed

A thin wreath of smoke was issuing,

from under the study door.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
8moed Out.
“ OU  clumsy ass!™  shouted
" Hansom. ““ What do you mean
by lighting a fire like that ?
Can't  you see how ~ it's
smoking ? 7

“ Can’t he helped,” said Jimmy Silver.
“T it it all right.”

*Well, look at it. TIf you don’t stop
‘it smoking in iwo seconds I'll inake it
warm for you.”

“Jimmy Silver looked at the fire in per-
Pplexity. IR s

Tt had heen burning very well until a
few moments ago. and then all of n sudden
had come a rush of smoke fronv the
chimney, filling the study with eddying
vapour.

And it did not clear ofi. Volume after
volume of smoke poured out, and the
occupants of the study begun to snceze
and cough.  Talboys rubbed his eyes.

* 1 say, this {s getting a hit too thiek,
Hansom.™

Hansorn grasped the cane savagely.

*[hat young whelp's done it on pur-
pose ! *

* I don’t gee that,” Taumsden remarked.
“The fire was all right. There’s some-
thing gone wrong in the chimney.”

*“Ha, ha ha'”

Tt was a loud laugh from the pussage.
Hansomn gave a start.

»Is it possible ?

Those young seoun-

drels !t They've done something to the
chimney 1 )
© “HMa, ha, ha!'” yelled Jimmy, the

truth dawning upon him at once.

Hansom gave him a savage cut.

* Hold your row 1™

"I say, I can’t stond this ! cxclaimed
L.uazden, unlocking the door. " We shall
be choked ! ™’

ITe¢ dashed from the study. A thick
Zolume of emoke poured after him.

Johson made his exit, too, and then
Hansomn and Talhoys unwillingly  went
vut. Jimmy scuttled out of (he study
und jeined his friends.

“Hang it ! 7 exclaimedHansom savagely.
“We shall have to givethat fecd in your
stuedy, Lumsden. This place won't be
habitable.”

1 should say so.”

“Let's give these young
hiding.”

But the young villains were already off.
The Fifth-Formers stared in dismay at
the thicker and thicker volumes of smoke
pouring from the study.

Then suddenly Bulkeley, the ecaptain
of Rookwood, appeared upon the scene.

“Great Scott! What's all this 27 he
exclaimed. ** What have you been doing
in your study, Hansom ?

*“Nothing ! 7’ snarled Hansom. *“7Tt's
only the chimney smioking. I believe
those young scoundrels of the Fourth
have been stufting up the chimney.”

» Ha, ha, ha!”

Bulkeley hud ne sympathy with the
Fifth Form [agging scheme.

“It’s no laughing matter, .Bulkeley.
1i you ”

villains a

* Look here, Hansom, if your chinmey’s |
stuffed up, you'd better go and unstufl:

it before the Head pgets on your track.
‘This sort of thing. ean’t bie allowed.™
“ Do you think I'm going on the roof

to——

“I think you had better. As a mutier
:of fact, you're getting into téo much hot
, water lately in your rows with the Fourth,
i Hansom. We're getting fed up with it.”
! “I'm going to do as I like. I——7
i “1 warn yon for your own good. Ir
 you have to explain to the Head, I expect
‘1t will ecome out that you were doing
' something to exasperate the juniors hefore
they stuffed your chimney,” said Bulkeley.

Hansom was silent. . .

‘“Now, take iy advice; stop that
i before the Head comes on the scene,” said
the captuin of Rookwood, walking away.

‘ suppose we’'d better ! ” groaned
Hansom. * Come on, you fellows! ™

‘“ Thanks ! snid Lumsden. " Ji the
!feed’s going to bo givén in my study, T
shall have to clear up « bit first, so I think
LTTl be off.”

And he was off like a shot. Jobson
followed him, without o word of excuse.

i
1
'

.
§ The three bound eenlore looked on in helpless rage as the junicre helped

grinned Jimmy Silver.

The owners of the smoky study were Jeft
; to deal witl: the mtter alone.

|~ Well, the ecads!” eaid Hansom
{wrathfully. I know I jolly well wan't
29k Jobson to that feed now. We shall
have to have Lumsden, as we're using his
study, Come on, Talboys!™

“ 1 say, you——you couldn’t manage it
alone, could you ?

“* No, I couldn’'t!” growled Hansom.
“ Go in there and open the window, and
the smoke will ¢lear off & bit, and -

‘““ Rats ! ~You go in and open it !
“Grorrr !’ said Hansom expressively.
Jome along, confound you! ™

They made their way to the roof,
Standing close to the chimney-stack,
Hansom groped in the pot for the ohetruc-
tion ; but it had been romamed down well
out of reach.

* We shall havb to get something and
hook it up,” seid Hansom desperately.
** (3o and ecollur a hooked walking-stick.
and bring it up to me, Talboys.”

¢ All right 1 said Telboys, ill-humcur-

P
=dly,

i

themselves to the feed. ' Jolly decent of Hansom to get tea ready for us,"
‘‘ Rather !’ exclaimed Tommy Dodd heartily,
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He dezeended and purioined a hookoew
stick from the first study he came o, dned
hastened back to tlie roof with it.

¢ Thanks ! 7 said Hanzom. Tl Lave
the beastly thing out in & jitfy.”

H: groped for the ruck witli the hooked
end of the stick. :

The obstruction come slowly up  the
chimney-pot, and Hansom was able (o
grasp it.

" 1t’e & beastly sack !
““ There it goes!”

' Hark 1

A faint echo of a yeil floated up from
below. They say that every hullet has
its billet, and certniniy that rooty sack
seemed to have found one.

When Hansom end 7Twaiboys lLad
descended they found Knowies, the
bullying prefect, awaiting themn covered
with soot. Hansom, with sooty hands
and faco, was carrying the hooked stick,

he exelaime:,

BN ]

which chanced to be tlie property of
Knowles, and he was immediately pounced
upon by the furious Sixth-Former.

Tolboys made his escape, hut Hanson
did not succeed in getting free until he
had received several severc cuts with tle
stick.

When Knowles had somewhat velieverd
hig feelings, he walked off vo clean himself
up a bit, and Hansom,-in o towering rage,
returned {o his own quarters.

He found Talboys there, lislening wiih
dejected mien to some emphatic. remarks
made by Mr. Greely, the master of the
Fifth Form.

“I desire to lear no explanaiion. 1
only know that your chimney has becn
smoking in a scandnlous and outrageous
way, and that my room has been per-
meated by intolerable ¢louds of vapovr.
You need mot trouble to explain. Yen
will tako fifty lines of Homer each, and

stay in  to-morrow afterngon to write
them. Not a word ¢
And the Formmn-master sailed angrily

TaE PEXXY Porvianr.—No, 249,
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the two Fifth-Formers
anotlier with feelings too

away. leaving
staring ot one
decns for words. )

THE FOGURTH CHAPTER.
Brought to their Knees.

ALY an hour later the Tirth-
Formers were enjoyinnr a feed in
the study.

It was a habit of Hansown's
1o give little freds in the Form, as he wasg
blessed with plenty of pocketimoney : and
tie owed a great deal of his’ mﬂuenm in
the Fifth Lo thal circimstence. The spread
in Luwsden’s study was really ripping.

Besides bread-and-butter and walercress
and radishes, there were ham and tongue,
jam and marmalede, cake and biscuits,
tarts, and cream-puffs, Hansom kuew
how to do these things in style. and
Tusden and Trlboys were in a heppy
mood as they sat down to the table,

The feed was progressing with much
good fellowship. Over the ham and
tongue the three seniors discussed plans
for bringing the Iourth Form to their
senses, \

Hunsom was as detormined. as cver
10 carry out his plan of fagging the Fourth,
and his comrades backes him up. 'T'hey
were just the fellows to stand by a chap
who stood feeds like that.

There was a tap nt the door, and Hansomn
]eh off ‘:peuklnw to turn hig head.

Y Come in 1"
The door opﬂned and ' Jimnmy &d\ cr
~walked in. .Scven members of the honour-
able Fourth Form at Rookweod followed
him. Vhe seniovs staved at them in blank
amazement.

“ Get out! ™
10 his feet.

¢ Lock the dnor, Raby

“1've done it,” said Rab\, pocketing
luf‘ key.

‘You young rvascals!™
“ Fransoni, old kid, don't be disturbed.
\ e've come 1o tea with you——"

“1I'll tea you! " yelled Hansom.
llmm out, chaps 17

He rushed furiously at Jimmy Silver.

Lumsden and Talboys followed his leail.
But it was no good. They were specdily
overpowered, and bound up wu-,h rope:

“ 17 break \our neekql higsed MHan-

roared Hansom, slarting

R

“Chuck

som, ' Tll— -
** No you won t Hansom,” said Junny
soothingly.  “ You'll take your lesson like

a little nian. wy dear child. Shove him
on o chatr, ‘kids, and tie him there ! "'

Wriggling vainly, Hansom was bound
to 4 chair. Then Lumsden and Talboys
were tied together, back to back, and
leit.  The juuiors chortled trizmplantly.

“Good t " said Jimmy Silver. ‘I take
it ag a real kindness on the part of H’ausom
1o linvé this nice tea ready for us.

“ Rather ! said Tommy Dodd heallll\
“You've often given ripping feeds, Han-
«on, and you've never asked us to them,
which wae, of ecourse, an oversnghl on
wour part. 1 know‘you wouldn't inten-
tionally leave us out in the ¢old.”

“Ii you toueh those things—- "

“We sha’n’ct touch them without per-
mmmn, Haunsom. May wo have tea 7™
“*No; confound you!"

“ Very well, let hint’ have his grub,"”
csaid Junmy, deposxtmn o pat of butter

upon  Hansom'’s features. * Pour the
marmalade down the back of his neck,
Doddy 17

! glerl

“Youe--
11 don’t

¢ Stop 1 shricked JIan&nm
you ean have ten il you like.
mmd
‘Do you really

and truly want us to

hd‘ e tea ?

" Ye-e-e-es !

“ Do you others want us to have tea ?°
asked Jimmy, glancing at Talboys dncl
Lumsden.

“yes L
tovethel.

 You are quite sure 27

“ Yes, ves !

“ Very well. We can't refuse pressing
invitations like that, can we, chaps 2 7

“ No fear!”

“Certainly not.” said Tommy Dodd.
“Tall to, my pippins ! This s veally
nice of Hausum. and I she'n’t forget it
in a hyrry.”

The juniors fell to with o will. They
were hungry, but, in any case, they could
have made & deep inroad upon the good
thiugs spread out upon the study table.

The Fifth- Fonmeri watched them in
speechless fury. Talboys ventured to give
a yell in the hope of attracting other [Fifth-
Formers to the study. Jimmy prompély
lndled jam over his Iace, asking him to
say ' when.

Talboys said < when ™ prompily enough,
and there wus no move yelling. .

It was a ripping tea. Never had the
Fistical Form or the Modern -chums
enjoyed a better one, and certainly they
had never had one under such triumphant
circumstances.

The helpless rage of the Fifth-Forwmers
added to the enjoyinent. 1i was certain
that on the morrow the story would be

exclaimed both those worthics

all over Rookwood, -and the unhagpy

Hansom sand hiz comrades would he the
laughing-stock of the college.

Ham »and tongue, bread-and-bulter,
czke, and preserves vanithed before the
mighty onslaught of seven hungry juniors ;
and the table was cleared at “last to thc
final tart. They looked at omc. another
with seraphic smiles.

“ Are you happy, Jimmy Silver ?
Tommy Dodd solemnly.

*I ‘am happy, Brer Dodd,”
Jlmmv, with equnl solemuity.

Lovell chuckled.

“1 reckon wa've done ourselves uncom-
monly well,” he remarked. * Let's make
the boun(lol sign the pledge-—I ineaun.
the docuwent--and travel.”

“Rightho !~

Jimmy took paper and pen, and pulled
the  teble towards Hansom. The Fifth-
T'ormera walehed him with wonder and
curiosity.

agked

replicd

'“\ow Hansom.” said Jimmy, “I'm
going to wntie vour hands. You're going

to write At my dicintion, (m\l your iuf\ncls
are rzouuz to smh after you.’

“Pm not !’

“ Reluse, nnd T shall give you a tnst(‘
of the medicine you gave me fo-day,”
said Jimmy, with a retniniseent wriggle,
“ Mind, I mean what [ say!”

“T won’t write a word ! "’

“I'vo brought the caue, you see.
you gomn to wnLe HA

Are

!Nos; T'm not,” ~
Swish ! The cane deseended witl telling
forco upon Hansomn’s shoulders. And

Jiinmy did not stop at the first cut, He
gave half a dozen, all as hard as he could
lew them on. Hansom yelled and wrig-
It was not so bad os he had given
Jimmy, but he fele it more —naturally.

i o)
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Swish ! Swish ! Swish!
“ Btop, you yonng (lemon 17 yelied the
writhing Fifth-Former. © Oly, T be the

death of you for this! ITN—Tll-—--
“We will leave nll that for l—mother
occasion,” remarked Jimmy Silvor, At

prosent your business is to write what T
tell you.’

“] won't! T—ow-—ow! Leave
I will write il you lil;e e

¢ I thouglhit so0.”

Hansoms right hand was freed, and a
pen wag pui i 1t

* Now  write,” said Jimmy. “*We—
Hansom, Talboys, and Lumsden —admii
that we have no right to fag the IP\llC‘('lel
members of the Fourth Form.--

“Sha'n't! Wou't! Ow, ow!
I've written it!”

The cane ceased {o switch.  The junios
were yelling with laughter, and even
Talboys and Lumsden were grinning.

“ Form,” went on Jnmm,. “and we
Lereby promise never to attempt Lo do
so any more, but (o behave oursclves
like good little boya.”

“Sha’n't! Ow! There —ihere it i=!7

‘ Now sign it!"

Hansom, gritting his teceth with raze,
=|Lned tho statement he had written out.

“ Now you chaps have got to append
your signatures,” said Junmy

1 not going to,” :;lirl
- 1 Jdon’t! "Ow! I----

* Are you going to wrn [

“Hang you! Y

InlbO\q hand was mod, and he signéd
the paper; then Lumsden was ateended
to. He knew that the juoiors meani
business, and he did not want to sampls

ofl!

There, -

Talhoys.

Jimmy's powers with the cane.  He sizned
without demur.
Jimmy blotted the paper. folded it

carefully, and put it in his pocket.

“3We're going fo take care of that.”
he remarked.  * So long as you chaps
behave yourselves, and don’t begin any
tricks, we won'i show it to anybody.
Bug if yvou start the old game again we'll
posl it up in the hall for all Reokwonrl
to read, and you'll be grinned out of (he
school. 8o look out!™

He opened the door of the study.

‘“Here, aren’t you going to let
loose ? ** exclaimed Lumsden.

“ You can get yourselves loose in time.
with a hand each to work with,” smiled
Jimmy Silver. “* We make you a present
of the rope. We're not mean. Corue ou,
kids ! "

And the juniors,
quitted the study.

“Well, I don’t think much of your
old Fistical Four,” Tonuny Dodd remarked.
as they parted in the passage, ““ hut wo've
done very well,@pulling together in i<
matter.’

“That's so,” agreed Jimwny Silver, I
think less than nothing of Moderns, hut
I admit that you’ve been rather useful
this tine.”

* Mind, now we've busted up the Fifth
and their giddy fagging, the allience i
off,” said Tommy Dodd i

“ Right-ho! Lok ‘out
time to-morrow !”

And on the morrow the rivale of the
Fourth Form at Roobkwood were at loggor-
heads as usual. The alliance had sarved
its purpose, end the_) had won the fight
with tho TFifth.,

THE EXD,
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Tov Merry Has an ldea.

OM MERRY burst into a sudden
chuckle.
Monty Lowther and MManness,
who were walking, with their
arms dinked in Tom Merry’s, across the
ald guadrangle of St. Jim’s, looked ot
Lin. ’
“Ha, ha, ba!”
o allo '™ said Lowther. © What's the
trouble ‘with yon?”
*JMa, ba, hai”
“ PBeen swallowing a Chinese eracker,

aml is it going ofi 77 asked Manners
rympathetically.

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“VWhat are you cackling at?” de-

manded  Lowther crossly. Fxplain,
you ase i’

Tom Merry grinned.
“Tve Jjust been
began. )
0L, said Lowther, “that expl
it! T admit that that’s a jolly Iu

thing ! Ma, ha, ha!”

**Ha, ha, ha ! roarad Manners.

»Lock here, you asses—-""

*Tla, ha, ha!” roared Towther and
Mamners together, evidently determined
(v enjoy the joke.

*Oh, cheese it ! said Tom Merry. 1
don't want everybody at St. Jim’s to
hear 1he wheeze, We've got to keep it
dar’; from Blake aund his lot, and_ from
Figgins & Co., of the New House.”

“Oh, it's a wheeze, is it?” asked
Towther,

' v b

thinking—-" he

y

*One of your little jokes?”

“Yes, thot’s 1.7 A

“Then I admit that it's nothing to be
Taughed at,” said Monty Towther, his
face assuming an expression of owl-like

gravity.,  “ Sorry !” o
“Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Tom
Merry.,  **Look here, yon know that on

Weidnesday the Grammar School seniois
ave commg over herc to play the St
Jim's First Eleven?”

“Yes: and our respected skipper is
‘mncking up the school team by shoving
a lot of New ITouse bounders into it!"
raid Manners.

*Well, Kildaye's idea is to give a show
ta both ITouses, you know.”

“Rot, my son! We're cock-house of
St. Jim’s, aren't we?”

“We are U7 said Lowther. *“ We is!”

*Well, then, if we put in one or two
Nrw ITouse chaps, that’s enough; but
fmue or five—well, T call it rotten !”

“Jlear, hear!” said Lowther.

“Well, it's Kildare’s bizney, not ours,”
saiy Tom Merry. “ Luckily, we don't
havd to run the First Eleven, Fhe Junior
Fleven is trouble enough [or mic. But,
blow the Firet Eleven! I was going to
~y that tlie Grammar School seniors are
ecoming over here on Wednesday to play
our Firgt—" .

“You weren't going to say that,” said

Mecuty J.owther. ihat.
Get on with some

“Don’t interrupt,” =said the captain
of ihe Shell severely. *Now, we've
played the Grammar School juniors often
enough, and Gordon Gay 1{ Co. are a
good team. But the senior match will
be worth secing: ”

“T expect reost of us will see it,” said
Monty Lowther. *“What on earth are

“You've said
thing fresh.”

you driving at?”

“The Grammay juniors will come over
in crowds to see the mateh—=-"

“ Most likely.”

“There’ll be hardiy anvhody left at
the Grammaz School—=" -

“ Well 27

“Well, my infants,” eaid Tom Merry
serenely, ¥that’s the idea. While Dela-
were, the Grammar ekipper, and the
team aire over lere, and Gordon Gay
and Monk and the rest are over lhere
watching them heing licked by our Fivet

Ebkeven, we're going  over to o the
CGhrammar School-— -

OhY”

“You remember the Lime when  we

had a visit from the Gramuvarians, and
they fastened us up in our sludy ?”

*“Yes, rather!”

“We'll do the same for them. While
the game’'s going on here we'll rag
(Gordon Gay’s quarters till he won’t know
whether he’s got into a lunatic asylum
when he gets home—-"

“Ha, ha, ha'!”

“FHlow does that idea strile you?”
asked Tom Mcrry.

“Ripping

“First chop!” sald Manners. * But
we ghall have to miss the match here.”

“Never mind that. As a maiter of
aolema fact,” eaid Tom Merry, *“T rather
think that St. Jim’s won’t pull.it off
this time. It’s not because there are Neav
House chaps in the team, but because
some of them are rottess. Sefton’s one,
and you know the kind of worm he is,
though Kildare doesn’t. He smokes too
much to have any wind; and at least
two of the others are off colour. We
don’t specially want to stay at home aird
F.T_e”the Firat Eleven beaten, that I know
of.

“Might have picked a row with the
New [House cads on the ground,” re-
marked Monty Lowther, in a reflective
sort of way. ’

“Blake and Herries and Digby can
Jdo that, if it’s strictly necessary.
even if o day passed without a ragging
between  School and New TIouse, the

universe might survive,” sa2id Tom

Merry. “I dow’t say it weuld, but it

might.” ~ C
“So it mighi!” grinned Lowther.

“Right-ho! We three’ll do the trick.
3etter Jcep it darlk; we don’t want a
crowd with us.”

*‘No fear!”

“Bai Jove, yon know, you fellows!”
Arthur Augustus D’Avcy of the Fourth,

Dut.

ﬂ]'a ewell 'of 8t Jim’s, joined the chums
of the Shell as they strolied under the
trees. ““Pway, excuse me. J couid not
irelp heawin’ that wemark--—"

¥ Don’t mention it, Gussy, my son!™
said Tom Merry.

It appeahs that you are goin’ to jape
somebody, deah boys!” ’

** Exactly.”

“The New House wottahs?” zsked
the swell of-the. Fourth.

“Not this time.”

T twust,” said I)’Arey with dignitr,
“* that you are wnot thinkin’ of japin’
Study No. 6. T should wefuse to allow
anythin’ of the sort.” .

“We shouldn’t ask vou, oid son.” said
Tem Merry.  *“But Study Nvu. 6 isn's
the giddy victim this time,”

*If it 18 the Gwammah School you had
hettah place the mattab in my hauds
and follow my lead,” said Arthur Angus-
tus I’Arcy, with a shake of the heud.
*What you wequire in a mattali ke this
is _i\\{gl}oxv OfttaCL a}\d _i\idgn-wnt.”

"e've wot one,” eaid the captal
the Shell. ~ he cptain of

“Bai Jove! What's his name 7™

“Tom Merry.”

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy ——""

“But Tl tell you what,” said Tom
;\‘Iorry, becoming  suddenly  serious.
*“There’s another litue jape I've got in
my mind that you can take part in.”

*Yaas !”

“You won't object asked Tom
Morr_v, winking at Lowther and Manners
with the eye that was always away from
Arthur Augustus, ’

*Certainly not, deal boy !”

“You might be a little hurt,”

» \ . P -
hurl‘_.\”DAlc} is not afwaid of geitin’

“No, T forgot that., You are sure
wou will not mind taking part in the
giddy jokelet 7>

“Quite sure, deah bhoy '”

*And you'll be good [riends with us
however 1t turns out?”

**Yaas, wathah !”

“Good! Pile in, you chaps!®

And before the sivell of St. Jim's
Lnew what was happening, the Terrible
Three had seized him, and sat him down
in the quad, and jammed Lis silk topper
cver his eyes. N

“Yawooh !” roared D' Arcy.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And the Shell fellows fled.  Arthur
Augustus D’Arey made wild grabs at his
silk topper, and succceded at last in un-
hatting himself. Ile glared round in
search of the Terrible Three.

“Ow! You wottahs!
spoofahs! Ow!” .

But the chums of the Shell had
vanished, and the vengeance of the swell
of 8t. Jim's for that little jape had to he
postponed. .
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on the shoulder.

**Looking forward to a licking for the
Fivst Eleven,” he asked, “or wherefore
that worried brow, my son?”

Blake grunted.

#1 shouldn't wonder if the First get
beaten,” he said.  “ With so many New
House rotters in the team, and Mon-
teith cutting up rusty with Kildare, it
wouldn't be  wonderful. The Gram-
wnarian seniors are a tough lot, too. But
I'm not thinking of that.™ :

“What is it, then? Thinking of the
coutributions vou haven't got ready for
the * Weekly* 7 asked Tom Merry.

Blake grunted again.,

THE BECOND CHAPTER.
The Raid. .

ACK BLAXE-of the Fourth wore a
glum look as he came out of the

School  House dining-roome after
dinner.  Tom Merry clapped him

that ‘Tom

“No. My opmion i3
Merry's Weekly’ is played out, and
what is wanted in place of it is some-

thing a bit more up to date.”

“Rats ! said Tom Merry warmly.

““But 1t isn't that,” said Blake, *The
CGiramimnar School seniors are coming over
to play the First Eleven, and we’ve got
lines to do, and they’ve got to be done.
T:athom las been waxy this morning, all
becavse a chap couldn’t tell him whick
rotten king was kicked out of Rome. 1
made it Julius Ciesar, and that ass Her-
vies said it was George the Fourth——7

““Ha, ha, ha?”

“And we've got impots to get done
Before we can get out to the mateh!”
growled Blake, “The New House cads
will have bagged all the front seats by
the time we get there.”

S Hard cheese !’ said Tom Merry sym-
pathetically.

“Rotten!” said Heorrics. © Look here,
vou fellows might get on the ground
m!lg and keep pleces for us.”

The Terrible Three shook their heads.

“ Impossible, old son !* '

“Why ?”’ demanded Herrics.

“Got an cngagement.”

“You don’t mean to say. that you're
missing the match ?” exclaimed Digby.

“Yes. Have to, you know. Most im-
portant engagement.”’

And the Terrible Three grinned and
walked away.

Blake looked puzzled. '

“That bounder Tom Merry has got
something on!” he growled. “*What do
vou thiuk be's got on, Herries?”

Herries lovked after the
Three.

‘“He's got liis cap on,” he said.

Blake gave him a withering look.

““Ass!” he said politely.

“Well, you asked ine,” said Herries,
puzzled.

“Brrr!” said Blake.

And the juniors went up to Study
No. 6 to do their lines. Tom Merry and
Manners and Lowther strolled out of the
school gates and walked down in the
direction of Rylcombe.

The feud that raged between ithe two
Houses of St. Jim's was only cqualled
by the strife between St. Jini's and the
neighbouring Grammar School at Ryl
conibe. . -

. True, the strife was confined to the
Jnniors, the seniors being too high and
mighty to tzke part in it.

Delawmere, the captain of the Gram-
mar School, and Kildare of St. Jim's
uiten laughed together over the alarums
and cxcursions of the fags, But the
Juniors took it in deadly earnest, and the
chance of playing a ‘jape on Gordon
Gay & Co. of tho Grammar Sclicol was
too good to be lost by the Terrible
"'hrec.

“There comes the brake !
T.owthcr.

Tre I'exxy LPortLirR.—No, 249,
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Torrible

The brake coutaining Delamore’s
cleven for St. Jim's volled down the
lane. The juuiovs waved their hands to

the cricketers as they passed.

“We'll go by a roundabout way to the
Grammar School,” Tom Merry said
sagely.  “The Grammarians  will be
coming down this road in giddy droves.
There's plenty of time, and we can stop

1 for refreshment at Mother Murphs's, in

the villaze. DMiss Fawcett sent me a
postal order this morning, and I want to
change it.”

“Hear, hear!” said
Lowther heartily.,

And the Terriblo- Thrie clianged the
postal-order at Bdicther Murphy's tuck-
shop in Hylcombe, and expended a con-
siderable portion of it in refreshment—
liquid and solid, Then they made their
way by a devious route to the gates of
Ryleombe Grammar School.

That 2 good many fellows had rone
over to sce the mateh ot 8t Jim's was
certain. The Closa was deserted as the
I'erribie Three looked into it.

They strolled in, their hearts heating a
litele, and cressed towards the big, red-
brick bailding, which was so dilfcrent
from the grey old stone pile of St Jim's.

They entered the honse. and were im-
mediately grected Ly a slim, somewhat

Manncrs  and

sallow youth with a decidedly. French
look.

“Ha! It is zc garcons from St
Jim's!"”

“Monlt  Blong!™ gnuited  DMonty
Lowther. :

Tho French junior grinned at them.
His name was (fustave Blanc, and the
Grammarians. who. had started with
calling him Monsieur Blong, had socon
changed it to Mont Blong for short. He
rave the St. Jim's trio his hest Parisian
bow. B

*It is zat T am glad to sce my shums,”
lie: said.

“Iear, hear!™ said Monty Towther.
“Ta Gordon Gay at home?”

“He is vot In ze study now,
shums.” . ‘

“All serene. We'll go up.”

And pushing the surprised French
junior on one side, the Terrible Threc
went upstairs and hurried to the Fourth
Form studies. They had visited Gordon
Gay before, and knew the way very well.

“That ass doesn't guess what we've
come - for,” said Tom Merry, as they
entered Gordon Gay's study, “But we'd
better buck up, in case there are any
more at home like bim.”

“Ha, ha, ha!'" .

And the Terrible Three bucked up.

In the noble art of ragging a study
the chums of the Shell had few equals.
In a very fow wpunutes they made a great
difference to Gordon (Ray’s guarters.

The table was turned upside-down, the
carpet pulled up and tessed over it, the
bookcase emptied upon the floor, and the
contents of the cupboard scatteved far
and wide, .

All the furniture was turned over, and
the ashes from the grate were carcfully
spread over the study. Upon the glass,
with a pieca of charred coal, Tom
Merry traced a message for the Gram-
marians

my

“When this you see. remembor me,—
Toiw MErny.”

“And new well shide,” said
Lowther.

There was a chugile at the deor.

“T don’t think ™ said & cheerfal voice,

The clhums of St. Jim's swung vound
in_alarm.  The doorway was crammed
with Grammarian juniors!

Alonty

|
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THE THIRD CHAPTER:
Tarry!

ORDON GAY, of the Tourth
G Form at the Grammar School,
grinned genially at the dismayed
visitors from St. Jim’s, Behind
him were Wootton major and minor, his
chums, and Mont Blong and Tadpole,
and Frank Monk and l.ane and Carboy.
and several other (rammarian Fourth-
Jormers. The odds were too great, aur
the Terrible Three realised that they
were canght.

“0h 1" ejaculated Tom Merry.

Gordon Gay chuckled.

“Did you think we had gone over to
St. Jim's for a mateh 27 he asked cheer-
fully. -

“Ahem ! 'T had somo idea of it.™

Y Quite a wmistake ! grinncd Wootton
major, .

“0Oh, gnite ! said Carbor,

‘“Ila, ha, ha!”

“We-—we've finished here, rou kuow.”
said Tom Merry. *“iWe'll go now.™

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”
“I zink zat not!™ clinckled Moot

Blong. “I zink zat veu not go ion 7
steh hurry (7 .
¢ don’t think!™ grinned Jack
Wootton.
The Terribic  Three exchanged a
olaner. - .

“Rush for it ! multered Tom Meryy.

“Right-ho I’

And the three 8t. Jim's fellows madce
a terrific rush at the crowd in the floor-
WRY,

“Line up!” velled Goedon Gaz.

Crash! Bif! Bump!

In a second Tom Merry & Co. were
struggling furiously with the erowd of
Grammarians. The {ight was terrific.
There was a toar in the passage, =
trampling of feet, and bumping of falling
juniors. CT

But- the odds were too great.  Tom
Merry & Co. went down, with the
Grammarians sprawling over them. Ilali<
a dozen Grammarians sai upon them io
keep them down.

Gordon Gay stazgered to his feet.
Tho Australian junior ravessed his nosc.
which secmed to have inereased in
in the conflict.

1“Ow!” he grunted.  “We've got
them !
“Oui, oui, my shum!” said Mont
Blong. “Ve have zem !
&

“Groo!”  grunted Lowiher.
“Gerroff my chest!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Next time you call on a chap when
he’s not at home. make sure that he's
out,” said Gordon Gay cheerfully.
“ Luckily, most of the prcircts are out,
and the masters, so there won't he any-
body to interfere. Bring them along!”

“What are you “gsoing to do, yon
bounder?"” asked "Tom Merry, rather
apprehensivoly,

“You'll see. Brimg ’em along!”

And the Terrible Three, each with his
arms firmly held, weve «dragged to their
feeb and marched away by the CGram-
marians,

They were marched in Lrinmph out of
the house and round the building, and
Gordon Gay called a halt at the wood-
sled. Corporal Cutts, the porter of the
Grammar  School, had been lately
cugaged in-tarving the shed. A bucker
of tar with the Dbrush in it stood just

Monly

inside. *Gordon Gay pulled ont “the
sticky brusl.
‘Look here,” yoared Tom Morry,

“kecp that away!”
“Ha, ha, ha!" A
f Don't you teuch us--—- Ciro-o-oli 1"
“Tar and feathers is the senience.”

said Crordon Gay calmly. * There aren’t

any feathers, but { “suppose an extra
allowance of tar will make that all rieht.”
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“¥a, ha, ha!’’

“Den't you dare to—— Gro-o-ch!
Gordon Gay interrupted Tom Merry
with a de of the tarbrush. Tom Mer, ¥

r.n:nd his mounth qmte suddenly.

“ Now, keep still,” said Gordon Gav,
as he ddbbn(l away.,
voull get n, in the ears and the neck,
Otherwise, T shall attend only to your
features, Jhew I told you s0}”

“Gra-0-oh !

{HBt‘lll"l‘ take 1t quietly 17

* Gro-hoooli !

Tom Merry’s face was as black as ink,
or tar, 11 three minutes, "Then Gordon
Gay turned to Manners and Lowther,
who had novn watching the proceedings
apprehensively, ‘Their  rvaid upon  the
Grrammar School  durivg =he  cricket
mateh was not tuvning out uite so howl-
mg 2 success ag they had expected.

‘Lock here ! began Lowther warmly,
“T say—— Yow!”

Dab, dab, dab!

Tu a few minutes Lowther’s face was
as Dblack as Tom Merry's

Then Manners was treated to the same
conrse of trcatment.

The thrce tarry
at ane another.
ntterly nhsnrd, with their eyes gleaming
from their  blackened  faces. The
(-u.mnnumus roared,
. na. bat?
Now shove far
ested Clarbory,
[Ta, ha, ha!”

(824

juniors  looked
They looked

g
:.:

over

L3

“Ow! Don't!” roared -Tom Merry.
“(heese ll‘_'”
Gordon Gay langhed.

U Nuff’s as ”ood as a feast !’ he gaid.
=} think they’re feoling rvather sorry
]ml they yagped o w etady by this tim
* demanded Trank

‘Aro you sarryi
Mouk.
“Yow i
"l don't know if fyow’ means ‘vee’
hu 1 dare say it does,” said Gordon (af.

JhP\ look sovry, unyway,

onif

**Ha, ha. ha!

The Tertible Three were rushed across
the Closo to the caies. Then there was a
.\ll(‘l(l(}n yell among the Grammarians.

v Cave! The Head ¥

Kick them

o

Dr. Monk waa just entering the school

ates, The crowd fled at onee, leavine
llm three tarry juniors facing the head-
master of ije Grammar School,

Dr. Monk halted in astonishment a¢
ihe strange sight. He was somewhat
‘mlt»u.,htgd and he pushed up his
»pnvtaclcs to kook af them. )

‘Good  heavens!” he exclaimed.

“Bless my soul! Where did ihese three
negroes come {rom?’

“Ow! Owt?

* Grooh !

“Yowp '

“Bless my soul!” eaid Dr. Monk,

“Tley are evidently three negroes, and
1liat r.ppalontlv s their Ianrrua o.
wonder if they can speak English. My
poor fellows, how did you conte here?”

‘I'he Terrible Three did not reply. They

rughed  past the headmaster of the
Grammar School, and bolied ouni of ihe
wates.  Dr, ’\Lr)uﬂ' turned round, and

st ned aftor them in amazement,
‘Bless my soul!” he ejaculated.

And he wulked on to the house in a
slate of grdat mental wonder. Behind
the gym the Grammarian juniors were
shirieling,

The Terrible Threa dashed out of the
gateway, and fled.

They halted in the road at last, pant-
ing., They were hall-way to St. Jim's.
But it zaddenly oc curred to them that
they were in no condition to return to the
«rhoo

“Owl”? ,.,:hpod Manners, *How zhall
we el thig off 272

“1f you wriggle,

iheir heads!™ }

Goo.luees knows I

Tow 7
“It- will want ecrnbbing off,”
Tom Merry, *“Ow!?

“Oi, you ass! Il you ever propose
raiding the Grammar 2chool to me again,
I'll take you into a guiet cornmer and
suffocate you!"’ mumbled Manners.

“0f all the 1otrnn wheezes, it was
about the rottcness!”

0w !?

“Grooah 7

And the ll)lhdp])\ 1101005 of St Jim's
went in search of a wash. They rubbed
and dabbed at their foces at a wayside
etream, till their skin felt as if it were
coming cff, and their handkerchiels were
reduced to tarry rags,

But with all their efforls their faces
remained in a decidedly piebald con-
dition,

They looked at their reflections in the
vater, and groanedl.

grasited Lowther,

groancd

growled Lm\-fher. |

Friday. 13

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Rival af the " Weekly.'"

TTDY XNo. 6 were busy, The four
S chums were eating strawberrvics
and cream. Their tmL ran on the
match and ihe fact thot St Jim's

had lost by 70 runs.

They expressed the opinion ihat the
loss of the match was due to the presence
of New House players in the team, aud
that son‘mthmg must be done. Iferries.

%by and D’Arcy discussed the subject
at length, Blake was unusually silent.

“What are you thinking about, you
old image 7 asked Herries at last, giving
Blake a' thump on the shouldm \\hh,ll
effectually roused him from his reverie.

Blake gatve a yell.

“Ass! You've  dislocated 1y
shoulder !
“Never mind. It'll grow again.

What are you puzzing your poor litile

brain about?

You haven’t spoken a

' ‘The three tarry juniors stood facing the headmaster of the Grammar

School, Dr.
tacles to look at them.
saqul!

Mcnk halted in astonishment, and pushed up his spec-
‘* Qood heavens!?” he exclaimed,
Where did the.e three negroe: come from ? '’

‘“ Bless my

.W\J'\/\/\M/V\J\/‘¢N/V\N\f\N\N\NWV\/\NVV\/\/\NV\/\/\ -1

“3We shall be prinned to death at St.

Jin's,” said T'am Merry lugubriously,
“Oh, dear!”
“Grogh 1”7
“Well, we'd hetter get int” growled

Lowther dospmatolv “If we get in
bmom the finieh 01 the mateh, we may
be able to sncak in and get a ecrnbbing
in hot water before the follaws epot us.”’

N ()\\'! We're  spoied enough
already ¥

“Oh, bucL up

And the discousolite juniors hurried
towards the echool. 'I'hey paesed a good
many people in the leue, and yells of
laughtcr groeted them wherever they
showed their pichald [aces,

By the timo they reached St Jim's the
Tercible Thice were in a state of
cxasperation, and Manners and Lowther
Lad expressed their opimion of Tom
Merry and lis wheezes many times, and
with great emphasis, and in the most
dleadfn plain Fnelish}

)

word for nearly five minutes, and that's
a sure sign that there’s something wrong.
Get it off your chest, my son !”

“Look here!” said Jack Take
seriously., *“The school’s yetting in a bad
state.”

“Right-ho!”
“The School House is cocl-house =h

St. Jim’s, and it’s us—we—who have
made it so, when the scuiors would
eimply have let om side down.”

“Yes, rather !

“The New House is altogeiher too
cheeky, and they put on as many airs as
—ay 1V’ Arcy does fdnny waistcoats.”™

“IWeally, Blake protested Arvthuoe
Aungustus D’ Arey.

“Worst of all, old Kildare has let {la
New Hou“o rotters into the Fivst Eleven,
and we've been llcked o the crickets
field.”

“We have!”
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“Something’s got to be done.”

“It have—l mean, it has.”

“And we've got to do it.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Where," enid Blake, getting warm—
“where, I'd like to know, is there a
bigger ass, a more absolutely howling
cad and waster, than Monteith, of the
New House?”

“Hear, hear !’ said Herries.

Dig and D'Arcy giggled.

“Whet ere you silly gecse cackling
at?"” demanded Herries.

“Oh, nothing:” said Dig. “Go on,
Blake! Herries has answered your
question.”

“Look here!" said Herries wrathiunlly.

“\What are you getting at? I said
‘Hear, hear!” not ‘Here, here!” If 1
had seid ¢ Hete——' "

“IJere,’" said Blake, “chuck it! How

dare you wrangle when your Uncle Blake
is talking? Kids, your uncle is a great
he

man, an has an idea !’
“8pout it out, thcn!” said Herries
crossly. “You're so beastly long-

winded. C'ut the cackle and come to the
hosses.” .

“Well, here it is,” said Blake. ¢St.
Jim's is getting into a general state of
dry rot. We've got to do something,
and T know how to do it. The juniors
are altogether too much sat upon in this
school. QOur opinions ain’t treated with
the respectful -attention they deserve.
Tho doctor sometimes censults Kildare
about things, and even Monteith. He
never consults us.”

“Nevah!” said D'Arcy. *Weally in-
considewate of him, don't you know.”

“We are passed over,” said Blake.
‘““We think a good deal more nbout the
honour of the acheol than our elders, who
are mostly asses. Yet we are never

. lstened tu. We sha'n’t be consulted
about- the cricket. If we went into
Kildare's study to givo him some advice,
what would he do?”

“Chuck us out!” said Ierries.

‘“Ixacilv! We are only juniors, liable
to be chucked out. It's scandalous!
But, as somebody said once—I forget
whether it waz Solomon or Julius Ceesar
—the pen is mightier than the sword.”

*Y don's see what that's got to do with
it,"” remarked Herrices.

*You never do sce anything, my son,
until it’s pointed out to-vou,” said Blake
politely. “What i3 it that has always
wtood against tyranny, and voiced the
rights of oppressed minoritics? What iy
-i; that makes its voice heard in every
home, in every street?”

“The phonograph?”’ hazarded Herrics.

Blake gave him: a withering glance.

‘“The I'ress,”” he said, with dignity.

The chums looked decidedly puzzled.

“The press ! rcpeated Herries. “Whag
press are you talking about? Tf you
mean a clothes-press '

“Asea! To put it in plain and simple
language, suitable to your intellcet, we
are going to start a newspaper.”

They stared at him for a minute in
amazement.

**A newspaper!" gasped Herries.

“Yes; a newspaper. Why. not*”

“DBai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus.
“The idea is weally stunnin’, Blake,
you are a clevah chap!”

Blake put his hand upon his heart and
bowed.

“I’Arey,” he eaid, “you do me

.proud. To be-pronounced clevah by e
voung gentleman of your intellectual
attainments is an honour I keenly appre-
ciate.”

“Oh, don’t be an ass, you know!” said
D’ Arey.

“Well, it does scera a good idea,” said
Herries thoughtfully. * But newspapers
are generally printed, ain't they?®
are we going to get it printed?”
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“Herrics, old man, your brain-box
wants oiling, or somcthing, We’'re not
going to print it. It will be written, of
course, by hand.”

“Oh, I gsec!” .

“Glad you do. We nced only have one
copy, which will be passed around to
readers. -Then it will come home to roost
in the editorial officc—otherwise known
as Study No. 6.” .

_ ‘Tom. Moeery's Weekly® is
printed,” said Digby. *‘I don’t . sec——"

‘“‘Let moe explain, my gentle youth.
‘Thoso things cost toney.”

*Yes, that’s so,” said Ilerries, with a
nod.

“Well, this is going to be a corker,”
declared Blake. * Nothing dull or heavy;
no giddy reports of dull twaddle from
tho echool debating society, and that rof.
A really firstchop production, you know.

“And we ehall go specially strong on

cricket, and slating the Now IHeouse
cads.”
““That sounds all right,” said Herviea,
“Who’s to be editor?”

Blake gave him a smile of condeseen-
siomn. -

YT supposc there's
qbc’),ut that,” he said,

k4

not much  doubt
*Whese idea is

“Well, that's all very well; but vou're
the youngest kid here.”.

“Well, I've got most brains; you must
admit that.” :

“Rats!”

“Oh, Bluke's
“that’s only faiv.
tribute.”

“OF cowrse,™

cditor,” said Digby;
But we shall all con-

said -Blake graciously.

“And I shall appoiut all of you sub-|

editors, I don’t know exactly how many
sub-editors a paper has, but three won't
be teo many.”’

* All right,”” sald Herriea. - “I'm agree-
able.  When shall we bring the firsi
number out?”

“We'll start on it at once,
time like the present.”

“,What about letting the others into
it?’

“We'll tell the House abonit it, but ii’s
to be kept a dead secret from the Newy
Touse. of couise.”

“But we shall have to let them see
it, or they won’t know huw we've .run
them down!”

“Yes; but not till we spring it on them
suddenly. Now, here's plenty of fools-
cap, so let’s make a start.”

Bleke drew the paper towards him,
and picked up a pen. He gnawed the
handle for some mornents thoughtfully.

There's no

“1 say, whag shall we call it?” he
asked.
The chumg hadn't thought of that.

They wrinkled their brows in deep reflce-
tion. .

“The ¢ Anti-New House,” " suggested
Ilerries.

“Too ¢lumsy.’ .

“The ‘Rough on Rats,’ " suggested
Digly.

“That's berter, but it wou't_ do. . We
don’t weant it to appear too partisan.
We're going to represent the whele of
St. Jim's, of courze.”

“Call it ¢ The Suint,’
D’ Arcy.

“Ah, you' ve got it! ‘The Saint * will
do AlL"” . . -

This was agreed upon, and Blake pro-
ceeded to draw up the full title, .

“*Tho Saint'; the Official School
Magazine of St. Jim's. Ldited by Jack
Blake, Bsq., S.8., and published in the
cock-house at St. Jim’s. No connection
with *Tom Merry’s Weekly.””

“Cood!” said Herrics. ¢ But wlat
does 8.8, staud for ™

“dtudy Six, of couise.  Must lave
some initials after the vame. Makes it
loolc more imposing, yourknow. Now for
the contents.”

»

then,” said

:

Friday.

And Study No. 6 were soon hard .at
work with- a deep . thought{ulnces :and
uttontion which, we regret to say, they
seldom bestowed upon their lessons. And
they remained at work, quite couteuted
with their new .occupation, for a lomg
time ;. till, missing them from: their usua
haunts, other jumiors of- their House
came to look for them. Mellish put in
his head at the door.

“Hallo!” he exclaimcd.
What’s come - over you?"

“Git!” said Blake laconically,

S What!”

“Clear!”

“ Bllt——""

“Bunk ! :

“Sha’pn’'t! I—"

* Mizzle g

"g\\'ol'ting!

Biff! A cushion, deftly hurled, smote
the intrusive junior upoa the. chest, and
sent himn out into the passage again in a
heap.

“We must teach these disrespectful
vouths not to interrupt the editorial
labours,” said Blake. “How are we to
write if we—— Crumbs!”

The sudden ejacvlation was caused by
the return of the cushion with a whiz, Tt
caught Blake fairly in the neck. and Le
went over backwards wilth his chair,
followed by the inkpot. and most of the
first number of ““The Saint.”” Mellish
leoked in, and gave a yell of laughter.

‘“How's that, umpire?”

And then he bolted, befure the chums
could get at him.

. Blake picked himself up. There was
ink upon hiz face and. lLis collar, and
wrath in his eye.-

“I'll slay him when T get hold of him !
he exclaimed.” ““There’s a hrunp the size
of an apple on the back of my head. The
howling rotter! Never mind. (et Lo
work,” .

But the editorial duties .were doomed
to more interruptione. Mellish had spread
the astounding news of having seen all
four occupants of Studv No, 6 herd at
work all at once, and oiher junicrs camne
to see_the phenomenon.

They looked into the study as ihey
might have looked into n cage at the Zoo.
and many were the guestions showered
upon the unhappy cditors.

“Hallo! They're really
¢xclaimed Kangaroo.
~*“ All of them, by Jeve!™ said Lorne.

* They must be ill.”

““Blake is; he's got black spots on his
face.” : .

“Tell us whal the maiter is, Blake,
there's a good chap.”

S P e
warking !

“Is it an extra long ape?”  asked
Reilly. :
“No. He's off hLis rocker—that's

what's the matter.” .

“* Look here,” satd Pluke, exasperated,
“if I come to vou, there will he weeping
and wailing in the Sclhool [House, T can
tell you!"

“Well, why can't you 1!l us what the
game is?” said Mellish. “What's the
giddy sceret, anyhow "

“Well, it’s up againsi (he New House.
And do you think you’d have sense
cnough not to Tet Figgius & Co. on to 1t
if I told you?”

“Rather!™ was the general exclama-
tion.

“Then come in, and I'll explain.”

The juniors crowded. inio the study.
They werc curious to hear the cxplana-
tion ¢f the unwonted industry of Study
No. 6.. As Mellish suid, it wanted some
explaining.

. And Blake,-who wag really proud of his
brilliant idea, was not, upon the whole,
loth to enlighten the curious youths of
the School House. 8o he cxplained, and
the news that a newspapce was being
started was received with many exclaioa-
tions of wonder and adwmiration. Bub
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Blake began o expericice npon the spot
~éme cf the worries of an tditor.

All the juniors offered 1o contribute,
and they took it for granted that their
effusions would all be accorded prominent
|)lm‘es in the first number of *“The
Saint.’ Onc had a long poem in his
dusk nnothor had a slory that was hall
I'x'nishod, and offered 1o finish it that very
cvening.

Yore had an essay upon * Kindness to
Animals,” which alone would have lilled
three numbers of the paper, and he
wanted it all to go in.  Mellish was
ready to do the hterary and dramatic
criticisms. Blake did not show a very
.lm»p glamudo for all these generous

nn s,

“Sorry,” e
'imit»d Poetry

said, “hut space is
is barred, and so i
* Kindness to Animals Thero won't be
afry literary or dramatic criticisms AMel-
lish,  The ediiov is willing to consider
contributions, which must be short and
crisp and np-to-dale.” ’
“Tlark at the rofler ! said Melli-h.
“Where did you get that {rom, Blake?

Ne’s sponting some rotien advertisement
at us!
Bial\o Dblushed.
\nd it's a rule in this _cditorial
ofiee.” he said severely, “that dogs and

All(s‘(]ﬂli are not a(huntod so travel, all
ol vou'!
There was a cherus of grumbling.

“Well, I wonldn’c have my poer stucik

i yonr rotten Duper, anyway, id
Hhhup the poet, ‘Lot of rot, T eall
it

¥ say,Blake, you might find raom fur
7 osaid Gore. “I0s an -
nt subject, you know, and-—-""

* Whag about cruclty to readers?”
nandad Tildlm Slere’s that 1o e con-
< :lvmd

“Oh, rats)” suid Gove cressly;
Fice ma‘u'ched off with the poet.

-Ai lasi the chums ot Study No, 6 were
leo li to their editorial dnties in peace,
“ome of them seem to be cro

nmxl\od Herries, grinning.

“Yes; they want to. dupmp down .1'1
their rubbish upon o long-suffering
editor,” said Blake. “We shall have to
draw the line very tight, Now to work
ugain,”

And then the only sound that broke {hn
silenee of the usually noisy study-was the
seratch-scratch of four indostrions Pens
iravelling at a great rate over the paper.

)

Jea-

and

B

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Weorr Makes Diacoveriss,

HERE’'S something up over ihe
way,” said Iigging.  The chief
. . of the Now llouse juniors was

looking ~ thoughtful. There
was ovidently something upon his mind.
Kerr  aid . Wymn  Jooked at him
inquiringly.

*Well, what is it, Figgy ?”

“1 don’t know. Bui Blake and bis
Diends are up to somelhing; that much
I am certuin of.  They are awfully
myate\ ious over something, Now, what
are the bounders hatching "

The Co. put their heads together and
1] ;ought it out, and finally said that they
wave it up.

“So do I,” said Figgins. “But one
thing's ((\1tam, and that is that it’s some-
thing up against vs.  Blake is prepaving
come sort of a giddy surprise for us, and
if we don’t get on to it Iid's bound to

score, \\e ve got to lind out mhat’s cn
1he varpe
Fatty Wyna looked down in a puzzled

way at the shabby sanare of carpet which
adorned the study.  Figging called him
an ass, and procecded :
‘I mean, we've got to find out what
Cthey’re up to. Tt's \oms-thmg deep, and
it we ai’t eavelul they'll get the hotter

‘ha signs ol it there.

of
on

Again {he Co. gave it up.

“Well, we've got to,” said. Figgins
decidedly. “I’venoticed that “there’s no
light in their stndy window  just now.
Now’s the time. Whatever it is they're
getting up, it keeps thein awfully busy in
their study, and so I suppose there will
One of us has_got

Now, how ave we going to [l

to go and seout.” .
“Jollv good idea ! said Patrv Wynin.
3 ow're the very chap, Figgy.’

1 dldnf sav 1 was .u)‘ng I said one

of ua’

“¥You could do i lmst. Figgy,” said
Keorr,

“Rats! The chap who goes may g

caght by those bounders,”
*That's what I was thinking.”

“Oh, were you?  Well, we'll toss up
for it. - But, I say, you're the i,y Kerr:
Yo make up so beauiifully that yoir

1 think we'll slide now,”

wrecked study.

could n‘ml\ pass yoursell off for one of
those kids.”

“Oh, T say!” said Keiv.  Ile was
ﬂattmed but doubt[nl ‘ 3
Ken’s father was an actor, and Kerr

Iimscll waas the leading Light in the St
Jhn's Amatewr Dramatic Society,  1le
Lad more than once shown his delighted
sehoolfellows really excellent imperson-
ations, and his fame wus all over -5t
Jim’s

"lee, vou'll: do,” deciared TFiggins.
“You are a born giddy actor, KXerr. You
lomoml)m how you played off bheing a
long-lost cousin of that l)onndel 1Y Arey,
aml gave him a showing- np. You wul
he able to pull it off, thera isv’t tha
slightest dpnbt about it T

Friday,

eaid Tom Merry,

There was a chuckle ¢t the door.

sald a cheerful voice.
The doo: was crammed with Qrammarian juniors.
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“Well, T'm willing to risk 3t said
}(vn a little dubious .n\\pu]lv but un-
able to vesist this tonent of 1)m~c “}ow
shall I fix it up?™? -

“ILet me see. You muet make up as
a chap about your own size. "Oh, 1 eay,
go as little Lathom! T¢'s n\\ay this
cevening, you know, and it will be safe,
and il they take you fer a master, they
won't dare to serag you, You imitate
Lathom beautifully.”

Kerr grinned.

Mr. Lathom was the fuesy, short-
sighted mastgr of the Fourth Forni ab
St Jim's.  HMe was a good little man,
but extremely fussy.  He wore glasses,
and had.a habit of pecring hefore hiny,
so that-he had a ecomical resemblance to
a tortoise poking its -head forward. Ile
had a habit, too, of speaking sententi-
ously, with mugh hawi ing and bhumming,
and of imparting wisdom in {he form of
apborisms. -

glancing round the
‘) don’t think!"

The chums o! St. Jim's swung round in alarm,

I{err, for the amusément of the Jundors
i tha New 1louse, had often initated
AMr. Lathom, and had onec made up as
that gontleman with great suceees.

Figging' idea was really brillant, for if
was a thousand to one that the 1mpostm-n
\\'nuld ' niever  he detected, Ken's

‘property * wardrobe was varied awl
extensive, and equal to the demand.

“Little Lnthom s ‘about your height,”
said Figgine, “and vou can pad to get
the breadth. You have his voice an!
gostures to the life.” "Comn on, and we'il
help you. Welve got a dlear hony wi
out beiug worried by any df thos heastly
prelects.”

And hggms & o, sei in work,

Tre Pexny PorvLan—No.
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With the assistante of Figev anl
Wyup, Kerr was soon made up in Lis
uvew character. Iiggy called in some of
the New ITouse boys to see him when
l1e waa finished, as a test of the disguise.

*Come in here, Pratt, Redfern, Owen.
Mr. Lathom wants vou.”

**No larks," «aid Prati.”“ 0Old Tathom's
gone off. 1 saw L go out of the gates
myself, and he looked as big a guy as
ever ! Oh, crikey !”

Ho gasped in dismay as lLe saw the
figure in the study.

Kerr played the part to the life.

“* Fr—what did you say, Pralt? Repeat
your remnark, if you please.”

“I—I beg your pardon, sir,” stam-
mered Pratt, frozen with terror. I
didn't know you were liere, sir. I was
only jo-jo-jokmg.”

“You were jo-jo-juking, were you?
Tlow dare you jo-jo-joke upon 30 sacred o
subject ! ¥lip Liim over the ear, Figgy !”

PraLt‘_T«sfve_d again on héaring such a
commanl tfrom the supposed Form-
master.

“Dot him on the boko!” exclaimed
Mr. Lathom, with greaf diguity.

The stupefaction of Pratt was so
Tidicrous that the chums burst into a roar
of laughter, and Pratt waa enlightened.

“Oh, it's you, Kerr:” he cxclaimed,
panting  with relief,  “You beastly
bounder ! You nearly friglitened me out
of my wits!"

“You should learn to be a good boy,
and to speak reapectiully of your kiud
teachers,” grinned Kerr.

“Oh, rats! What's the japs, any-
way 2"

“I'm going on a visit to the School
Ifouse, that's all. Ieep it davk.”

Pratt grinned, :

* What-ho !

And quite a number of New House
Juriors watched the pseudo-master of the
Tourth as lie crossed the quadrangle in
the dusky eveniug.

“He’s great,” gald Figgins—he's
simply great'"
“But if lig's spotted,” said Wynn,

“iiwere will be a Lowling row.”

*0Oh, he wor'r be spotted !”

Kerr entered tie School Honse boldly,
with Mr. Lathom's slow and solemn
tread, his liead poked forward, a pair of
big glasses on his nose. A couple of
Third Form  youngsters, who were
chaging each other in the passage, bolted
at sight of hin.. ITe passed up tho stairs
with grveat dignity, and reached the
famous No. 6 8iudy.

The fact that thers was no light in the
window sliowed that the chums were not
at home. Kerr tried the door, end it
apened readily. ¥le grinned as lic went
in. fle turned up the gas, and looked
around.

The room presented its usual aspeet,
and except that it was a little better
furnished, did not differ from the usual
run of studies at St. Jim's, Kerr looked
round the room, and nothing out of the
cornmon caught his eye,

Yot for days past the chums of Stndy
6 had been busy there hatehing some
plot or other, and surely there must
remail some clue to the secret if Le
lnoked long enough for it. 8o Kerr said
to limself, as lie renewed his search.

A pile of wanuseript on the tabic,
nnder a beol, czine in for his attention,
and e glanced at it carclessly,  Then
e started, and Lis look became riveted.

For tuis ix what cavght his eye:

“$The Saint,' the Official * Sclical
Magazine of St, Jiure, Edited by Jack
Hake, S8V

KNeve gave a wlistle,
Uie secret was outt.

e was.strongly tempted to open the
J4E Pexyy Porvian,—No, 249,

pages of “The Saint. ™ and ascertain just
what they contained, but he (hought it
better to hurry back to IMiggins with the
news of the discovery he had made.

“What a go!” le mnuttered. “So
that's their little gamme! What a go!”

He replaced the Look on the foolseap,
and turned towards the door.

At the, same moment there was a

trampling of feet in the passage without,

and Kerr had just time to whip into the
cupboard before the chums of Study No.
5 entered.

Kerr’s movement had been quick as
lightning, and Le was out of sight and
the cupboard door closed when Jack
Blake aud his compaunions cntered the
room. :

“Hallot The gas is alight!” ex-
claimed Blake. ‘“You carcless asq,
Herries ! Why didn't you turn it out?

I told you to!"”

“1 did,"” said Herries.

CStuff ! It didn't light itself! Never
mind, let's get to work, We’'ve got to
finish this number to-night, and we've
only got twenty minutes. Buck up!”

The four juniors sat down, produced
their pens, and began to write.

Kerr ventured to .pecp from the cup-
board, and saw the quartette busily at
work.

“ I think my leader is all right,” said
Juck, with a grin of satisfaction.

“1 say,” said Digby, ‘“do you spell
‘conglomeration ' with two r's or one ?”

“I ain't quite sure,” said Blake
dubiously. “Put it in inverted commas.
Then if 1t’s wrong, it'll be supposed to be
a joke.”

“ Ah, that’s a joliy good idea!”

“T've finished my article,” said Arthur
Augustus. I think it's weally good.”

“And I've given Figgins & Co. some-
thing ! said Blake. “This will make
them sit up. What do you think of this
as a limerick ?

[

*There are three horrid bounders who

g0 -
By the queer name of Figgins & Co.;
They ought to be sacked
From the school, that’s a fact:
They're a howling disgrace to the
show "'

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Not bad, 1s it?
that 7"

*What's what?"”

“1 thought I heard something. Fancy,
I suppose. Get oun, and we'll get the
thing pasted out, and it will be all
ready.” .

Kerr remained as still as a mouse in
the cupboard.

He lLad nearly beirayed himself when
he listened to Blake's flattering deserip-
tion of the Co. to which he had the
honour to Dbelong; but he was on his
guard now. )

The chums finished their writing at
last. It had not becn a short or an easy
task, for, beside their own compositions,
they had to copy out the various contri-
butions sent in by School House boys.

But it was done at last. -

The method of * pubtication * hit upon
by Blake was a very ingenious one.

To have the magazine printed was out
of the question, and to make a number
of written copies was too much like
worlt, as Herries put it. So Blake had
purchased a large sheet of cardboard,
and, the contributions being written on
one side of the paper ounly, they could
be pasted in proper order on the card-
board and read byjall.

Blake had made a large pot of paste,
about twenty times as much as he re-
gyired for his purpose, and invested
threepence for a brush. Tle flattened out
the sheet of cardboard on the table, and
commenced fo paste the sheets of fools-

Hallo ! What's

too.
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cap upon it. The board was a *“doubie
imperial,” so there was plenty of room.:

Blake was finished at last, and. the
cardboard was left lying on the table,
with several books placed round its edges
to weight it, it having shown a tendency
to buckle under the influence of the
paste.

“That’'s done,” said Blake. “We'll
leave it here to dry, and later on we'll
post it up in the hall, Then we'll issuc
a special invitation to Figgins & Co. to
come over with their pals and rcad the
pretty things we’ve sald about them.™

And the chums quitted the study.

As soon, as they were fairly gone Kerr
stole from his hiding-place. He turned
up the light, and surveyed the first num-
ber of “The Saint.”:

There were many items that made him
grin, and many that made him savage,
but he did not empty the inkpot over
the first number of Study 6’s paper.

He feclt that it would not be playing

the game. But he considered himself
quite free to make any revisions he chosc.
And so, with Blake’s pen and ink-eraser,
Kerr procegded to make some alterations,
s0 neatly that they could only be noticed
by actually reading the lines. - .
- And, as the chumns had already finished
the work of revision, they were not
likely to read. “The Saint’ over again
before posting it up in the Common-
room. _ . - ) :

Kerr grinned when his work was'com-
leted. Tt satisfied him. Fec turned the
ight .out and left the study. e was

bursting with the news he had for
Figgins and Wynn, and he made all haste
to join them.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Spotted !

s OM MERRY!”
““Where’s Tom Merry ?”
‘““And Manners?”
¢ And Lowther?”

A good many fellows were asking those
questions in the Common-room. The
Terrible Three had not been seen for
some time:

*Y saw them cut in across the quad
just before the finish of the Grammarian
senior match,” said Kangaroo of the
Shell. “They secmed to be in a hurry.”

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augus-
tus D'Arcy. “I wemembah seein’ then,
They were wunnin’ like anythin',”

“They’ve been keeping out cof sight
ever since,” said Bernard Glyn. “*Some
jape on, I suppose. These bounders in
Study No. 6 have started the fashion,
and Tom Merry’s taking it up, I sup-

se.”

“A rival newspaper, perhaps,” re-
marked Gove, ‘" Bleke's starting a giddy
paper he calls ‘ The Saint,” advertised
as no connection with ‘Tom Merry's
Weekly.” Perhaps they're starling a new
giddy paper in turn, advertised as no
connection with ¢ The Saint,”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bai Jove! I would wegard it as a

weat chieck on the part-of the Tewwible

'hwee to etert a newspapah!” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.  “They have
the school magazine, and we have a
wight "to the school newspapah, Of
course, ‘The Saint’ will beat ‘Tomn
Mewwy's Weekly ' hollow.”

“I guess s0!” remarked Buck Finn,
the American junior, “I’ve gol an article
in it »

“8o0 have I
Fourth. “I have——'

‘“Yaas, wathah! And I-—"

“I have offered Blake a splendid
article on the subject of ¢ Determinism,’
and for some reason he has refused it,”
said Skimpole of the Shell, the genius of
St Jim's.  “I had already offered it to

sai,d Bishop of the
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. Tom

Merry for the colummns of the
£ Weekly,” but he also has declined it !”

**Go hen i”

“Might as well have put it in!”
yawned Levisonr -of the Fourth, “It
wouldn’t have been muich vottener than
the rest.  The best thing in *Tom
‘s Weekly * was my acrostic in the
ristmas Number !”

*Oh, rats!”

“I guess Blake will soou get tuod of

11*1:10 out ‘ The Sajut’ by uand said
Iexrold Fumley Lur,ﬂev "Papers can’t
be brought up by land like kids!”

“Ha, ha, ha!»

“But to eome Lack (o our muitovs,”
il Kangaroo. *‘Where are Tom Merry
il Manners and Lowther 77
»Blosed if T know !

“They've not in their studr,” eaid
Reilly of the Fourth. ““Sure, I looked in
for them, and they weren’t there,
intirely 17 .

“Can’t be out now; it’s past locking-
upy” remarked Kangaroo. ‘Old Lathoin
somelimes takes a kid tor a wall, to jaw
‘»ﬂtapv with him, but he.can’t have taken

avee,’

. “They're up to something.”
T “Let's have “em out i said ‘Dighby.

‘It they're jolly well starting a news-

- ,,dper to vival * The Saml they’re jolly

_oll going to \tOp it

* Hear, hear!” eaid Liunley-Lumley.

ind qultL a crowd of curious follows
started looking for the Terrvible Three.

As a ruie, Tom Merry & Co. were suffi-

viently in evideuce, but their disappear-

ance was certainly very peculiar,  They

had gone out before the match with the
Creanpar School seniors, and they had
en scen to dash jnto the School Heuse
rwards 1o a very hurried manuer.
Tat-was all that was known ; they had
_fivt_becn scen sinee.  Aud euch a pro-

~veding  was so  mysterious that the

Juniors wanted to know,

The Sbell studies were drawn blank,
and sowebody suggested the Form-room
at There was a light gleaming
under the hig oaken door.

ast,

“I guess they're there! Lumley-
Tounley remmrked. .
“What on ecarth are they doing.

——tren 27 caid Jack -Blake.

“*Their prep, perhaps.”’

*“Why can 't they do it in their study,
as usual?

“*Give it up.”

Kangaroo opened the Form-door. Sule
enough, there were the 'Terrible 'Three,
with their faces hout over their work.
They were doing their 1\1opa1atlon and

“they sepmod very busy

"H 1o exela ml Kangaioo.
*We've ﬁpottcd voul  What are you
doing 7’ . .
“Prep,” said Tom. Moy, without

]ormmn up.
“Wlat are vou doing it in hiere for?”
- “'J‘o get it done.””
“I mean, 2 hy aten’t you doing it in
your study ?’ -
* Because we're doing it herel
“Wenlly, Fom Mewwy-——"
~_ “Can’t you look up for a minute while
vow're speaking to a chap?"” cxelaimed
. Kangaroo in astonishment,
* The Terrible Three were keeping their
“rees bent close over their work.
*0Oh, buzz off 17 saiil Tom Merry.
“Took horo—-—w "
*3coot 1 :
“Bixt, 1 say—-—"
‘Clear ™
What's 1lm maiter with you?"”
—~—Jothing !’
* What are you beading over youw
desks like .that Tor 2" asked Gore.
“0Olr, go and eat coke!”
‘”lhele 5 something Bshy about this !

. tinctly

said Kangaroo. “Tm jolly well .going

to sce your chivvy, Tom Merry! What
liave you been downg to it?”

*Ob, clear off !”

Kangaroo rashed towa the desk
and caught hold of Tom Merry's curly

hair. Tom Merry gave o yell, and, per-
force, raised his -head. Towther and
Manuners jumped up at ilre same time,

*There was a yell of amazement and
langhter from the juniovs as the faccs
of the Terrible Thres were seen. In
spite of their best efforts with soap and
water, the tar was still only too dis-
visible. Their rubbing and serub-
bing had made their faces as vred as beet-
lt)ote and the high colonr Jid not seem
lxl\el) to fade out; and where theiv faces

were not erimson they were black. The
cffect was extraordinary.

The School House  juniors  simply
gasped.

“Ha, ha, ha !l

“Ay hati”

“My . only Aunnt Jane!” rjaculated
\\ allv D’Arvey, of ihe ',L'hml Torm.

“Where did yon dig up, thosg chivyies,
vou bounders?

“Weally, Wally!™ zaid D Arey major
severely, 1 wegard e '
wathal vulgall expwossi

“Oh, don’t you hegin,

Gnst?
“Weally, von youny wascal——

“ Piehald, by Jove ! yelled Kangaroo,
“Ila, ba, ba! Where did you pick up
ile tar, Tom Merry?

“Have you been investigating into a
r.n -pot i

“Bai Jove! T wegard yvour appeaw-
ance as deeidedly Nway, deah boys 17

“That's what they've been keeping
out of sight for!” roaved Gore. = Ha,
ha, ha !’

“How did 3
Clifton Dane.

Tom Merry sunorted.

“We  raided the Grammar
while De]amcu, s nlr\\ Gil were over here,
lre said, ““and—and----

“And got caught.’

“YWell, yes.”

“And tarred®”

“Well, yoes.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“T Jike vour gin](l_\' complexions !
arinned Ku]gamo. ‘How laong do you
think rour complexions will take to wear

goet it done ?” gas

Sehool

.

velled Blake,

OE a1

‘\\ ccks ! gasped Blake. “Ha, ha,
ha!

* Vaas, wathah!”

“0Oh, clear out!”  exclytmed Tom
Meor exasperated. %

*Ha, ho, hai™
“Buzz off, you silly asses!"
“II&, ha, ha!” -
Look here !”  voared  Manmers,
re fed up!  Cleav cut!  Sceot!

“We

“Ha, ha, ha!?

The Terrible Three seized rulers, and
rusbed at the launghing janiovs. The
crowd -swarmed out, gasping with merri-
ment, and Tom Merry <liznmed the door
shut alter thcm.

= Silly asses!” growled Tom Merry,
is face redder thau before, if pos ihle,
Asif a chap can’t have a quict evon-
ing in a Form-room without all this
hother 1

From outside, in ’ho pa sage, canle a
roar from the 1111]101:-

“Ha, ha, ha!’

The chnms of the Shnll grunted,
settled down to their prep . again

and
1n

{ salitary state,

[_

read the first number of *

k9

THE SEVENTH CHAPRTER.
The First Number o' ““ The Salnt.?

o€ ALLO, Figgy! You're the very
H chap T want to see!
“CHow  enrious!’ prinned
Figgy, entoring Study N
HI was Just mmm;_., over ) see Yo
= (lome in,” said Blo]\o “Welve gob
soething to show you !”
“Curious again, I thought you hadi”
“Did you?  You’ ll never guess what
it wos,  Come onj it's in the Common-
room !
“&n you've posted it wp¥’
Blake stared.
** What !, How do you know anytlhing

U said Figging, “a little bivd told
That's what we've come over for,
5-011"1‘0 all invited {o
The Saint” 17
‘funjers, mchu]mg
‘0.7 were at the heels
nf l‘]gg,m& I'lm\, fo]]m‘ul Jack Blake
into the juniors’ room in the Schoul
House.  Shrieks of laughter were pro-
ceeding from that apalimont

Jack Blake bad hung vp ihe hig card-
board shect, upon which the pages of the

me !
Clome on, chaps;

A dozen \TMV Hm
of cowrse, the ¢

maga/mv were pasted  carcful arvay, in
. prominent - place.
The wews that the fird number of

“Phe Saint”* was published bad fown
like wildfire, and the roon was crowded.
Seniors as well as _11111101~ had comg to
see this latest production of Study N&. 6.

The howls of laughter made Bluke
grin with satisfaction. He knew that
thv paper was a suceess, and its ruwp\‘mn
was very pleasing.  But ‘the . «1ughﬁ,l'
excoeded oven s rosiesi am icipations
he ontered the room with Figginsg &_
A yell greeted bim. -

“Hxl.lo ass 7 shouted Tom Merry,

“Youw've described 3om<d£ well,
Blake ! grimed Lowther.

“Tt's the giddy truth!” said \Iaunoh
“Rancy Blalm growing so candid in his
old aget?”

“Ta, ha, ha!”

Somewhat mystified. Blake pushed his
way to the front. Mellish kindly pointed
out, to him the cause of the uprozrious
langhter.  Herries wa¢  standing by
glowering, vet balf-grinning, too. %ual\u
eolonred as he read.  The title of the
paper had been altered by the addition of
a single latter, so that it now vead:

Official  Scliool
*Edited by John

““The Saint’: the
Magazine of St. Jiny's.,
Blake, Bsq., A.S.R

‘

Ron had put m the “ A
hefore the 3.8,

The coffect was comic ‘1] in the extrame.

“Whoe did that?” demanded Blake
\H‘athf\u]\. “Herries, yow ass, I lelt
you in chidrge of the rhmg while T went
for Figging, and T haven’t been gone tvwo
IHIIHHL‘\. Why didn’t you—=—"’

“Tt hasw't been done now,” said
Terries. It must have been got at in
the study!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Figgins.

A light - dawned upon Bluke, 'The vn-
expected kuowledge of Figgins & Co.
was now cxplained. Somchow oy other
they bad discovered the project of Study
No. 6, and nnd got at the first number of
“The Saint,” and the chums had never
noticed it.,

“ 1 smilé I yelled Figgins,
smile ! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, lia!’ roared the Co.

‘Blake ran his cyes swiltly over the
njagazine, Ready fingers pomtcd oul:
nmere of the improvemecuts Kerr Dad
made upon it. The limerick, for instance,
in which Blake had descrlbed Piggins &;
C'o. in terms the reverse of compili-
mentary, had been woefully changed.
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Tovory nea 1 Ty

“Hear me



2

Nos 15 rau as foilsws, and Blake could
Liardiy he'p guinning as he read;
Y There arz

jolly  fellows
know,

By the title of Figgins & Co.,
They gre all oE thom bricks,
Axf ‘flx('\ ve whacked Study Six,
And they ”lrm 't give the School House
a show

three wo

“Hear me smile!™ Figgins,

& Ha ha, hai™ 53
“ Naver nind,” said Blake. “Read
the resh, yon boundera, that's all ™

Digby had gone to Study No. 6 for a
Lotile of ink and a brush, and he now
veturned, and the alterations were care-
fully blacked out.

But  they had caught ‘on, and the
Tauiors began to address Blake with the
addition of inmitials after his name,
and Figgins & Co. set Kerr’s limerick to
a kind of chant, and began to sing it.

This was not likely to be stood by
Study No. 6, and it lookod as if a general
row was coming: but just then Kildare
came in, and the sight of the captain
restored order, .

¢ Hallo, bla‘re said Kildare good-
h'lmouredlv “1 lwa' you have-started

" the (\dltmuu line, Is this your
oﬂ'ufqon

“*That's said Blake modestly. ©I
ish  you d rmd it, Kildare. Good
ure is always Improving to the

chirped

wind, d:ld this beats ‘Tom Merry’s
Veokly ' hollow ! '

“Thanks, T will:"”

And  Kildare sroppod before ¢ The
Segpt,” and began to read.

He grinned in some places, and
H ned in ut}‘er) . The cditors had not
the New Ilouse by any mecans

Dwovs article was funny. = It was
-ulppnsed to be written by ‘“The Offis

y," and was, of course, a hit at the
New House,

Diz hadn't been wvery elear where the
’*opq ought to be put, and, being of a
liberal turn of mind, he had sprinkled
tneém freely over his composition after
ho had finished it, determined that, at
aii events, thero should not bo too few.
The result was peculiar ;

“Wa are informed: that there is a
wlalg of rats at St. Jim's? These
rocksious animals generally live in old
houses, but in the present; case they
inlabbit & New House. Thev are nasty
little animals, very unpleasant to look af,
and very trublesome! to decent people
7he New House i9: simply a conglom-

meration of rat holex, where the litlle
bruits live in swarms; They sometimes
come out and are cheeky, and then the
voung gentlemen of the Sehool House;
have 1o} Lhdkz, them back ! to their denns

again ",

There was more in the same strain, and
the punctuation  was decidedly  the

-funnicst ‘part of Dig’s crushing article.

Kildare’s grin grew broader when ho
came to Herrics' contribution, which was
in a more serious vein.  The chief cditor
had declared that there ought to be some
serious writing in the paper—it couldn’t
be all fun; and Herries had produced a
poem, but its effect upon .most of the
rcaders was the reverse of sclemn.

Tt was entitled, *“Ode to a Perishing
Sparraw,” and commenced thusly :

“Poor little sparrow, I sece thee lie,

And a tear of svmpathy comes into my
eye; -

Some cruel boy with a catapult

Has slain thee in the prime of life.

Never morc wilt thou chirp or fiy home
to thy nest,

Poor little sparrow !”

The poem had originally contained
twelve stanzas, but space .was limited,
and Blake had only been able to squeeze
in four and a half, so that the poem
ended - rather  abruptly, which Herries
said spoiled the effect.

Kildare did not seem to think that the
effect was spoiled, however, for he
laughed till the tears ran down his cheeks,
Herriés watched him in amazement and
some indignation.

“There’s nothing funny in that poem,”
he said. “It's a serious one, Kildare.”

Kildare. gasped.

“TIs it? T mistook it for ullvnot‘r I
heg your pardon, Horno v

“Poor little sparrow ! r-:lggled }flggms
“Poor little pcnshmq sparrow ! Perish-
ing rot, I say! Ha, ha, ha!”

The rest of tho first number of “The
Saint 7 we need not describe in detail,
but it was about on a par with what we
have quoted.

The New House were slated right and
left, and the School House exalted, as

was only to be expeeted.

Under the head of “Cricket Notes”
appeared the fellowing:

“The St. Jim’s First Eleven is going
to the dogs. They can’t play cricket for
toffee.  The editor of ‘The Saint’ has
a suggoestion to make. That 1s, that all
the cads shall be forthwith kicked out,
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and their places filled by Scliool ITousa

chaps, who will uphold the h(;non of the

old schvol. If this is not done, the
captain of .St, Jim’s 15 herchy. warned
that the jumiors of the bchool House

wash their hauds of the resuli,”

“Well, 1t’s about time they washed
their hands, some of them,” said Figgins,

_Kildare finished his permal and walked
away, leaving the juniors in possecssion of
the room. Figgins & Co. began to chant
th"ll‘ limerick again, and BRlake and his
chums, getting out of patience, charged
them out of the room, and ejected them:
ighominiously from the Sehool House

From -time to timme, however, o
House boys came in in twos and threes
to look at the first number of “The

Saint,” and all the time one or ollhier of -~

the chunh of Study No. 6§ mounted guard
over it, in case any of the enemy should
be tempfed to damage the intcresting
publication,

Monteith“heard of “The Saint ™ in due
course, and of its uncomplitentary
rc[ercu(‘e- to himself, and he came over
to see it,

Digby happenad to be on guard just
then, and ke eyed the New House prd-*u
rather uneasily.  Monteith finished his
reading, and then grabbed the big card-
board sheet.

“Here, T say, what are you up 107
dcmandcd Du‘, in alarn:.

Monteith gave him a cuff that sente ‘um
reeling.

—

Then he crumpled up the caritboard, . .

tore it, dnd scattered the flafm(-"h
round the Common- -room, emid cries cf
indignation from the juniors preseni.
Then the incensed prefect stalked out
of the School House, followed by joud
groans and hisses.
“Never mind,”

was told of the uutimely fate of the fi

!\
number of *“The Saint "~ feycr mind, ~

my infants, We've made them sit up,
and that's what we wanted, 1 never
thought Manteith would show how nue
we had rufiled him, the ass! We've
made those New House waslers w riggle.
and that was what we wanted. And
let themn wait till the next number comes
out, that’s all!”

But,.straugo_ to say, "The Saint
not make another appearance.
expressed the opinion *that the igark
involved "in producing a.single number
was not worth the candle—which wa«
another way of saying that Le was nut up
to tackling the Job'

(]fli

THE END.

ol

Next Friday’s Long Complete Tale of TOM MERRY & CO.

is entitled :

“THE NEW BOY'S SECRET!”

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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