THE REMOVE ELEVEN ON TOUR!

A Magnificent New, Long, Complete School Tale of the Chums of Greyfriars.
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THE REMOVE ELEVEN ON TOUR!

A New, Long, Complete Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
at Greyiriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS
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Skinner stealthily turned the handle of the door and entered the bed-room. The moon shone through the window
on a sleeping figure. The stertorous breathing of Mr, Prout showed that he was not only asleep, but sleeping
suundly. {Sea Chapler 3,)

e e ————— e ——

. — e e e

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Tidings of Great Joy!

that select band known as the Famous Five, was busily
engaged upon the Christmas Number of “ The Greyfriars
Herald.” * This is rotten! What's the 'Ehﬂ[EPEI' coming

L] ] pre
HICE[I_E]:EETEig:;; E: %{;;Estiﬂ;rﬂs;;r};&argzﬂed d.DEm fm; now, when I want to get this gi editorial
; ‘ " his head in at the door of No. 1 Study finished? ‘
the REmDvE pasﬂﬂ_wn Elnd utterﬂd t—h'E' wgrdﬁ "Dl.l]ltl[}[” grﬂWIEd Jt}hﬂl‘l IE“.].].. e A.Ek me ﬂﬂﬂth'ﬂr!
with as much solemnity as a magistrate demanding the The heart knoweth its own bitterness. Loder’'s reported
BP?earﬂnce nf thﬂ' ne:t PTIEGHEI‘ . Fﬂu{ p I E.-PE: or Slr Hlltﬂﬂ Pﬂ' P'E'r B 0N thf" WﬂrPﬂth
Oh, crumbs!” groaned Harry, whe, w:th the rest of again. ‘Better go and fage the music, old son.’

November 13th, 1915.

No. 208. Copyright 1a tha UgTted States of Amistica.
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Wharton nodded, and blotted his page.
"{(Food luck!” said Bob Cherry. *“ Keep a stiff upper
I.i_I],"

Such precautions, however, were quite unnecessary, for
Dr. Locke wore quite a benignant smile as Harry
Wharton cntered his study. He greeted the junior
cordially,

“Bit down, my boy!” he said kindly.
very good news to impart to you.”

“Yes, sir?” said Wharton, looking up inquiringly.

“ A letter is just to hand,” said the Head, “ from the
secretary of the Soldiers’ Christmas Comforts Fund. The
pentleman Is a personal friend of mine, and, indeed, an
old boy of this institution. He suggests that Grey-
friars should assist the fund, and provide anitable
Christmas presents for those who, having answered their
eountry’s c¢all, are new braving the inferno of the
trenches,”

“You can rely on us to help in any way possible, sir,”

“I know I can, Wharton, and that iz why I have sent
for you, I have just been having a chat with Wingate
and Mr. Quelch, and we have hit upon a very good plan
whereby we may raise twenty or thirty pounds.”

Dr. Locke paused, and Wharton eat still In silent
wondexs.

“Wingate suggestad to me,” the Head went on, “that
as the boys of your Form execel so much at football you
might undertake a tour of the Southern Counties, and
enter upon a series of engagements with other teams. A
fea of sixpence could be levied for admission to the
matches, and in this way quite a useful sum of money
might be raised.”

“I should say so, sir!” said Harry, with enthusiasm.
“ What a ripping wheeze—ahem !—preat idea !”

“1 spoke to Mr. Quelch as to the advisability of letting
vou off lessons for a fortnight, and he assures me that
{the Form-work has attained such a high standard of late
that I should bhe perfectly justified in letting you go.”

“(Good old Quelchy!” murmured Wharton under his
breath,

“You will, therefo.e, be given a few days i which to
draw up your plan of campaign, and to make all arrange-
ments. You may take half a dozen reserve players with
vou, in case they are needed, and will travel in the
charge of Wingate. Your railway expenses will be
defraved from the sum which is amassed in gate-money,
as also will the other expenses incurred by the tour. I
think that is all.”

“0Oh, how preat,

“1 have some

gir " exclaimed Wharton, almost
delirious with joy. * The fellows will be mad with delight
when I tell them. It was jolly good of Mr. Quelch to
speak up for us like that.”

“You deserved it, doubtless,” smiled the Head., “1I
wish yvou all suceess in your enterprise.”

And he gave the Removite his hand.

Harry Wharton’s head was alinost hitting the sky as
he came out into the Close. He had entered the Head's
study expecting to be called over the coals for some mis-
demeanour, and to be licked, lined, or gated. Instead of
which he had received news which made him as happy
as any sandboy, .

He rushed breathlessly into No. 1 Study, and whlshu_:l;'-_-;
Hob Cherry up out of his chair proceeded to waltz him
round the room.

Bob was not a dancer. He had never learned how to
“trip it on the light fantastic toe,” and as a result the
furniture and other things came in for a good deal of
damage.

“Yarooh!” roared Nugent suddenly, as Bob Cherry’s
hand swept out on a mission of destruction, sending ink-
pot and papers flying. “You burbling chump!  You
drivelling dunderhead! My comic poem——-"

“My article on * How to Bake Chestnuts!"” hooted
Johnny Bull, *1t’s ruined!” _

“ Likewise my * Lamentful Ode to an Expiring Duck " ¥

murmured Hurree Singh, shaking his dusky head
enrrowfully.
Bang! Biff! Thud!

The waltzers waltzed, and the furniture disported itself
in all directions. The clock went whirling from the
mantelpiece, and the coal-scuttle emptied itself on to the
study carpet. The bookcase swayed perilously forward,

Tue Macwer LiBrany.—No. 405.

and righted itself just in time; and all was consternation
and confusion. '
Wharton desisted at last. He sank into the armchair
and pumped in breath. Bob Cherry collapsed in a heap
on the fipor and did likewise. '
But for the heavy sound of gasping, there was silence
in the study. 1t was as the calm which precedes the
storm. Then Bob Cherry, having recovered himself to a

certain  extent, struggled to his feet and rushed at
Wharton, §

“Now explain yourself!” he roared, seizing his chum
by the collar and shaking him furiously., * Are you
potty, or mentally deficient, or what?”

" That's right I yelled Nugent. *Let's bum
out of the silly idiot! Now, then!
deck |” -

“Pax!” gasped Wharton,
chaps! Let me explain!”

And before Nugent’s dire threat could be put into
effect the captain of the Remove acquainted the others
with the nature of the Head’s summons. ’

Then they understood. Bruised and sore as he was
with much jostling and bumping, Bob Cherry felt that
he could freely forgive his exuberant chum. He counld
have borne almost anything with the knowledge that a
fortnight's holiday was to follow,.

“This is great!” murmured Bob.
Come to my bosom and weep!”

“ What a score for the Remove!” chuckled Nugent,
“We're always in the picture whenever there's anything
like this on the board. They know where to look for
talent, and no mistake.”

"“The Remove’s the very nursery. of football,” said Bob
Cherry. " We live footer, and cﬁ'eam footer, and play
footer every day. They couldn’t have made a better
selection.”

“ We were probably pickfully chosen at the suggestion
of the esteemed Wingate,” said Hurree Singh.

" Quite likely,” assented Wharton, * (Qld Wingate's a
brick of the first water!”

"What teams are we going to run up against?’ asked
Johnny Bull, who had been thinking profoundly for
some moments. “Can’t confine ourselves to school
maix:tches, you know. We shouldn’t get good enough
rates.”

“I don’t know so much,” said Wharton. *“ Why, the
fellows would cottom on to the scheme like one o’clock!
Take 8t. Jim’s, for instance. The chaps would willingly
pay a tanner of their pocket-money to witness an extra-
special game; and that'd be five quid at least, as there
are at least two hundred fellows. qWe certainly ought to
pay the Saints a visit, at any rate. Then there's Rook-
wood—Jimmy Silver & Co., you know. We could wipe
up the ground with them, and get a few pounds for our
pains, Who else could we play?”

“I know!” said Bob Cherry, seized with a sudden
inspiration. “ Ben Adams—you've heard of him, I sup-
pose?—is bringing his famous beoxing-hooth to Court-
field next week. Young Tom Belcher will be there, of
course. He's the star boxer of ’em all, and thoroughly
true blue. Wonder if they could rake together some sort
of an eleven to give us a match?”

“.That's not a bad wheeze,” said Wharton thought-
fully. “I’'ll write to Adams about it to-night.”

“Then there's a military lot over at Wapshot who we
could arrange a fixture with,” said Johnny Bull. *The
Bantams, I believe they call 'em. They'd give us a good
oame.”’

“And a pgood licking!” snorted Nugent. “TIyou
imagine we're up to the weight of Army teams, ass?”

“They're only youngsters,” replied Johnny Bull. “I
don’t see any reason why we shouldn’t approach them.”

“Might just as well approach Swindon or Blackburn
Rovers!” sniffed Nugent. * Look here, we want to be
successful in this piddy campaign, and come out with
flying colours. We &zha'n't do that if we're going to
play the hottest teams we can find.”

“Well, don’t let's come to blows over it,” eaid
Wharton., “I'm inclined to agree with Johnny. It'll
do us no harm to get licked by one or two big teams,
cepecially if we put up a game fight. I'll tell you what.

the life
%].1 ands on

“1t—it's all right, you

“Bimply divine!

N°. 1 “THE CREYFRIARS HERALD,” PRIGE 30. OUT NEXT MONDAY!
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Bob Cherry, ever ready to avenge?_nn insult directed against his chum from Lancashire, sprang forward with
“ Take those words back ! he shouted.

clenched fists and blazing eyes.
floor with you!

——

Lk

“ Take them back, or I'll wipe up the

(See Chapter 2.)

Let's zo to London and play an eleven selected from the
L.C.C. schools.”

“ Rather !"

“The playfulness against the esteemed County Council
schools shall be terrifie!”

“That would draw a good crowd,” said Wharton ex-
citedly. “Then we might posesibly play against one of
the big public schools—Claremont, for instance.”

“That'll make six teams,” said Bob Cherry. “ Might
as well try and get one or two more. Why not a county
eleven—one from Kent, one from Suszex, and so forth?”

Wharton nodded.

“That's good, if it can be arranged,” he said. “ We
must have twelve fixtures altogether; that's one match
a day. How ripping "

“ Better draw up the team,)”
“ while
your ol
part of the rag, and— _

“Why, you blessed imbecile!"

“Pax!” murmured Bob Cherry.
paraffin on the troubled waters.
quarrel.”

And the juniors, with the exception of Harry
Wharton, turned ‘I:{heir attention to the Christmas
number once more. The industrious scratching of many
pens was the only sound heard in No. 1 Study. Four

TrHe MaAGRET LIBRARY.—No. 405,

NEXT
MONDAY—

the ] suggested Nugent,
our uncles pile in with the * Herald.” Leave
editorial for a time. It's generally the driest

L3

roared Wharton.
“Let me pour
Life's too short to

“THE CONJURER'S CAPTURE!”

fellows were immeréed in literary cares, and one—the
captain of the Remove—was engaged in penning the
names of the eleven fellows who were shortly to take the
football world by storm.
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Ructions in the Removz!
ATER on that eveninr the following announce-
ment appeared on the notice-board in the Hall,
I 4 in the familiar “ fist ¥ of Harry Wharton:
“THE REMOVE TEAM ON TOUR!

“A eeries of matches s being arranged with
various schools and institutions, the proceeds of
same to go to the BSoldiers’ Christmas Comforts
Fund.

“The following eleven has been chosen for the
OCCOS10N0 |

“ Goal, Bulstrode; backs, Bull and Brown; half-
backs, Cherry, Peter Todd, and Linley; ferwards,
Hurree Singh, Nugent, Wharton, Penfold, and

Vernon-Smith,
“ Reserves: Field, Desmond, Russell,
Newland, and Ogilvy.
“We confidently anticipate good games and good
gates.

Morgan,

“(Signed) HarrY WaartoN, Captain.”

A Qrand, Long, Compliasta Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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“Waal, T swow!” ejaculated Fisher T. Fish, the
Yankee junior. *“ This beats the band—eome! I kinder
calculate Wharton's forgottenr my existence!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1I'm not even a reserve,” continued Fishy, in disgust.
“1 guess my footballing talent’s wasted in this hyer
slecpy hole, Over there they'd dele out praise where
praise was due.”

By “over there ” Fish meant the great United States,
where, according to himself, he had been a veritable
giant of sport. He had proved himself a Trumper at
cricket, a Fleming at football, a Burgess at swimming,
and the equal of Freddie Welsh as a fighting-man.
But there was a touch of American journalism about
Fishy's arrogant statements, for he had proved an in-
glorious failure at Greyfriars in every sphere of sport.

“Dry up, Fishy!” exclaimed Skinner. *“ We're fed-
up with your blessed swank. “It's the really decent
pFﬂ,}'{-rﬁ, like me, who feel this insult keenest.”

“And me!” roared Boleover major. “ Are we never
going to put our foot down on rank, rotten favouritiem?
Is Wharton always going to ride the high horse, and
pick out his personal friends for all privileges? Eecause,
if s0, we might just as well clear ouf of Greyfriars. This
is suppesed to be a free country, and yet we're slaves—
glaves to Wharton's tyranny! Fancy shoving in Bull
and Brown as backs, when there’s a player like me
knocking about! It’s the last straw!”

“ And Bulstrode in goal!” hooted Hazeldene, “It’s
been proved over and over again that I'm the only
goalie in the Remove who's really FT. Isn’t it about
time we made a firm stand for our rightst”

“Rather ! eaid Skinner passionately. “Let’s go and
put it to the cads straight T hotice they've slunk
away directly this announcement iz put up. They're
afraid to stay and face the consequences of their action.
Kim on! Foallow your leader!”

Quite a number of fellows made tracks for No. 1
Study, for feeling ran very high in the Remove. The
maleontents lost sight of the fact that Wharton was
only in a position to select seventeen fellows for the tour.
That he had exercised the best possible judgment was
a circumetance to which Skinner & Co. discreetly closed
their eyes.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” boomed Bob Cherry’s dulcet
voice, a8 a sharp rap sounded on the door of the study.
“Come in, fathead!”

The procession streamed into the study, where the
Famous Five were seated round the fire, in which a
number of chestnuts spurted and crackled right merrily.

“What's the rumpus?”’ asked Harry Wharton, ralsing
a flushed face from the grate. “My hat! The whole
giddy family seems to have turned out in force!” _

“The faet is,” said Skinner, coming to the point with
deadly directness, ''we think you're a howling cad,
Wharton !

“ Flattery, thy name is Skinner!” chuckled Nugent.
“Don’'t use such. flowery expressions, Skinney, old chap.
You're not in a duke's drawing-room !”

“You seem to have run away with the idea,” pursued
the cad of the Remove, warming to his subject, “ that
you can trof off on a eomfortable tour, and leave all the
decent fellows behind to sweat in the Form-room, under
Quelchy’s gimlet eye. I'm afraid you're going to have
a rude awakening. We want fair play!”

“Do you mean to tell me that
entitled to a place in the team?®” ask

“That's it.”

“Well, I'm sorry I can’'t see eye to eye with you.
Matter of fact, I wouldn't be found dead in an eleven
where you were playing,” said Harry, with delightful
candour,.

“{Oh, come off """ bellowed Bolesover. " We're not here
to bandy words with you. We want fair play, and we
mean to get it. You know jolly well there am’t a
better junior back in the school than me, and yet you go
and ehove in freaks like Brown and Bull.”

“If you call me a freak,” roared Johnny Bull, “I'll
make ghavings of youl! o o

And there was an expression on the sturdy junior’s
face at which Bolsover instinctively recoiled.
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Wharton,

“You're not a bad player, Bolsover,” said Harry
Wharton, “I'm the firet to admit that. But Johnny
Bull and Tom Brown are a trifle better, and they’'ve got
a perfect understanding with each other on the field,
whereas you are alwaye trying to -create discord. As
for Skinner, he's hopeless. IHopscotch may be his mark,
or marbles, but he’s no foothaller.”

“What about me?” exclaimed Huzeldene.

“1'd have brought vou in as a reserve if vou could
be depended upon,” said Harry, hie face clouding.
“"You're quite good on your day. But fag-smoking is
not an attribute to good goalkeeping, so you can keep
off the grass!”

Hazeldene frowned darkly.

“I’ll make you sit up for this!” he eaid viciously.
“This blessed favouritism’s got to stop.” -

“Hear, hear!” came in a mighty roar from the
members of the deputation.

" Shall we eject them neckfully?” asked Hurree Singh,
“They cheekfully insult we to our esteemed faces.” :

“Half a jiffy,” said Wharton. " We'll give them a
fair hearing. I suppose all of wou think you're hard
done by?"

“That's it,” said Trever. " Play the man for once,
Wharton, and do the decent thing., You know that
there’s nobody up to my weight at outside-right.”

“ Bar the Bounder !” said Bob Cherry. *“It strikes me
that you're suffering from swelled head, Trevor, old son.
Blessed is he who bloweth his ewn trumpet—I don’t
think !

“Then there’s me,” said Stott.

“You!” said Nugent, with a curl of the lip.
isn't a team for prize funks!
else 1"

“And where do ¥ come inf" piped SEnoop.

" MNowhere !” growled Johnny Bull., “I'll tell you where
you go out, though! Either by the door or the window |
Take your choice|”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I guess I'm your man, Wharton,” said Fisher T. Fizh.
“No team’s complete without a Yankee, I calculate,”

“Go hon!” grinned Nugent, *“I thought Yankees were
too ]];rcrud to kick?r®”

“Ha, hﬂ, ha !"

“1 ruess——"

“Bow-wow " said Bob Cherry. " This isn't a guessin
competition. I think it’s about time we put the kybos
on this choice selection of cads, Harry 1"

" You're welcome to try it on!" said Bolsover, clenchi
his big fists. “ We're jolly well fed-np with you! What
with sticking a low-down factory bounder in the. eleven,
and putting in a blessed Jew as reserve, it's about the
limit |”

Ine speaker referred to Mark Linley
Newland—two of the best. DBob Cherry, ever ready to
avenge oan insult directed apainst his chum from
Lancashire, sprang forward, with clenched fists and
blazing eyes.

“Take those words back!” he shouted. *“Take them
back, or I'll wipe up the floor with you!”

For answer Bolsover lowered his head, and butted like
a bull towards the indignant Bob. The latter stepped
aside, and dealt his burly antagonist a swinging blow on
the side of the head.

That was the signal for a general attack to take place.
Bolsover’s cronies crowded into the study, save Eﬂﬂ{a
and Stott and cne or two more of the chicken-hearte
ones, and the next moment a battle royal was in progress.

But the Famous Five had right on their side. They
lined up grimly to meet the onslaught, and gradually
the invaders were driven back.

Bob EherrF’, his blood fairly up, was fighting like a
tiger. His left and right erashed in guick succession
into Bolsover's face, and the bully of the Remove, who
had never learmed the art of taking blows quietly,
retreated to the door, yelling at the top of his lungs,

Meanwhile, Harry Wharton was subjecting Skinner to
a thorough *“pasting.” He planted a straight drive on
his antagonist’s somewhat prominent nose, and followed
it up with some telling body blows which made the
unfortunate Skinner stagger. Then, just as ‘the battle
was at its height, and the claret began to flow freely

“This
Better apply somewhere

and Monty
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on all sides, an interruption came about in the person
of Wingate of the Sixth.

The captain of Greyfriars was a fellow of few words.
He waded into the turbulent throng, and laid ahout them
right lustily with the ash-plant he was carrying.

“Ow-ow-ow "

Wild yelps of pain arcse from all sides as the blows
descended on arms and legs. Then there was a wild
gtumpede for the door on the part of Dolsover & Co., and
in a very short space of time they had made themselves
scarce, leaving Harry Wharton & Co. virtually masters
of the situation.

“ILet there be nmo more noise to-night,” said Wingate,
with a grim look on his rugged face, “or I shall come
down very heavy. You kids had better put on your best
behaviour if you want me to take you on that tour.”

“Right you are, Wingate !” said Bob Cherry, caressing
his shoulder ruefully. “That was only a little tiff with
some unspeakable cads. We'll be as good as gold, won't
we, you fellows?"

And the “fellows” responded, with great heartiness
and unanimity:

“Rather !”

—— S

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Reckless Resolve !

OOTER practice was the order of the day at Grey-
F friars. Everywhere—on Little Side, in the Close,
or even in such sacred precincts as the Sixth-
Form corridor—the thud of the football made
itself heard. And Harry Wharton & Co. weren’t the only
people who got into training, either. Iellows who were
popularly supposed to know no more about football than
the celebrated Man in the
Moon now embraced every
available opportunity of
chasing the bounding

leather,

“ Foothall—football every-
where "—scemed to be th
rule, and the craze pene-
trated even to the Formn-
room. WWhen asked to name
the person who signed the

|Nn.1.

Magna Charta, Squiff re-
plied, “Steve Bloomer,"”
and was rewarded with a

hundred lines for his pains.
Then Bob Cherry was asked
why Charles the First was beheaded, and great was the
surprise of his Form-fellows and the indignation of Mr.
Quelch when Bob answered: * Because he muffed a
penalty.” The result of this strange deviation of history
was a sharp rap on the knuckles for Bob Cherry from
the irate master’s pointer.

. The day was Wednesday, on which there was alwaye
a half-holiday for the Friars. Little Side was crowded
after dinner.” The chief match was “ Probables” versus
“ Possibles,” the former being Harry Wharton's tabulated
eleven, and the latter the six reserves, with five fairly
good players thrown in.

On another pitch an extraordinary scene was in
progress.  Skinner and Bolsover were hard at it, in
company with all the discontented fellows in the Remoye,
Hazeldene was in goal, and the others plied him with
shots. Fisher T. Fish was present, and Wung Lung, te
say nothing of Billy Bunter, who from time immemorial
had considered himself a first-class player, arguing that
personal jealousy was always responsible for keeping him
out of the recognised eleven.

Bolsover had demurred at first on seeing such hopeless
freaks turn out, but Skinner had reassured him.

“T want to see how these chaps shape,” he said. " We
must get together an eleven that'll knock Wharton's
in the shade abso-giddy-lutely !”

“ But what's the good?"” said Bolsover dolefully. “We
can’'t do anything.”

“(an't we, though? Listen, and I will a tale unfold.
The first match of the series is with Rookwood. It's a
long way away, and Jimmy Silver & Co. won't twig if a
strange team is sent over to play ’em. They'll think it's
in the natural order of things.”

“ But what——"" gasped Skinner.

Skinner chuckled.
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“We're going to forestall Wharton & Co.,” he
explained. * Somchow or olher we must get 'em out of

the way, and go over to Rookwood ourselves.”

“Mum-mum-my hat!”

“ Then, if we lick the Rookwooders to a frazzle, Grey-
friars will be so delighted that we shall be asked to
carry on with the tour, instecad of Wharton's tinpot
team. Twig?”

Bolsover could not speak for some moments. The utter
doring of Skinner's scheme had temporarily deprived him
of breath.

“What a stunt!” he exclaimed at length., “If only wo
can work it, it'll be a feather in our cap for evermore!”

“ Let's pile in with the practice, then. Later om I'll
think out a scheme for stopping the real eleven from going
to llookwood.”

“ B-but hasn't it oceurred to you,” said Bolsover, * that
we shall be cutting lessons? It'll be Monday morning,
and Quelchy will expect us in the Form-room."”

“ Blow Quelchy |” said Skinner recklessly. * We musin’t
be afraid of making a plunge, as we're playing for high
stakes. But, of course, if you've no stomach for the
bizney I'll ery off.”

“ Count me in,” said the bully of the Remove. " It'l]
probably mean lines and lickings all round, but if you're
not funky of the consequences I'm jolly sure 1'm not.”

“Spoken like a man!” said Skinner. * Now, then, on
the ball!”

And the precious pair of rascals resumed their shols

at goal.
afternoon  pro-
could mnot
1elp thinking that Skinner’s

— . /Joe | plot was a very good one,

4 q«_'_@;ﬁ“]t'_" ;'_H R ""-_rl Hp' El]wpite its drawbacks. A
| W > "-'.11 AN ‘\ ' rival eleven had  been
=S = formed not many wecks

= hefore, when Skinner was al

the head of the anti-Church
campaign. A mateh had
been played against Pon-
eonby & Co. of l?lighcliﬂ'e on
a Sunday afternoon, and,
although the game hud been
summarily interrupted Dby
Bob Cherry, the Greyfriars team had shown up quite
well. Indeed, but for the presence of Bunter and Fish
and Wun Lung, they would have worked wonders.
Bolsover grimly reflected that he would do without such
impossible players en this occasion. .

Sunday footer was a thing of the past now. Skinner
had given up such an unsavoury pregramme, and become
decent for a time, but only for a time. The Ethiopian
cannot change his skin, nor the leopard his spots, neither
could Harold Skinner be expected to change his bold, bad
ways for any lengthy period. He was a black sheep, was
Skinner, and would probably remain so until the end
of the chapter, in spite of certain splashes at reform.

Although most of Skinner's cronies were but poor foot-
ballers, and Skinner himself was not a star player, yet
there was a certain amount of talent lurking among the
antisWharton contingent. Bolsover had plenty of weight,
and was really quite a useful back. He showed up well,
as did Trevor and Treluce and Dick Rake. The latter was
a very decent fellow, as a rule, but he, too, was getting
“fed-up " with Wharton's alleged high-handedness, and
had decided to throw in his iot with the new eleven.

The practice proceeded merrily, despite the fact that
Billy Bunter persisted in charging his comrades off the
ball, When it was all over, Skinner expressed himself
as being highly satisfied.

“We ought to be able tc lick Rookwood into a cocked
hat,” he declared. *“ Hazel's topping in goal, and you're
a host in yourself, Bolsover, old man."”

“But I still don't see how you can kidnap a whoele
giddy eleven,”” said Bolsover, in per Iexit.y—“es]iccia]ly
chaps like Wharton and Cherry! ey're not likely to
take it lying down, you know.” :

«Oh, that's all right!” said Skinner airily. " You
leave it all to your uncle I'm just the chap for fﬂrﬂliﬂ%
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decp, dark plots. Let me get off now, and put in an
hour’s hard thinking. Then we’ll call a meeting to-night

—leaving out chatterboxes like Bunter, of course—and
1’1[ wwopound my plans.”

(];crnd egg!”

Skinner hurried off, to carry out the first stage of
his caddish designs. A few moments later the match on
Little Side Ended, and the players swarmed off the pitch.
The “Probables ”—Harry Wharton & Co.—-had beaten
the “ Possibles ” by five poals to one, so that there could
be no doubt as to the high standard of excellence
attained by the recognised Remove eleven.

“We ought to have a joyday at Rookwood on Monday,”
said Bob Cherr “1f every chap touches this after-
noen’s form, thﬂre's no reason why we shouldn’t get
into double figures.”

“ Pride goeth before the estecmed faH," sald Hurree
Ringh, shaking his dusky head gravely, “ and chickens
should not be countfully reckoned before the hatchful-
ness !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Who says tea!” asked Harry Wharton, a contented
loock on his ruddy face.

“Tea!” responded the
together.

And the footballers, happy in the knowledge that a

fortuight of freedom lay before them, proceeded joyfully
to No. 1 Study.

reat of the Tamous TFive

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Playing It Low ]

i ENTLEMEN e
“Hear, hear!”
“0On the hall!”

“We are met together on this suspicious

occasion
“Ha, ha, ha?
“To discnsa the ways and means of foiling W harton’'s

eleven, and going over to Rookwood on "hlm]ddy Qur-
selves.”

Harold Skinmer, mounted on a form in the Ra
making an earnest speech to his satellites. He had
taken the preliminary precaution of seeing that the
room was deserted, for any of Harry Wharton's followers

would certainly have raised Cain on hearing such a dis-
loyal oration,

There were a dozen fellows present altogether, and
they m%ri:u,nt-:d the worst type of Hcmmiff ‘The un-
gainly Bolsover and the crafty, toadying Snoop were
{uat the sort of rank outsiders lo enlist uul:lihr Skinner’s
»anner.  Billy Bunter had a[pphﬁd for admission to the
Rag, only to “find the door slammed in his fat face,

There were a few juniors present with some pretensions
to deceney, notably Dick Rake, and these were there not
with ulterior motives but because they naturally felt
aunﬂ_}ed at being left out of the tonr, and were glad of
the opportunity of becoming members of a deputy team.

" Getting cleven fellows out of the way 1s not go easy
as it might sound,” said Skinner. “ It’s been done before,
and chaps like Wharton have a nasty knack of turning
up at the eleventh hour. The kidna pmﬁ' dodge 1s too
risky. I know a trick worth two of that,

“Good old Skinney!”

“.Get it off your chest, old man !

“1I suggest that we play some big praclical joke,
centlemen—on ome of the masters, for choice. Old
Prout’'s a good target for that sort of thin He'd
suit our purpoze admirably. We must make the thing
retty serious, and contrive to shift the blame on to
{‘ Nharton and his priggish pals. ITow’s that?”

“Out!” grinned Bolsover. “ Sounds all right, Skinney,
if you can think out a good way of working the wheeze."

“TIalf a jiffy 1"’ interposed Dick Rake. * Do you mean
to say you're going to arrange for Wharton & Co. to
be accused of something they never did, Skinner?”

“That’s the ticket!"

“And it's goin et them into a frightful row:"”

“Of course. gufle y and the Head will come down
very heavy, and forbid them to po on the tour. That's
where we shall come into the limelight.”

Tue Macrer Lisrary.—No. 405

g, wWas

Rake regarded the speaker curiously for a moment.
Then he spoke out, straight frem the shoulder.

“I refuse to be a party to any shady tricke of that
kind," he said bluntly, “I'd cut off my right hand
sooner than get a place in the tour by means of foul
lay.

' Skinner almost fell off the form in astonishment.

“You—you can't be sane!’ he exclaimed.

“1’m as sane as you are. 1 relish the idea of geiling
into a reeerve eleven, but when it comes to ff-’:tmlg the
other fellows at a disadvantage by stooping :o low, [
wash my hands of it."”

“ Shame !

“Traitor !

“ Kick him out!”’

The audience was growing very restive, not to eny
ANETY.

“What's that!” asked Rake, with a gleam in his eyes.
“Hick me out? I'd like to see anybody have a try!
Thﬂ}r’d get as good as they gave ™

‘Look here, Rake, old chap,” =aid Skinner,
mh-mgl'u, “dﬂn’t oo han:l-: on vour pals,
‘Palg!” echoed Rake scornfully.
mine, Skinner, and never will be!"”

“ Then why the du:l-.ena did you join hands with us
in this campaign?”

“ Because I thought it was going to be above-board.
I can see now that I was a fool to think so. 1 might
have known that you wouldn't play the game. That sort
of thing's foreign to chaps of vour stamp.”

Skinner frowned. Dearly would he have liked to have
the dissenter hurled neck and crop from the Rag. DBut
it wouldn’t do. Rake knew what was afoot, and a word
to Wharton would send the whole rascally scheme crash-
ing to the ground.

“I think you ought to stand shoulder to shoulder with
us, now you've started,” said Skinner.

“You think wrong, then ! retorted Rake. “I'd rather
be in no team at all than get into onc by blackgunardly
]11{}1,1,111%-

And he moved to the door.

Rolsover and others would have intercepted him, hut,
at a warning look from Skinver, they reluctantly keph
their distance.

“You won't tell Wharton what’s under way:
tLe cad of the Remove anxiously.

“No. I'm not poing to play the sneak. Yon.ought
to know me well enough fer that. You can go ahead
with your rotten dmiguiug, and be hanged! But I
shall ke-ep neutral.’

And Dick Rake went, slamming the door of the Rag
after him with terrific violence.

A {at figure in the corridor was just in time to jump
back from the door, at which he had been listening,
Fortunately, Rake, in his royal rage, did not notice the
presence of the eavesdropper, but ﬁt;uul}ed on his way.

“®o muech for that funk!” sneered Skinner. * Now
wo o ean g{-t on with the washine.  Tut if any other
fellow hasn’t got the gumption to see this thing Hlmﬂgh
let him say so now. Then we shall know where we are.

But no one seemed anxious to follow in the footsteps
of Dick Rake.

“We're with you,
said Trevor,

“Good! Well, this is my idea. I happen to know
where there's a gcm-r_l store of firewor ks—squibs, jumping-
crackers, and so forth. We'll set 'em alight in Prout’s
bed-room, and give him several sorts of a fit.  Then
we'll leave some things belonging to Wharton & Co. in
Lis room, and, of course, he'll think they're the chaps
who assaulted him. = There will be a frightful row,
Quelehy or the Head will be informed, and it’s ten to
one the tour will be cancelled, as a punishment, Then
we—the cood little hoys who had nothing whatever
to do with the outrage—will ask permission o take the
place of the first eleven.”

“0Oh, my hat!"’

“ Ha, ha ha '

“ Guess that's some stunt!” drawled. Fisher
“T+'ll work like a charm, I calculate.”

“Those in favour show their hands,”

A forest of hands shot np.

Corapro-
you know.”
“You're no pal of

" oasked

Skinney, through thick and thin,”

T. I'ish.

said Skinner.
Every fellow present held
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up both. There could be no doubt as to the pepalarity
of Skinner's scheme.

“That's settled, then,” said the orator, stepping dewn
from his perch. “It won t be necessary for all of us to
take a hand. Bolsover, Snoop, Stott, Trevor, and myself
—that's five. We'll turn out about midnight, and get
the fireworks from the store-room. I know that's where
they are, for I saw Gosling carrying ’em in the othsr
;lag_-'. If we're careful. everyvthing ought to work out a
reat.”

“Hear, hear!”

- " The five fellows I've named are quite peed enough for
the expedition,” said Skinner. “I’'ll lav awake, and
ronse the others at twelve. Mum’s the word, mind !I”

And the meeting, having carefully laid their plans for
the night, broke up. Simultaneously, a portly junior,
who had been bending down in the corridor without
to apply his ear to the keyhole, scuttled quickly away,
chuckling to himself the while.

Bunter had heard every word which had been spoken
at the meeting!

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
At Dead of Night

g O1] fellows awaker”
Harold Skinner sat up in bed and peered

through the gloom of the Remove dormitory.

Twelve had just boomed out solemnly from

the old clock tower, and, in_ accordance with contract,

four other fellows should have been awake to respond

to Skinner’s call. But they weren’t. The warm sheets

and blankets had invited drowsiness, and the ereaking

of the elms in the old Close on that chilly November

night made them feel devoutly thankful that they could
court the charms of Morpheus,

But for Skinner's vigilance, the whole scheme might
have fallen through. But the cad of the Remove, realising
how much was at stake, had propped himself up on the
pillows, and resolutely refused to close his eyes. Ten
v'clock had struck, then eleven, and at last, after what
seemed an endless perioll of weary waiting, it was mid-
night,

“You fellows awake!” repeated Skinner.

Silenice, save for the measured, monotonous snore of
Billy Bunter. _

Skinner stole softly from his bed, and put on his gym
slippers. He was already dressed in other respects, Then,
making a tour of the dormitory, he roused Dolsover,
Trever, Sucop, and Stott in turn.

“Groo!” grumbled Bolsover,
beastly cold!”

“Never mind. Things will be a bit warm soon, when
we get to work on old Prout.”

“* Dud-dud-don’t you think we might put it off {ill
another night?"” suggested Snoop, his teeth chattering.

“No, I don’t!” said Skinner promptly. *“Buck up,
Snoopy, and don’t be a funk! Chickenhcartedness won't
enable us to get over and wipe up Rookwood. Kim on!”

The five midnight maranders made ready for their
expedition. They crept noiselessly from the dermitory
and groped their way down the stairs.

The store-room was reached without mishap. Then
Skinner lit a bicycle-lamp, in the light of which the
juniors tied on their masks, and hauled forth the fire-
WOTKS.

“ Now for the dreadful deed!” said Trevor.
Macduff I

And the young rascals, each armed with a choice
sclection of explosives, made their way to the Fifth-Form
master’s sleeping quarters,

Skinner applied his ear cantiously to the door of Mr.
Prout’'s room, and listemed. There was a sound of deep
breathing within. Obviously, the occupant of the room
was asleep.

“All serene!” murmured Skinner.
you chaps?”

“ Ready, ay. ready!” grinned Trevor.

“Come on, then!”

Skinner stealthily turned the handle of the door and
enterad the bed-room., The moon shone through the
window on a sleeping figure. The stertorous breathing
of Mr. Prout showed that he was not only asleep, but
sleeping soundly.

Then the conspirators, with subdued chuckles, got to
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work. They ranged fireworks all round the bed. There
were all sorts and all kinds—golden rains, starlights,
Roman candles, and a local brand krown as Friardale
Flashers; but squibs and jumping crackers were in the
ascendant.

At Skinner’s signal, the juniors struck matclizs, and
applied them to the fireworks. ‘Ihen they drew quickly
back into the dcorway, and awaited dm’uiﬂplnmlt&

For a moment there was. silence. Then a most ear-
splitting mnoise broke the stiliness of the night. Fire-
works fizeled and spurted and cracked in all directions.
The moon had disappeared behind the clouds, but the
room was lit up with a lurid flare. Mr. Prout’s slumber
may have been very deep and profound, but such a noize
as was going on would have awakened the celebraled
Seven Sleepers. . _

The Form-master started up in bed, and blinked in the
strange and striking maze of lights. Then he %zwe vent
to a roar of pained surprise, as Bolsover snatched up u
couple of crackers from the floor, and hurled them upon
Mr. Prout’s bed.

“ Who—what——" gasped the terrified victim, * Bless
my soul! Another Zeppelin raid, I do believe! Thoe
infernal Huns Wow !” : ‘

One of the jumping crackers alighted on Mr. Prout s
flahby cheek, and stayed there just long cnough to
inflict a painful burn. Then it cracked merrily on 1ts
course, amid the stifled lanehter of the juniors in the
doorway. |

Mr. Prout leapt from his bed, and immediately gave
another infuriated roar. IHe had trodden upon a httle
nest of squibs, and the agony to his feet was acute. He
danced about in his pyjamas like a wild savage, and ever
and anon an anguished yell proclaimed that he had
alichted on a Friardale Flasher, or some other deadiy
contrivance. :

“Yow-ow-ow !” shricked the luckless Form-master.
“Dear me! I am severely burnt! Yarcoh!

Then, turning suddenly, Mr. Prout canght sight of the
five conspirators in the doorway. His face lit up with an
almost demoniacal expression. ]

“Ah!" he exclaimed. *“Ho I am the victim of a
practical joke! You impertinent yvoung rascals! Give me
your nammcs at once, that I may communicate them to Dr.
Locke in the morning !”

There was a guffaw from the fellows addressed. They
were nel likely to go out of their way to get a good
floogzing.

But the irate master of the Fifth did not relish the
idea of losing his prev. He leapt forward, and a belated
Chinese cracker fairly let itself gpo, and hindered Mr.
Prout's progress. Skinner had wisely taken the key
from inside the room, and he locked the door on the
outside. Mr. Prout was a prisoner in his own bed-rcom !

“ Better hop it—quick!” exclaimed Bolsover, between
spasmodic gurgles of langhter. *“ Somebody's bound to
have heard the rumpus.”

And the five rascals scuttled away through the gloom
to their own guarters.

Loud though the sound of the explosion had been, it
had not penetrated to the Hemove dormitory, where all
was dark and still. Skinner & Co. tumbled hreathlessly
into bed, having taken care to undress. Skinner collécted
the masks, and, moving softly in the darkmess, placed
them under the respective pillows of the Famous Five.

Then the loud and insistent clanging of a bell sounded
forth on the night air.

Clang, clang! Clang-a-lang-a-lang! |

“ What the merry dooce!” murmured Skinner, starting
in his bed. _

At the same moment other Removites woke out of their
slumber,

" Warrer
Cherry.

“It’s the fire-alarm!” said Harry Wharten.
out—sharp ! .

“Good heavens!” .

Skinner and his cronies were pale with apprehension.
What had happened?

It was not difficult to guess. One of the fireworks, mora
dangerous than the rest, had set fire to Mr. Prout's hr.*d';

marrer®”" came in drowsy tones from Bob

“Turn
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clothea. The thought made the wretched practical jokers
shudder. _

“Come on!” wreed Wharton., * Let’s sce what it's all
about !

A dozen Nemovites fluner on dressing-gowns over their
pyjamae, and hurvied from the dormitory. Wingate net
them on the stairs, and his face was prave.

“Mr. Prout's room is on fire,” he said tersely. “ Go
and lend a haud with the hose, you kids!”

Harry Wharton & Co. needed no second bidding. They
dashed downstairs into the Clo=e, where Temple & Co. nf
the Fourth were already engaged in affixing the hose to
the hydrant.

Looking up, the juniors could =ce clonds of smoke
pouring from the window of Mr. Prout’s bed-room,

“ Better huck up with the buckets of water!” muttered
Nugent. *“There’s enongh chaps here to munage the
ho=e.”

The Removites fell in with this suggestion, and in a
twinkling they had seized and filled several buckets, and
hastenad upstairs again.

A startling sight met their gaze. Wingate and
Courtney and several more Sixth-Formers had been hurl-
ing themselves on the locked door of the bed-rcom,
Skinner having taken the key with him,

As Harvy Wharton & Co. arrived, the door gave way
with a crash. There was a sudden hush, for it was feared
that Mr. Prout had been overcome by the fumes; but the
erloomy premonitions of the fellows outside were ﬂlal}elled
when the Form-master, apparently unhurt to any great
extent, came staggering from the burning room.

“Save me!” he asped, flinging himself into Wingate’s
nrms. “1 am wr:ilf nigh suffocated !”

Like the three famous seers of old, Mr. Prout had been
imprisoned in a burning fiery fulmwu- but, unlike the
celebrated Shadrach, Meshach, and ‘thfdnw”} he had not
come throngh unscathed. He was scorclied in several
places,

Instantly Harry Wharton & Co. got to work with pails
of water. They hurled the contents on to the blazing
bedelot hfs, and almultam‘ﬂum} a powerful jet of water,
impelled by the hose down in the Close, came scething
in at the window.

Many more fellows and several masters came on the
seene while the amateur firemen were busy. Gradually
the fire was got under way, aud in ten minutes ail
danger was past, Temple & Co. having worksd Ilike
Trojans in the Close.

“ Now, bovs!” said Mr. Queich, who had been the only
master to retain his presence of mind in the emergency.
“You will go back to vour beds at once! The fire has
been successfully extinguished, and there is no call for
further alarm. ["crnd—mght i

“ Good-night, sir !”

And the fellows retired once more to their dormitories.

“Dear me!” panted Mr. Prout. “I am undone! The
terrore of the past half-hour have reduced me to a
living wreck !”

“You had h{-tter occupy my rooin for the remainder
of the night,” said Mr. Quelch graciously, “I can rest
in the ctrm{'hcur.

“That is very good of vou, my dear Quelch,” said the
master of the Fifth gratf-fuﬂv

Mr. Quelch led his colleague awav, and on reaching
his room, bade him partake of a ]mwcrfnl stimulant.
Mr. I’rmlt revived in record time, aud his terror seemed
to change to violence as he recounted in his mind the
dramatic details of his nocturnal adventure.

“How do you account for the conflagration, Prout®”
asked Mr. Quelch. “ Were you indiscreet enough to be
reading by 1:.':.':111{1]13' light at” the time the bedelothes
were set on firer”

“Indeed T was not ! sard Mr. Prout tartlv., “I have
been the vietim, Quelck, of a most dastardly and des-
picable outrage. That the perpetrators of such outrage
were boys in vour Form I have not the slightest doubt !

Mr. Quelch Elvh‘utﬂl his evebrows,

“You astonish me!” he exclaimed. *“ Pray relate what
happened, and 1 will leave ne stone unturnced to see
that the culprils are hrmwht to book.”

Mr. Prout took up the lm ker, and stirred the dying
embers in the grate vicioualy.
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“The floor of my room,” he said, “ was bestrewn with
fireworks of a ]Jartmularly danm:mug nature. l'htr-..a
were ignited whilst I was asleep hv five masked juniors.”

“And vou have no idea of their identity*”

“None, save that they were boys of such a height
and build as would be found in the Remove.”

Mr. Queleh compressed his lips.

“Their offeitee must be bronght home to them,” he
suid, in mecasurcd tones of delermination. * But fu‘-ll'
tha pmmpt actlon of a few bovs, a serious fire, resulting,
perhaps, in loss of life, would Lhave ensued. If you will
excuse me for a few moments, Prout, T will go to your
room and ascertain if there is any clue as to the 1{1&1111?}*
of the eulprits, though I expeet they have becn careful
to cover up their tracks.”

The Remove-master quitted the room, and was absent
only a little while. When he returned, thers was a
triumphant gleam in his gimlet cyes-a gleam which
boded ill for somebody. In his hand were a handkerchief
and a gym. slipper.

" Have you had any success*" asked Mr. Prout.

" Decidedly so! 1 diseovered these articles on the floor
of your hed-roem. The handkerchief is stamped with
the initiale “F. N.,” and therefore belongs to Nugent
of my Form. The bll]]I}t‘I is of Oriental pmtem, and is
the property of Hurree Singh.”

Mr, Prout’s eves lit up with a
sati=faction,

ficndish smile of

“That 18 good!” he exclaimed. *“ Very goocd! Yon
are a worthy disciple of Sherlock Holmes, Qucl{,h
“Did you say there were five juniors:” aszked the

Remeove-master.

bk YES.”
~ “Then there can be little doubt as {o their identity.
I do net think I err in naming them as Wharton, Nugent,
Cherry, Bull and Singh. And now you may go to bed,
'rout. I will hold an 111‘11-111'} concerning this &1“?1.1{::_1'111
affair in the nmrnmw

And Mr. Prout, happy in the knowledge that justice
was at hand, ma rlae his way to his L‘DH‘dU’uL' hed-room,

e S

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The In-Famous Five!

HL rising-bell clanged out on the keen morning
air, and Wingate of the Sixth came into the

Femove dormitary. There was an unusually
gerious leck on his rugged face,

“Wharten, Nugent, Cherry, Bull and Singh are to o
to Mr. Queleh’s study when dressed,” he apnounced.
Then he gave a start as he caught sight of something
protruding from beneath Bob Cherry’s pillow.

“Yeou're not an anarchist, by any chance, Cherry?”
he aaked.
“Nunno!” stammered DBob, 1n bewilderment.

“Then why do you secrete a mask underneath vour
pillow "

The junior wrenched up his pillow, and there, sure
cunough, was a black mask, which Bob at once remem-
bered in connection with the Remove Amateur Dramatie
=ociety.

“T'll trouble you to hand it over!” said Wingate
erimly. * And while we are about it, it would be wise
tor any other jumiors who have masks beneath their
jillows to give them up.”

Skinner, who slept 1n the next bed to Johnny Bull,
swept the latter’s pillow aside, and gave wveut to a
sudden exclamation,

“ Here's another of em !"” he shouted.

“And another!” roared Bolsover major, raising the
pillow upen which Hurree Singh's dusky head had
reposed.

“ Indeed !
discoveries this mornin
Leneath yvour pillow, \\'%la‘t'tﬂ]l"'

“Yeg!" said Herry, in dismay. “1I cﬂu]dn'i fer the
life of me tell you how it came there, though !

“Nor I!” added Nugent. “I've got one in mv bed.
Some ass has been waleg in hiz sleep, T suppose.”

“You had better repeat vour theory to Mr. Que'ch,”
gaid Wingate, with heavy sarcasm,. “No doubt he will

said Wingate., " We seem {o be making
I suppose vou haven’t a mask

A Grand, Long, Complcte Story of Harry
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_{"e’lngute's blow caught the man fairly and squarecly beneath his chin, and, big and burly thongh he was, he com-~
pletely lost his balance, and went to the ground in an undignltled heap.
roar from the onlookers. (bSee Chapter 10.)

- e - -— - m—— em— i =

T e

consider it rather thin., Tumbie inte your things, the
five of vou, and come with me!"

In a dazed sort of way the Famcus Five washed and
dressed themselves, and then accompanied the caplain
of Greyfriars to the FMorm-master's study. Doth Mr.
Quelch and Mr. Prout were present.

“Ah!" said the master of the Hemove, in a grinding
voice., 1 demand an explanation from you boys ol
vour conduct last night., What have you thero,
Wingate®"

“ Five masks, sir, which were found in the possession
of these juniors.”

Mr. Prout darted forward with a sharp ery.

“They are the same!” he exclaimed. “ The same as
were worn by those boys who assaulted me in the night!
I do not think we nced leok for further proof.”

“You may go, Wingate,” said Mr. Quelch,
these things with me.”

“Very good, sir.”

And the Sixth Former withdrew.

“Wharton,” went on the HRemove-master gravely, Y1
call upen you, as head boy of my Form, for a fu!l cx-
planation of what took place in the night.”

“I—I don’t understand you, sir,” said Harry.
you referring to the fire?”

“L am!”
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“ Hurrah! Well hit,sir!l"” camein a

—— T —

“In that ease, T can tell you very little, sir, excepb
that we were aroused by the clanging of the alarm-bell.
We at onee made our way down to the Close, but finding
that somebody was already at work with the hose, we
decided to carry buckets of water upstairs instead.”

“1 am already aware of these facts. Indeed, 1 was
presént while you were extinguishing the Hames. IDug

yvou did not advance right into Mr. Prout’s bed-rcom®”

“No, sir.” ;

“Then explain how these articles came to be found
by the dressing-table !”

Mr. Quelch flourished the accusing slipper and hand-
kerchief. Their owners gaped at them in dismay, as did
the other members of the Famous Five. _

“ It beats me altopether, sir,” said Wharton, passing
a hand over his forchead in a dazed sort of way.

“You admit that this is your slipper, Singh?”

“The angwer, henoured sahib, is in the affirmative.
But I fail to understandfully gather how it passed
vanishfully from my possession.”

“ And this is your handkerchief, Nugent:"

“Yea, sir. But I—I can't for the world understand
how it came to be in Mr. Prout's bed-room !”

“ Wretched boy !” rumbled Mr. Prout, stepping forward.
“Do not seck to bandv words! Such conduct will be
quite futile. Even an inunocent babe could divine what

d, L Complete Btory of Harry
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had happened. You, sir, and vour raseally confederates
camme into my room shortly after mldnlght armed to
the hilt—to the hilt, I sav—wﬂh fireworks, hoping to
make a pyrotechnic dlplaj’ at my expense! As a safe-
guard agamst detection you wore the masks which were
found in the dormitory this morning, and brought here.
Oh, yes! It was all very cleverly planned—very cleverly
pIanned indeed—but these articles, which you dropped,
doubtless, in the excitement of the moment, have brought
about your undoing. And now”—Mr. Prout licked his
lips with an unhuly rehsh—nuw you must take the
consequences

Nugent staggered back as if he had been siruck with
a 1ash He could hardlj' credit the evidence of his ears.

“It's ‘all false!” he stammered at length. “I've
handled no fireworke for months, and neither has any-
one ﬁl&t’: here, There is a ‘T]'Jq.l-bﬂj' mistake somewhere,
gir.’

“Do you deny,” interposcd Mr. Quelch icily, “that
you played this practical joke on Mr. Prout:”

“ Most certainly, eir!”

“You hear him?” shouted Mr. Prnut angrily. “You
hear his shameful and infamous falsehoods, Mr.
Quelch? These boys are incorrigible. Even in the face
of this convincing proof of their guilt they are
endeavouring to brazen the matter out?!

“Not one of wa had a hand in the affair, on my
honour ! said Wharton, in ringing tones.
“It is of no use, Wharton, te plead innocence,” said

Mr. Quelch. “You are only storing up a severer putn*-.:h-
ment for yourself and your comrades in crime!”

Wharton bit his lip, and was silent.

“Is it suggested, sir,” &aid Johnny
caused the fire?”

dd Yeﬁlll

“Then why should we have put ourselves out to get
the flames under control? We should naturally have
bolted back to bed at once.”

“On the contrary,” chimed in Mr. Prout, “
nuenching of the flames was merely to throw the
authorities off the track. You fondly hoped that other
Lboyse would be made to bear the blame of the
tdtchfrﬂphf_‘

'Nuthmg of the kind!" shouted Johnny Bull, his
wrath rising.

" Silence, eir! Do you dare to add insult to injury’
Nething can save you mnow from condign punizshment,
Mr. Quelch, I will leave this matter in your hande, sinee
these Juniors are members of your Form’

“Very well,” zaid the Remove-master. *“ You may rest

reaured that the‘lr' shall be made to pay a heavy penally
for their treatment of you, Mr. Prout.”

The master of the Fifth grunted, and with a glare at
the Famous Five rustled from the room.

Harry Wharton would have carried on with his
protest, but he saw the hopelessneas of it all. Mr.
Prout believed them guilty, and, what was more, there
wae abundant proof te that effect. The slipper, the
handkerchief, the masks, all seemed to collaborate and
point an accusing finger at the juniors. They could not
be explained away, and the sequel loomed grim and
eminous,

“You will go now,” said Mr. Quelch. “Such is the
nature of your misdoing that I must be given time to
decide upon your punishment. Go! The very study is
contaminated by your presence!”

With throbbing heads and dragging footsteps, Harry
Wharton & Co. groped their way to the door. They
were accused, convicted, of a ﬂ’lﬂ‘lr-E wrong of which
every one of them was ‘innceent’! What would be the
i=ue? Who had been responsible for landing them into
such depths of degradation and disgrace? These and a
thousand other guest:ons they asked themselves as they
walked heavily along the corridor.

So staggering was the blow which had descended upon

ANSWERS
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them that they were almost bereft of hope. It was not
surprising that Mr. Quelch should have sent for them
that morning. The Famous Five had imagined that
they would be congratulated for their share in ex-
tinguishing the fire; instead of which they had been
called up to answer a charge which was almost un-
precedented in the history of ETEFfrlalﬂ"
How was it all geing to end?

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Knows !
ORNING lessons dragged out their slow length,
M and when the time for dismissal arrived Mr.
Quelch addressed the claﬁs.

“My boys,” he began, “a very regrettable
incident took place durmg last mght. in which fwﬂ
members of this Form showed up in a very bad light.”

There was a stir among the rows of attentive ]umnra

“The boys in question, ¥ Mr. Quelch went on, “ played
a very foolish and dangerous practical joke upon Mr,
Prout, resulting, as you know, in a rather serious fire.
Happlljf, the flames were iau.bdued or the culprits may
have had the loss of human lives on their hands. The
juniors in guestion are Wharton, Nugent, Cherry, Bull,
and Singh—five boys in whom I have been wont to Pld.lm
the hlghest- trust. Worse than this, they have
stubbornly refused to confess to their wrongdoing.
Before lessons began this morning I laid the whole
wretched affair before Dr. Locke, and he has instructed
me concerning the punishment of the culprits. The
football tour which has recently been arranged is now
cancelled "

(14 Dh 1.'!

There were expressions of dismay on nearly every face.
The seventeen fellows directly concerned had been look-
ing forward with more than usual excitement and eager-
ness to the great tour, in which they had hoped to win
plenty of honour and glory for the Remove. And now it
was " off 7!

“1 am sorry,” said the Form-master, “that the many
must be made to suffer for the sins of the few. It is,
however, unavoidable. In addition to the abandonment
of the tour, the five hoys concerned in this outrage will
write a thousand lines. That is all. The class will now
diamisa !”

With glum faces the Removites filed out of the Form-
room. The hearts of Skinner & Co., rejoiced with an
cxceeding joy, but the raseals of the Remove were careful
not to betray their feelings on the surface. They looked
as disconsolate as the rest until they were out of the
awe-ingpiring presence of Mr. Quelch.

The Famous Five were adjudged innocent by most of
the fellows, but even this knowledge failed to console
them. They went off to No. 1 Study with a dejected
air. Like Rachel of old, they mourned, and would not
be comforted.

“The tour’s off " groaned Bob Cherry, dumping him-
self into the mhtnr} armchair. “Here’s a pretty go,
and no mistake !”

“Blessed if 1 can quite realise it all yet!” said

Wharton. “ What rotters could have plaved that joke
on old Prout?”
“Give it up,” said Nugent. " There's plenty of chaps

who are cads enough to do it, but it’s impossible to bring
it home to them. T‘ue re in a cleft stick, and I don’ t
quite see a way out.”

We must f_{rmfulljr bear the situation,” ohserved
H= rree Singh, " although the grinfulness is hard.”

1 l‘(‘d.”_‘_'r’ haven’t the heart to write to all the footer
recretaries and people erying the fixtures off,” said
Wharton., “I'll hang on for a bit, I think, in the hope
that the clouds will roll by. They eay that Right alwaye
wins in the end.”

But it was a forlorn hope, and for once In a way
the chums of the Remove were thoroughly miserable,

Dick Rake was another junior who felt the situation
keenly., Turning things over in hm mind, he could not
help thinking that it was ‘up to ™ him to acquaint the
He ad or Mr. Quelch with Skinner's statements at the
meeting, But he had faithfully promised not to play
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the sneak. Then, again, Skinner & Co. might not ke the
guilty parties. Rake had heard a practical joke on Mr.
Prout suggested, but he had not known what form it was
going to take. All things considered, the junior felt
that he had better keep his own counsel, though it went
against the grain to do so, and made him very uneasy.

- Harold Skinner, who had successfully engineered the
whole wretched business, was feeling very elated as he
took a solitary stroll in the Close before dinner. The
whecze had worked in a way which exceeded his wildest
expectations, and there was every chance now of his
being able to put in a strong claim to take on the tour
in Wharton's place, and emerge triumphant.

Billy Bunter rolled up to the cad of the Remove, with
A Curious expression upon his fat face.

“So you worked the giddy oracle, Skinney—hey*" he
chuckled. “The chopper has come down on Wharton
and his set, and so far as we're concerned evervthing in
the garden is lovely !” ) ”

“That's s0,” said Skinner amiably. He was inwardly
startled to think that Bunter knew exactly what had
happened, and deemed it advisable to keep on good
terms with the fat junior, lest he should expose the whole
Ech{“me. with disastrous results to the precious plotters.

Billy Bunter linked his arm affectionately in
Skinner's, and waddied along by his side. The cad of
the Remove would dearly have loved to implant a lusty
kick on his fat person at that moment, especially as
several grinning juniors were looking on from a distance,
but he restrained himself with an effort.

* Look here, Skinney, old chap,” said Bunter, changing
the subject with alarming suddenness, “I've been dis-
appointed about a postal-order!”

" You always are!” said Skinner sharply.

“Ahem! This—this is an b
exceptional circumstance,”
explained Bunter. My pater
was hit very hard by the
Budget, and he's not been

able to send any remit-
tances for some weeks.
He’s got his financial affairs

6traight again now, and I
shall get a fat postal-order
from him in a few days.”

“They'll be jolly long
days, I'm thinking!” said
Skinner.

“Oh, really, you know!
Of course there might be
postal delays, but that's nothing to do with me, is it?
It must be laid at the door of the Government.”

“Look here,” said Skinner, between his teeth, “what
do you want?"

Bunter smiled.

" An advance of, say, five bob on my postal-order.”
*Can’t you tap some other chap for it®"

The Gwl of the Kemove shook his head.

“They're all such doubting Thomases,” he explained.

“They refuse to place any faith in my statements. But
I know you're a generous fellow, Skinney, old chum.
Can I rely on you to do the handseme?”
. Skinner gave a growl. He did not see the fun of
making Bunter advance payments on a mythieal postal-
order. And Bunter’s appetite would never be whetted
gsufficiently. Like Oliver T'wist, he would ask for more.

“Oh, go and eat coke!” said Skinner recklessly. *1I'm
not the Charity Organisation Society!”

Billy Bunter's little round eyes gleamed behind his
spectacles.

“Bo that’s the tune, is it¥" he said disagreeably. * You
won't turn up trumps when a pal's stony? Very well
I know what to do. A word to Quelchy about last night’s
firework display, and i '

Skinner disengaged his arm from that of Bunter, and
swung round upon the fat junior in alarm.

“Youn mean to say you'd sneak?” he muttered.

“ Not at all,” replied Bunter loftily. “I shouldn’t call
that sort of thing smneaking. I should regard it in the
lirht of a painful duty.”

Skinner stared at the Owl of the Remove speechlessly.,
1t Bunter sneaked, the comsequences would be terrible,
and any amount of slaughtering afterwards would not
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undo the mischief. The fat junior had hi ¢ in the hollow

of his hand.

“Hang you!” he muttered fiercely.

“Oh, really, Skinney, if you use ill-bre | expressions of
that description, I shall refuse to remain _a your company
a moment longer! I shall, in fact, go straight to Mr,
Quelch i

“You worm!” _

“Hand over five bob at once, then!" zaid Bunter.

“Oh, you fat blackmailer!" exclaimed Skinner, diving
his hand into his trouser-pocket and bringing to light two
half-crowms. “ You'll end your days in Pentonville, as
sure as fate!” .

Skinner handed over the money to Billy Bunter,
though it was a prievous wrench for him to have to do so.
‘I'he cad of the Remove never liked parting with money.
In his case it was worse than having teeth extracted by
a particularly ferocious dentist,

“There wyou are!” he said, clinking the coins into
Bunter's fat palm. *“ Keep your meuth shut about this
bizney, and don’t worry me any more ™

“Thanks, old chap!” said Bunter, his mouth watering
in anticipation of the fine feed which five whole shillings
would procure at Mrs, Mimble's. "I knew you'd play
up. Care to come and have a ginger-pop at my expense?”

*You—you stuttered Skinner, “Oh, go to
Jericho !

And Bunter went—mnot to Jericho, but to the school
tuckshop. He was soon gorging away at record speed.
(Cream-buns and tarts and
donghnuts disappeared into
his capacious inner reglons,
and in a very short space of
time  every penny of
Skinner's '"loan " was ex-
pended.

With a satisfied sigh,
Billy Bunter slipped o the
stool, and waddled, rather
than walked, into the Close.
For the next few days, at
any rate, he would be able
to blackmail Hareld Skin-
ner to his heart’s content,
, And that prospeet was a
very pleasing one to William George Bunter.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Th: Day of Reckoning!

ONDAY came at length, and Skinner & Co. were
in high feather. It was Skinner's intention to
approach the Head after morning chapel, and
ask if a reserve eleven could carry out the

projected football four.

He found Dr. Locke in quite a reasonable frame of
mind.

“1 see no reason why you should not go," said the
Head thoughtfully, *since you were in no way col-
nected with that disgraceful affair the other night. But
let me see the names of the eleven before setting oul on
the tour. Any friends of Wharton's will be at once
prohibited.”

" Yery good, sir!”

kinner could hardly believe his great good fortune.
He had succeeded up te the hilt, and had turned the
tables completely upon his old enemy, Huarry Wharton.

There was now no necd to “cut "™ lessons, as he had
formmerly contemplated. He had the full permission of
Dr. Locke to choose an eleven from the ranks of the
Remove, and zo off on a fortnight's four under the care
of Wingate.

Shortly before the time for morning lessons to com-
mence, the following triumphant announcement appeared
on the notice-board in place of Wharton's, whkich had
been torn down:

“THE REMOVE TEAM ON TOUR!

“An entirely new eleven, streets better than the old
one, has been appointed to corry out the fortnight’s tour
11

A Grand, Long, Complete Story of Harry
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previously planned. The first match of the series is
against Hookwood, at 2 p.m. to-day, when the following
team will take the field :

" Goal—Hazeldene; Backs—Bolsover and Stott; Half-
backs—Snoop, Carlton, and Treluce; Forwards—Trevor,
V'izh, Skinner, Leigh, and Vane.

" We confidently expect, not only to raise a large sum
»f money for the Soldiers’ Christmas Comforts Fund, but
to give a much- better display than the original eleven
would have done,

" {Signed), HAROLD SKINNER,
“Captain and Managing Director.”

“My only summer chapeau!" exclaimed Bob Cherry,
a8 he read Skinner’s insolent announcement. * This beats
me altogether! What can Greyfriars be coming to?
Carry me home to die, somebody !

“How the dickens did Skinner get permission to run
the giddy tour?” asked Jobmny Bull. * Burely it must
be a jape!”

“It's grim reality,” said Nugent glumly. * Skinner &
Co. have gone up to the dorm to change, and Wingate's
waiting for ‘em. They're taking a mnice train journey
into Hampshire, and we've got to go in and mug up
lessons.”

* Rotten !

“The esteemed world seems to be down upsidefully!”
groaned Hurree Singh dejectedly.

A fat junior stampeded up to the notice-board at that
moment, and scanned the names of the new eleven with
a gleam m his little round eyes.
just finished his breakfast, and there were smears of
marinalade about his fat cheeks. He gave a roar as he
finished his perusal of Skinner’s announcement,

“The rotter!” he shouted, brandishing his fists.
the cads !

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Bob Cherry.

“Gh,

“Let not the

sun go down upon your wrath, porpoise! What's the
row?"’
“I'm left out!” said Bunter furiously. " Skinner’s

put himself in as centre-forward, and I can’t see¢ my name
anywhere !”

*“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Although down in the dumps, the Famous Five could
not help laughing. It secmed incredible that the fat,
unwieldy Owl of the Remove should pride himself on
being a clever centre-forward; but Bunter’s conceit was
so colossal that no one would have been surprised had he
announced that he was about to lick the Germans single-
handed.

“It's a howling shame!” hooted Bunter. “They're
trying to leave me out of the tour. But they jolly well
won't succeed—not if I know it !”

And Billy Bunter whisked out of the Hall, and rushed
into the Close.

Several of the footballers were there, waiting for their
comrades, who were changing. Wingate, carrying a
portmanteau in his hand, stood a short distance away
chatting with Courtney of the Sixth.

Bunter sought out Harold SBkinner at once. The cad
of the Remove looked uneasy. He had hoped to shake the
dust of Greyfriars from his feet before Bunter discovered
that he had been left out. But Skinner's luck was out,
for once.

“ What do you want?"” he hissed, as Bunter caught him
by the arm.

“What about my place in the team?” howled Bunter.
“You thought you were going to leave me out in the
cold—what? Well, I've been too quick for you. I'm a
smart chap, I am, and ;fnu']l find it’s very hard to pull
the wool over my eyes !’

“Cut off I” muttered Skinner fiercely. He was in a
torment lest Wingate, attracted by Bunter’'s loud voice,
should come striding forward to make an inquiry.

“Oh, really, Skinney! I want my Plane in the team.
It doesn’t really matter if you can't put me centre-
forward. I’m one of those chaps who dominates the game
‘whatever position on the field he Pli:.ya in. I stand out
from the common herd, you know.”

“Will you sheer off "’ said Skinner desperately. " Here
you are. Take this half-crown; it's all I can spare.
You've nearly cleaned me out during the last few days
with your rotten blackmailing."
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Billy Bunter had only-

But Bunter refused to listen to the voice of the charmer.
A half-crown was not of much use to him just then.
What Bunter wanted was a place in the tour, not only
for the purpose of bragging that he was a great foot-
baller, but to consume the many fine feeds which would
be held at different places en route.

“I won't touch your filthy lucre!” he said, with great
dignity. *“I hope I'm above that sort of thing! Look
here! For the last time, will you let me come with the
eleven #”

“No!” gaid Skinner, in desperation.

“Then I'm off to tell Wingate everything.”

“Come back! Come back, you fat duffer!” shrieked
Skinner, in an agony.

“What in thunder is the matter?” asked Wingate,
eyeing the two juniors curiously. *“ Leave Bunter alone
at once, Skinner!”

With face pale, Skinner drew back the arm with which
he had been about to detain Bunter.

“Now, then, what’s the trouble?” asked the captain
of Greyfriars sternly.

“1 feel it my duty,” said Bunter piously, “ to acquaint
you with something which you ought to know, Wingate.”

“{io ahead!"

“It wasnt Wharton & Co. who let off those fireworke
in old Prout's room the other night,” explained Bunter,

“What ™

“It was Skinner and the other fellows in his eleven.”

Wingate gras the Owl of the Remove by. the collar,

“Don’t tell me any fairy-tales,” he said severely, *or
things will go hard with you!”

“It’s the truth,” squealed Bunter—* the solemn truth !

“Well, it's comforting to know that you've «eparted
from your usual custom for once,” said Wingate. “ Tell
me exactly what has taken place.”

Skinner gave Bunter a mute glance of appeal such as
might have melted a heart of stone. But it had no
effect whatever upon the Owl of the Remove,

“It was Skinner's idea,” explained Bunter. *“ He had
a meeting the other night, and arranged that several of
them should pay Prout a visit with plenty of fireworks.
They were to wear maske to avoid being epotted, and
were to leave something belonging to Wharton & Co. in
the room, so that when an inquiry was held in the
morning the hlame would fall upon Wharton and his
chums."

“ Great Scott!” gasped Wingate, in amazement. “ How
ever did you know all this? Were you at the meeting®”

“1 stopped outside the door of the Rag for a
minute—"

“To tie your bootlace?” suggested Wingate.

“That’s it; and I couldn’t help hearing what Skinner
eaid, He’s got such a penetrating voice, you know.”

“And how came the masks to be found beneath the
pillows of Wharton and his friends:”

“{(h, that was all part of Skinney's dodge, you bet,
It wasn’t a bad move, either, considering it took you and
Quelchy in, Wingate.”

“Dry up!” said the
“ Skinner !”

“Ye-e-ea, Wingate?” faltered the wretched Skinner,

“Ie Bunter’s story correct?”

“Tt's a pack of lies from beginning to end!”

Grevfriars skipper tersely.

“Why, Skinner, you rotter——" began Bunter wrath-
fully.
“Silence, Bunter! Do you admit that you held a

meeting in the junior common-room the other evening,
Skinner?”

“Yes,” said the cad of the Remove sullenly,

" For what purpose?”

“To—ahem '—to discuss the next number of the
 Greyfriars Herald.”” -

Wingate looked hard at the junior, and then summoned
Fisher T. Fish, whose lean frame was garbed in weird
and wonderful football togs.

“ Fish,” said Wingate, "I understand there was a
meeting of Remove fellows in the junior common-room
the other night. What was it all about?” )

“Waal, we wanted to put the kybosh on W harton &
'n —some !” said Fish guilelessly. “I1 pguess we con-

OUT NEXT MONDAY |



regated to see if any merchant had a decent stunt in
is cabeza."

“His what?” stuttered Wingate,

“Cabeza—head, in your fifth-rate language!”

“I eee. You wanted to think out a dodgze for coming
on this tour, instead of Wharton:"

“I guess that hits it."”

“You rotter, Fish!"” snarled Skinner.
and let the cat out of the bag mow!
idiot "

The American junior looked alarmed. In his
triumphant conceit at having scored off Harry Wharton
& Co., he had forgotten to whom he was speaking. The
fat was in the fire now with a vengeance.

“I have heard enough,” said Wingate, “ to more than
suspect that things of a particularly shady nature have
been going on. Every junior hére will come with me
to Mr. Quelch.”

“Oh, crumbs!”

“It's all U I'!” proaned Bolsover major. “My hat!
I'll make that fat cad Bunter sit up for this!”

Several fellows who were loitering im the corridor
looked on in astonishment as the strange procession
wended its way to Mr. Quelch's study. It was obvious
from the dismayed faces of Skinner & Co. that something
was seriously amiss,

DBunter accompanied the party, and Wingate rapped
gharply on the door of the study and entered.

- Mr. Quelch had donned his gown, and was about to
roceed to the Form-room to conduct morning lessons,

e stopped short in surprise at the sudden invasion of
his study. ;

“Wingate, what—what does this mean? Have these
boys come to bid me good-bye before starting on their
tour? If so, they must do it quickly. I have very little
time to lose.”

“I don’t think they'll go on any tour, sir,” said Win-
gate, " unless it's to the Head's study. DBunter, repeat
vour story to Mr. Quelech!”

Billy Bunter did so as plously as possible. He wanted
to make it appear that he 'had been against the whols
thing from the outset. He did not spare Skinner & Co.
in the least, and when he concluded his narration 1he
Form-master's braw was as black as thunder.

“8kinner,” he rumbled, “you are an unprincipled
blackguard! Through you five innocent boys have been
grievously wronged! I trust you do not presume to deny
your offence?”

The wretched Skinner was incapable of speech. His
tonpue seemed to cleave to the roof of his mouth,

“Ah! Your silence is quite sufficient evidence of your
guilt! Bunter, why did you not acquaint Wingate or
myself with these facts before?”

“I—I—it slipped my memory, sir,” stammered Bunter.

Skinner suddenly found his voice.

“He's been blackmailing me!” he hooted. “I've paid
-out over a quid so that he should keep his mouth shut.”

“Is that so, Bunter-"

“Nunno, sir! Skinner imagines these things, sir.”

“The matter can soon be proved,” said Mr. Quelch
grimly. “I am aware that your father has not been in
a position to send you any money recently, Bunter. I
will go and question Mrs. Mimble, and. should it tran-
spire that you have Dbeen spending money to the value
of a sovereign or more in her shop, I shall know that
Skinner’'s statement is correct.”

“Oh, lor'!" groaned Bunter. “ Skinner, you rotter,
what did you want to give me away for®”

“One good turn deserves another!” muttered Skinner

“You've been
Oh, you prize

Em*ai‘f,{e ¥.

“LEnough!” said Mr. Quelch majestically. “ You will
all come with me to Dr. Locko. I do not suppose he will
take a lenient view of vour afence.”

Mr. Quelch was right. The Head's wrath, when he
was acquainted with the whole sorry business, was equal
to that of Jove of old.

“I shall not cane yvou, Skinner," he said.

“0Oh, good " murmured Skinner, under his hreath.

*“ But shall administer a public birching in Big Hall.”

“Groo!"

Five minutes later- the whole of Greyfriars was
assemhbled to witness the scene. It was no ordinary
flogging which Skinner received. The Head Taid it on
until "his arm ached, and the cad of the Remove fell
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when it was all over that life was scarcely worth living,
- The rest of the conspirators received a severe caniog,
including Bunter, whose howls’ awakened the echoes,
Then the Head called for Harry Wharton,

The captain of the Remove stepped up to the dais.

“I have inadvertently done you a grave "wroug, my
boy,” said the Head, “and am sincerely sorry for the
inconvenience anll suffering you and your friends Lave
been caused, You will, of course, take up the tour
which I cancelled in a moment of misapprehension, and
I wish you every possible success.”

“Hurrah!"

The cheering in Big Hall was deafening. Most of the
fellows had believed the Famous Five to be innocent of
the charge laid against them, and that belief was fully
justified now. At the eleventh hour the true facts had
been revealed, and now, as Bob Cherry eloquently
expressed it, “everything in the garden was lovely.

As for Skinner & Co., they had no recourse but to hide
their diminished heads. Their wretched plot, just when
it bade fair to succeed, had come tumbling about their
ears, and their knavish tricks had been thoroughly and
completely frustrated. _

Henceforward. the football tour would proceed withont
a hitch.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Routing of Rookwood!

. LEARLED!™ .
* Oh, how ripping '™
The Famous Five were in the sevenih heaven

of delirht, and no wonder. The magnificent
football tour, which they had imagined was, for them,
irretrievably lost, was theirs again now, and they meant
to make 1t o huge success.

“ Are you all here, kids*” asked Wingate cheerfully.

“ The all-herefulness is terrific!”

Wingate scanned the crowd of juniors in the Close, and
counted seventeen. _ .

“That's all right,” he said. " We've missied the train
the team was originally travelling by, but there's another
in half an hour. Come on!” :

Very pleasant indeed was the journey to Coombe, which
was the station for Rookwood. The footbhallers ch:&nrgfrd
at Courtfield Junction, and then all was plain aﬂ}lmg.
Wharton felt very glad that he had not written to Jimmy
Silver to ery off the fixture. The Rookwooders would be
expecting them now, and would not be disappointed.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Bob Cherry, as the
train rumbled into the little Hampshire station. “ There’s
a guard of honour waiting for us, by Jove I”

Jimmy Silver & Co. of the Classical Side at Rookwood
and Tommy Dodd & Co. of the Moderns were lined up
on the platform. They gave a hearty cheer as the
Greyfriars fellows stepped from the train, _

“lad to see you chaps again!” said Wharton, shaking
hands all round. .

“Some here,” said Jimmy Siiver.
you a hot reception!” | :
" Wharton grinped. Jimmy Silver usually said something
like that before a match.  Afterwards it was anolner
story.

“gurr},r we're late,” said Nugent. * We've had some
excitement at Greyfriars this morning, and couldn’t come
away by the train we wanted to” _ .

“That’s all right, my pippin! Hop into the brake’

There were a couple of brakes in waiting outside the
station. The Greyfriars juniors clambered into one, and
the Rockwooders inte the cther. The drivers cracked
their whips, and the vehicles rattled along the country
road towards Rookwood. 1 |

Everything boded well for a good game. The air was
erisp and keen, the players fit and fresh, and the eround
was in perfect condition. Moreover, theré was no other
match on at Rookwood that afternoon. This was fortu-
nate, as there was likely to be a much bigger “ gate.”

A charge of sixpence was levied for admission to the
pavilion, and a couple of Classical juniors were very busy
taking the money. Wingate was to referee the ccmtn?slza,

A Grand, Long, Complcte Storv of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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and after a few moments the rival teams ran out on to
the field.

There was a roar from the onlookers;

“Play up, Rookwood !

“Put it across them, Greyfriara!” yelled the half-dozen
loyal reserves who had come over with Harry Wharton
& Co.

Wingute blew his whistle for the teams to line up.
Wharton spun a coin, and Jimmy Silver guessed correctly.
He clected to kick with the wind.

The opening exchanges were swift and keen. Rook-
wood were seen to best advantage at first, and things
looked dangerous for the Friurs defence when Lovell
and Neweome raced the ball down between them, and
were left with only Bulstrode to beat.

But Dulstrode when in form wanted, a pood deal of
beating, and he was in form to-day. Ie met the incoming
leather with his fist, and it flew out again, to alight
at the ready feet of Tom Brown. '

The New Zealander sent the ball soaring away up the
field, and Bob Cherry, in the half-back-line, gained pos-
session. Ie essayed a beautiful pass to the wing, and
Vernon-8mith, who had the fleetness of a hare, sped hot-
foot towards the Rookwood citadel. Tommy Cook, at
back, rushed in to meet his man, and succeeded in par-
tialky stopping the ball with his leg, whence it glanced
off and rolled over the line.

“Corner!” rose the cry.

The Bounder of Greyfriars excelled at many thinps,
and corner-kicking was one. Making due allowance for
the wind which was blowing, he lobbed the Lall an to the
waiting head of Peter Todd. Peter gave a short, eharp
jerk, and the next moment the leather was seen to be
reposing in the net,

" Goall”

“Hurrah for us!” said Bob Cherry joyfully. “EKeep it
up, Friars!™

After that Harry Wharton & Co. had by far ithe hest
of the game, despite the fact that they were battling
against a stiff breeze. Time and again they took the
ball into their opponents’ territory, but the Rookwood
goal seemed to bear a charmed life, for no one scored.
Half-time arrived at length, and the Friars trooped into
the dressing-
room, feeline well
saticfied with
their solitary
goal's lead,

After the re-
sumption it waa
not difficult 1o see
how the game
would go. Grey-
friare had the
wind  in  their
favour now, and,
apart from that,
their combination
W4 infinitely
superior to that
of the Rook-
woodera. A per-
fect  understund-
in g prevailed
amongz the mem-
bers of the hald.
back line, and the
halves are usually
the axle on which
the rest of the
team revolves:
but the Rookwond
trio were ragged,
to gay the least nf
it, and, accord-
ingly, the visiting
forwards made
metry,

Harry Wharton
met 2 magnificent
pass from Hurree
Singh ten minutes
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I restarted, and hanged the hall
home before the astoniched goalkeeper could say fiddle-
sticks,

“Two up!”
munitions !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked decidedly blue. They were
putting up a very poor show on their native heath, so
to speak, and the knowledge was not comforting. Two
hundred fellows had paid sixpence apiece to see them wipe
up the ground with Greyfriars; but the situation secmed
to be on the other fool " bootfully,” as Hurree Singh
expressed it,

The Rookwooders fell Lack to defend their goal. As an
attacking force they were a dead letter, and their sole
ohject now was to keep the score down. To let the Grey-
friars’ forwards run amok and score poals unlimited
would never do at all. Jimmy Silver & Co. would be
chaffed about it until they were grey-headed.

But the dashing, virile forward line of Greyfriars were
not to be denied. They came on again and again, and
their opponents’ goal was often in jeopardy. A guarter
of an hour from the end Dick Penfold wound up a clever
run by driving the leather home with terrific force.

“QOue, two, three!™ wvelled the crowd sarcastically.

“You're not playin’ marbles, young Silver!” drawled
Adolphus Smythe, the prim, arrogant dandy of Rookwoed.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Jimmy Silver flushed uncomfortably. He was really
playing his hardest, and Smythe’s ill-humoured sarcasm
was (uite uncalled for. The fact of the matter was that
Harry Wharton & Co. were in such spanking form that
they could have squashed many a cleverer =ide than
Rookwood that afternoon,

Just before Winpate sounded the final whistle ool
numhber four was registered, from the foot of Frank
Nugent. Vernon-Smith had secured the opening, and
Nugent, ever a sure shot, had made no mistake,

“Four to nil!” chirruped Bob Cherry., *“ Well, we've
made a start, anyway.”

“ Rather ™

The playera trooped from the field, and Bulkeley,
the Rookwod ecaptain, met them with the informa-
tion that a crowd
of 205 had paid
for admission to
the match, thus
making the orate-
money £5 2s. 6d,

“That'a great!”
sald Harry Whar-
ton, his face
radiant, “If you
ask me anything
about it, my sons,
this tour’s going
to be the greatest
sucecess of the
scason I

“ Methinks there
would have been a
slightly  different
ending if Skinner
& Co. h ad
played I” chuckled
Johnny Bull,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You're above
our  weight—to-
day, at any rate,”
sald Jimmy Silver,
" To-morrow you'll
find yourselves up
agailnast sterner
stuff.”

“Why, what do
you mean:’ asked
Wharton, in sur-
prise. "“We're
playing Hamp-
shire  to-miorrow
at Southsea.”

after the came had

chorticd ILieb Cherry. “Pile up the
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Just before the end of tnat great game Frank Nugent scored with a scorching shot, thus driving the last nail
into the coffin of the military team. “Geal!l" (5e: Chaptsr 11.)

“I know that, old scout.”

“Then how can we be up against you?r”

“Because,” said Jimmy Silver cheerfully,
Newcome, and I are playing for Hampshire.”

The Greyfriars juniors were amazed. On the morrow
they were to meet eleven boys of Hampshire, and had
imagined that at the Garrison Ground, Southsea, where
the match was to he played, they would be strangers in
a strange land, not knowing a soul, and, lo! Jimmy
Filver and his two chums on the Classical Side were to
play for Hampehire.

“That’s jolly good news!” said Wharton, when he had
mastered his astonishment. “We can travel down
to-night together—what:"”

“That’s 1t, and stay at the same hotel,” said Jimmy
Silver, “And, mark you this, Hampshire have got a
rattling good side out for the occasion. I'm not saying
it because three of our chaps happen to be playing; but
I’v?i seen the others at practice, and they're the real
ooods.’
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Wharton nodded. IIe realized to the full that the
county eleven would put up a good game. Indeed, had
all the Hookwooders been up to the weight of Silver,
Lovell, and Newcome, the match just played would have
had yuite a different result. The three Classical fellows
had been playing to-day among indifferent footballers;
to-morrow they would be members of a vastly superior
eombination. But, in spite of this knowledge, Harry
Wharton & Co. enjoyed a warm bath and a hearty meal,
and faced the future with stout hearts and indomitable
Courage,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Hampshire Heroes!

“ UNNY Southsea!” ejaculated Bob Cherry, as the
Removites took their bags from the rack and
stepped out on the platform at Fratton
=tation.

“Groo! Don’t see anvthing sunny about it!"” growled
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Johnny Bull, peering through the gloom at his com-
panions. “ Everything seeins dead and alive!”

“Well, you can hardly expect a flood of sunshine to
be turned on to order at nine o'clock in the evening "
langhed Harry Wharton.

“Is ever?'hﬁd;.' here?” asked Wingate, “ Twenty, there
should be.’

* All gerene !" said Jimmy Silver.

Wingate handed the tickets to the collector, and the
tourists stepped out into the semi-gloom of Goldsmith
Avenue, '

“What’s the next move’' asked Nugent. *Shall we
go and see the sights of Portemouth "

Wharton smiled grimly.

“Not at this time of night!” he said. “That’ll do
to-morrow. We've got all the morning to ourselves. I
suppose the harbour won’t disappear in the night, or
anvthing like thatf"

“ Don't be ftmn;r, ass !"

“I think Harry's right,” said Bob Cherry.
all the sleep we can pgot.
tram "

The party boarded the car, and in half an hour arrived
at their destination—the Queen’s Hotel, It was a Imag-
nificcnt structure, facing the wide expanse of common,
across which came a refreshing breeze from the sea.

The Famous Five shared a spacious bed-room, and by
ten o'clock were slecping the sleep of healthy youth,

They were early astir, for the long stretch of sea-
front, and the bouncing, turbid waves, called them forth
for a morning stroll. While Wingate, Jimmy Silver,
and the rest of the fellows were still snoring, the Famous

Five elipped on their things and strode across the common
to the promenade.

. Southsea’s not a bad place,” observed Johnny Bull
eritically. *I've seen a few better, and lots worse.”

“Great  Scott!” exclaimed Wharton excitedly.
“Blessed if there aren’t feliows bathing, and in No-
vember ! This beats the band " :

“There are lots of chaps who have a dip every morn-
ing in the year,” said Nugent. *“They get hardened to
it, like those johunies who go every morning for a swim in
the Serpentine. It may suit their tastes, but it wouldn't
suit mine. Too jolly cold! Groo!”

The juniors tramped on for a mile or so, when they
reached Eastney Barracks. Then thev retraced their
footsteps, and arrived at the hotel to find their comrades
scated before a steaming breakfast.

When the meal was over, a visit was paid to the famous
old harbour and miany other places of interest, With
much relish, Dick Russell, who was Southeea born and
bred, recounted how the Duke of Buckingham had been
assassinated in the historic house in the High Street;
and the old Victoria Pier, where Charles the First, of
immortal memory, had once landed, also came in for a
good deal of comment.

While the morning was yet at an early stage, the
party boarded a steamer bound for Ryde, and explored
the Isle of Wight in the limited time at their disposal.
Some delay was occasioned by the papers they had to
sign to comply with Government regulations, but alto-
gether the expedition proved very enjoyable. A light
lunch was partaken of at the hotel, and then it was time
for the great match to commenca,

Harry Wharton & Co. experienced a feeling of stage-
fright on reaching the famous Garrison Ground, close to
Cambridge Barracks. The crowd was enormous, for the
match had been boomed throughout the town by means
of pesters. Almost a thousand people had paid for
admission, and many others—mainly small youths, who
were unable to raise the wind—were perched upon the
iron railings which skirted the ground.

The Hampshire team, with the exception of Jimmy
Silver and his two chums, were already at practice, in
their red jerseys and white knickers. Harry Wharton
& Co. were already garbed in their footer togs, and it
was only necessary for them to take off their coats and
macks,

A young naval officer had promised to referee, but was
summoned to the dockyard just before the game was due
to commence, and Wingate generously volunteered to
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“We want
Hallo! Here's the antiguated

take his place. Tt was rather an ordeal for the captain
of Greyfriars, who was a big, strapping fellow, and many
who did not know him as a public school boy might have
wondered why he was not in khaki., DBut Wingate's
conscience was clear, and he turned a deaf ear to the
few cries of “ Slacker!" which certain ignorant youths
on the touch-line threw out.

Harry Wharton shook hands with the HHampshire cap-
tain, a fresh-faced, cheery-looking youngster named
Kennedy, and tossed for choice of ends. He won, but
there was very little advantage in so doing, as the wind
had dropped, and the weather was clear and calm.

Wharton wisely elected to kick towards the sea. The
faces of the Greyfriars fellows would thus be turned from
the main section of the crowd, and they would not betray
the nervousness they undoubtedly felt.

Pheep! went the whistle, and the next moment the
two teams were hard at it, passing and feinting with
a cleverness which showed that it was going to be a
scientific pame, and not a mere rough-and-tumble.

The Hampshire eleven showed up well, despite the
fact that they were unused to playing in each other's
company. Jimmy Silver and Lovell and Newcome fitted
into the forward line splendidly, and it scemed as if
they had been in the habit of playing with the Hamp-
shire eleven all their lives.

From end to end the ball travelled fast, and the play
was wonderfully keen. The two elevens seemed to realise
that, since such a huge number of people had paid out
slxpences to watch the game, it was “up to” them to
put forward their very best endeavours.

EBoth goals had very narrow escapes, and the custedians
on each side were superb. Bulstrode was certainly touch.
ing the top of his form, and a slim, fair-haired youth,
named McKenna, was repeatedly in the limelight with
many remarkable saves for Hampshire.

Play had been in progress about twenty minutes when
the Greyfriars halves, combining cleverly together, took
the ball down the field. Then Mark Linley sent Vernon-
Smith away, and the Bounder, although he was up
againat two of the very best junior backs in the county,
never once faltered. He centred at the critical moment,
but the ball was travelling at rather too great a epeed,
and Harry Wharton just missed it. However, it sped
right acress to Hurree Singh, who fastened wupon . it
cagerly, and crashed it past McKenna in hurricane
fashion,

“Goal!”

“IMirst blood to us!” exclaimed Bob Cherry excitedly.
“Ye pods! This is the sort of game I like! It makes
one feel young again!"

“You talk like a giddy octogenarian!”
ton. " Anybody
Methuselah !

Bob laughed, and plunged into the fray once more.

The Hampshire eleven, undaunted by their reverse,
kept up a heavy and eustained pressure; but the Grey-
fricrs defence was founded as upon a rock. Johnny Bull
and Tom Brown played hercically, and time and again
their energetic tackling saved the situation.

Shortly before the interval, however, Kennedy burst
through on his own, and sent in a shot which Bulstrode,
not being a contortionist or an indiarubber man, was
quite powerless to save,

Half-time arrived with the score 1—1.

“Not so bad,” murmured Frank Nugent, as he sucked
a lemon. “The crowd seems pretty well satisfied, and
that’s the main thing. Hallo! What's up with old
Wingate "’

“0ld Wingate"” was engaged in remonstrating with a
burly, thickset navvy on the touch-line. The juniors
walked over to the scene, and were just in time to hear
the fellow exelaim ;

“You'd look well in khaki, you would, a fine, upstandin’
feller like you! Why don’t yer 'list?”

“For good and sufficient reasons,” replied Wingate
tersely. * You seem to have constituted yourself presi-
dent of the Society for Minding Other People's Business.
Wouldn't it be as well if you were to attend to your
own’?

“Ldon't want none o° yer lip!” said the man darkly,

grinned Whar-
would think you were as old as
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“Wot I ses is, why ain't yer wiv the Colours? Kitchener
wants coves like you!”

“How about yourself?” retorted Wingate. * Far be it
from me to presume to show a man where his duty lies;
but you seem quite eligible for the Army."

The navvy scowled.

“I've got the missus and a kid to keep!” he said.

“So have many others who are now in Flanders and
Gallipoli I”

* Besides, I'm nigh on forty years of age.”

“Then what did you do in Afghanistan and the Boer
Warr”

LI Eh :I:.H‘

“You heard what I said. Have you eerved your
ceuntry in the past, in her time of need?”

"1 can't eay as I "ave."”

“Then keep your mouth closed, my man, and before
you observe the mote in another’s eye, search out the
beam in your own.”

“ Well spoken !"” murmured Bob Cherry.

"Look ’ere!” roared the burly labourer, turning to
Wingate. *“ Are you askin’ for a dot on the boka?”

“You will keep your paws off me, or take the con-
sequences!” said the captain of Greyfriars, his wrath
rising.

“Ho! So that’s your imperent tone, is it? Well, take
that one!”

The fellow launched out elumsily with his fist, and
Wingate, stepping swiftly aside, easily dodged the blow.
Then, although not an agpressive sort of fellow as a rule,
he strode forward, and shot out his left. The blow caught
the man fairly and squarely beneath his c¢hin, and, big
and burly though he was, he completely lost his balance,
and went to the ground in an undignified heap.

“Hurrah !™

“ Well hit, sir!”

Harry Wharton & Co. were not the only people who
applauded Wingate's action. The crowd were with him
to a man, and voiced their approval with great heartiness,

The navvy was on his feet again in an instant, and
Wingate stood ready for him; but a zealous special
constable, who had heard the whole of the discussion, and
who knew Wingate to be a public school boy, gripped the
man by the eollar and hustled him off the field, despite his
lond-mouthed protests.

“Quite an exciting interval!” chuckled Tom Brown.
“ Now for the second half !”

Wingate was smiling now. Whenever anything
occurred to upset his equilibrium, the genial captain of
Greyfriars was mever long in recovering himself. The
present case was no exception,

Play after the resumption ruled as keen as ever. Hamp-
ehire were slightly the better side, but their forwards
always came up against a rock-like defence. Bulstrode
was, indeed, a rod in pickle for Greyfriars. He never
made a single blunder, or goals would most assuredly
have come profusely from the feet of Kennedy & Co.

At the other end Wharton shot just wide, and Penfold
headed over the bar. Then play was transferred to the
Greyfriars territory once more, and Jimmy Silver all but
gcored.

The crowd felt that they were having their money's
worth, for few such ding-dong struggles were witnessed
on the Garrison Ground, even when Army teams of high
repute were playing.

Buletrode came out of his goal to meer a combined
rush of the Hampshire forwards, and, in diﬁnﬁ for the
ball, he sustained an unfortunate injury to his knee,
which rendered him hors de combat. He was assisted to
a spot behind the goal, and tended by an old traioer who

was among the crowd. But it was evident that he could .

not go on,

It was a bitter blow to Greyfriars, who could only just
hold their own with the team intact. Bulstrode's absence
was bound to make a tremendous difference.

Tom Brown took the goalie’s place, and the Hampshire
forwards literally bombarded him with all sorts and con-
ditions of shots. But this was not the New Zealander’s
first experience in goal, and he brought off a number of
capital saves,

Five minutes from the close, however—just as Harry
Wharton & Co, were beginning to congratulate them-
gelves that they had made a draw of it—Jimmy Bilver
and Newcome were responsible for a fine bout of passing,
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which culminated in the Rookwood leader scoring a grand
oal.

8% All over, bar shouting!" said Nugent dully.
Wharton turned almost fiercely upon his chum.
“We're not giving in,” he said grimly, * tiil the final

whistle! Come on, you chaps! One last desperate

gpurt I”

Inch by inch the Greyfriars forwards took the ball
down the field. They were fighting against time, and,
incidentally, against a fierce gust of wind which had risen
from the sea. But they stuck to their guns doggedly, and
at last, after what seemed an eternity, they were ‘H"if:hlﬂ
shooting distance. Then Wharton, who was in possession,

ssed to Penfold, and Pen essayed a low drive which
would have caught any other goalie but McKenna
napping. The Hampshire fellow, however, dived swiftly
down at the crucial moment, and gathered up the ball.

Out on to the field of play came the leather once more,
and Wingate's lips were on the whistle. Wharton saw
this, and, summoning up all the strength remaining to
him, sent in a magnificent shot, which caused McEKenna to
roll over and over in a frantic yet futile endeavour to
BAVE,

' G’ﬂﬂ] !11'

" Well
fellows,

And then the whistle blew, and the two teams left the
field, to the accompaniment of a mighty roar from the
ecrowd. A great and splendidly-contested match had
ended in a draw of two goals each,

“What a game!” chirruped Jimmy Silver, clapping
Wharton on the back. *“It put yesterday’s little tussle
right in the shade! My word, you chaps know a goal-
post ‘from a maiden over!”

“T should think we did!” said Bob Cherry. “ We have
been brought up on foothall from the time we wore shert
trousers !”

“Ha, ha, hal” ;

“1 suppose you don’t happen to be playing for the
Bantam Regiment to-morrow:” grinned Wharton.
“You're such a chap for surprises, you know "

Jimmy Silver shook his head. :

“ We've done our whack,” le s=aid. “ Now we must
sink away into oblivion., Lucky chaps, vou are, I must
say ! Fancy being free from lesssons fer a fortnight!
It makes one's mouth water!” | )

George Wingate came up just them, with a radiant
gmile on his face. _

“The teceipts for this match,” he =aid, *amount to
twenty pounds eighteen shillings. There was an attend-
ance of eight hundred and thirty-six.”

“Oh, good !” _

“We shall raise sufficient to supply socks and mittens to
the whole of the Allies!” =aid Bob Cherry. *That's what
Fishy would call “ some ' figure! Over twenty quid, by
Jove !

The next move was to see Jimmy Silver & Co. off from
Portsmouth Town Station. 'Iiey had to depart early.
Then the tourists went to the celebrated Casina Cafe In
the Osborne Road for tea, whence they proceeded to the
hotel to pay their Lill: and then it was time for them to
take train to Courtfield, at which town they were to meet
the Bantam team from Wapshot on the morrow.

played, Wharton!” roared the Greyfriars

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER.
The Battle with the Bantams|

i ERE we are again!” )
Boh Cherry made that remark as, strolling
through the streets of Courtfield early on the

following afternoon, he spotted Wibley and

Rake and Kipps, and a host of other Removites.

The preetings exchanged between the two parties were
of a very cordizl character.

“ Done anything to write home about?” asked Wibley.

“ Rather! Licked Rockwood by four to mil.”

“My hat!"”

“Apd drew with Hampshire 2—2."

“Good biz!”

“And in half an hour;

¥

said Nugent, glancing at his
1

A Grand, Long, Compieto Btory of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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watch, “ we comwmence to wipe up the ground with the
Bantams.”

“ Who!”

“What?"

“ Which P

“The Bantam Regiment from Wapshot Camp, . We're
playing ‘em on the Courtfield Recreation Ground. 1 sup-
pose you're coming:”

“Well, I'm blowed """ gaid Rake. “ We knew there was a
big match on—everybody’s coming over to see it, in fact
—but we didn't know it was you. We thought two Army
teams were up against each other. Oh, what luck "

And Ihck Rake capered wildly on the pavement from
sheer delight.

“CUome on!” sald Harry Wharton.
much time, you chaps.”

The party proceeded to the recreation pround, ontside
which, on the hoardings, the great match was annonnced.
Already the stand was [filling rapidly, mainly with

entlemen in khaki, who were admitted free.

Dick Rake and his companious secured very good scats
in the foreground, but tllm late-comers would have con-
giderable difliculty in finding room to sit down, save the
prefects, for whom a2 certain row in the stand was
reserved,

The Remove eleven ircoped merrily into the dressing-
room, and were soon chunging into their footer togs. o
far, the team had been kept intact, for Bulstrode had
fully recovered from the injury he sustained the day
before.

Private .Timmj Travers, who skippered the Bantams,
extended a cheery gresting to the Friars.

“Come to take your gruel —what?"” he said, with a grin.

“Rather the reverse,” smiled Wharton.

“Well, you've got a colossal nerve, 1 must say, to
challenge Kitchener's chaps to a footer match! D'you
know that we've got an eleven fit to play teams like the
Crystal Palace?™

“I hope s0,” said Harry.
more praiseworthy then.”

“"Hum! Are you aware that we’ve got pros playin’ for
us—chaps who've made (heir mark in the reserve section
of bir Leagua teams?”

“Let ‘em all come!” answered Wharton readily.
“We're game to take our chance. We can’t very well
come up against a hotter side than we met yesterday.”

Jimmy Travers looked grim.

“Well, we sha'n’t spare you!" he said. “We mean to
cram on all the goals we can, young feller-me-lad! Serves
you right for bein’ so presumptuous. You'll find you've
bitten off more'n you can chew this journey! Hi,
corporal !"

A fat, pgenial-looking man of about five-and-twenty
responded to Jimmy's call,

" Why—what?” he gasped, with a glance at Harry
Wharton & Co.. “Where's the team we're supposed to
be playin'?”

“ Here !”

Corporal Smudge looked again.

“Don’t see anythink of ‘em,” he observed.
you go a-pullin’ of my leg, Private Travers!”

“I ain't,” said Jimmy, with a grin. *“These are the
kids. Let me interdooce you!”

“Them!” murmured the corporal faintly.
the team, did you, say? Oh, corks!
play a kindergarten, are we?"

“I thought meself that the first eleven was comin’
over,” sald Private Travers “’Stead of that, they've
scnt us these young children!”

“Ho, ho, ho!” roared Corporal Smudge.
takes the cake, beats the band, and prances off with the
whole blessed box o' tricks! I never thought I should
live to laugh so much in all me life! Ho, ho, ho!”

And the corpulent corporal colla on to one of the
seats, and guffawed until two large tears began to
disport themselves on his flabby cheeks.

“You can laugh!” said Bob Cherry, who felt a little
nettled at the reception the Greyfriars eleven had been
given. "You'll change your tune presently, Mr.
Corporal I

“Ho, ho, ho!" came in a hysterical roar from Corporal
BSmudge. The rest of the Bantams arrived on the scene
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at that moment, and, earning what was afool, shrieked
with laughter also.

“It won’t be necessary for us to send the whole team
out, Jimmy,” said one of them to Travers. “’Arf a
dozen’ll be quite enough. We'll 'ave a goalie, a back,
two ‘arves, and two forwards. How's that?®"

“Yon'll find yourselves licked o a frazzle, I might tell
you, if you try on any games of that sort!" said Wingate.
“These kids may be a bit short of stature, hut they make
up for their lack of inches by playing a rattling good
game, I should advise you not te look upon the match
as a foregone conclusion.”

The Bantams laughed knowingly, and Jimmy Travera
summoned them into action. They ran out on to the
field with the ball at their feet, and the crowd—quite
a colossal one by this time—accorded them a rousing
cheer. :

Then, a few minutes later, Harry Wharton led his
warriors into battle, and there were yells of laughter
from the military section of the spectators. How absurd,
they thonght, for a team of mere schoolboys, and juniors
at that, to challenge a regimental eleven! Againet the
Bantams, small men thongh the latter were, the Friars
were little more than Lilliputians,

But there were others in that vast erowd who knew
their sterling worth—namely, the fellows who had
journeved over from Greyfriars to witness the encounter,
A cheer went up from two hundred youthful throats as
Harry Wharton spun a sixpence into the air.

Jimmy Travers won the toss, and the Bantame kicked

off with the wind in their favour. It was seen at the
nutset that their bark was worse than their bite, for
their combination was scrappy and their science almost
at a discount. But perhaps Jimmy Travers & Co.
imagined that they had a walk-over, and did not mean
to unduly exert themeelves.
- Play was confined to mid-field for the first quarter of
an hour, and then the right wing of the Bantams broke
away. The outside-right took the ball down the field
with long, sweeping strides, and a grin of anticipation
on his tanned face. But the surprise of his life was in
store for him. Johnny Bull, cool as a cucumber, stood
ready for his opponent, and, deftly shooting out his left
foot at the critical moment, robbed him of the ball
with an ease and unconcern which evoked roars of
laughter from the Greyfriars fellows in the stand. Then
Johnny booted clear with wonderful precision.

“My eye!” murmured the winger of the Bantamas.
“My eye! Tricked, and by a blessed schoolboy !”

But there was another and a greater surprise to
follow. Bob Cherry fastened on to the ball like a fox-
terrier, and, although a half-back, took it right through
on its own, and shot. The fat, wungainly Corporal
Smudge, who held the fort for the Bantams, was beaten
to the wide. He certainly made a desperate effort to
save the situation, but in wvain. The leather crashed
fairly and squarely into the net.

A sudden hush fell upon the spectators, who, for the
most part, had never expected anything like this. They
had settlod down comfortably to witness what the
thought would be a farce—to see Greyfriars routed,
annihilated, and exterminated by goals unlimited. TYet
a Greyfriars fellow had drawn first blood for his side!

But the silence which prevailed was of short duration.
A tremendous cheer arose, and Bob Cherry’s name was
on everybody’s lips. The Bantams played up desperately
after this. They felt their reverse keenly, and went all
out for the equaliser. But the time flew by on light
winge, and that equaliser never came. Greyfriars led
by one to nil at half-time.

Harry Wharton gave Bob Cherry a sounding slap on
the back as the players came off for the interval. Boh's
goal had placed the Friars 1 a very good position
indeed. The Bantams would have to pierce their
opponents’ net twice, at least, to cnsure the eweetls of
victory.

“This is great !” sald Nugent. “Serve those Tommies
right for their colossal swank. They don’t mean any-
thing, of course; theyv're decent fellows enouzh. But it
was a bit riling to be called a kinderzarten.’

“They're no great ehakes at footer,” said Johnny Bull.
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“Tt's been as simple as A B C to check their rushes, and
Buletrode’s having a holiday in geal. " If I'm anything
in the nature of a prophet, Greyfriars is going to romp
home this journey. Jimmy Travers will find he's woke
up the wrong passenger.”

“What-ho !”

After the interval the Friars came out on to the field
onee more in their blue jerseys und white knickers,
emiling, serene, and confident. The Bantams appeared
shortly afterwards, and although, as British Tommies,
they were supposed to be wearing emiles that wouldn't
come off, they were doing nothing of the kind now.
Their expressions were very grim and businesslike.

Harry Wharton & Co. were quick to get to work.
Their wonderful and unquenchable optimism carried
them far. Vernon-Smith, on the wing, was enjoying
himself immensely. The Bounder loved the limelight,
and he was pleased as Punch when the crowd applauded
Lis magnificent runs. After a time he managed to stave
off all opposition, and sent across a delightful pass to
Harry Wharton. The captain of the Remove snap
it up, and astonished the worthy Corporal Smudge by
rending in a lighining drive, which the unfortunate
goalle could scarcely see, let nlone save,

“Two up!” chanted Bob Cherry. “How d’ve like it,
eorporal? Why don’t you go into hysteries, old H?ﬂl‘t-,
like you did in the dressing-room? Ho, ho, ho! Fancy
meeting a blessed kindergarten !’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Half a dozen men were going to be sufficient to wipe
up the ground with us!” continued the irrepressible
Bob. " Why field eleven?”

Corporal Smudge grunted as he tossed out the leather.

“There's time enough yet for things to 'appen!” he
hinted darkly,

“I agree with wvou”
grinned Bob. * You might
get into double figures, for
imstance, same as we're
going to do!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The play ruled fast and
furious after this, for the
roldiers in the crowd were
retting sareastic, and the
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thought we could walk round you, as you was a team of
school kids. Now we've found out our mistake. My
cye! Won't the regiment chip us about this? We shall
never hear the end of it!” ,

“(Cheer up, old son!” said Bob Cherry boisterously.
“You didn't put up such a bad show. Our defence was
in full trim; that's the long and short of it."

“Well, you're real sports, I must say!” said Jimmy
Travers. He shook hands with the eleven all round, and
then with Wingate, and retired to his own quarters—
a sadder and a wiser man.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
Fiom Sirength to Strength!

HE Remove e¢leven on tour proceeded merrily.

They entertained junior teams representative

of Sussex, Kent, and Surrey. The tussle with the

first named was played at Hove, and after a thrill-

ing game the Friars emerged triumphant by one goal to
nil,

The Kentish team was visited at Bromley, and once
again Harry Wharton & Co. triumphed; though it must
be admitted that the boys of Kent would have drawn or
even won the match, had not their best half-back been
crocked at an early stage of the game.

The match with Surrey was a series of thrills. It was
recreation-ground at Godalming, and

although at half-time the Friars led 2—4‘} the county
tcam underwent a complete regeneration, and made a

draw of it at the finish.
On the following Mon-

day Harry Wharton rested

the  hard-working half-

“‘n back line, and brought in
(A Desmond, Morgan, and
Ogilvy, of the reserves. In

the forward line Monty

Newland displaced Hurree
Singh.

Bantams came in for quite
a lot of chaffing. Jimmy

; I - ) I I-. /] @ 2 [
I".‘. HarryWharfon g Ceof Sfudy I,Gru;l,tl‘ﬂucml. ‘

Despite  these  drastic
changes, the Friars XI.

BT

Travers led a fierce attack
upon the Greyfriars citadel,
and after a strenuous bom-
bardment Bulstrode was beaten by Jimmy,
really not a bad player.
reduced.

But the Bantame had shot their holt. So stubborn
wias the defence of that grand trio—Bulstrode, Ball, and
Brown—that, try as they might, the soldiers could not
bring about the equaliser.

And the Friars had not finished yet.
smarting a little from the good-natured chipping of
Corporal Smudge and Jimmy Travers, and meant to show
the Bantams what football really was. Just before the
finish Frank Nugent scored with a scorching shot, thus
driving the last nail into the coffin of the military team.

“Goal l”

The ecrowd—especially the Greyfriars scetion of it—
waxed hilarious. It was glorious to witness such a
etirring {usele, and to know that the cocksure Bantams
had sustained a licking.

There was no further scoring. The whistle went, and
the teams eprinted off ihe field amid a hurricane bout of
cheering from the Friars.

In the dressing-room Jimmy Travers approached
Harry Wharton and held out his hand.

“Put it there, kid!” he said solemnly. "I take back
all the things I sald agen your team. If this is a junior
eleven, I shouldn’t care to meet Greyfriars” first! My
eye! You put it across us proper!”

“We're having a pretty good tour,” eaid Harry,
“T'm glad we licked you. It will be a good advertise-
ment for ug in future matches. One of these times we'll
rive vou an opportunity of getting your own back.”

" Private Travers nodded.

“To tell the truth,” he said, lowering his voice, “our
chaps ‘ave ‘ardly ‘ad any practice, and there ain't no
pres in the team. It was jest our little joke. We
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which met at Middlesex at
Enfield overcame after a
gruelling game. The score
was two all at hali-time,
and Newland signalised his inelusion by scoring the
winning goal a few minutes from the finish.

The last match with a county eleven was against Essex,
at Leyton. Here again Harry Wharton & Co. triumphed
to the tune of 3—1, but the plucky lads of the eastcrn
county were foemen worthy of their steel. Indeed, every
single county team whom Greyfriars contested had played
a great pame, reflecting the highest credit on the sports-
men who had donned their jerseys and knickers in order
to entertain the boys from the famous =school.

One of the greatest successes of the tour was the match
with Claremont School. The latter fielded a very strong
side, and had the surprise of their lives when Harry
Wharton & Co. came, saw, and conquered by the adequate
margin of 4 goals to 2,

Three more matehes remained for decision.  Hen
Adams, the proprietor of the boxing-booth, had been able
to fix up arrangements for Thursday afterncon; on the
I'riday the Friars were to meet a representative eleven
of the London County Council Schools at Stamford Bridge,
Chelsea; and the coneluding match of the tour was to be
fought out at Greyfriars, with those old and time-
honoured rivals of Harry Wharton & Co.—the stalwarts
of 5t. Jim's.

The attendances at the county matches had been
excellent, and the receipts reached an astonishing figure,
Indeed, Wingate's daily telegrams to Dr. Locke to
describe how the tourists were getting on were of a most
optimistic nature, and the good doctor gaped when he
perused them, and passed them on to Mr. Quelch. He
had predicted, in an early conversation with Harry
Wharton, that perhaps twenty or thirty pounds might bo
raised. And the sum already collected by the Hemove
eleven amounted to considerably over a hundred pounds!

Courtfield Recreation Ground was again the scene of an

13
A Grand, Long, Complete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.



20 THE BESY 3° LIBRARY D@~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3! LIBRARY.

encounter on Thursday afterncon, and the Removites
recarded the fact in the licht of a geod omen. It was
at Courtficld that-they had spilled the blood of the
Buntams, so to speak; and they fondly heped to trounce
the soimewhat peculiar team which Ben Adams had placed
iu the field.

The famous trainer himself was taking no part in the
came, In his own words, he was too much of an "old
hoy " to think of plunging about on the football-field,
But good, honest Ben was an ardent follower of the
crreat winter game, and made a special point of turning
up to witness the tussle,

There were more spectators on this oceosion than there
had been at the Bantam match, for the fame of the Friara
had spread like wildfire through the little counftry town.
Not only that, but the well-known exponents of ring-
craft—white men and coloured men, serious and gay, as
their natures ordered—were a hure draw. Then, again,
the weather had been bitterly cold of late, and the public
had awakened to the fact that 1t was their hounden duty
to assist in such a splendid cause as that of supplying a
little warmth to the ecold, bleak ftrenches in Flanders
and the Gallipoli Peninsula,

The inexhaustible Wingate arain played the part of
referee, and a tremendous ovation greeted hofh teams as
thev lined up for the fray. Most of the boxers had little
knowledge of football, but they Had put in some hard
practice éuring the last few days, and their superior
height and weight were likely to stand them in good
stead. They had an ideal centre-forward in little Towm
Belcher, the boxing marvel, and altogether a good game
was promised.

Thers was certainly no lack of thrills at the commence-
ment. Tom Belcher wormed his way through the Grey-
friars defence like a wizard, and in spite of valiant efforts
to stop him, he sent in a great shot, which crashed past
Bulstrode with such velocity that it alinost broke the
net.

* Berry good, Massah Tom Beleher, sah!” exelaimed Sam
Waleott, one of the coloured boxers. “Ilat was a knoci-
out blow, right on de mark, sah !’

Tom Beleher smiled as Bulsirode fished out the leather
and sent it whirling up to the half-way line.

Then the Friors rallied.  Thev corried the war into the
enemy's country, as it were, and after every forward had
taken a hand, or rather a beot. in some sparkling work,
Vernon-Smith seored with a high, rising shot.

“Good for us, Smithyv ! exelaimed Wharton:
a rod in pickle for us on this tour, old man =

The Bounder smiled gratefully. Time was when the
door of approach to the Remove cieven had been closed to
him. Those were the days when be had been a blade, a
dog, and a goer; but now he had taken to the path of
virtue, and was not a little surprised at the great benefits
which a fellow gained from going straight and playing
the game as it should be played.

The ball was =set in motion once more, and the boxers
warmed to their work, A couple of corners fell to them,
but nothing materialised; and then the outside-right, a
bir, hustling fellow, shouldered Johnny Bull off the ball
and easily beat Bulstrode.

“This is where gonls are as plentiful as mushrooms!”
observed Bob Cherry. * Three in ten minutes, by Jove!
It'll be like a cricket score presently.”

Bob himself had the honour of netting the next goal
(irevfriars were awarded a free-kick, and Bob was chosen
to take it. The ball travelled swiftly along the ground,
became entangled somehow in the left-Lack’s legs, and
shot off at a tangent into the net.

“Two all!” said Peter Todd. * Keep it up. Friars!
Every time they get Haat old Bulstrode we'll jolly well
give 'em our revenge !

The ding-dong struggle went merrily on, and it was the
Friars’ turn to go ahend. Dick Penfold, whese play
throughout the tour had been of a most consistent
character, netted with a lightning drive.

“Brave!” came in a roar from the crowd.
on!”

But there was a lull in the scoring at last. The I'riars
held tenaciously te their lead, and played mainly on the
defensive. Close on the interval, however, Tom Belcher,
prancivg round Johnny Bull until the latter became quite
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bewildered and confused, took the ball deftly round him
and drove it past Bulstrode, the score at half-time beiug
3—3.

The local brass band let out weird noises during the
mterval, and a dilapidated-looking gentleman whose
trousers were frayed at the bottom, and whose bowler-hiat
looked as if it had been rescued from a dust-bin, trundled
round with kot baked chestnuts, !

The zecond half started of in apirvited fashion., A hefly,
cnal-black negro, who had by this time fully mastered
the rudiments of football, breke throngh the Greyfriars
defonce and seored.

“This is getting more like a criecket-match than ever,”
said Bob Cherry. * Better dig up a scorer from some-
where. We ghall lose count scon.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The reason for such tall seoring was easily explained.
Bath attacking forces were supremely brilliant, whereas
the defence on each side was wealk. In the case of Grev-
frinrs this was not surprising, Bulstrode, Bull, aud
Brown had played some sterling games of late; and ot
last the reaction had set in, and they were a trifle oft-
<colour, and ancertam in their tackiing,

But Harry Wharton and his fellow-forwards were in fine

fettle. Time and acsain they bombavrded their opponents’
citadel, and their reward scon came to them right
handsomely. Harry Wharton netted twice in quics

succession, and the Friars thus led by 5 goals to 4,

That lead was maintained admirably, for the hoxers
beran to tire. ''hey were muscular fellows, all of them,
but gruelling games of foveothall exposed their weak
noints. A quarter of an hour from the end, Mark Linley
was fairly hero-worshipped by the crowd on account of
a grand goal which he obtained from quite a long way
out. It was a hurricane shet, and crashed into the top
corner of the net before the astonished goalic could
realise what was happening.

“Six up!” =aid Harry Wharton joyously,
it =even, while we are about 1t !”

The ball was set in motion once more, and this time it
was Vernon-Smith's turn to secre.  The DBounder went
richt through on his own, and cut through the opposing
defence like a knife through hutter. He wound up with
,a low, lichtnine drive, which gave the net a good
shaking-up.

“Let's make

“(Good man, Smithy!" exclaimed Wharton, “The
rame’s ours now !
It was. Greyfriars were leading 7—4, and il was

bevend human power for the boxers to make up the
lreway in the few minutes remainingz for play.  They
were plucky fellows, and played up well, although in their
hearts they knew the inevitable.

Just before the final whistle Tom Belcher minimised
the defeat of his side by adding another goal; and then
the players came off the field, merry and contented, while
the spectators cheered them to the echo.

“ Anvbody who hoped to see o goalless draw must have
heen badly disappointed,” chuckled Nugent., “ LIy hat!
Twelve gpoals 1n one match, and seven for us! It's the
sort of thing one doesn’t see in o blue moon ™

“These fellows played well,” said Bob Cherry musingly.
“That chap EEIUL:L-I"F. a little marvel! T say, I'd give
anvthing to have the gloves on with him in a friendly
hout, Think it might be arranged. Harry®”

“ Possibly, but not on this tour,” said Wharton, with
emphasis. * We're playing the L.C.C. Schools to-morrow,
and we don’'t want a battered wreck floundering about
in the half-back line. Later on, when all the matches
nre over, you might give Tom Belcher a challenge—in
fact, it strikes me as being a rattling good idea—hut
vou're not deing it te-night, old son. We've got to
cateh the 7.20 train up to town, so, in any case, it would
he impossible.” .

“ Right you are!” said Bob Cherry. “ We'll see if some-
thing can be fixed up after the tour. Aud now for tca.
I'm jolly well famished!”

And the Removites, taking an affectionate farewell of
Ben Adams and his merry men, put on their coals and
disappeared in the direction of Uncle Clegg’s famous
bun-shop in Courtfield.
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THE THIRTCENTH CHAPTER.
The Lads of London!

ROBADBLY no match of the series excited so much

P interest and comment as that with a representa-

tive eleven of the London County Council Schools.

It was to be played at Stamford Dridge, and all

the scholars connected with the game, both as players

and spectators, had been granted a half-holiday for the

occasion. Consequently, the crowd was enormous. The

L.C.C. had nev t‘i done bnttle with a public school like

Greyfriars before, and all were keen to know how they
would fare,

There were m.m} distinguished personalities sealed in
the siand. Dr. Locke and Mr, Quelch had travelled u
together from Friardale, and other gentlemen whose wn!L
i life was to teach the young idea had ecollected for the
occasion. It was guite a family gathering.

As the day was Friday, the Chelsea team had no match,
and its directors had willingly censeuted to the use of
the ground for patriotic purposes. The pitch was in
Jrerfect condition, and the prospects of a rousing game
were Very rosy,

, The Friars took the field first. They felt almost lost
as they sprinted into the arvena, and egazed up at the
vast sea of faces with which f_hE} were suirounded. They
had ficlded four reserves, Squifi partnering Johnny Bull
at back, Morgan displacing thr Todd in the hall-back
line, and Dick Hll‘-_r‘-f_‘li and Monty Newland coming in
for Penfold and Hurree Singh respectively.,

. But it would be folly iﬂ suppose that the team was
weakened by these changes. On ihe contrary, it was
improved, for the fellows who stood down were stale,
and the new-comers, on the other hand, were filled -=ith
tremendons enthusiasm, and were foothallers every inch.

The Friars had a very good reception, but it paled into
insignificance before that which was aceorded the London
lads. The latter were fine specimens of the British
schoolboy. Looking into the future, one could mnﬁdpuﬂ_v
predict for them brilliant carcers, both i eivilian and
Service life. Tho modern system of teachiug and training
had worked wonders in instilling sound minds into sound
bodies, and the L.C.{C. lads were worthy of the hichesi
admiration. They worked hard and 1}1:1._1.“1 hara, 1hL"'\
helpine to confound those pessimistic praters who aver
that the coming reneration will ke a shadow of its former
race.

When the cheering had subsided, the referee-—a Chelzea
player of high repute—sounded a shrill blast on his
whistle. Harry Wharton gripped the rival captain Ly
the hand, and FEPH‘*H‘-}Ld tlw l*u:q[}u that 1t ‘Wmlld be a zoctl
rame. Then the coin was spun, Greyfriars winning the
tﬂﬁs.

From the outset it was seen that this was to bLe 2
mpartan tussle. The Londoners were shorter in stature
than the Friars, taken as a whole, but their knowledoe of
football was unlimited, and they held their own wilh
PASY Assurance,

Bulstrode had the busiest afternoon of his life, aud
Johnny Bull and Squiff scemed to be repelling attacks
all the time, for the 1..C.C. had an outside-left who was
the last word iIn specd aund sure shooting. He wanted
watching, did this fellow, whose name was Weston, and
the Greyfriars backs had all their work cut out to do
it. The uingm was a4s elusive as an eel. Like a certain
Swindon “ star,” he seemed, to the onlookers, to be merely
roaming aimlessly about the field; but, all of a sudden,
when there was anything doing, one would invariably
find him in the thickest of the fray.

The Londoners were the better-balanced side in the
opening half, bul, strangely enough, the only goal came
from the foot of a Greyfriars fellow. Harry Wharton
& Co. had made but few incursions into their opponents’
territory, and their isolated attacks had been easily
repelled ; but just before the whistle blew for the interval
they made another and more determined raid, and Dick
Russell scored with a swift ground shot which passed
between the goalie’s legs.

An additional collection was made at half-time for the
henefit of those brave fellows who were undergoing
another severe winter campaign in the trenches, and then
the two teams made their appearance once more, Lo the
accompaniment of deafening cheers.

The game proceeded somewhat quietly.
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had exerted themselves to the utmost in the first half,
and now they were pausing to gain their sccond wind,
for every man juck of them realised what a stern strug ffls-
it was to be ere the final whistle wrote “ Finis " to the
match,

Then of a sudden the L.C.C. seeined to become electri-
fied. They sprang into life, and their setivities caused
the erowd to marvel. Pipes and cigars were allowed to
7o out, and everyone gozed at the eame with oyes
transtixed.

Weston gained possession, and put in 2 magnificent run,
1is pace was truly “]*-airlli-hlll‘-’?. and held H‘m sgectators
spellbound. At the vight moment he sent across a
delightful pass, and the centre-forward deserved Lo be
hanged, drawn, and quartered if he fatled to make u:ze
of such a great opening,

But he did not fail. He fastened on to the hall, with
a =mile, and drove it in hard and trve. DBulstrode, who
never knew when he was beaten, iried hard to avert the
catastrophe, but in vain. His hand missed the ball by
inches, and it travelled into the net with lightning speed.

Had the Londoners kept up their ierrific pressure, they
wolld soon have built up a seore which the Friars could
never have passed. But the L.C.C.'s spirited ELHH was
merely a flash in the pan. It simmered down by degrees,
and t!:;r:n {ireyfriars came very much in the 1|m+:hrr11t

The halves, of whom Morgan was a Eruapi{,unu'ﬁ Ii*?ure.
-urged towards their opponents’ goal. Their ecourse was
by no mesns unhampered, for the gallant lads of the
metropolis seemed, like Imy]r_‘-' Raoche's bird, to be mm two
piaces at one and {the same time, but l‘}FI-:-lthl‘lLE and
perseverance bring itheir own Lewarﬂ and at last Mark
Linley was ahlo to send N {ngent away.

What followed m*f'ulmd seconds only, Without pausivg
to make up his mind, Frank Nugent shot, and =hot hard.
F !_'ntl'll“'l.t""]}, it was in the vight direction, too. The backs
rushed in to meet him, one on either =-dﬁ,, and, in chal-
lenging Nugent, had marred the goalkeeper’s vision.
"uLﬂ-rdlnrrh* when the air had cleared a little, the ball
was seen to be r{-rmanm safelv in the net.

“Oh, Fr tulklr ‘exclaimed Wharton, beside himself with
jov, " youw're ripping ! That goal was about the best of
the tour!”

“There's nothing like a first-timer,” smiled Nugent,
flushing with p]eﬂ-un: as cheer upon cheer ralig out Trom
the stand. “It's really the only thing to do against a
hot team like this.”

Wharton nodded. He felt hugely delighted, and as
pleased as if the goal had been registered from his own
foot.

A-good deal of mid-field play followed, and many fellows
o both sides covered themselves with glory. ~ Then a
melee arose near the half-way hne, not unlike a sCTImmAage
in a Rugby match. When the little group of combatants
broke aw ay the Friars were dismayed to see Mark Linley
lving prostrate. The referee blew his whistle instantly,
aind pIHv ‘was suspended.

“Marky, old man, what’s the matter:” asked Bob
11"'11911'};, Lamelmg (Ir:mn beside his chum.

“It's my arm,” expluined the Lancashire lad, with a
faint smile. “ Somebody cannoned into me, and I fell.
My arm seemed to muﬁ un under; me. It’s nothing to
worry about. It’s not Lroken or arwrhmﬂ like that. I'm
going on.’

A trainer came running on te the playing-pitch, aud
examined the mjury.

* That’ll seon mend,”
can't play on.”

“T must " muttered Mark.

“Don’t do anything =o f{]ﬂl sh! Do you want your arin
to et broken? Come, now! 1t's no good vour sticking
here with :1 hurt like that. You'll be little more than &

passenger.’

There was no recourse but for Mark Linlev to obev.
After all, it was of no use for him to remain on the
field, fm* he would be a hindrance rather than a help
to his =1de.

“ Rough

Pﬂtlmhv ally.
The abzence of the left-half made a great deal of

{Continued on page 23.)
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he said reassuringly; “but yvou

lnek, old chap!” said Bob Cherry sym-
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HARRY WHARTON'S weekly produclion,*THE GREY-
FRIARS HERALD,” makes its bow to the huge public of
British boys and girls on Monday next, November 15th. It
will consist of twenty large pages, pncked with the finest
features obtainable, brimful of humour, abounding in thrills,

and the most marvellous value at a halfpenny ever offered
in history !

Now for the delightful bill of fare. TFirst and foremoest is

AN ATTRACTIVE COMPETITION,

open to all, and easy of solution.
furm of

§IAGNIFICENT HAMPERS OF TUCK,

The prizes will take the

and every schoolboy in the country should make a point of
trying to win one of these colossal tuck-baskets, made up by
Messrs. Selfridge & Co., of London, who own the biggest
storehouse in the world, You will then be able ta patake

of a feast which will put even the celebrated repasts‘in No. 1
Study entirely in the shade.

MANY MONEY PRIZES

will alse be awarded, and competitors may scnd in as many

attempts as they like. Persuade all your chums to compete

for this stupendous offer, so that in the event of one of them

winning a hamper, you may all help to demolish the feast!
The other grand features will be as follows:

“EDITORIAL CHAT,"
written in the brisk and breezy style of Harry Wharton

“THE ADVENTURES OF HERLOCK SHOLMES,"

the first of o grand new series of detective stories, featuring
the celebrated Sholmes nnd his friend Dr. Jotson,
' By PETER TODD :

TWO POEMS ON THE REMOVE FODT-
BALL TEAM,

By FRANK NUGENT and HAROLD SKINNER,
which will ereate a great sercam ;

"THE ART OF PRIZEFIGHTING": An interview
with BOLSOYER MAJOR.

By “THE GREYFRIARS HERALD ” SPECIAL REPRE-
SENTATIVE,

to be followed by other “interviews " of an amazingly funny
nature ;
“THE PRIDE OF THE R NG!I"

The opening instalment of a magnificent boxing serial,
By MARK LINLEY ;

A WEEKLY CARTOON.

Drawn by famous JOHNNY BULL;
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“THE ROLLICKING REVELS OF RUFF AND
REDDY *’
A Wonderful Page of Pictures,

By FRANK NUGENT:
“LETTERS TO THE EDITOR,”

in which William George Bunter, Harold Skinner, George
“ ingate, I.:Jﬂ'lll.t‘llu_ﬂt Larry Lascelles, and other world-famous
individuals air their views on passing everts:

“THE SWINDLED SCHOOLEOYS!"”

a_delightful story of St. Jim's, related to Hurry Wharton
of the Gresfriars Remove,

By GEORGE FIGGINS:
“SHOTS AT GOAL,”

an iuteresting column of football facts, conducted

By H. VERNON.SMITH :
“THE LAUNCHING OF THE HERALD,"

being a number of congratulatory messages on the groat
success which has befallen Harry Wharton's paper;

“THE TUCKSHO® TRAGEDY,”

an excecdingly humorous set of verses,
By DICK PENFOLD:

“SPOOFED !
a humorous complete story, told in vivid fashion

By BOB CHERRY ;
“THE GREYFRIARS ALPHABET,”

A most mnusimi; rhyme running throughout the paper: also
& number of illustrative sketches by the Remove's leading
artizts,

ALL FOR ONE HALFPENNY!!!

——

RALLY ROUND, EVERYBODY!

Now that the glad news has been imparted in detail to my
chums, [ confidently expect them to put forward their very
best endeavours to secure for *“The Greyfriars Herald U o
roval and permanent sueccess.

For nearly ten years now my thousands of friends have
backed me up in every single undertaking, and I owe thom
a debt which I can never repay. But if it be true that the
more ohe asks the more will he receive, then I need have
no fears for this latest and best venture of all. I want every
Magnetite, every Gemite, every Popite, every Friendite, and
every boy and girl who has admired Harry Wharton and his
famous chums in the past, to give “The Greyfriars Herald ™
such a splendid leg-up that it will soar far above every othoer
halfpenny paper yet published.

I will not speak of the tremendous disappointment it will
cause me if the * Herald " fails to get the necessary support.
The blow would be a terrible one, and would hit me Very
hard indeed.

All together, then, readers, and see that on Monday next
you perform the best day's work of your lives!

YOUR EDITOR.
2
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difference. It gave the right wing of the L.C.C. free
sf:-:i]m for their f_?erﬂtiuﬂﬂ.

‘ive minutes after Mark Linley’s reluctant departure
the outside-right of the London team broke through.
Johnny Bull and Squifl came up to meet him at the same
time. There was a misunderstanding between the two
backs, and the winger manozuvred his way past them and
scored.

Two goals each, and ten minutes to go.
Greviriars defence possibly hold out?

The two surviving halves fell back a little, so that
when the Londoners came again they were met by an
almost impenetrable barrier. They repeatedly attempted
to rush through, and just as repeatedly were checked by
the Friavs,

Minute after minute passed, and still no addition was
made to the score. It was a terribly anxious time for
Bulstrode, but relief came at last. The whistle shrilled
out, and once again Greyfriars had played a drawn game.

“We just saved our bacon!” panted Frank Nugent.
"My word! Those last few minutes were a nightmare!”

HHIL
{HI

Could the

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Close ol Piay!

HAT a tremendoua ovation awaited the

Removites on their return to the old echool!

Their doings had Leen followed with intensest

feelings of pride by the Friars, and everybody
turned out in force to meet them at Friardale Station.
Such a demonstration was unique in the annals of the
old school.

Mark Linley was in no pain from his injury, never-
theless he was deemed unfit to turn out against St.
Jim's, Apart from that unfortunate circumstance, Grey-
friars fielded a full team.

It was a game hkely to Le long remembered in the
history of both schocls. Fought out under fierce con-
ditions, and marked all the way through with fine courage
and splendid determination, it worthily upheld the
highest traditions of sport.

In the first minute Talbot netted for St. Jim’s. Then
Wharton, after a great run by Vernon-Smith, put on the
equalicer. Tollowing this, Jack Blake put the Saints
ahead, and at half-time they led by two goals to one.

The second half was a series of thrills,. The EBounder
of Greyfriars was the central ficure, for he accomplished
the coveted ' hat-trick,” quite a unique experience for a
winger. Tom Merry netted twice for S8t. Jim's, but one
of the ooals was ruled off-side; and a wonderful match
ended in a 4—3 victory for the Friars,

There was a tremendous banquet held that evening to
celebrate the success of the tour, and Tom Merry & Co.
remained to share in the general revelry.

There were many speeghes, but the most Important
was that made by Dr. Locke, who proceeded to read out
the following highly interesting details:

Opponents. ~core. Attendance. ‘HEceipiLﬂ.
S
Roeokwood d—0 ... 206 ... 5 2 6
Hampshire ... ... 2-2 ... 836 .. 20 18 0
Bantam Regiment 3—1 .. 2639 ... 12 13 6
(=oldiers admitted free.)
Bussex 1—0 ... &2 ... 16 16 0
Kent 2—0 ... 5830 ... 13 5 0O
Surrey . 2=2 ... 901 .. 22 10 6
Essex ... ... . 3—1 ... 456 ... 11 8 O
Middlesex 3—-2 ... B0 .., 20 10 0O
Claremont ... ... 4-2 ... 2K) ... 5 0 0
Ben Adames” X1, T—5 ..3830 ... 17 & B
i=oldiers admitted free.)
I..C.C. Bchoaols 2—3 ,.3,732 ... 93 6 0O
st. Jim's 4—3 ..., 270 ... 6 15 0O
Tobal - v v s s wE S 245 11 O
Less travelling and other expenses 35 11 0
Total profits of tour ... .. ... £210 0 0
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“From the particulars I have just read,” said Dr,
Locke, “it will be seen that our boys did not lose a
single mateh.”

* Hurray !’

“ They scored thirty-seven goals against twenty netted
by their opponents. The sucessful marksmen were as
follows : Wharton, eight; Nugent, seven; Vernon-Smith,
gix; Penfold, four; Singh, three; Cherry, three;
Linley, two; Russell, two; Newland, one; and Todd, one S

“ Bravo "

“And we are able to give no less a sum than £210 for
the benefit of British soldiers,” continued the Head. “I
think such a result reflecta the ir&atest credit on all
concerned. Wingate, you are to be heartily congratulated
upon conducting such a highly successful undertaking.
You also, Wharton, have proved yourself to be an ideal
fﬂﬂﬁhau captain, a splendinf sportsman, and a born leader
of boys.”

“Three cheers for Wharton !" shouted somebody; and
the old rafters rang again and again with loud and
prolonged uheerinﬁ'.

Even Skinner -& Co. were forgiven in that hour of
triumph. Billy Bunter made a slashing onslaught upon
the many g things which adorned the festive board;
while the members of the victorious team felt that they
had deserved well of their country.

The revelry and rejoicing were kept up until a very
late hour, and them the great gathering, tired bnut
remendously cheerful, trooped up to bed.

And the greatest happiness of all prevailed in the
Remove dormitory, where HPhrry Wharton & Co. were
made to recount in detail the many and varied experienced
which befell the Remove Eleven on Tour.

THE END.

7D> not miss *"THE CONJURER'S CAPTURE!" next
week's grand story of the chums of Gre,friars, by
FRANNK RICHARDS: :
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Be a Crack Shot

ANY a noted shot first learned to shoot
with an air gun, so gel a

| “DAISY’ AIR RIFLE

and with this and a little practice you will be
putting shot after shot right into the *Bull”
The sooner you begin the better, so write for

' our 10 pp. booklet which teaches you how to
A shoot, ' The " Daisy " is safe, makes no noise,
: and never gets out of order. And it shoots

dead true’
2 “ Daisy.”

800 BHOT DAISY ATTOMATIC BIFLE .. o+ /8
SI%GLE SHOT DiIsY S a & ae 3¢
Ol Hardware and S8porting goods dealars averywhers, or

Ask the nearestdealer to show you

AETLWEEY ““"“1'"&&\'
5 LY

= S
Wm. E. PECK & Co., (Dept. 8 ), 1""'1'*"};. Ve
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THE FIRST INSTALMENTS.

Two bovs of 8t. Dunstan’s School, JACK DARRELL and
TEDDY BURKE, fall into the hands of LEWIS MACKAY.

Mackay, under the impression that Jack Darrell is the
Frince of Altenburg, kidnaps both him and his chum Burke.

The chums eventually find themselves on the Kiclberg, a
German cruiser, under the care of BARON ZELLING.

DERWENT HOOD, chief of the British Counter-Espionage
Department, goes in search of the Kielberg on H.M.8. Chats-
wood. The German cruiser, being hard pressed, seeks refuge
up the River Kunene, on the West Coast of Africa, whers
ghe runs aground. '

Accompanied by two membera of the Chatswood's crew
named Dexter and Walters, Hood proceeds up the river in a
motor-launch. They succeed in rescuing the Lwo boys; but,
owing to the vigilance of their German pursuers, are forced
to go nto hiding.

Darrell again falls into Baron Zelling's hands, and is taken
to a village in German South-West Africa.

During a quarrel between the baron and the governor of
the colony & messenger bursts into the room, exclaiming:

“Tho British! Thoe British Force is here! Men are
coming now "

; (Now go on with the story.)

Burke's Awkwarl Moment!

Walters was pleased with himself. Tt was not often he
had a chance of showing what he could do entirely on his
own, and the opportunity Midshipman Dexter had given him
was entirely to his liking.

“I've got the whole plan in my mind,” he told Teddy
Burke as they went down to where the launch still lay.
“Firat of all, though, we'll get the boat in order.™

Burke was not nearly so happy; his thoughts dwelt the
whole time on Jack Darvell

If Jack had been with them, the prospect of making this
fresh start to get back to the Chatswood would have filled
him with joy. But now—he did not want to get away from
all their difi{cuftiﬂ if it meant leaving his chum behind and
still in Zelling's hands,

Nevertheless, Teddy did his best to help Walters in the
task before them. There was no hope of getting the engine
in order, and the sailor’s chicf idea was to make the boeat
lank decent.

The day passed quickly:; they made several journevs up
to the camp again, and brought back with themm what few
storea they had left.

Just before it got dark Walters cxplained the erowning
part of his scheme. They necded something in the way of
oars, for the one small boathook the launch possessed would
ba of little practical vse in making progress,

“Bo I'm going to borrow a pair from the Kielberg,” he
told Burke, “You bring the gun along. and cover my
vetreat if it's necessary. But I don't think it will be.”

He stripped by the launch, then waded along until he
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eame to the river. PBurke had posted himself here, and zaw
Walters swimming slowly and quictly across until the dark-
ness swallowed him up.

There had been little oxeitement on the river that day,
and save for the glow frem the trees which told of the
Kiclberg's lights tTwru was practically no sign of  ther
existence.

Teddy waited patiently for some sound which should tell
him either of Walters” safe return or that he needed help

But for twenty minutes he waited. It seemed severad
hours to him. The curious sounds which ecame from (oo
wood, and the noise of the creitures which moved near him,
brought the same eerie feeling he had had when they Iay
waiting for the attack.

At last came a sound different from the others. There was
n gentle splashing of the water at his feet, and, poenng
ahead, he could see a patch of white in the darknes:

He whistled softly, and a few moments later Walters was
calling a cheery “Right-ho! Safe ond sound! And got all
we want! Help me carry 'em along, Mr. Burke!"

He stood up in the water and raised a great oar for Teddy
to handle. ‘

“ There's another one here,” he said pleasantly.
can take that along, I'll follow up the stream.”

Teddy struggled with his burden back to the launch.

* How did you manage it?" he asked, when at last Walters
had put them in the position which pleased him, and was
sorting out his clothes in the darkness. :

“RKasily,” the sailor answered. “I swam across, keeping
my eves open for danger all the time. *But there was no
sign of anybody, and all I had to do was to chimb nto one
of the boats and help myself to a couple of oars. It wua
not a very difficult job to swim back and push thein befora
me.  And here we are—all ready to begin the return
journey !

They went up the hill once more to report the prescnt

ato of affairs.

Htﬁzth Dexter and Hood were delizhted with what had been
accomplished.

“ What about
“If we only get
a hiding-place there;
thf‘li E;ﬁ:e,” Hood said. “I'm afraid these chaps will have
to help us both down to the launch, though. —

#Vou'll be able to travel in comfort, Mr. Hood,” Walters
anid. “I'm a bit of an expert in ambulance work, and I
think we'll manage you all right.” T

As a result, he quickly fixed up a rough-and-ready
stretcher, made from the two straight branches out of the
<helter and a couple of coats. In this way both Hood and
Dexter were eventually conveyed to the launch without
putting foot to the ground.

And presently they were _
down the waterway towards the river.

S If you

etting & start to-night?” Dexter asked.
own as far as the bend, we can easily find
and we should be in a better position

moving slowly and cauntiovsly
Waltars stood at the
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“Hut! Whos there?”
sha ply, and the car came to

Tue abrup.ness of the comm nd startied the driver. He jammed on the brakes
a stanmdstill, Zelling, lean ng over to the driver, hissed out a command to

| See page 28.)

stern of the boat, and using one oar almost as a punt-pole
gradually manceuvred along.

In the same way they progressed down the river until
within about twenty yards of the bend. It was hcre that
they met with their first disappointment.

There was quite a glare of light on the opposite side, and
in it the mlﬂd seo figures moving about; while on the side
on whicﬂ they were travelling they could faintly discern
other men either on guard or busy with defensive works of
some kind.

“We'll stick here for a time,"” Dexter decided ; and Walters
jumped ashore to make the boat safe.

All through the night they waited patiently for an oppor-
tunity to go ahead; but it was too risky. There was nothing
to do but stick where they were until a more favourable
chance came.

For four days and nighta they remained in the same place.
Teddy Burke's stock of patience was well-nigh exhausted;
after the excitement of the few days immediately preceding
these, this dull waiting and watching reached the limit of
monotony.

But Midshipman Dexter had both paticnee and wisdom.
Far better, he argued, to wait until everything was safe
than to spoil all by being over-impulsive. There was little
sense 1n throwing themaeﬁrﬂa against fifty men or more

On the fifth night he decided that the time had come.
There had been a gradual lessening of activity all day, and
when darkness came there was no light thrown on the scene
as there had been before.

“We'll risk it,” Dexter said. : * Very earefully, Walters!"”

There was- little need for the last warning. The sailor
moved the boat almost without a sound. -

For the five minutes it took them to pass and get clear of
the bend there was not a word spoken. They sat and
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watched the banks for the slightest movement, but none
came. In its way, it was a dramatic five minutes, and the
four of them, each in their different ways, felt it

Dexter was the first to speak and break the long silence,

“1 think we're really free from that crowd at last,” he said
quictly. "'We'll get a mile or two further down, and then 1
think we might rest.”

There was no good purpose to be served in trying to go
very far in the darkness, and the riske they ran made the
midshipman's suggestion the wisest course

Nor did they make much progress during the following day.
They had oare, but the boat was not fitted with rowlocks, and
Waltera was anxious to improvise some.

“ And we've either got to replenizh the larder in some way
or other,” Dexter told them, *“or the next meal will be
abaard the Chatswood. There's about half-a-dozen biscuits
left, and that’s all. guite a lot of tea, though.”

“Why not try and get some birds of eome kind?" Hood
suggested. ‘I have the etrongest possible objections to going
on a starvation diet if 1t can be avoided. I propoze we have a
hunting expedition in the morning.”

“Right!" Dexter cried. *“And I think both of us nught
try our legs again. I believe we're both out of the invalid
class now.”

They spent another night in the boat, but by this time even
Teddy Burke had grown accustomed to his hard couch., And
in the morning the four of themm went ashore—Hood and
Dexter still hobbling, 1t 18 true, but without any sgerious
difficulty.

Teddy Burke wandered away on his own. He was nof very
happy -these days, and the adventure so far as he was con-
cerned seemed likely to have a iniserable ending,

Ho sat down presently, trying to think over all that
Derwent Hood had told him during the past few dave. In

A Grarnd, Long, Complocte Btory of Harry
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that was the only ray of hope which Teddy had, for Hood had
assured him that he dare not go back until he had Darrell safe
and sound and was sure that Zelling had no important papers.

Well, Burke would not go back, either. He would implore
ITuod to let him go with him to this place, Windhoek, of
which he talked Better, far better, to go through all the
risks and difficulties again than return at last, safe and sound,
to 5t Munstan's without Darrell,

In any case, there would be a row with the Head. He
wouldn’t understand all they had gone through, even if they
both got back safely. Old Margie was such a stick-in-the-mud
that he probably wouldn't believe a word that Burke told him,

A shot rang out and disturbed his thoughts. Hood and
Dexter had got to work.  Another—and the leaves near
Burke moved slightly, and he heard the sound of voices.

Tney were unfamiliar to him, he thought, and he rose
cauliously to try and discover who 't was. Apparently it was
someone who wanted to spy on them, for they were hiding
carcfully behind a preat tree

“Burke! Burke!" Dexter's voice ranr out quite near,
but behind him.

“Hallo " Teddy forgot all caution for a moment, and
ans=wercd the eall,

“Did you see the bird drop?” Dexter called.
round, young fellow ! It was a beauty!”

Burke went forward, and in the same instant the man
behind the trees stepped cut and confronted him.

For one moment Teddy, with his usual instinct, which had
been developed of late, squared his shoulders and clenched
hia fists, ready for any attack.

Then he just stared in utter amazement, barely able to
believe his own eves, :

The two men were smiling at him. Ona2 of them he had
never secn before, but the other, despite his unusual dress and
the absence of the cap and gown, was the Head of 3t
IDunstan's.

“Well, Burice,” Dr. Margards said pleasantly, “why are
you not 1n school? Ihd you get special leave ¥

It was a joke on the part of the Head, and the short, jolly-
Yocking man with him laughed uproariously at it. But Teddy
iturke simply gasped Nothing that had happened to him
so far sstounded him so moch as this.

“I—I'tn wvery sorry, sir!"” he managed tu stammer out at
last. * But of course, you sce, I didn't mean to come so far.”

He could think of nothing else to say, and was rather hurt
that both Dr. Margarda and his companion regarded it as a

“ Beout

joke. The short man, in fact, almost had a fit.
“That's good!  Ah—aha!” he laughed. “You voung
ragcal ! Playing truant—ch? Making me get up early in

the morning to talke vou back to school !
coming to?"

““This ia Lord Bassington,” the Head explained to Burke,
and that simply increased Teddy's wonder. “ We decided to
come and {ind you. Darrell 13 here, too, 1 hope 7"

It was an unpleasant moment for Burke. He had never
for one single inatant dared to face the thought of telling the
Eead that Darrell was missing, and now it was forced upen

im,

“He—Darrell 15 not with uas, sir,"” he managed to say at
Iast. **Baron Zelling took him off a week or so ago. They' ve
gone to a place called Windhoek, Mr. Hood says.”

What 1e the country

‘Back to the Moonbzam,

Fl?r a short time neither the Head nor Lord Bassington
apoke.

Both of them had been overjoyed when they saw Burke, and
imagined that the end of their search had come. But Burke's
briet information that Darrell was not with them, but was
atill in the hands of this German baron who was at the root of
the whole trouble, came almost as a shock.

“I am very sorry to hear " Dr. Margards began, when
someone burst through the bushes and interrupted him.

“Now then, Burke Hallo! I beg your pardon, but
This 18 rather surprising, 1an't 1t *"

Midshipman Dexter stared at Dr. Margards, and then at
Lord Bassington. The spectacle of two middle-aged English
gentlemen in beautifully-cut yachting attire was something he
scarcely expected to meet in this part of the globe,

“You're Mr, Dexter?” Lord Bassington asked. * Captain
Brewis mentioned your name, We've come oud te chase two
youngsters who are absent from school without leave.”

He explained who they were, and the meaigng of their
appearance here, Up to a point it amused Dexter,

“Wa'll drag our boat up to yours,’” the midshipman said,
“and if you like to ask us to come to breakfast or lunch,
we'll be able to tell you evervthing. There won't be any
return invitation, because we've only got about a couple of
biscuits for four of us.”

“My dear fellow!” Lord Bassington was aghast at the
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vary thought of it. Come
along at once!”

“T'll call Hood," Dexter said. “And I've no doubt our
man Walters would put aside his shyness and come, too!”

B0 it came about that in a very short time Walters and
Kirk had arranged a picnic meal from the store of the
pinnace. A first-rate breakfast it was, and the launch-pdarty
did full justice to it. _

Over the meal full explanations wera made by both partiea.

“I'm sorry about Darrell,” Dr. Margards said presently.
“Burke tells me you have some hope D% getting to him. Is
that correct?'’

Derwent Hood smiled a little as he caught Teddy Burke's
By,

F“I'fﬂ told Burke that I don't go back to London until
Darrell is with me,” he answered decisively. * And Burke
assured me that he wouldn't dare to meet you again unless
Darrell was there to support him. So by hook or by crook
wa are still determined to follow in his trail. You are still
keen on coming, Burke?”

“¥Yea!”" Burke answered promptly, and turned to Dr.
Margards. * After all that has happened, sir, you'll let ma
try and find Darrell with Mr. Hood?"”

“Good lad ! eried Lord Bassington.
to be doubtful.

“Look here!" said Hood quickly. *“You are not in a
great hurry to get back to England, Lord Bassington?, Why
not run us down to Wallisch Bay after we have handed in
our report to the Chatswood? We can find out there exactly
what is happening at Windhoek and make our plans there.”

“I'm quite agreeable,” Lord Bassington answered.

Y Bupposing we get back to wour yacht, and then to the
Chhﬂtswm}d?” Dexter put in. * ¥You can talk over the plans
then."” '

His suggestion was carried, and half an hour later the
steam pinnace was panting along down the river, with the
launch towing behind her.

The heat of the day demanded Lut a very short halt this
time. They were anxious to get back to the Moonbeam that
night if possible.

It was long aiter dark when their purpcse was ascom-
plished, but Lord Bassington was glad to find when they did
reach the yacht that she had been moved off the sandbank
and turned towards the mouth of the river

“We can't move until the morning,” Lord Bassington
decided. “But we should see the Chatswood some time
to-morrow, and meantime we can have a pleasant night
discussing all we might do.”

Teddy Burke discovered during the next few hours that
Dr. Margards was really quite a decent sort. When he
grasped all that the Head had done for Darrell and himself
Teddy began to feel a trifle miserable.

Heo decided to confess all that the Ilead had not yet
heard.

“It was all my fault, sir,"” he explained. “I told the yarn
about Darrell being the Prince of Altenburg. That 1s, 1
didn't actually say he was, but I lei Mr. Stone guess.”

“Mr. Stone?"” the Ilead asked. * What has he to do with
this?"

“* Listen to this yarn,” Derwent Hood whispered to Lord
Bassington. *““It is really quite good, and if 1t hadn't been
so gerious, it would have been amusing.”

Burke was explaining exactly how he and Darrell had
been caught in the field by the farmer, and the ruse he had
hit upon to get out of the difficulty. :

When he had told the full smri‘. and Derwent Hood had
completed it by connecting Mackay with one of Zelling'a
hirelings, Dr. Margards turned to ‘me‘ Bassington.

“ Whose fault do you think it is.” he asked. **Mine or
Burke's!"’

Bassington shrugged his shouldera.

“T'll tell you my own opinion privately some time,” he
answered. “But if vou take it that both of you made a
mistake—you in frightening the youngster by the fear of
expulsion, and this fuung scamp by his artfulness—and then
decide you've both had to pay pretty heavily for it, I think
it cm:izf rest there. Anyway, young Burke couldn't possibly
hava foreseen this trouble BSo forgive lhum this time, Mar-

ards.”

“0f course!” the Head said. “You need not worry that
anything more will be said of that incident, Burke. I shall
be only too glad when I get you back to St. Dunstan’s
safely.”

ﬁn}:i that relieved Burka’s mind considerably. It made
something to tell Darrell, too, whan at last they found him
again.

EHB whispered this to Hood when at last they were retiring
for the night.

“Quite right!" Hood nodded. " Only—we haven't got
Darrell yet. Better not get too excited yet, hecause I've

““Are you really short of food?

But the Head zeemed
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no doubt Zelling will not be caught very easily. Still, we're
going to make a fight for it."

And with that small consolation Burke had to rest con-
tent. They were all on deck early in the morning, and the
Moonbeam began its short voyage to the mouth of the river
as scon as possible. : ‘

They reached the open sea without mishap, but there was
no sign of the Chatswood. ‘ -

“1 hope to goodness they haven't grown tired of waiting
and wandered off,"” Dexter said, as he scanned the horizon
rather anxiously.

But his anxiety was not of long duration. Towards even-
ing the battleship was observed coming almost directly
towards them. Soon after darkness set in the yacht was
almost within hailing distance. :

With that touch of obstinacy which was characteristic of
him, Dexter refused to go over in the pinnace. Instead, he
and Walters climbed down into the damaged motor-launch
and rowed across with the Kielberg cars as their trophies,
Dexter was in with his chief for some time, and when he
came out there was a plensed look on his face.

Derwent Hood and Lord Bassington also came over to
the Chatswood. The Secret Service man quickly explained
his own position,

“It has been a success, T think, from your peint of view,”
he told his friend Brewis. DBut 1 am still in almost the same
position.  We've got one youngster, but he i:n’t the
important one. So 1 am going with Lord Bassington down
to Walfisch Bay, from where we hope in some way to get
into Windhoek, or find out where Zdling‘ ia. "’

“You've heard the news!” Captain Brewis asked quickly.
* Botha has taken the whole of German South-West Africa,
and Windhoek is occupied by our South African troops. You
won't have much difficulty over the job now.”

Hood almost eried aloud with joy.

“I never guesaed they'd do it so quickly,” he said. * Cireat
Beott]!  Zelling will be a prisoner, and young Darrell’s as
iafe as houses, unless——"

; He broke off abruptly, and the joy went suddenly from his
ace,

“Unless what?'® Both Bassington and the commander
asked the question simultaneously.

“1 was overlooking Zelling's capacity, as usual,” Hood
angwered. ‘' Even if ﬁe were 1n the place when the surrender
took place, he'd find some way of getting out. My fault all
nlong has been in giving Zelling eredit for less cunning than
he really possesses. If I may suggest it, Lord Bassington,
th'?l %ﬂﬂner we begin on the next stage, the more hope there
wil be,”

“Right!” the peer answered. “We'll get back at once!™

Derwent Hoed, however, sparcd just a few moments to hunt
out Grenville Dexter, and bid him good-bye !

“And don't forget," he said, ‘' that the dinner still holds
good, You're bound to be back in London ene dayv—and I
hope we shall celebrate the complete guccess of both our
ventures,”

“I hope so, too!” langhed Dexter. ‘' But we are really
only at the beginning of the end, as it were. The stiffest bit

18 still before us.”

“And I'm afraid T can only say the same,” Hood answered.
“8till, we shall stick to it! Good-bye, Dexter!”

“Good-bye, Hood!” the midshipnian responded, as they
gripped hands, “*And remember me very Eindl}' 10 young
Darrell when you do come up with him. He's a plucky
yvoungster !

“And he’ll probably have had full need of it this past
week,” Hood said. *“ Good-bye—and good luck !

A few minutes later Dexter stood watching a little dark
pat?h bobbing over the waves towards the brightly-lighted
yacht.

He turned away at last, and as he went to his quarters there
was a curious look 1n his eyes.

“I wonder,” he said to himself, “if that dinner ever will
come off ? Tt would be fine for all of us to meet again! DBut
Hood is up against a stiff proposition in old Zelling 1™

T

A Sudden Hali!

““The British force iz here !

As the messenger repeated the words, everyone turned by
common_assent to watch for some sign from the governor.

Jack Darrell, who stood near him, saw him glance quickly
and sharply at Zelling, who had not by any means overcome
his passion yet. 2 - :

Now the baron began to pace up and down as though to
find some outlet for his anger. Darrell guessed that what-
ever-the governor did, there would Lo another cutburst from
Zelling presently.

But the message which had been flung so unceremoniously
among them brought a new hope to Jack. Tf only he eould
see even one trooper, and tell him his story, he would easily
get fred from Zelling.
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There was a clatter of hoofs, and through the window Jack
saw two men in uniform gailup up and spring from their
saddles. A minute or two later they were ushered into the
room, a servant-sentry announcing them with considerabla
dignity., All that Jack Darrell grasped, however, was that
th{-ﬂ came from General Botha, and desired to have a word
with his Excelleney the Governor.

The rcom was quickly cleared, and in the general excite-
ment, Jack got outside with the rest of them, Slipping round
to the window, he saw that Zelling was still arguing with the
governor, while the two British soldiers, officers apparently
waited impatiently for the answer to the message they had
brought, '

At last the governor turned away and sat down at his
writing-table. He wrote quickly for a few moments, sealed
the letter, and handed it to one of the British officers. The
latter saluted, turned sharply, and left the room.

Then the governor faced Zelling again. There were other
men mn the reom, and he had no longer any fear of the baron,
who had quictened down considerably in the last five minutes.

Jack had been thinking of his own position, and a sudden
inspiration came to him. As the two officers came out, he ran
towards them, and just as they were mounting their horses
he called out.

*1 say, I wish you could give me a lift,” he begged.
* Have you very far to go? I want to get away from hero
preity quickly.”

“Good heavens!” DBoth cfficers stared at Jack in wonder.
“ Where do you come from? Are you British §"

“Every bit of me!” Jack answered. *‘I've been kidnapped
or stolen, and brought from England here by that chap
Zelling. T’ll tell you the whole yarn if you'll let me get up.
I've had a rotten time, and I'd be glad to get among somoe
Britishers again !

“I don’t know !” The first officer was puzzled, for their
mission was an important and delicate one, and they had
really no wish to add to their burdens. * But if you're British
—all right! You'll not have a comfortable seat, but hop up!
We'll take you, and then you can explain.™

Jack had put his foot in the stirrup almost before the man
had finished speaking. The officer mounted behind him and
touched his horse.

They were off ! A thrill of joy passed through Jack as he
realised that he was getting away from Zelling almost under
his very evyes.

But his joy was short-lived. There came a sudden shouting,
and the officers reined up once maore.

To Jack’s utter disgust, Zelling himeelf came running up,
accompanied by two of the governor's officers. They called
on the Britishers to put the hoy down,

“Don't!"” begged Jack, " Take no notice of them! Do
give me a chance!"

Baron Zelling was laying down the law in his own violent
way, and, to Jack's sorrow, both his protectors paid the
greatest attention,

“You must get down, youngster,” the officer told him.
“I'm sorry, but it would be o very serious matter for us if
we disobeyed. But we shall be back shortly, and then you'll
be all right! B8tick it for ancther day or so!”

Very reluctantly Jack got down from the horse, realising
that no argument would have any weight. He waved his
hand to the two officers as they cantered away, and then
turned to face Zelling.

Hitherto the baron had treated Jack fairly decently, and
beyond a certain amount of sarcism, Zelling had always
been most polite and ecareful.

Now, apparently, he had grown tired of that method, and
ha had seized Jack and was forcing him along back to the
house at a fairly rapid rate. : '

“You young fool!” he cried. “Haven't 1 had enough
trouble to get you here, without beginmng your tricks again?
You are going to do as I tell you in future!”

“Am I? Jack returncd. *“And what will the Britizh
forces have to say? I think it will be your turn to do what
you aro told, baron.”

Deyond giving his arm an extra twist, Zelling made no
answer. Into the house they went, and down ane of the
corridors, till they came to a room almost at. the end.

They entered this, and Jack found that it was simply a
very plainly-furnished - bed-room.  The two men, one of
whom was the naval officer from the Kielberz, also came
into the apartment and scated themselves on tho bed.

There was a long discussion, and apparently there was
some little difficulty in coming to an agreement. Darrell
caught the names of places which he vaguely remembered
hearing before, and he-went over to the map which hung
on the wall and examined it. 0

A GQrand, Long, Complete S8tory of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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Swakopmund and Walfisch Bay recurred time after time,
and Darrell carefully noted where they lay. It might be
useful later on.

At last the three came to a definite decision.
rose, and touched Jack on the shoulder.

“ Prince,” he said, in a more pleasant voice, “I hope you
will settle your mind to the fact that we are guing on another
dangerous journey. I want to make it as comfortable as
possible for wyou, and will do so if you will give me your
word not to try any more of your childish tricks. Other-
wise—""

He shrugged his shoulders, and Darrcll knew what it
meant.  Unless he gave the required promise, this mnext
journey would be an uncomfortable one for him.
~ For a time he made no answer, and Zelling grew
impatient.

“Come, Prince!"” he demanded. “I want yvour word that
vou do exactly as I tell you in the next forty-eight hours.
Promise mo that.”

_Jack looked him straight in the face, and shook his head
decidedly.,

“I shall make no promise,” he answered. " You haven't
treated me fairly, and I'm not going to start obeying your
orders now.™

“Yery good,” Zelling sneered, and turned abruptly to
his two companions. He gave an order to the new man who
had thrown in his lot with the baron.

Whatever the man’s business in life was, he appeared to.
be well provided for an emergency of this kind. Almost
bhefore Jack grasped what was happening, he found that a
hendeuff had been slipped on his right wrist, while its fellow
had been fastened on the man's left wrist.

“That will make it a little more difficult for you™
Zelling remarked. “1 am sorry, Prince, but you alone are
to blame,"

Jack said nothing, but the rest of that day was just about
3 miserable as it ecould be. He waz dragged about by his
companion, and every time they moved, the man gave his
wrist o quick jerk which hurt most unpleasantly. The man
::ppnmntf}r {lic{] not speak English, and all Jark’s protests
worg wasted,

Just before darkness eame, Zelling and his naval com-
panion came hurriedly into the room, and once again Jack
Darrell felt the unpleasant jerk as they hastened out.

They did not go to the front entrance, but went into a
courtvard at the back, where a car was waiting for them.
A few moments later they were all inside, and the car
slowly moved off,

It ran very slowly and quietly, and even when it was dark
no lamps were lighted. Nor did Zelling and hi: companions
tnlk much. Instead, they peered into the darkness, as though
afraid someone would ecall upon them to stop.

“Well, Prince,” Zelling said to Jack at last, “T think we
are clear onee again. And now--I shall folfil my promisoe
to yvou, after all. We shall be safely in Germany in o few
wioeks' time. Then g

They were running over a rough bridge at the time, and
Jack fancied he saw a light, similar to these he had zeen on
a ratlway signal, a little way down on his right.  And sud-
denly anothees voiee broke in upon the baron’s:

Zolling

“Halt! Who"s there?”

It was a command, and the abruptness of it startled the
driver. He jammed his brakes on sharply, and the ear camo
to a dead standstill.

Zelling sprang to his feet, and, leaning over to the driver,
hissed out & command to him to go at full speed.

The ear started forward again, and the report of a rifle
rang ouk.

On the car went for twenty yards or so. A regular hail
of bullets struck them, and there was a sound of a tyre
exploding, followed by a crash of glass.

The car swerved, then came to a standstill with a terrifio
bang. Jack was fAung forward, and his arm was almost
Lvrked from its socket. The only consolation he had was that

i3 companion, who was so firmly uttached to him, would

probably suffer as- much.

The fall stunned him for a moment, and when he camo
round he could faintly discern three or four men, in somo
rough uniform, occupled in making Zelling, the naval man,
and the driver all prisoners.

“There's two more of "em here, Jack!” one of them called.
“They're handeuffed already. PBring 'em along !

They were marched under this armed escort to a little
hut, in which two or three candles were burning on a table,
at which sat another man.

“What i1s 1t?" the man at the table asked.
they? What's the game, anyway?"”

“Don't know, sergeant,”” was the answer. “DBut they
wouldn't halt, so we just knocked their car about a bit.
This chap pretends he's hurt, and he's going to have us all
shot for this."

“This chap ™ was Baron Zelling, and he was looking a
sorry wreck at present.

“Who are vou® What's vour business?’ demanded the
sergeant.

For a moment Zelling did not answer. He appeared to be
struggling to restrain the anger that raged within him.

“] am on an Important mission,” he said at last, very
slowly. “General Botha, who is now at Windhoek, desires
it to be carried out at onee. That is why we are motoring
all night. You will pay dearly for this interferenece.”

“T1 dare say,” said the sergeant cheerfolly,  “Show us your
pasg, and then we'll talk.” :

The sergeant was looking at Jack, and now turned to him
quickly.

“What are you doing here?’ he demanded. *“Why are
those things on?®”

“1 wish vou would undo them,” Jack amswered cheerfully,
“Phev're afraid U'm going to run away. My name’s Darrel],
and that man is Baron Zelling—a beastly German spy.”

“Is he, by Jove!” the sergeant cried. * We've got a short
wauv with spies round these parts.™

He rose, and stepped right up to the baron,

“ Now then, sir, where's your pass?”’ he demanded sharply.
“Quick! We haven't much time to waste on jobs of this
kind here!™

“Who are

fLook out For noxt NMenday's instalment of thilsz
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Ty %
‘t’“"ln--l 5§ e T Tt 3 i B e e e 5 e 5§ e € T e £ 0 e 8T S i e B 5 B M 5 e o rf

S IDC LY

B © T 1 5 i § D

"
=

arrym’l’m &Coof

e 5 e 1 i 5 S S e £ W Wi 5

YOU MUST ORDER YOUR COPY TO-DAY!

e P T A e T e §

Tt T i 4 e i 5 e § i f e T T e i 5 e 5 i e p—.;m--.n--n-l-;mnmm--.n\u_i

Goteh, Ltd., Melbou Bydaoey,

d Published by the Proprietora at The I‘lueh;my House, Farri ny don Strect, London, England: Agents for Australiat Gordon &
Priates sl £0 ’ Xdelaide, Brisbang, and Wellington, N.Z ; for South Africa ! Central News Agenoy, Ltd., Ospe Town and
JobannesbiPy. ‘Bubecription, Te. per annum. -

Baturday, November 13th, 1#15.



THE “MAGNET” LIBRARY. il

OUR
COMPANION
PAPERS : “THE
'EOYS' FRIEND,” 1d |
'Every Monday. --THE.‘.l
'GEM"” LIBRARY, .d.
IE very; Wednesday, “ THE
BOYS' FRIEND"” 3]
COMPLETE LIBRAR:
YTHEFTNNYFDPUJ

For Next Mondav :

LAR,” 1d., Every F i.
day “CHUCKLES " 4
Price id.,, Every /4
Saturday. k7

i

Kipps, the schoolboy conjurer, was once upon a time a
preat favourite with all lovers of the * Magnet.,”” He comes
largely into the limelight again next Monday, and proves
rhnl._ 50 far as the art of conjuring is concerned, his hand
has lost none of its cunning. The German Falke, who is so
anxions to kidnap Johnny Bull, the wealthy member of the
Famous Five, enters into a compact with Snoop whereby
the latter can bring about Johnny's dewnfall, The weird
and wonderful powers of Kipps, however, lead to Snoop's
undoing ; while '

“THE CONJURER'S CAPTURE!"

the nature of which must not be divulged this week, will
cause a considerable sensation in all circles.

“THE CONJUREK'S
CAPTURE!"

By Frank Richzards,

et s

ANOTHER THREEPENNY BOUK BY FRANK
RICHARDS.
The Great fecret Unveiled at Last!

Many of my chums were, doubtless, successful in solving
the jig-saw puzzle, part of which appeared in this paper a
short time ago.  The full solution was as follows:

THE GREAT SECRET! THERE I8 GOING TO
BE A "“BOYS' FRIEND” THREEPENNY LIBRARY
PUBLISHED ON DECEMBER 3rp. IT WILL BE
ENTITLED “S8CHOOL AND SPORT,” AND WILL
DEAL WITH THE ADVENTURES OF HARRY
WHARTON & €O, TOM MERRY & CO., JIMMY
SILVER & CO., GORDON GAY & CO., AND FRANK
COURTENAY & €O, WRITTEN BY FRANK
RICHARDS., A STUPENDOUS SENSATION!

When one recalls the marvellous popularity of the last
threepenny-book story, “The Boy Without a Name,” it
seemg superfluous to make an appeal to readers of the
“ Magnet ' Library to purchase the forthcoming production.
I f:el absolutely confident in my own mind that

“*SCHCOL AND SPORT!Y
By Frank Richards,

will sell out in record time.

“The Boy Without a Name' somewhat confined itsclf
to Higheliffe. * 8chool and Spaort,”” on the other hand, will
prominently feature all the famous Gréviriars characters,
hosides introducing the heroes of the other-celebrated schools
1 the neighbourhood,

Although 1t is somewhat early in the dav to talk of such
matters, I want all myv chums to hold themselves in readi-
ness, amd pav Frank Richards the finest tribute he can
possibly be paid by seeing thar * School and Sport” is
bought and read 1 every home in the kingdom !

A BOOK WORTH READING.

The awthor of one of our recent serial stories. © Driven
to Bea,” has lately achieved distinetion in ancther direction.
The wonderful new book,

“ON LAND AND SEA AT THE DARDANELLES!
A rklih.'!i':liii, Lump]l_'h_- story of adventure, by 1. C. Briudees,

which 15 on sale evervwhere, 1s well worth the attention of
all who are interested in the present crisis,
The book is published at half-a-crown, by Messrs, Collins,

The Editcr is always pleased tohear from hischums, at heme or abroad,

and is only too willing to give his best advice to them If they are iu

ditficulty or in tropble, . . . Whom to write to : Editor, The * Magnet'
Library, The Fleetway Ilouse, Farringdon Straet, Loodon, E.C. 3

LTy e W ———

of London, and is obtain-
able from any hbookselle
in the country,

————

ASTOUNDING!

The following  letter
demonstrates some  colnei-
denees which are indeed remarkable:

“Royal Garrison Artillery.

“ Dear Editor,—Tt is an extraordinary fact, but my name
happens to be Lawrence Lascelles. I am a lieutenant in the
British Army, and have a sister who is crippled. In my
company are two Wingates, a Lieutenant Courtney,” several
Private Greenes, a Corporal Nugent, and also a Sergeant
Herbert Vernon-Smith. My chum, Erie Courtney, was the
first to mention the matter to me. [le asked if I had
suddenly walked out of the * Magnet.’

“We are home on short leave from. the trenches, where
your papers are at the zenith of popularity; ard the men
are cagerly awaiting the first number of *The Greyfriars

Herald,?

- With best wishes for your lasting success, yours loyally,

“Lawpeyce Lascerpirs (2nd Licutenant).”

SOUTHSEA SPORTSMEN!

W. E. Rickman, of Southsea, is one of the staunchest
readers the ** Magnet " Library pessesses. A month or two
ago A. W. Smith, who is one of his rivals and chums, spoke
harshly of this paper, because the Editor's photograph
suddenly disappeared from the Chat page.

Apparently,” Master Smith considered that I took it out
through fear of being classed as a slacker.

However, T wrote to my chum, W, E. Rickman, explain-
ing to him the real reason of the non-appearance of the
photograph-—a reason, by the way, over which I had no
control—and he passcd on my letter to his indignant rival,
A, W. Bmith. The latter accepted my explanation, dnd
decided that his conduet had not been what it should be,
for he penned the following letter to his friend:

“*Raitlway View, Southsea.

“Dear W.,—I am writing to ask vou if vou will tender
my humble apologies to the Editor of the * Magnet’ Library
for my conduct on the subject of his enlistment. I did not
think of his phote being taken awav because of the reason
stated; and also, I did not care what I said, so long as [
ran down the hoole,

“ But now [ have finished with that ¢scapade, and can
only say how sorvy 1 am for it. When voux write to the
Editor, please ask him to publish this apology in his Chat
page, so that evervone who heard me revile the paper can
see that T have changed for the better.

“The only way in which I can atone for the wrong I have
done 1s to buy the companion papers, and advertise them
as much as possible. This I will do, and try to be as faithful
a Magnetite as you are. —Yours truly,

AW BSumry (Fellow-Magnetite),”
T cheerfully accept Master Smith’s apology. Ile was
under a misapprehension about the photograph, and [
admire him for making a clean breast of his folly. I have
swarms of loval veaders in Southsea, and it is gratifying 1o
know that all of them are true blue to the old paper. It
was through rthe strenuous, whole-hearted endeavours of
such boyz as W. E. Rickman and A. W. Smith thai the
“Magnet 7 Library was built up; and with such encrgetic
champions at my right hand I feel sure that this journal
will become still more widely known than it is at present,
and that its ecirculation witl wax rather than wane with

advancing years, ;
YOUR EDITOR.
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New Stnryr Books for Readers
of All Ages!
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No. 316
“THE CITY OF FLAME!"
A G and S0 v of Th vling Adveature.
By ALEC G. PEARSON

Guarantoaad 5 years.

L

Mo, 377
“THE SFPORTS PROMOTER!”
A i}'.fnrlir] Story of the Boxing R,
By ANDREW GRAY.
™Mo, 318
“TRUE BLUE!"”
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