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A Song fur Readers of “The Magnet' Library.
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Words by G:R.SAMWAYS
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With a marching rhytim, Ral . 1y rvund the Banner, Boys! ‘
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Rend the air withamerry noise, Forward!never say diel !
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Loy. al supporters, heart and soul, Swing_ing a.long towards the goal!
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7/ The Editor will
be obliged if you
will hand this
book, when fin-
ished with, to a

friend,

AComplete
School - Story
Book, attrac-
tive to all
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HARRY WHARTON & CO’s
PANTOMIME!

A Magnificent, New, Long, Complete School Tale
‘ of the Chums of Greyfriars. Specially written

for our Great Christmas Bumper Number.

-.By:.

FRAN.K iucHARDs
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THL FIRST CHAPTER,
Bunter Attemds the Mecting!
BILLY BUNTER came along the Re-

?'m-e passage at Greyfriars on tip-
o,

He paused at the door of Stpdy
Ko. 1, and blinked up the passage and down
the passaze thmughlhia hig plasses.

Like Moses of old, he looked this way and
that way, and there was vpo mman,

Billy Bunter indulged in o fat chuckle,
and opened the study door.

Study No. 1 was cupty.

A cheery fire burned in the orate. There
waa an nnusual number of chairs in the room
—at least six or seven. On the table was a
large dish, on which repesed a pile of jam
farts.

]Eillg.r Bunter's eyes glistened through his ' e — T
DRSS, . .

: “Beasts [ he murmured. “ Not a word to Coker of the Fl.th was fleeing Lor his life, and after him were a
me about ik! Hpecial meeting coflcerning c.r owd of merry juniors, pelting him with ﬂ'ﬂ“w}.’ﬂ"s‘ “ Yarooh 1"
the Christmas holidays, aud keeping me in Coker was roaring. ' You chéeky young villains! Geirogh!™
the dark! Beasts! Jam torts, too! They “Pile in!" roared Bob Cherry. “This is Coker's farewell
know I like jam tarts, If I hadn't hap- benefic ! Go it1"  (See Chapler 1.)
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ed to hear Bob Cherry speaking to Linley, I shouldn’t
ave kmown a word about it. Beasts !

Billy Bunter tiptoed into the study and closed the
door softly behind him,

The study was evidently prepared for the special
meeting, but the special meecting had not yet arrived.
Outside, in the old guadrangle, the smow was falling,
and the walls and roofs of Greyfriars were pleaming
white. From the dusky old guad came merry shouts.
A snowball battle was raging there. Harry Wharton &
Co. of th? Remove had cornered Coker of the Fifth, and
the great Coker was having the time of his life.

Bit Billy Bunter wasn't interested in snowball battleg,
Exertion of that kind was not in his line at all.

He was interested in that special meeting which was
to take place in Study No. 1, and which was to concern
the Christinas holidays, He was still more interested in
the jam tarts, As he stood by 'the table he wag listen-
ing carefully for footsteps in the passage. Meanwhile,
he was busy with the tarts. Tha big pile on the dish
diminished with astonishing rapidity.

“My hat! These are simply prime!” murmured
Bunter, pausing a moment td take breath after the
fourth tart, *° Beasts, to leave mo out of if, after all
I've done for ‘em ! - Making arrangements for the Christ-
mas holidays, too—without considering me! They know
jolly well that I ain’t hooked up for Christmas yet.
‘That silly ass Mauleverer won’t glve me a chance of
speaking to him on the subject—uot that I want to go
liome with him ! Toddy says he wouldn't be found dead
with me at Christmas, or any other time, if he could
help it. Toddy’'s a beast! They're all beasts—but theso
ave jolly good tarts! Prime! And we’ll jolly well see
whether I'm going to be left out of the meeting.™

Billy Buuter's jaws worked rapidly while he looked
round the study for a place of concealment., Hariy
Whartoh & Co. had committed the wunpardonable
omission of leaving Bunter out of the special meeting.

Not that the meeting was any business of Bunter’s,
but he made it his business.

Greyfriars waa breaking u
tha Christmas holidays, and
considered. :

Considering Buater's many accounts of the palatial
splendours of his home, it was a little remarkable that
he did not wish to spend his vacation there. But he
didn’t.

There were loud shouts from the quadvangle, and
Bunter fiattened his fat little nose against the frosty
window-pane, and blinked out. Coker of the Fifth was
fleeing for his life—the great Coker was running as if
on the cinder-path—and after him were a crowd of
merry juniors, pelting him with snowballs.

% Yarcoh !” Coker was rearing. “You cheeky young
villains! Gervogh I .

“Pile in !’ r%ared Bob Cherry. *“This is Coker's
farewell benefit. Go it!"

“ Give him socks!”

* There's one for hia nob!”

“Hooray! Right on his wicket!”

“* Yaroooh I'* roared Coker.

He disappeared into the porch of the Scheol House.
Bunter chuckled at the study wiudow. ‘The sight of the
orent Coker in disorderly flight was exhilarating.

“ Wow the beasts will be coming in!” murmured
Bunter. “ Where the dickeng——"

There was a screen in the cormer of the study, but
Bunter was wider than the screen.. It was not mmch use
hiding there. The cupboard was too small for his amglﬁ
proportions. There was only one resource—he dived under
the table. It was high time, for loud footsteps and
cheery voices could be heard in the Remove passage.

The tablecloth was fortunately—for Bunter—on the
table, and it descended within a fool of the floor. Billy
Bunter crouched under the middle of the table, scrcened
from view, unless any of the fellows should happen to
stoop down, In that case his feet would certainly have
heen revealed.

But Bunter had to chance that., Tt was necessary for
him to kuow what plans were going to be laid ab that
gpecial meeting concerning the Christmag holidaye—al
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on the following day for
unfer’'s holiday had to be
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least, Bunter yegarded it as necessary. And he was not
troubled with any sermples about getting his informa-
tion in this way. It wos not ab all a new departure for
the Pecping Tom of Greyiriars.

The study door came open with a bang.

A cheery fparty of juniors poured into the study.
Harry Wharton, the captain of the Remove, and Frank
Nugent, the two Removites who shared the study, came
. They were followed by Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull,
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

* Heve we are again!” said Beb Cherry. '* We're late
for the giddy meeting !

* Nobody else here yet,” said Wharton.

“ Late for the tarts, too ! exclaimed Nugent. ** Who's
been scoffing the tarts? I puf two dozen there., Now
theéve's only éleven—twelve—fonrteen.”

“ That fat boundey Bunter’a been here.”

** The cheeky porpeise !'” exclaiméd Wharton, * Those
taxts were a little li%ht vefreshment for the meeting.”

“Thank goodness he hasn’t taken the lof, then !
gaid Bob Cherry. *° I expect he heard us coming, and
holted. T'H try ane myself. It makes me hungry enov-
balling Coker.”

“ Ha, I, ha !t _

“ Heve comes Marky P°

Mark Linley came into the study.

“ Borry T'm late,” said the Lancashive lad, with a
smile. ** Only a few minntes, I think,”

““ Al scvene. Where are those other bounders?”

“*Heve's ong of them V"’ said a cheery voice at the
door, ‘and Sampson Quiney Iffey Field, otherwise known
as Sguiff, eame in. The Australian junior was robbing
snow out of hig hair,

“Grooh 1" he remarked. “It's cold. Not much like
our Christmases down under, this! All the merry meét-
ing here now?"’

“No, there’s two more to come,”” said Harry Wharton
—Toddy and Dutton. Here they come ™

Peter Todd and Tom Dutton arrived. ‘The meeting
wad now complete, and llarry Wharton shut the door.
Most of the fellows weve lovking curions. The meeting
had been called, and they had come, but they wera not
yvet aware of its object, excepting that it concerned the
Christmmas helidays.

““ Well, here we ave!” said Peter Todd. What's the
meeting for? To scoff these tarta? I don’t mind., Have
a tart, Dutton?”

“ Certainly i said Toem Dutton,
Dutton was deafl, ** Where iz it?"”

‘“Here they are, Fathead I

“They are farts,” said Tom,
mutton.”

“0Oh, dear ! sald Squiff. *“Put a tart in his mouth
and kecp him guiet. Now, what's the meeting abeut?
Is it a giddy secret?’’

“Well, not cxactly o secvet,’” said Wharton, * but
we're keeping it rather davk, because—becaunse we don’t
want it jawed up and down Greyfriars. Might look like
—like swank, perhaps.”

“ This is getting intevesting,” remarked Todd. Il
have anothey tart. Get on with the washinp.”

“ The fact is, I've got an idea—"

“ Glad to hear it,’? said Peter affably. ' I've won-
doved sometimes, whether you'd ever bave one.”

“ Don't be funny, Toddy. This is quite serious. And
if vou fellows den't eatch on to the idea, don’™ talk it
up and down the passage. I don’t want it jawed about
—and, especially, don’t let that chattering ass Bunter
get hold of it1”

“ Right-ho I : _

Under the table Billy Bunter grinned. The ™ chatter-
ing ass Runter ' was uearer than the caplain of the
Ttemove imagined. But Billy Bunter did not make a
sound. Like the celebrated Brer Fex, he lay low aud
said “ nuffin/? The meeting were busy with ihe tarts,
the suowhalling of Coker in the quad having given them
sharpened appetites. But they were generously prepared
to hear the eaptain of the Remove expound his idea while
they dizposed of the light refreshment.

BUY T}

looking round.

“I don’t sea amy
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| You’ye left your luggage | " shrieked Bunier.

v And lefi you, my plppin1'’ chuckled Bob Cherry, as the traln

began to move. ** Fare thee well, and if for ever, all the better! Fare thee welll™ * Ha, ha hal " (See Chapler B.)

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Great Sch mel

“ ERTLEMEN ? bhegan Wharion.
“Hear, hear!” zaid the meeting cordially.
And Peter Todd added * Adsum !” Peter Todd
wag always a little humorous, even on the most
gerions peeasions.

“Gentlemen, I've got a ripping ideal”

“Good!” ejaculated Squiff.

“Why, you haven't heard what it is yel!”

“1 waa alluding to the taris. Go on!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“(entlement, the Christmas helidays are upen us.
To-morrow Greyfriars breaks “I{'! and for a timc we say
fare]\airell tclr these distant spires, these antigue towers!”

“Bravoe "

“'Wharton ought to be i the House of Commons,” said
Hf?b Cheryy, with conviction., * He could jaw their heads
off !”

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Do &hut ug and listen! Gentlemen, this Christmas
will be rather different from ordinary Christinases.”

“Not at all like a common or garden Christmns,” said
Johnny Bull,

“Not at all,” said Wharton, who—as his chums sus-
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Iee, 1ily

pected, at Jeast—had pre ared a little address for the
megting in advance. ar is raging on land and sea.
In France and Flanders, in the Dardanelles and Serbin,
in Africa and Mesopotamin, the British Empire is at
grips with u barbarous foe."

“"Hear, hear!”

[ 1] Ergn._’.l

“That'a Latlin,"” intorjected Bol Cherry.

“Ergo,'” shouted Wharton—" therefore H

“ Translations while you wait!” murmured Nugent.

“Therefore, my idea is that we should not pass the
Christmas helidays in the usial way. We can't, as a
matter of fact. Look at me, f'rinstance——"

“Put a mask on first!" murmured Peter Todd.

“Will you shut up, Teddy? Look at me! My uncle's
at the Front, killing Germans, and my aunt’s superin-
tending a hospital at the base. Look at Bob Cherry!
His father's out with French, killing Germans. Look
at Johuny! Ilis father's in Egypt—=""

“ Killing moesguitoes!” said Johuny Bull,

“Ha, ha, ha!”’

"“Then look at Nugent!
Office—"

“Killing time!” said Nugent,

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the meecting.

“BUNTER THE MASHER!"

His father’s in the War

L ] B
Frank

ichards.
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“I've been thinking it over,” continued Wharton. “Of
course, even in war-time it's everyome’s duty to have a
merry Christmas if he can. No good pulling a long face.
The Tommies®are keeping the Huns out for us, and they
expect s to keep merry and bright ™

“Hear, hear ™

* All the same, this Christmas will be a bit out of the
common, and I've got an idea, and that is that, instead
of enjoying ourselves as usual, we should think of looking
for some work—some kind of war work——"

“Gireat Scotf!™

“ Bpending: our holiday, or part of it, in work that
wiil help,” said Wharton steadily. “1I think it's the least
we can do. What the dickens! The bakér and the
milkman and the plumber have gone to the war, fighting
our battles! They won't let-ua go; the War Office don't
want schoalboys hke us.”

“They don't wanl ‘em,” remarked Nugent, " but they
need ‘e,

“We can’t go to the Front, but we can do something
at bome, and that's my idea " _

“Jolly good idea,” snid Squiff, “if there's anything to
do! DBlessed if I know how to kuit woollen comforters,
though I’

* Marjorie showed me how to knit socks once,” said
Bob Cherry thoughtfully, *but she said I spoiled the
sock.”

“I dou't mind sending my spare cigarcltes (o the
Tommies,” suggested Peter Todd.

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Or we might apply for jobs ns advizera fo the War
Office,” suggested Johuny Buli. *I'm not at all satisfied
with the War Office.”

“Hood egg!” sard Nugent heartily. *There's guite a
lot of Lhings I should like to mention to Kitchener!"

“We conld stump the country on conscription,” said
Mark Linley thounghtfully. *“My idea is to raise the
military age, so as to bag all the old johnnies of fifty
and sixty who are so keen to semd the young johmmies
ta the war.”

“Heay, hear!” said Bob Cherry, "1 shall certainly
mention that to Kitchener—if I get that job as adviser.”

Harry Wharton rapped on the table with a ruler. His
splendid scheme for the Christmas lolidays was not
receiving the attention and respect it mevited.

“Order!’ he rapped out. * Listen to me!”

“*Pile in, old scout!”

“ Hear, hear!”

The tarts were finished, and the meeting prepared to
riva the captain of the Remove their undivided attention.

“T've valled you chaps together hecause we're all more
or less stranded,” said Wharton. “ My home is shut up,
s0 13 Bob's. Squiff's people are in Australia; Toddy's
father is on some legal Lusiness somewhere in Trance;
Johnny's mater has pone with his pater. I don’t know
abont Dutton.”

“Dutton's coming wilh me wherever I po,” said DPeter
Todd.

* And where are yon going ="

“Well, Counsin Alengo is going to Uncle Benjamin's,”
said Peter. I was thinking of the same. Dut I think
I rather like your idea best.”

“And you, Marky*"

“I'm with vou,” said Mark Linley. “ My [ather’s on
minnitions at a place fifty miles from home, and the
mater's with him in lodgings. Ilake asked me to go
home with him, along with Tom Brown and Vernon-
Smith, but I'll jein your party with pleasure if there’s
woikk 1o be done. HRake won't mind a bit”

“We counldn’t possibly spare yon, Marky,” said Dab
Cherry at once. "If we're going to work, you'll have
to show us how to. You're the only chap here who's
ever done auy honest work.”

The scholarship junior laughed.

“The only work I kuow is factory work, and I dou’s
think you'd piek that up in a day or two,” he said, "I
don’t think we should have much chance ot munitions.™

“TI suppose we shouldn’t,” agreed Wharien., *“I'd like
to lend a hand at making shells; it would he next best
thing to slogging the Huns ourselves. Bult I'm afraid
that's N, Dut there are other things."

Toe Macxer Ligrany.—No. 1408,

“Well, what's the wheeze?”

“We can earn money.'”

“Filthy lucre!” said Peter Todd.

“Not for ourselves, ass!” said Wharton. * Money for
war funds; money to help the soldiers. F'rinstance, look
at the prisoners in Germany! They don't get enough to
eat. e Huns put ’em on short commons; the rotters
themselves don’t have too much to eat in these days, as
a matter of fact. Well, suppose we earned a lot of
woney, and sent big Christmas hampers {o the prisoners
in Germany:"

4 Hﬂﬂrﬂy Eﬂ‘

“That's a thing that's worth working for, anyway.”

“I should jolly well say so!” said Bob Cherry heartily,
“I'd work my little finger off for that! But how—"'

“'Tain't so jolly easy to get jobs,” said Johyny Bull.

*And we couldn’t take other people’s jobs away,” said
Nugent. “That wouldn’t be playing the game.”

“That's the question,” said Wharton. “ But we've got
to decide first whether we're guiﬁg to do_it, and then
we'll decida what we're going to do. Now, them, hands
up for spending the Christmas holiday on war work !”

Every hand went ‘up at once. Wharton looked over
the enthusiastic assembly with an exprossion of great
satisfaction. )

“Carried unanimously !" said Squiff,

* Hear, bhear!"

“Done!™ said Wharton, "“Now, that's settled. Now,
nll we've got to do is to decide on the kind of work
we're going to do, and set about it."

“ Al murmured Johnny Bull,

“It is a wheezy pood ideal!” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. * 1 suggestfully recommend a vote of thankful.
ness to the esteemed Wharton for the nobby wheeze !

“We haven't got our jobs yet " prinned Bob.

“Ouly keep it a bit dark,” said Hdrry, "I think it's
a ripping idea myself, but some fellows might think it
rather swanking, you know—might think we were after
the limelight. A good many people are nowadays.”

“Not o giddy syllable,” said Johnny Ball. “Not a
word outside the study. Besides, we should look duficrs
if it didn't come off."”

* Not o word to Bunter especially. He’s in your study,
Toddy.”

“Rely on me.”

“Have you finished" asked Tom Dutton, speaking for
the first time.

“Well, I think we’ve about finished,” zaid Harry.

“Then what's it all abont?”

Li Eh?l!ﬂ

“You fellows speak in such mumbling voices that a
chap can't hear a word!” szaid Dutton. " Iave you been
dizcussing something?”

“0h, my hat!”

“You put up youwr hand wilh the rest!” roared
Wharton,

“I! I never pointed my hand to the west that I
know of. If you mean putting up my hand, I did that
beecause Toddy did. Toddy said I was to follow his
load.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 don't sce anything to cackle at!” said Tom crossly.
“1 Dbelieve you've been mmmbling on purpose, just o
make ont that I'm deaf!”

* Not at all” _ _

“Hot! You needn’t bawl! Just speak in an ovdinary
voiee, and T hear you all richt. I'm not deaf—slightly
Lard of hearing, that's all”

“Take him away, and roar at him, Toddy!” gasped
Wharton., “Or write it down for him, It's all right;
Dutton—Toddy’s going to write it!”

“Sha'n't " sald Dutton firmly.

" What!"

“P'm uot going to fight Toddy., What's Teddy done”

“Oh, crumbs! I didn't say anything of the eort!™
velled Wharton.

“1 don’t see why you think I onght.™

“1 tell you I didn’t say——"

“Go away? What did you ask me for, then:”

“Help!" cried Wharton,

" Why, you cheeky fathead, T'il teach you to call me a
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whelp 1" ‘exelaimed Dutton; ard be made a rush at the
captain of the Remove.
Here—keap off '—hold him " yelled Wharton,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The meeting was in convulsions, and no one held Tow
Dutton. He grasped the captain of the Hemove, and
they waltzed round the table and bumped into it. There
was & crash as the dish slid off, and was shattered on
the fender. Then auother crash as thie talle went filying.

Then there was a vell,

“Yow-ow-pw-ow "

“ Bunter ! shrieked Dob Cherry,

Billy Bunter was revealed,

——.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Secret Qut!?
ILLY BUNTEERE sguatted on

blinked.

The overturning of fthe study-table Lad

revealed the Owl of the Remove to the startled

eyes of the juniors. Bunter had lain very low; he had

not made a sound:; and ne one had drcamed of Lis

presemce at the special meeting. But he was rvevealed

now with a vengeance,

* Bunter I roared Bob Cherry.

“ Eavesdropping as usuall” shounted Peter Tedd.
“Gimme the poker!”

“Jump on him!"

¥ Squash him 1

““He's heard the wheole biznev! Brain him

Billy Bunter IEB}:ed to his feet with a yell of alarm.
He dodged round Wharton and Duttonr, whoe were =till
clasping one another like long-lost bhrothers,

“ Here, you keep off 1" roared Bunter. *I--I haven't
heard a word—aot a single ayllable! T don't kuow any-
thing about Wharten’s idea—I haven’t the faintest
suspicion of what you're %[Elauning! Keep off I

“Drag this idiot off, Teddy, or I shall scalp him!"
yelled Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Peter Todd and Squiff grasped Dutton and dragoed
bim off. He was still hreathing wrath.

“Shut up!” Toddy rearved in his ear.

the carpet and

“Yt's all n

mistake !”

“Rubbish! My eye's all right-—I don't need a steak!
I?ln:nlmig-}! I'll teach that cheeky idiot to 'call me a
whelp ™

“He didn’t ! shricked Peter Todd.

“Oh, didn’t her” said Dutton. * Well, T Leard him!
Hallo! How did Bunter pet here? O, T sce—it was
Bunter that he was calling a whelp, was 1£*"

“ No!"

“EKnow? How should I know, when I didn’t seo
Bunter? I beg your pardon, Wharten! I thonght you
were alluding to me.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Not that I approve of the expression at all,” said
Dutton.  * Bunter's an &awﬂr&ppiug cad, but whelp's
a rather stiff expression, Still, il you were alluding to
Bunter, all right!”

¥ For ness’ sake don’t c:-:~:|1ﬂain g
Todd. * Let it gro at that! Now
for epying "

“Ob, really, Teddy, I wasu't spying—you know I'd
scorn to do anything of the sort!™

“What were you doing under the table, thour”
demanded Bob Cherry,

“T—I had {'l_l.ﬁt stooped down to—io tle my bootlace.”

“Aud that's whero the tarts went!" exclaimed
Nugent. “The fat hounder’s scoffed the tarts, and heard
all we've said! Now it will he all over the school

“I sha'n’t say a word, of course, Nupgent! In fact. I
Lhaven't heard anvthing., Besides, 1 think Wharion's
idea is rotten! T shall certainly refuse to join your

gasped TPeter
et's slaughter Dunter

party for -Christmas if you're going to work! Noever
heard of such a fatheaded idea!
“You won't join the party right enough!™ growled

vharton. “I wonder if it's uny wood making the fal
beast promise to keep il dark!”

“1 should be willing to give my word—the word of
a Bunter!” said the Owl ﬂ% the Remove loftile, “ 1y
the way, Harrr, old chap i : p
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“ Chuck it, vou fut worm!”

“ Harry, old chap,” vepeated Bunter, freling that the
possession of the little seeret made bim master of the
situation—" Harry, dear hoy, I really came here to ses
yon to mention that I'm expecting a postal-order——"

“My hat!"

“It will be for a pound—a ititled relation of mine,
vou know! He a_lwa;,rs wiacks out handsomelyr at
Christmas-time! Therc's been some delay 1t the post—
these women posimen they employ now, I suppose—any-
way, it hasn’t come yel. I suppose you fellows conld led
me havo the quid. Of course, I'll hand you the pestal-
order immediately it comes.”

The chums of the Remove simply glared at Bunter.
That he shonld work off his famous postal-order story
on them who kuew bim so well was TE:SIF the limit!

“Kick him ont?' growled Johuny Dull,

“Oh, really, Bull—if you feliows can't oblige a chap
like that, I don’t sec that I'm called upon to Keep vour
blessed secrets !

“ Price of silence, one pound!” grinned Bob Clierrr.
“As Bunter would chatter, anyway, we'll save the quid
and wallop Bunter!”

*Hear, hear!”

“I—I could do with five shillings!”

“Hand me that cushion !

“ Half-a-crown "

“ Plank him over the armchair!™

“A bob!” yelled Buntier,

Whack! Whack! Whaek!

“Yow-ow-ow-oooop! I say, vou fellows, T wou't sav
a word! TYarvoooh! T°Il jollv well tell all the Remove!
TLeggo! TYoocop! Yawwwp!™

Whaek! Whack! Whack!

“Yaroooh! Help! Fire!™

“There!" pasped Boh Cherry, throwing down the
cughion. “Next time you tic up vour bootlace, Dunter,
don’t de it under thiz study-table, or you'll get some
more. New kick him out!”

“ I say, you fellows—oh, conmbs! Yah!”

Bumyp! Billy Bunter rolled into the passage.

“ Now all jump ou him together ! maid Bob,

“Ha, ha, ha! One—two——"

Bunter did not wait for *throe” e picked bimeelf
up and fled along the Remove passage.

“Now all the fat's in the five,” said Harry Wharton
ruefully, “ All the Remove will know about it in tew
minutes, and we shall be chipped fo death!™

“Well, it's a jolly good idea, anyway,” said Mark
Linley. “Let ‘em chip!” ;
 “They will, whether we let "em or not!” grinned Boh
Cherry, “ Never mind! It's all in the da?"a work !
We're all backing you up., Wharton. All yvou've got to
do is to find the job, and we'll pile in."”

“Ha, ha, ha!” ) _

“The pilefulness will Be tervific! But where is the
catoerned job#”

“ Echo answers where!” grinned Squiff.

*Pardoy me, my <¢sleemed Souiff, but eqhn_ wonltd
angwer ° job” to my loquacions remark,” said Hurree
Singl gently. “That is, unless the acoustical properties
of this esteemed study are terrifically extraordinery!”

“Oot it ! shonted Squiff.

“Eh? Got what, fathead:” . .

“The idea-—a job for Inky to begin with. Teaching
English,” eaid Squiff.

“Ha, ha, hat”

And the specinl meeting Inoke up—fully agreed upon
backing up the cantain of the Temove in his execllent
“wheese ' : and alsn agreed upon leaving it fo Iarry
Wharton to find the “joh.” And, as it wanted only oue
day to breaking-up. the allowance of time for finding
that “job " was not extensive, . .

Meanwhile, Billy Dunter was vetailing his dizcoveries
up and down the Womeve passage: and, considerimg
what nu exeelient iden it wos, it was received with merris
ment that was decidedly disrespeeliul. Somehow or ather,
the Removites could not guite picture the Famous Five
in the rolo of war-workers.

When the chwins of the Remove came into the commeon-

5
“BUNTER THE MASHER!" % Rerves

Frank Richards.



 THE BEST 3o LIBRARY B~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND™ 30 LIBRARY. A

roomr a little Jater, they found a crowd of juniors
admiring a pen-and-ink sketeh that was pinned on the
wall—the work of the humorous Skinner. It depicted =
munition factory being Dlown sky-high, and underneath
was written:

“No. 1 Btudy lends s hand.”

And when Bobh Cherry came into bis study le found a
Lall of wool and a pair of knitting-needles on the table
all ready for him. Whereat Boh Cherry snorted. Rip-
ping as Harry Wharton'’s great wheeze was, the Remove
pppeared determined to take it in a humorons spirit,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Call for Aid!

s ABTER WHARTON ™
Tr-u::j;tar, the page, looked into the Remove
dormitory, where several of the juniors were

busy packing their boxes—Wharton among
the rest.

* Hallo, Trotty ! _

“You're wanted, Master Wharton.”

“Hallo! War work already?®’ exclaimed Bolsover
major. And there was a laugh.

“It's a telephone eall, Master Wharton,” said Trotter.
“3Mr. Queleh sent me to call you. The man’s holding
the liue.”

“Right-ho!” exclaimed Wharton, jumping up und
slipping on his jacket.

“Ia it a call frem 1he Dardanelles, Trotty?" asked
Rake, “Is Wharion wanted out there to superintend”

“Or has French resigned, and asked them to send for
him?" chuckled Snoop.

*“Ha, ha, ha ™

“He, he, he!” echoed Billy Bunter. “Perhaps he's
wanted at the War Office. It may have got out that
Ihe's willing to take on Kitchener’s job. He, he, he!”

VWharton’s handsome face was a little red as he hurried
from the dormitory. He was quite satisfied that his
scheme for the holidays was a good one, and the general
hilarity of the Remove on the subject was a little dis.
concerting.  He had been well advised in keeping it
dark, but in that he reckoned without his host, in the
person of William George Bunter. All Greyfriars knew
about it now.

Mr. Quelch was in his study., The recciver was off the
teleplone.

“Bomeone has aszked for you on the telephone,
Wharton,” said the Rewove-master. " As ho says the
matter is important, I have sent for you. You are af
liberty to use the telephone.”

“Thank you, sir!”

The captain of the Remove took up the receiver,

“Hallo! Are you therer”

“Yes. Is that Wharton—Harry Wharton®”

1] YEHW.“

“I understand that some of the Greyfriars boys,
ineluding yourself, have undertaken to do war work?”

Wharton started.

“That is so,” he replied. “I do not see how you can
keow it, though. Who are you?"

“Sergeant Flapp. T have heard it from a young
gentleman belonging to your school, who came along
and saw us in a fix here, We are spowed in, on the
road to Wapshot Camp. We can't get help in the
village, and we want a digging party to help us out; the
waggon, loden with ammunition, is in a smowdrift. If
this is true about you boys being willing to help gener-
ally, you can’t do betier than come 2long with spaﬂaa-s
an Bila in. We may be here all night if we don't get
hﬂP‘i‘V
“ Where are you now:"

' Poat-office, Friardale.
up Wapshot Lane.”

“Hold or & tick!” _

Wharton turned to his form-master, The evening was
drawing in, and it was late for Greyiriars fellows to
go out. But Wharton was a fellow of his word. Digging
a waggon out of a snowdrift in the middle of a snow-
storm was not exactly pleasant work. DBut it was war
work, anyway. Wharton was a0t a slacker,
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“Mr. Quelch, can some of us go outf”

“Tor what reason, Wharton* It is late, and the
weather is very bad,” said Mr. Queleh. “ What business
can you have out of doors at this hour:”

Wharton explained quickly,

The Form-mastef pursed his lips.

“ The weather is shocking,” he said. “ Wapshot Lane
wust be inches deep in mud, as well as the snow, My
dear boy—"

“The fact-is, sir, we've been planning to do war work
during the holidays, and this sergeant chap has heard
of it from one of our fellows,” said Harry, “Ii we don’f
turn up, it looks lile brageing, and then slacking. And
we. don’t mind' the cold or the snow, sir. We're net
soft."

“Very well, Wharton; you may go.
provide you with implements.”

“ Thank you, sir!”

Wharton hurried out of the study. He relurned in
hot haste to the dormitory.

“ Hallo, halle, hallo!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
a call from the Dardanelles, after all?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It's work,” said Harry., * Come on! Military waggon
stuck in the smow in Wapshot Lone, and we're going to
hélp dig it out.”

“0h, erumbs!?

“ There’s a chance for you!” grinned Bolsover major.
“ Rally round, you giddy war-workers! Roll up!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The chums of the Remove looked out of the window at
the fast-falling snow in the December dusk. Wharton
was already changing into a pdir of thick old boots, and
evidently he expected the members of that “special
meeting ** in No. 1 Study to back him up. Bob Cherry

Gosling  will

“Was it

mt on his coat. E%uiif and Mark Linley quickly followed
is example.  Then the rest of the special mesting

followed suit.

“You're really golng?™ exelaimed IMazeldene.

“The gofulness will be ferrific!” sald Hurree Singh,
“You may come alsofully, my esteemed IMazel.”

“*Not in this weather!” grinned Hazel.

“If you're buried alive we'll come along fo-morrow and
dig you cut!” said Bolsover major. “Wheo'll {ake a betf
Three to one they don’t go any further than the tuckshop
1 Friardale I

i HE‘, h'ﬂ_-. hu'!}.: L

Harry Whartou & Co. hwrried away, unheeding. A
strong blagt of wind came in at the door, laden with
snowiales, as they left the School House. Three or fqur
fellows had to pile on the big deor to get it shut again,
'The wind from the sea was shaking the old elms in the
(!lose, and even at that distance they could hear the
roar of the surf, The weather was wild on the North
Rea.

“Oh, erumhbs,” said Peter Todd, * this looks 1'5&?1113' 1"

“The soldicrs are out in it,”’ said Wharton. * Why not
us as well?”

“0Qh, quile 80! Croooh!”

** Butt in!" said Bob Cherry cheerily. o

Gosling, the porter, dealt with them from his window;
he did mot care to open his door. He stared at their
request for spades, and informed them that they would
find all the agricultural implements there were in the
woodshed. o the woodshed they proceeded—without
Giosling. That gentleman preferred his warm fireside and
his glass of gin-and-water. _

Only four spades were to be had, and there were nine
juniors in the party. But a couple of garden-forks, a
rake, and a trowel completed their equipment. Thns
accontred, they marched down to the gates through the
whirling snow and the hewling wind, Gosling sported
as he came out to opew the gates, and snorted still more
loudly as he clanged them behind the juniors.

*“Groooh 1 said Nugeat. “It’s c-c-cold!”

“The Tommies are facing this kind of thing at the
Frount,” said Harry, .,

“Not to meutin{l Huns," said Bob., * We're lucky;
we're let off the Huns, anyway. Halle, hallo, hallo!
Here's another silly ass going ont collecting colds in the

BUY IT!



A junior, muffled in coat and searf, was coming from
the village. He stopped as he met-the Greyfriars party.

“Hallp! VWhere are you off tof” he exclaimed.

“8kinner, by Jove!” spid Johnny Bull, “What on
earth are you deing out in this weather, Skinner?®”’

"I suppose we owe this to your" grunted Todd. “I
suppose it was you told the sergeant about our keenness
after war work—what?"

“You don't mean to say you're Teally going®”
ejaculated Skinner.

“Yes, rather [®

“The ratherfulness is—groogh—terrifiet™

“My hat!" said Skinner.

“You come, too!” said Wharton.

Skinper chuckled.

“Thanks! I'm going to squat over the fire till
bed-time,"

“Blacker I” growled Johnuny Bull.

“0h, I don't suppose I should be much wuse!™ said
Skinuer, “Ta-ta! Best of luck!”

Skinner went on his'way towards the school, grinning.
Harry Wharton & Co. faced the lashing wind and
tramped on.  They reached Friardale, half buried in
snow, and tramped through the village to Wapshot Lanc.
A mile up that steep lane was Wapshot Camp, and some-
where eit route they expected to find Sergeant Flapp and
his upset ammunition wagoon.

SEnow, beatem by the wind, was piled in great drifis
along the hedges, Underfoot it was many inches deep.
The nine juniors were white as ghosts themselves with
clinging flakes.

War work, under these circumstances, was not enticing,
but no consideration om earth would have induced the
heroes of the Remove to pgive in, and to return fo
face the merriment of their Form-fellows. DBesides, the
mgnlin khaki needed their help. They tramped on

rimly.
= ‘lr‘i.-'h{;rtnu halted at last, peering ronud him in the
gloom,

“We're more than half-way to the camp he
cxclaimed. “ The sergeant said it was half-way., I don’t
zee any sign of them.”

E;;]Ma;,' have got the blessed thing ont and pone,’
“Hetter keep on and see.”

The juniors tramped up the steep lane grimly. Thoy
kept their eyes well about them. There was no sign
of men in khaki; no sign of an ammunition waggon upset
in ‘the snow-drifts. Wapshot Camp came in sight at
last. The amateur war-workers were feeling a little
disconrvaged. Certainly, if the men in khaki had got
out of their difficulty it was all {o the good. But it was
disappointing to arrive too late to be of any service.
The spades were growing very heavy, too; the juniors
shifted them from one arm to the other as they marched
ou.

*“ Well, here we are!”’ said Johuny Bull, ax they
atrived at the gate of the camp.

The gate was closed.

Just inside, a sentry in a huge eoat occupied a sort of
upright box. Harry Wharton called to him.

“ Have they got in?"” _

“Hey?"” said the man in the khuki ecoal, peering at
them over the gate. * What's thatz'”

* 'The ammunition waggon that was upset; we've come
to help dip it out,” explained Wharton. * We were told
it was half-way up to Wapshet.”

“ Fust I've heard of 11."

Wharton jumped. ‘ o

“ Hasn't there been an accident to an ammunition
waggon in the lane?"” he exclaimed, :

““Not that I know of.”* The sentry peeved at bim.
* Is this a lark, young 'unt? ’!:]'lis isn't the place for
your larks, and don’t you forget it."”” .

Tt jsn’t a lark ! said Wharton indignantly, while
his comrades stood round in dismay. *° We were tele-
phiened about it. A Sergeunt Flapp. Do you know the
pume £

“ Wover heard it.”

“ Were you expeching a waggon up heve this evening ?"'

“If we was I haven't been told about it, 1 fauey
somebody's been pulling your leg, young ’un.”

“Oh, my hat ! .

The sentry grinned over the pate. The Greyfrinrs
crowd, in their enats and mufflers thick with snow, laden
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with spades and forks and a rake, looked rather n forlorn
company.

“You're =zure they haven't come in?" stammered
Wharton.

“ Quite sure.”

“ Then we've been spoofed!”

“ Looks like it,”" grinned the sentry. * Very good of
you to come and lend o ’and, all the same, young gentle-
men.””

“Oh, crumbs! Good-night.”

“ Good-night " chuckled the sentry.

Harry Wharton & Co. turned away from the gate with
feelings too deep for words.

i L FLE

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Good Turn!
o POOFED " howled DPeter Todd.
" Diddled !
S * Dished 1™
*“The dishfulness 1s terrifie I'®

Johuny Bull ¢lenched his bip fists.

“I'd Iike to be close to the funny idiot who tele.
phoned I'* he growled.

“ Bkinner I yelled Bob Cherry.

““ Skinner ! My -hat "

“ What did he go down to the village for in this
weather ' demanded Bob. ** Wasn't he grinning like a
hyena when he passed ws on the road? It's one of
Skinner's blessed jokes—the beast ™

“*1’ll joke him!™ reared Johnny Bull

““Oh, the rotter!” groaned Wharton.

““ Bergeant Flapp "' snorted Sguiff, *f Sergeant rats!
You ought te have recognised his voice on the telephone,
Wharton, you ass!"

“Well, I—I didn't, I suppose he disguised it."
Wharton's cyes gleamed. ** If 1t was Skinner, we'll make
him sit up when we get back!”

“ When !" proaned Nugent. ° Two miles, and more
—through this! I'm fed wp with war-work—this sort,
anyway !

The amateur war-workers tramped down the lane with
almost homicidul feelings towards the humorous
Skinner, They had no doubt now that it was Skiancr
who had called Wharton up on Mr. Quelch’s telephone.
It was exactly one of his humorous efforts. I'robably he
had not expected the amateur war-workers to go out in
such terrific weather; his scheme had been to make them
look ridieulous, as they certainly would have looked, if
thay had rvefused the first offer of war-work.

Probably at that very moment Skinner & Co. were
ehuckling over their march through the snmow. The
juniors felt very anxious to get to close guorters with
the humovist of the Remove.

They tramped and stumbled down the Iane fo the
village, and then wearily along the road to Greyfriars,
Progress was slow in the wind and the snow, and the
spades and forks and rakes scemed enormously heavy.
There was only one consolation for the discomfited war-
workers—the prospect of what they would de te Skinnev
“when they reached him.

But they were not destined to preach the humorous
Skinner just yet. Half-way from the villape to the
school o lipht gleamed through the snow and the dusk
in the middle of the read.

‘* Hallo, hallo, hallo !"* ejaculated Bol: Cherry. ™ Some-
body's had a breakdown, anyway ! ZLooks like a motor-
smash.””

“Oh, blow il!" mumbled Peter Todd., * We haven’t
come out to help blessed civilians.”

“ Halt I** snid Wharten.

* Look hove-——"

* Rats--halt ™

The Greyfriavs purty enme to a halt as they reached
the light in the road. It was a large motor-lamp, and
it wae stuck in the middle of the road, evidently as
a warning to traffic that the road was not elear. As they
came up o wrathful volee eame fo their ears: g

“BUNTER THE MASHER!” #ai-mu
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“ Good gad! Am I poing to be stuck here ail night?
William, you idiot, what's going to be done?”

“Ave to pet ‘elp, siv,” asaid a husky voice. .

*Good gad ! Where's heélp to be got in this howling
wilderness—what 7"

“ Dunno, sir.”’

““ Do you know where you are, William?"

“ Somewlere in Kent, sgir.”

“ Zomewhere in Xent, you dummy?”

“ Yes, st ,

““ Tg thia the Lantham road, or iz this not the Lantham
road, William #"

* Dunno, sir’*

“How far arve we from Lantham now?”

* Dunno, sir.” _ _

“You don’t know! Do you know that I've got to get
to Lantham by nine o’clock—that I'm expected at the
'Theatre Royal at hine precisely?”

* Dunno, eir.” _

“* What ar¢ we going to do, William? You ass! You
duffer! Tou dummy !’

“ Dunno, sir.”

The juniers could not belp grimning as they came up
into the radiue of light from the big metor-lamp. Somiec-
one. was evidently 1 serious difficulties, and it was
hiving ' an unfortunaté effcct wpon his temper.

A handsome car was tilled a little sidewaya in the
enow., Two wheeld weie deep in 2 rut, unseen and un-
suspeeted by the driver under ils covering of thick
anow., One side of the car wis plunged deep in a heavy
snowdrift, A fat gentleman, with a very red face, in a
Ing overcoat with g fur collar, was stunding beside the
ca¥, gesticulating wildly., 'The big “fur-lined coat was
open, and the juniora could see that he was in evening
¢lothes, with an expansive shirf-front and a big diamond,

The " chauffenr was standing with a somewhat non-
chalant lock. Evidently he considéréd it his duty to
drive the car, not to extricate it fréom mysterious rats
aud snowdrifts. It was plain at a plance that without
help the car could not be extvacted from its bed of
snow. The chauffeur, having revopuised the impossibility
of the task, had given it up. He was taking it quite
ealmly. Apparently he recoguided, also, the nsclessnesy
of excitement under the cirenmstunces. Any amount of
excitement eould not possibly extract the car from the
sinowdrift.

But the fat gentleman did not sec eye to eye with the
c¢haunfféur. He was almost raving. ut. the chauffeny

#as undoubtedly Tight, The fat geutleman’s raving had

w0 perceptible, effect upon the embedded motor-car.

““YWas there ever such an ifiot®'7 the fat gentleman
ejaculated, apparently appealing to spave. ' Was there
ever such an exasperating blockheall? Good gad 1"

““ Perhaps we can help you, «ir!”

_The fat gentleman spun round at Wharton’s voice.
He groped for an eyeglass, stuck it in his eye, and stared
at the juniors,

In his present predicament, the sight of nine sturdy
lads, armed with spades, forks, and a rake, must have
appeared an astonishing godecad.

“(Good gad!"™ he ejaculated.  Thank goodness some-
body appears to live in this awful wilderness! Young
gentlemen, if you will help me I will reward you hand-
somely—handsomely |™

“Thanks, we don’t want any veward,"” esaid Harry,
langhing., “ Buf we will certainly help you if we can I

e fat gentleman geized his hund and wrung it in o
transport of gratitude,

““ A thonsand thanks! Look at me—stuck heve, all
night apparently, with an wupset car and an imbecile
chauffeur !

The chauffenr grinned slightly.

“Well, I don't quite see what the chaullenr could de,
unless he could lift the car;” said Wharton, * and it
would need five or six men to do that.”

““ Am I on the Lantham road?"

“No fear! You must have taken the wrong turn in
the vil]age. You shoyld have followed the Redcelyffo
road. This leads to Courtfield.”

“What did I tell you, William®" roared the fad
gentleman.
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g0 worried by a blockheaded chauffeur?

“ PDunno, sir,”

“You took the wrong turning, you blockhead I"

“*w could a man bhelp it in this “ere darkness, and
without. a sign of a finger-post. for miles an* miles, siri”
said William  indignantly. “It’s- a blooming" mirdele
that we've got this fur froin Luxford without heing’ buried
alive. This “ere ain’t a night for goin® ‘cress country in
a car, Mr. Whifflea )"

“Am I, or am I not, bound to reach-the Theatre Royal
at Lantham:by nihe o'clock?” shouted Mr. Whiffles.
“Am I, or d4m I not; wp to my neck:in work for the
Christmas pantomime at Lantham? -Have I, or have 1
not, wasted an éﬂ.re_n;ing, it ‘Luiford; looking- for ialent,
and being disappointed? Have I, or heve I not, to com-
ete the campaiy of * Puss-in-Boots” betore Boxing

ay, or take the consequencesr” _ i

To this tirade, which the fat gentleman delivered in
a voice that rang acress the snowy fields, William
angwered etolidly:

“ Dunuo, sir.” : ;

The jiuniors chuckled. The excitement of Mr., Whiffles,
contrasted with the stelid calm of -the chanffeur, struck
them.ad fuuny,

“ Look at me ! exclaimed the exasperated Mr. WhifHes,
appealing to the junfors. * Was there ever a manager
0 W Here am J,
faced by Boxing Day,.and the pantomime company not
half completed—not half, mind—to say nothing of re-
hearsals. Here am I, after wasting hall a day for
nothing at Luxford, going back fo see what can be done
at Lantham,; and my chauffeur chooses this precise
moment 'fnr-upsrettin% my car in the middle of a howling
wilderness, -an_ uninhabited waste, tem thousand miles
from everywhere!” T

* Not guite so bad as that, sir,” said Bob Cherry cheer-
fully. “Wa came out to'dig vp 2 waggon that waen't
upset, and we'll dig up owve that is upset, if you like.
We'll have that ear out in-a quarter of an hour.”

“ Do a0, and Montague Whitfles is your friedd for lifo!”
exclaimed the fat gentleman: ‘' Come to the Theatre
Royal, and ask me anything yvou like, and it is yours!™

ob Cherry grinned. It occurred to him-to ask the
expansive gentleman for his fur-lined overcoat; but he
refrained.

“Ia the car damaged?"” asked Wharton.

“No. William has kindly refrained from wrecking
the ear,” said Mr. Whiffles, with & decp sarcasm that
wrs wholly lost on the chauffeur. “ Insteéad of running
into 2 stone wall or a tree, as he might have done if he
had been in the humour, he has simply upeet the car
in a snow-drift.”

“‘Ow you do talk, sir! wsaid William. “If these
young gents will ‘elp, we'll ‘ave the caw hout in a jiffy.
The wheels are sunk in a deep rut, voung gents, and
it's pitched into the drift, and Mr. Whifflea ought to
be thaukiful as it ain’t smashed, and "im, too!”

The fat gentleman snorted. Ho was not in a thankful
mnood.

“ Pile in, vou fellows ! said Harry.

Tho Removites piled in willingly.

They had come out to help imapginary men in Lhaki,
owing to the humorcus proclivities of Harold Skinner;
but here was somecone in distress, and they were guite
willing to help him out of it, though he was, as Toddy
remarked, merely a civilian, ) _

It was hard work, especially in the bitter wind, and
with the snow falling on them in heavy flakes. But

they were tough.

They started digging away the drift into which {he
car wag plunged, the chanffeur taking one of the spades
and helpmg, while Mr. Whiffles stood by, and surveyed

the progress of the work through his eyeglass,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Not So Funny
ABRY WHARTON & Co. worked away with a
will. Spades and forks, and the rake and the
trowel, speedily made a clearance of the snow,
In about a quarter of an hour the car stood
clear, save for the falling flakes.
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The sentry grinned over the gate. The Greylriars crowd, in their coats and mufflers thick wl h soow, laden with
spades and forks and a rake, looked rather a forlorn company, *You're sure they haven't come In ? " stammered

=r =

Wharton. * Qunite sure,” " Then we've been spoofed 1™ (See Chapler 4.

Then it was a question of liftiug the side that was
sinken in the deep rut. The juniors and the chauffeur
lined up to the task.

Many hands make light work; but the task was not
gasy, ¢ven with so many willing hands and strong arms
bent to if.

*It's coming !" gasped Bob Cherry.

“Good gad! It's coming!” ¢jaculated Mr, Whitfles,
“One more shove, young gentlemen! Thank goodness
yon came along I

With a final déadlift effort the car was got ont of the
Then William began a minute examination of it,
and nodded his head with satisfaction. There wua= po
damage of a seripus kind,

“Is 1t a golug concern?”’ grinned Boly Cherry.

“Right as rain, sir!” gaid William. * Now, if vou'll
tell me which is the right bally read-—-."

Tee Macxer Laienary.—No. 409,
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“Back to the village, and the first on the right,
There's a finger-post to Redelyfie.”

“ And how far to Lantham?®"

“ About fifteen miles, if vou keep to the turnpike
road.”

Mr., Whifftes extracted o huge gold watell from under
Liz huge fur coat, and consulted it with the aid of a
metor-lamp.”

“We shall do it before nine,” he excloimed joyfully,
“if Willinm will kindiy condescend to keep from over-
tnrning the car again !”

“ Dunne, siv,” said William.

“My dear beys, I am uuspeakably obliged to vou.
Know that I have several young persons waiting to see
me at the theatre—I have to look over them to-night,
and tell them that they're no good for the pantomime-—
at least, T expect o, Fven the panto has boen knocked
sky-high by the war. T sincerely, devoutly, and whele

‘4, “BUNTER THE MASHER!”

- = om

By =« =
Frank Ryi'-::lmr:i.n,
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heartedly hope that they will banp the Eaiser, when
caught. Young gentlemen, you have rendered me an
IMNICNSe service.’

* That’s all right, sir.”

* Ready, sirf” said William,

Mr. Whiffles stepped into the ear, Certainly ho could
not be considered ungrateful for a little he}{f He was
overflowing with gratitude and cordiality. He insisted
upon sghaking hands with the whole Greyfriars party,
all round.

“Sure there is no recompenze I can make?’ he asked
anxiously.

Harry Wharfon smiled.

“Thask you, Mr. Whiflles. Nething.”

“If you should find yourselves near Lantham oun Boxing
Day, don’t forget to come to the Theatro Royal. We
open on Boxing Day with  Pnes-in-Boots "—panto with
new war effecte—Kaiser aa the Ogre, yvou know, and
Puss in khaki boets and putties—what? Yoy trot in on
Boxing Day, and ask for me—Montague Montmorency
Whifflea—and vou're safe for the best seats in the houge,
even if we are drawing millions."”

“Thank you, sir!”

“I may have mentioned that I am the manager and
part-owner. Remember the name—Montague Mont-
niorency WhifMles.”

" Not likely to forget it, sir,” said Squiff. Indeed, a
name like that was not easily to be forgotten.

Mr. Whiffles fumbled wnder the big fur coat again,
aud produced a handsome eard-case, from which he
extracted a card. He placed the card in Wharton's
hand.

“Keep it he said. “My name—my address. Re-
member that T shall be glad to see you at any time at
the Theatre Iloyal, and that I shall always be under a
tremendons obligatiom to you, Good-bye, dear boys!”

" Good-bye, sir!" chorused the juniors.

Tho engine was throbbing, and Mr. Whiffles having
finizhed, the chauffeur set the car in motion. The juniors
stood and watched while he bLacked and turned in the
road—a difficult feat, bmt safely accomplished by the
stolid William. Myr. Whiffles waved exuberantly a fat
hand from the window of tho car, and Bob Cherry waved
his cap in return, and the motor-car buzzed away into
the winter night.

“Well, that's rether o go!” remarked Mark Linley.
“I'm jolly glad we were able to get the old chap out
of lLis fix."”

“The gladfuluness is terrific! The gratefulness of the
ns‘tee];:uerl old johuny is also great!” remarked Hurree
Singh.

“Well; we haven’t come out for nothing, after all,”
said Wharton, as the juniors resumed their tramp to
Greyfiriars.

“No fear!
Peter Todd.

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

* All the same, we're going to give Skinner jip for
sending us on a wild-goose chase up Wapshot Lanc!”
growled Johnuy Bull.

*Yea, rather!”

The bhour was getling late, and the suow falling moro
thickly. The Removites tramped on to the school, and
they were pretty well tired out, as well as snowy and
muddy, when they arrived at last at the gates of
Greyfriars.

Bob Cherry rang o tremendous peal on the bell, and
Gosling came grunting down to the gates, and opened
them.

Hh ﬁiw hower to. come hin!" he snorted.
yer !

“Report away, old chap!” &aid Bob. “Comme along
with us to Quelcsajr. A sight of your cheery old chivvy
will give him a merry Christmas feeling I”

“1f it doesnt’t give him a fit ! remarked Squiff.

Gosling grunfed back to his lodge. he juniors
de usitef the agricultural implements in the woodshed,
and hurried to the School House. In the Hall they shook
themselves like Newfoundland dogs, and little piles of
snow collected round them. Coats and searfs and
mufflers were peeled off. There was a yell from the
direction of the common-room.

THE MagreT Lisrany.—No. 400

We've mado a friend for life ™ grinned

“I'll report

“Here they are !”

“ Ha, ba, ha!”

* Here come the giddy war-workers!”

Harry Wharton & Co. marched grimly into the tommon.
room. They were greeted by a roar of laughter. Skinner
hal:]l evidently told the story of that spocf telephome-
call.

“I say, you fellows, did vou rescue the ammunition
wagpgon®” squeaked Billy Bunter.

*Ihd vou carry it home?’ roared Boleover major.

“ Did the Colonel thank you nicely?” yelled Hareldene,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Here, keep off I"" yoared Skinner, as Johnny Bull made
a rush at himm " Only a joke! Don’t be an ase! Here,
ﬁfﬂ-};{ him, somebody ! 1

Skinner dodped wildly round the table, and ecollided
with Billy Bunter, who sat down on the floor with a bump
and a yell. Then Squifi collared him, and the next
moment Johnny Bull had his head in chancery.

“Yaroooh! Help!” roared Skinner,

Bolsover major rushed to the rescue, and was promptly
collaved and bumped by the Co. There was no rescne for
Skinner,

Up to that moment Harold Skinner had regarded the
whole affair as funny. The humour of it, however, was
guite logt upon him now. The funny aspect of the matter
had departed.

“Yarooh! Help!"” roared Skinner., " Lend me a hand,
Smithy, you beast

Vernon-Smith grinned. )

“This is only the wind-up to the iiﬂl:e, Bkinncy, old
ehaﬁ. It's funny, I assure you! You look awiully comie
with your legs flying like that I”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yow-ow-ow! Dragpimofi! I—I didn’t moan to sond
vou up to the camp,” wailed Skiuner. “I was ouly goiug
to show you up. Yow-ow-ow!”

“Yon spoofing worm !'"" said Johuny DBull, hamwering
away. “ You thought we didu't mean hix.ne_;«', and you
were going to show us up as slackers—what? And you
gave us a tramp in the snow instead, you tricky beast!”

“Yow-ow! Only a joke——"

“Bo is this " gaid Johnny Bull, “I'm as funny as you
are, when I pet started. This iz one of my little jokes,
Why don’t you laugh, you beggar?”

The unfortunate Skinner, held in an iron grip while
Johnny Bull waz pounding his nose, did not feel hke
langhing. But the other fellows yelled. Skinner's con-
tortions were, as the Bounder said, comic, and were
regarded generally as an extremely funny wind-up to a
good joke.

“(lave!” shouted Penfold.

“C.i:lelchv " ealled out Hussell. * Chuck it !”

Johuny Bull released Skinner, who collapsed iuto a
chair, clasping his nose with both hands. A minute
later My, Quelell looked into the conmmon-room. If he
had mnoticed the uproar, the PForm-master made no
comment upon 1t. Tnles were a little relaxed the night
before breaking-up.

“I see you have returned,” said the Remove-master
kindly, “ I hope you were able to be of service.”

Wharton coloured a little.

“The fact is, sir, we—we were spoofed

“You were—what?"

“T—I mean taken in, sir!
joker on the telephone.”

“What o very foolish and unfeeling jeke!” said My,
Quelch frowning.

“ But as it happened, sir, there was o motor-car stuck
in the suow on the Friardale road, and we were able to
dig it out, so we didn't go out for nothing. I'w glad we
went, or the motorist would be stuck there now.”

“I am glad to hear it, Wharton. It is always so much
to the good to be able to render assistance to anyone in
distress. As for the practical joker you speak of, his
conduet was most unfeeling, and he certuiuly should be
sought out and punished.” ,

“T—1 think he's been punished, siv!” murmured Harry,

Mr. Quelch glanced at Skinner, who was nursing his
nose. Perhaps he understood. for he did not pursue the
matter. With a kindly good-night, he guitted the
common-room. Wingate locked im, while Johnny Bull
was debating whether Skinner had better have any more.

It was a rotten practieal



“Bed " said the Greyfriars captain,

And the Remove marched off to tlieir dormitory,
Skinner still nursing his noze. Upon the whole, Harr
Wharton & Co. were very well satistied with the evening’s
work. They had done a good turn, at least, though it
bardly came under the heading of war-work, and they
were plad that they had extracted Mr. Mentague
Wontmorency Whifles from his scrape. As they were
but little likely to be anywhere near Lantham ou Boxing
Day, they never expected to see that fat and exuberant
gentleman again, little dreaming just then how much
Ehiy were to have to do with My, Whiflles in the near
uture.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Decldes to Join !
e ROOOH! It’s cold!”

Bob Cherry made that remark as he turned
out at the clang of the rising-bell on the
following morning.

“ Groo-loh-hooh I came from Lilly Bunter. “I say,

ou fellows, I'm not getting np yet. Tell Quelehy I'm
ill, Wharton, will you®”

“ Hallo, halle, hallo ! exclaimad ol
turn out, fatty:"”

“Too jolly c-c-cold!”

“And too jolly lazy—what:"

Snore ! ,

* Do you want Wharton to tell Quelehy vou're ill, and
can't come down, Bunter:” bawled Bob Cherry.

Bunter's eyes opened again,

“*Yes! Shut up!”

"“Cood enough! Of course. Wharlon can’t tell Quelchy
s whopper, but I'll make that oll right!” said Bob,
{Ii:iipping a sponge inte icy water. “I'll soon make you
111 Bl

“Yaroooh I” roaved Dunter, as iey drops trickled om
his plump neck. “Oh. yon beast! Gerroff!”

T I.ﬂ, hﬂ, hﬂ!” ‘

“I'm going to make you ill, so thal Wharton can
report to Quelchy. IF the water decen’t do it, I'll try
somo coap. L Know it would make you ill to gel any
goap on your neeck!” :

Hilly Bunter rolled out of bed and bumped the floor.
Getting up was better than icy water down his neck.

“Yow-ow-ow ! Deast!”

“Hold on, Bunty! You ain't ill yet—"

“Ieep off, you rotter! Yal! Ob, keep that eponge
away, you ruffian! I'm getting up, ain't I yelled
Lunter, ; ]

Bob Cherry was in great spirits that morning. Having
kindly helped Bunter to face the December cold, he
proceeded to Lord Mauleverer's bed. His lordship was
taking an extra snooze, regardless of rising-bell. But
he scemed to be taking it with one eve open. Ie knew
Bob Cherry. .

“You clear off, begad !” ¢jaculated his lordship, * I'm
tired. DBesides, there ain't lessons to-day. We break
“ !IF

L We wake up before we break up, Manly!
awfully fagped?

* Yaas!"

“Yeel as if you couldn't possibly turn out for unother
hour or so?” asked Bol svmpathetioully.

“Yaas "

“ Like me to shove on another Ilanket, and leave yon

w. bl

quiet?

“Yaas! Oh, yaas!”

“ All right. T'll give you something to cure all that!”
gaid Bob cheerfully.

And he Iaid viclent hauds upon Lord Mauleverer's
bedelothes and yanked them off .

“Qh, bepad! Yow-ow! Yaw.aw! If it wasn't such a
fag, I'd wipe up the dorm with wyou!l” groaned the
slucker of the Remove.

It was cold that morning, and it was really nol swr-
prising that the slackers wunted au extra snooxe in their
warin beds. The snow had ceosed fo £all, but it lay piled
white and thick in the Cloze, on every wall and roof and
window-sill. Bob Cherry simply steamed as he eplashod
in cold water

“ Glorious weather I said Doly, with greal cheoriulness,

“Grooh ! eaid the other fellows,

“ Buck up, Bunter! There's loks of cold water for your
bath I’

Tis MacxeT Lisrary.—Do. 409,
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* Grooogh ! said Bunter.

“Now, you koow you ought to have a bath ever
Christmas, Bunter. ¥Pile in, old chap, and you may fin
another waigtcoat, same as you did when you bathed last
year.

Hilly Bunter snorted,- and proceeded to indulge in hia
usual modified ablutions, which some of the fellows
deseribed as a “eat-lick.” Dunter saw no renson for
departing from his usual customs at Christmas-time.

The juniorse came down with Lkeen appetites for
Lreakfast. All Greyfriars was in high epirits that
morning. There were no lessoms, and there was
breaking-up—always a happy event., True, lifec at the
old school was cheery enough, especially for the fellows
who kunew how to make the best of it; but chahge and
home and holidays were very welcome.

Most of the fellows had their plans for the holidays
ont and dried, but, as it happened, that was not the ocaze
with Harry Wharton & Co. The amateur war-workera
had not yet decided what they were going to do.

The idea of war-work had been in Wharton's mind for
sone time, as an excellent way of spending the winter
vacation, If nothing ecame of it, he was going Lome to
Wharton Lodge with his friends; but, as his uncle and
aunt were away, he was not very keen on that. The
circumstances were unusual for most of his frieuds, and
in any case the Christmas could not be like any ordinary
Christmas. But Wharton was guite determined that the
idea of some kind of war-work should become a reality.

After breakfast, the Co. gathered to discuss plans.
Wherever they should go, it was certain that they had
to po somewhere. That day they were expected to leave
Greyfriars with the rest.

“Wa've left it a bit late,” grinned Bob Cherry. “Yon
should have H{Jnmg this great wheeze on us a Lit svoner,
Harry. All 1 .can suggest is, going in a hody to the
War Office, and bucking up Nugent's pater [

“I say, you fellows——"

The nine juniors had met in consuliation in Ne. 1
Study. Inevitably, Billy Bunter joined them there.
Wharton pointed to the door,

“Travel!” he said laconically,

“Oh, really, Wharton—don’t chuck that cushion, Bob
Cherry—I've simply looked in to wish you a merry
Christmas before lIJ gol”

“ Oh!” said Bob, dropping thg cushion, « little remorse-
fully. “ Merry Christmas, Bunter! May vour circums
ference never grow less "

“ Remember us when yon're tucking into Christmas
pudding and mince-pies m the historic halls of Bunter
de Bunter,” said Squifi.

“And remember us to your uucle, the marguis,” said
Peter Todd.

“ And your grandfather, the duke,” said Nugent.

" And your second cousin, the enrl,” said Johuny Bull,
“"Not to mention the odd princes amd cwmperors in your
family cirele.”

Billy DBunter prinned feebly. Generally the Removites
declinied to believe in his titled relations. Now they were
asking to be remembered to them; but Bunter suspected
that it was only in a humorous spirit.

“0h, really, you fellows, the fact is, T'm not going
home for the holidays.”

“IHallo, halle, hallo!
asked Dob,

“Ha, ha, hat”?

“ Mauly’'s begged me to come with him.”

“Ie's changed his mind since ycsterday, then,”
remarked Johnny Bull. "I heard- him tell yon that if
yuuhgﬁt into his car he would dvop you i the first
diteh !

“Ahem! T have declined Baunly's invitation. Things
are bound to be rather siow at his place, you know.
Smithy pressed me to come.”

“So you're going home wilh the Dounder:”

“ Nunno; I declined.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“I was sorry to have to tcll Smithy that it couldn't
bo done. Same with Wibley and Bulstrode, and—and
Russell and Ogilvy. Ogilvy was very keen about if, ]JI:H.':

= - B

Wltom have vou fastened on¥”

icharda,
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I told him I didn’t care for Scotland in the winter—
couldn't stand it, in fact.”

“ 5till harder for Scotland to stand you, I expect,”
remarked Johnny Bull. “Scotland has all the luek ™

“ 'The fact is, you fellows, I've made up my mind,” said
Bunter. “I'm a patriotic chap. I've always thought a
lot about the soldiera; you know I once started raising
# fund to send them chocolates—--"

“And spent all you raised in the tuckshop,” said
Wharton, “and I know we jelly soon stopped you.”

“Ahem! As I was saying, I'm patriotic—the most
{latﬁutic chap here, I should say. I've made up my mind,

m _%uing to help you chaps do war work.”

“Wha-a-t ! )

y “I'm not going to desert you, Toddy at Christmas-
inte.”

“You jolly well are! said Peter Todd emphatically,

“Ha, ha, bal”

“He, he, ha!” echoed Bunter.

*Hallo! What are you ‘he, he, heing’
demanded Todd.

“Your little joke! He, he, he!”

“ But it wasn't a little joke,” said Deter, “and you
might go and * he, he, he ’ in the passage! We're busy IV

“I'm willing to do any kind of war work,” said Bunter,
unheeding—" anything you like, so long as the work is
light, and there’s pleniy of grub and some tin. I counld
be of o lot of help, you know. A brainy chap, good
French linguist, clever ventriloguist—"

“No demand for linguists and clever ventriloguists,”
zaid Bob Cherry. *“ Shut the door after you!”

Bunter did not move.

“The fact ia, Wharton, I'm depending o you now.
Don’t think I bear any malice for your little jokes
yesterday. I don’t. I ean take a joke.”

“Can you take your hook?" inguired Bob Cherry.

“I've declined numerous invitations, especially from
the fellows at Bt. Jim's. That chap D'Arcy asked me for
Chrislmas—we're very pally, yon know—but, on- reflec-
tion, I decided not to desert my old pals. I'm sticking
to them.”

“Well, go and tell your old pals you axe sticking to
them,” suggested Squill.

* Oh, reall}!? Field "'

" Buzz off I roared all the juniors together,

“X say, you fellows——"

Peter Todd took the Owl of the Remove gently by thé
ear, led him from the study, and sat him down in the
passage. Then he closed the door and locked it.

“MNow for the giddy council of war!” he remarked.

Through the keyhole came a wrathful voice:

“Yah! Beasts! I won't come now! Yah!™

“Ha, ha, ha!" :

And the volunteer war-worker having been disposed of,
Harry Wharton & Co. proceeded to discuss their plans.

ahout:"

—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Stunning Scheme!

w HAT are the marching orders, O king®" Dob
Cherry made that humorous query. “ Eehold
your faithful followera ready for the fray!

- Is it the Dardanelles,-the trenches, or the

War Office? To hear is to obey!”

“Bhut up, Bob, aud be serious!”

“Sober as a judge,” said Bob checrily. * I only want
te point out to the honourable meeting that we are
expected to clear out of Greyfriars to-day, bag and
baggage. It is eustomary to decide upon some destina-

tion before starting on a jourmey. Still, I'm willing to

go down to Friardale and take the first train to
anywhere,"”

“I've got an idea.”

“ Hear, hear !

ANSWERS
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* The hear-hearfulness is terrific!
ridiculous idea !

Harry Wharton opened his pocket-book and took out &
card. He held it up to general view. The juniors looked
at it. Upon the card was inseribed:

“MR. MONTAGUE WHIFFLES.

“Theatre Royal,
“"Loantham."

Let us hear tha

“It's, the old sport’s card,” said Nugent. “ But what
the merry dickens is there interesting about that just
ngw:"’

" That's the idea,” said Wharton,

¥ Er—which "

“We're going to leok for war work,” explained
Wharton. * Well, we can’t o to the Front, and we can’t
make shells. Marky iz the only chap here who's worth
his salt when it comes fo doing real work.”

" Uufortunate, but truwe,” sighed Bob Cherry., * They
didn’t foresce this war when they founded public schools.
It was au eversight.”

" Dut there's an old saying,” resumed Wharton, “ that
it’s 1noney that talks.”

" Money makeés the estecmed mare go,” said Hurree
Singl, with a nod.

“ 4o if we can earn money, and devote it to the war, it
comes Lo the same thing,” explained Wharton. “ Suppose
we could work and raise twenty or thirty or forty
potiuds. Well, we could do a ﬂ:l} of good with that.
‘There's chocolate and wocks for the fellows at the Front,
gruab for the prisoners in Germany; lots of things yom
eaxl do with a little money. That's the way rich people
are helping m the war. They cun't do anything usefil
themselves owing to their training—or want of training,
whichever way you look at it—but they can hand oub
caslr, and enable chaps who can do useful things to
de ‘vm,  Seef It's rather u gqueer thought that ome
factorv-hand in Lancashire is worth more than all the
professors at Oxford, or all the peliticians in Londomn.
But there you are! That's how it is. If all the nability
died to-morrow the war would go om just the smne; but
if wnything happened to the working classes the country
would be in a pretty deep hole.”

“ Htrunge, but true,” grinned Mark Linley.

Boly Cherry rubbed his nase,

“ I—1 suppose thal’s s0,” he admitted. * Dashed if you
don’'t make us feel like laxy dromes in a busy hive! But
don’t rub in it. We'd work if we could.”

“And we're going to work,” snid Harry.
ws, and we're going to do it.
rood ot munitiona.™

“And they wouldn’t take us as nurses in a hospital,”
remarked Bob.

“Tron’t he an ass, Dob! ‘There's one thing we can do:
we ean earn mopey, and give it to the geod counse.”

“Something in that, if we can earn the money,” said
Johuny Bull., “Hut how in thunder are we poing to
earn suy money® And what has old Whifles got to do
with it#"”

“Lots, I hope. I've been thinking,” said Wharton,
“Yeou rvemember what the old chap said-—he'd been to
Luxford getting recruits for his pantomime troupe, and
he didu't eet any. He sald his company wasn’t complete,
and he's pot to start * Puss-in-Boots ' on Boxing Day.”

“ Wall:™

“ Well, that's where we come in, I hope.”

“ Blessed if I see how,”

“ You've seen plenty of pantomimes, Kids act in them
—szometimes lit{le nippers of eight and nine; kids of
all ages and sizes, Now, I haven't the least doubt that
Mr. Whiffles would look on us as kids,”

B R

1] Kidﬂ !:r

“ Cheese it "

1t was o chorns of indignation. That anyone could
regard the herces of the Hemove as “kids” was unot to
be admitted for a moment, ‘

“ Anyway, we're young. There's no denying that,” said
Harrv.

“Well,

"‘ It's up to
But, as I saad, we're no

rather young!” admitted Bob Cherry

No. 4. "1HE GREYFRIARS HERALD,” 3> GUT TO-DAY. BUY IT AT ONGE!



gmdgingi;,r. " But not exacily what a fellow would eall
‘kids—unless he wanted a thick car!”

“Young enough to act in a panfomime

“What "

“ Which”

“That's the idea,” said Wharton., * My, Whiffles is
looking for talent. Well, it can't be denied that we've
got lots of talent.”

“Hear, hear!”

“We've dome no end ef amatenr theatricals—lots and
lots! We've even got up a pante of our own once. Wo
really know the ropes. So we've had lots of experience.
We can daves and sing—after a fasbion—and Marky at
least can de ripping clog-dances—"

“Panto!” said Bob Cherry. “Oh, ye gods aud little

fiahes 1"
My hat!”

Lt

“ Panto !

“What a lark!”

“What a really ripping wheeze!” exciaimed Peter
Todd. “Why, it'll be the cateh of the season—if we can
persuade YWhiflley to take uz on”

“What we don't kitow, we can pick up ia the
rekearsals,” said Harry. “I dem't see why e shouldn't
have a goed chance. They're not so jolly particular
about the kids they shove into panto. Anybﬂﬁy with a
little brains can do the work, We've got « little brains,
and plenty of nerve!”

“Lots and lots I" agreed Bob lieartily. " Nobedy's ever
said that the Rewtove was short of cheek.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Well, what do vou think of the idea:” demanded
Wharton., “ Shall we sce the Whifles-bird, and put it
to him*”

“Hear, Lear!™

“ Iasged unanimeously.”

Wharton jumped up.

“Then the sooner the quicker!” he exclaimed. * We
shall have to buzz over to Lantham to see Whiffes. There
won't be time to get there and back before we have to
get out of here. We'll take our baggage to the station
and leave it there till we've setiled.”

“And suppose Whiflley don’t take us onf” grinned
Squiff. *Then we shall be understudying a real panto
kid—out in the snow, homeless, on our lonely own ™

“We'll setile that afterwards, if this fails., We can
always go to Wharton Lodge if we get hung up,” said
Harry. “We could have.a preity good time there,
though my people are awa;r. But we're not looking for a
roodd thing: we're looking for work.”

“Hamg vour charity, we want work!” chuckled Bob.

¥ Biesides, if we could wedge into & panto, it would be
a ripping holiday for wus,” said Harry. “Plenty of
change and excitement !”

Y Beats evervthing elze hellow,”
have any Inck.”

“We can try, anyway. o come on.”

The eouneil of war broke up; the plan of compaign
was deeided upon.

It was in a somewhat exeited moed {hat the jusiors
prepazed for the venture.

The. prospect of playing in a panto was sufficiently
exciting. If they had the luck to be taken on by My,
Whifiles, they would certainly have a busy and exciting
fime, and they would ask no better way of sponding the
Christmas vacation. And all that they earned would go
to the war. funds, go it was practically war work that
they were undertaking,

%ﬂt outside their own sclect civele vot a word was
snid.

Wharton'’s “wheeze™ had ecavzed engugh hilarvity
already in the Remeve. The patriotic  uine were not
lnoking for any more ch.i{:ping. If Mr. Whiffles declinad
their services with thanks—as was indced probaible—it
was wisest to keep the whole matter entirely to
themselves.

They packed their bagpage, in cheery spirits. Billy
Dunter bovered round them as they did go. Buunter was
evideally still keen to be envolled among the war-
workers.

“IWhat train are you caiching, Harry, old chap:” he
askedl.

“The one that poes when we siart!” Bol Cherry
hastened to veply,

“But when do you gol”

“WWhen the train starts!”

“Put when does the train start. fathead:?
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“When we go!”

Billy Bunter snorted.

Greyfriars fellows were departing now in greab
numbers. Bob Cherry found fime, busy as ho was, to
pive Coker of the Tifth a parting snowball as he went
off with Poiter and Greene. They yelled “ Merry
Christmas!” after Wingate, as the captain of Greyfriars
departed with Courtney. Temple, Dabney & €o. of the
Fourth came to say good-bye, and to promise the Famous
Five tremendous lickings at footer next term,

Brakes rolled away laden to the brim with Grey¥riars
fellows and their bags and baggages. Wharton had
consulted a time-tuble and found n train for Lantham,
from Courtfield Junetion. He arranged with Gosling for
2 trap. Gruff Gosling was quite sweet and amiable that
morning, Breaking-up meant a harvest of tipa for
Gosling, and a prospect of almest unlimited gin-and-
water during the vacation.

* Remember us to Kitchener when von get to the War

Office, you giddy war-workers,” 3’911& Rake, a5 a
crowded brake of Removites departed.
“Merry Christmas to the Kaiver, if you meef him at

the Front intirely!” howled Micky Desmond.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Our cateemed pals are gumorous,” remarked Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh. “Dut, as the Inglish }l)m'mr'h 8aYS,
he whe lauchs last goes lﬂll%‘f‘ﬁt to the well 1"

And the Co. grinned joyfu ly at the English proverh.

“1 say. vou fellows!” Billy Buater rolled up, bag in
Land, as Gesling was placing the baggage of the &o,
in the trap. “Give me a lift to the station. The brake's
gone.

“Only reom for another ton!” zaid Dob, * Can't stand
your weighty Bunter ™

“0Oh, really, Bob——"

“ Don't Bob me, vou fat Lounder. Roll in!™

Bunter panted and got into the trap. Goesling
took the ribbons, and the trap bowled away down the
road to Courtfield. A hig motor-car, from tﬁu direction
of Highcliffe, passed it on the road, with two juniors in
it, and the Greyfriars fellows waved their caps and
shouted as they recognised Courtenay and the Cater-
pillar:

“ Merry Christmas!”

The express was gone when they reached Courtfield.
Billy Dunter looked puzzled as he rolled out of the trap.

“ Blessed if I know what train you're taking.,” he said.
¥ The next train is only to Lantham.”

. I?, that all?” said B3obh seriously.

“Yes, that's all. Look here, how are you going?”

“There's an aeroplane ecalling for us shortly,”
explained Bob, “ We're going direct to Potadam, to give
the Iaiser a surprise,”

“ Oh, really, Cherry——"

_ Gosling, handsomely tipped, and overflowing with
joviality and gin, departed with the trzp, and the
baggage was taken inte the station  Billy Bunter’s little
round eyes almost Lulged through his hig glasses when
he saw  the baggage placed in the left-lugmage
department.

“Ain't you taking vour luggage with you:” he
demanded. *Look here, I know jolly well you're trying
fo dodge me. You can't go without your Inggage, any-
way, and I tell you what, I'm going to squat outside this
office till you go.”

“Byguat away ! said Bob Cherry cheerily.

“ The next express is two hours,” said Bunter. “ Mind,
I'm going to wait. Any of you fellows got any toffee?”

The juniors strolled down the platform grinning.
Billy Bunter had evideatly made up his mind to bo a
member of the war-working party, whether they likbd
it or not. But they had no objection to Bunter sitting
nutside the left-luggape office while they made the
journey to Lantham.

The Lantham train came in, and the juniors boarded
it. There was a yell from Billy Bunter in the distance:
* (iet out, vou duffers! You'rc in the wrong train!"

“ (rood-bye, Little Yellow Bird!” sang Bob Cherry,

“1 say, yvou fellows, thot's the Lantham train.”

“{io hon "

“You've left vour luggage " shricked Bunter.

“BUNTER THE MASHER!™
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“And left you, my pippin!” chuckled Dob Cherry, as
the train began ito move. " Fare thee well, and if for
ever, all the better! IMare thee well!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” \

The train rolled out of the station, leaving William
George Bunter rooted to the platform. DBunter shook a
fat fist after the grinnin% faces at the carriage window,
and rolled back to the left-lupgage office. There be
mounted guard. William George was not easily shaken
off. Sconer or later, he sagely reasoned it out, the
beasts would have to come back for their luggage, and
then he woyld be oun the track again, So William George
waited, with all the patience he eould muster,

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
At the Theatre Royal!

" ANTHAM I
“Here we are againl!”
Cherry.

The nine seekers of jobs stepped from the
train. They left the station and locked round for the
Theatre Royal. Some of the party were feeling wvery
doubtful, but they all looked and felt yuite cheery. As
Nugent sapiently remarked, Mr. Montague Whiffles conld
not eat them.

An obliging porter gave them directions to the
Theatre Royal, and they started down the High Street
of Lanthani.

%1 say! Where are you going?" asked Tom Dutton,
grabbing Peter Todd's arm.

* Theatre Royal.”

“X'm not wearing a hat—I've got my cap on."”

“ What?"

“Didn’t you say my hat would spoil? Besides, it's not
suowing now.”

“Oh, crumbs! Toun't let Tommy start on Mr.
Whiffles,” said Squiff, “If Whifly {ries to talk with him
we shall get the order of the hoot at -once."”

“You follow your leader, and don’t jaw, Tommy!”
shouted Peter,

Dutton looked round,.

" Four what?' he asked. ‘

Peter Todd g¢id not reply to that puzsling guestion.

“Look Here,” he mid% “We'd better not :agriug our-
selves all on Mr. Whiffles at once. I suggest a deputation
i:-f ';hrea going in to see him. I'm willing to take the
ead.”

“ Bow-wow I"

“Now you know,” said Peter argumentatively, “that
we have all the brains in No, 7 Study.” _

“It’s a pood idea,” said Wharton, “T'1l go in, with
Bob and Nugent—"

“What price me?” demanded Peter,

“Tuppence, and dear at that!” said Bob Chexr

litely. “ You chain Duiton up semewhere, and wate

im,”

After o little discmssion—and a warning from Peter
Fodd that they were bent on mucking up the whole
show—Wharton and Nugent and Bob Cherry kept on to
‘the theatre, leaving the rest of the party at the corner
of the street.

“Wall, Here’s the Theatre Royal,” said Boh, as they
stopped before the edifice. .

e theatre was not so imposing a building as 1fs name
ight-hava implied. Prebably it was the higgest theatre
in %‘antham, however. It was closed, and a crusty-look-
ing old caretaker was sweeping snow from the steps.
Boards outside announced that a magnificent new panto-
mime was coming on Boxing Day, with illustrations of
Mr., Whiffles’ new rendering of “ Puss-in-Boots.” There
was & picture of the Kaiser as the Ogre—the imperial
features veally lending themselves to the character.
There was a striking picture of Conchita, the Fairy
Queen, which Bob Cherry promounced stuiming. There
was 2 handsome Marquis of Carabas, every inch a prince ;
and 2 gigantic picture of Puus-in-Boots himself,  All
the pictures were highly celoured; and gave the good
folk of Lantham a greai impression of the treat they
were to_enjoy on Boxing Day.

“ Loolks as if they've got the annmpal'parts filled, any-
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way,” sald Nugent.
for my little bit.” _

“ And the Marquis of Carabas would have suited
Harry,” grinned Bob Cherry; “and I could have done
the Kaiser-Opre.”

Harry Wharton laughed. ,

“I1f we get in the chorus, we shall be lucky,” he said.
“How the dickens do we get at Mr. Whilffles, though?
I'll tackle this old johnny.” :

Wharton ascended the steps, and the gentleman with
the hroom gave him a howl, _

“Whatcher at—trampin’® on them steps which I ‘ave
jest swep' ™ ‘ . _

This was not encouraging to begin with,

“Borey,” said Wharton politely. “I want to sce Mr.
Whiffles.” _

S Well, Mr. Whiffles ain’t in my weskit pocket.” said
the caretaker,

“Can yvou tell me where he is®”

“'Qw should I know?"” .

“Is he about here in the daytime?”

¥ Dunno.”

Wharton deseended the steps again,

“Drawn blank,” said Bob Cherry. “I suppose there
must be a stage-door somewhere-—there's always a stage-
door, you kunow. Let's lock for it. T'Nl give that old
johnny a snowhall first, te teach him to be civil at
Christmas-time.” 2

“Fathead!™ exclaimed Wharfon, catching Bob's armn
as he stooped. “ You don’t get a man to give yon a job
by snowballing his employees.”

“Well, T suppose not,” agreed Bol.
could cateh him bending beautifully I

“Come on, you ass!’

Boh Cherry was dragged away from that tempting
target. The three juniors circumnavigated the building,
so to speak. The stape-door was detected at last, in a
side street. They marched up to it. The deoor was half
open, and Wharton looked in. A man in his shirt-sleeves
stared at lim,

“Gret outer that!™ he said.

“TI've called to see My, Whiffles,” explained Wharton,

The doorkeeper grunted.

“Well, you can't see Mr., Whiffles.
busy ™

“He asked us o eall”

“Special app'intment, I s'pose,” grinned the door-
keeper—" I know the gime. Well, Mr. Whiffles "az gone
on a ‘oliday te Horstralia.” _

The doorkeeper took heold of the door to close it. The
callers were considerably discouraged, Imt they had
the presence of mingd to insert a hoot each in the doorway,

“Take them feet :ﬂwn{{!" snid the doorkeeper,

“We've called to sce Mr. Whiffles.”

“Don’t T keep on telling you as My, Whiffles "aa gone
to Rooshia for his swmmer ‘oliday:”’ said the doorkeeper,
who was evidently of a humorons turn.

“We'll wait till e comes back from Russia, then,’” said
Bol. ‘ Anything we can sit down on®”

“Will you cleay off#”

“ Not till we've scen Mr., Whiffles™

The doorkeeper appeared to bhe about to indulge in
some emphatic remarks—perhaps move emphatic than
were suitable for such youthful eavs to lear. Bui he
checked himself, and stared at them scrutinisingly
instead.

“Look “ere, what's the gime?” he asked, “If you're
kids arter panto, you'll ‘ave to see the stage-manager,
and he ain’t here now.”

“We want to see Mr. Whiffles.”

“He's busy.”

“We'll wait till his Dusiness 1g finished.”

The doorkeeper hesitated.  His first ympression had
evidently been that ihe schoolboys had come {o the
theatre actuated only by curiosity.

“Well, wot's the wvnames?” he asked at last 1;;1-
raciously., “I might send your names up, if you rea
Enﬂw Mg Whifﬂes%’ ¥ Rt J

“He doesn’t know our names,” said Harry.
have his card here——7

“That's his card right enough,” admitted the door-
keeper. * But——"

“I was thinking of Puss-in-Boots

“But, I say, L

Mr. Whiflles 18

“But X
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Wharten advanced from tne wings. Thare was a murmur from ch: audlence as he appeared. He heard Li, witn-
out nnderstanding that it implied admiration and approval, ior he cut a very handsome flgure as the Marquis

o

] — " of Ca-abas. (See Uhapler 20

S write a message on i, and you can send it to e handed the card to the deorkeeper, who blinked
him.” curiously at the writing. He appeared to understand.

Ho! . “Oh! I ‘eard about the breakdown,” he said. "I

Wharton stepped in cheerfully, vested the card on the  ’sard as some schoolboys dug the blooming car out. You
doorkecper's table, and wrote on it in pencil: —vot "

Y The Greyfriars boy to whom you gave this card last “Little us!” aaid Boh,
night would like to speak to you forsa few minutes, if “You can wait inside,” said the doorkeeper grudgingly.
possible " o Thanles I
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The three juriors stepped into the passage, and the
dool 'was clxsed,

The ﬁa;:;rkeeper shouted up the passage:

“Ted ¥

A lean and lanky lad appearcd from somewhere in the
shadows.

“Yes, Mr. Hacker.”

“Take this 'ere to My, Whiffles in s office I

“ Which he's going it!” murmured Ted, for the deor-
keeper’s benetit, © gﬂing it "ot and strong! Charley’s
really gome.” _

“1 knew that afore you was born!” said Mr, Hacker.
“You cut off I _

* Blessed 1f I ’arf like going in,” said Ted. " He's heen
BIan%‘in Badger.” _

“If Mr. Badger ‘eard you a-callin
boy, it'd be the boot for you, short an

him Badger, my
suddin !" said Mr,

Hacker. " You cut off!I” ) .
™ Keep your whiskers on,” said Ted cheerily. And he
cut off. ;
The juniors waited, looking abont them a little

enrionaly. The doorkeeper had retired into a little dem,
where there was a table and a chair and a telephone.
He seemed to become oblivious of their existence. The
bare walls, the dingy floor, did not mateh the brilliant
posters on the hoards at the theatre entrance. Evidently
sll that glittered was not gold, Behind the scenes, the
?ru;'rn?;ikdmgs of the pantomime fairies were far from
airy-like.

TE& returned in about ten winutes, looking surprised.

“They're to go uwp,’” he said.

“Good egg!” said Bob. * Lead on, Macduff! Come
oun, you chaps! We've passed Cerberus, nujwa%:

The doorkeeper looked round sharply, probably sus-

erberus was some uncomplimentary title.

ing that
ﬁ jfnim's followed the lanky Ted. ¢y stopped at a
door marked “PRIVATE,” and Ted put his finger to
hie lips.

* Arter jobst” he murmured.

“Yes,” said Harry.

“Tain’t a good time to catch ’im. He's got 'em.”

“Eh? Got what?”

“Ilis tantrums.”

“ NEver mind; we'll chance the tantrmms,
gone wmuf;?” asked Nugent.

“Yes; Chavley's binked.”

“ Who on earth’s Charley®” :

“Charley !" vepeated Ted, as if the vepetition of Lhe
name was sufficient explanation, It Jid not appear to
dawn upon Ted that there existed in the wide world any-
oue who had not heard of Charley—evidently a celebrated

ersonage.

P Auil:tlgl'?!haﬂcj’s gone, 1s he?” grinned Bob.

“ Bunked this morning,” said Ted. * All along of the
Qpgre. I.told Hacker a week age it was coming. I
knowed it! They never could pull tegether, and then
the Ogre got a bigger line in caps than Charley, and
that did it! He's bunked! My idea is that he's had
the offer of another shop, a West End shop, too! You
h.ct 1,"

This was so much Greek to the Greyiriars jumiors,
and they did not attempt to understand it. Ted kuccked
at the door, and opened it, and the juniors were ushered
in., With a final ]}it}'i!l%:l glance at the juniors, whom he
evidently regardsd as hapless victims, Ted closed ihe
door and withdrew.

Anything

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Whitiles is Worried!

" DOD gad "
The juniors knew at once tho rich, rolling
voice ug Mr. Montague Montmorency Whiffes,

They had reccived a hint already that that
excitable gentleman was in a disturbed state of mind.
They had the evidence of their own eyes now.

Mi. Whiffles” office was a very comiortable room, with
a Turkey carpet, mahogany chairs, a roll-top desk, a
telephone, and green-shaded electric lights. Mr. Whiffles
was striding to and fro on the Turkey carpet, very nearly
tearing hig hair., His taptrume on the cccasion of the
motor-car apill were as '-mthin%‘gt-:- his present tantrums.
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The “bunking ™ of the mysterious Charley seemed to
have completely upset his equanimity.

He did not observe the three juniors for some moments,
as he strede to and fro, occasionally kicking a chair.
The trio stood just ineide the door, feeling somewhat
awkward, and waiting till Mr. Whiffles should become
aware of their existence.

“Good gad! The last straw—the very last—the
outside edge!” ejaculated Mr, Whiflles, continuing his
monologue. " The very last drop in the bucket! Hooked
urder my very nose! Stolen away—kidnapped—contract
or no contract! Scoundrel! Raseal! Traitor! Hun!”

The vials of Mr. Whiffles' wrath were being poured
out on the head of the absent and inignitons Charley.

‘The manager of the Theatre Rowal spun round
suddenly, as his eves fell on the bashful youths from
Greyfriars.

“Ah! Excuse me! Come in!" he ejaculated. “How
do you do? Let me see, I think your name is
Robinso !

“Wharton, siz.”

“Yes, ves; exactly! You are the young fellows who
oot me out of a fix yesterday, Can’t get me out of this
one, though, by gad! Glad to see vou. But this isn't
Boxing Day. e panio sn’'t on yet. &all on Boxing
Day, and—"

“We haven't called about that, sir,” said Harry. “We
—we wanted to speak to you. A rather important matter
foer us, but if you're busy now——""

“Yee, ves—I mean, no—exactly I” said Mr. Whiffics,
who was so worried as to be hardly aware of what he
'I;M !sa}'ing. “0Obh, you scoundrel! You traitor! You

un !” -

Wharton jumped.

For a2 moment he thought that these excessively op-
probricus remarks were being addressed to himself. But
he noted that Mr. WhitHles was shaking a fat fist at
w full-length portrait that adorned the wall. It was
a plcture of the Marquis of Carabas, which the juniors
had seen outside the theatre,

“Excuse me!” said Mr. Whiffles again. “When I
think of that ungrateful villain, I prow excited. The
scoundrel! A week to Boxing Day—only a week mind—
atl he's bolted, and left me in the lurch! Where I am
to get a Marquis of Carabas from at this time of day

ness only knows! Snapped away by a Léndon
Enus&, that's it—and blow his cowntract! But I'll have
damages out of him—heavy damages—youn mark my
wr;:rds}! ’Ynu hear me? 1'll bleed him with damages ™

ki ':} 1 '!’

“But the gharvcholders will shove it all down to me!”
said My, Whiffles. *“Oh, those shareholders! Oughtn't
to have engaged a Marguis of Carabas who would break
his contract at the last moment—as if I knew he was
a rascal, a Hun, a traitor! The whole panto may ba
knocked on the head! Good gad!” Mr. Whiffles waved
his fat hands in the air. Then, coming back to earth
again, ag it were, he jammed his monoele into his eye,
and blinked at the juniers. " Excuse me! What did you
say 1 could do for you, young gentlemen? I haven’t
forgotton the good turn you did me! Far from it!
Montague Whitfles isn't ungrateful! Ie's too dashed
good-natured—that’s his fault—too much dashed good-
nature, and he gets left in comsequence! What was it
yvou asked me, Master Robinson?”

The juniors had asked nothing so far, but Wharton,
seeing an opening, proceeded to do so now,

“1 uunderstood that voum were short of-—of chaps in
the pantomime, sir.”

“Bhort of them?" said My, Whiffles. “Goed gad!
Short ism’t the word! Left on the beach! BStranded'!
Squelched! That's neaver the mark!™

he junlors were sorry for Mr. Whiffles' evident
trouble, but this was rather good news to them, all the
BAMme,

“Then vou've got somo openings, perhaps, for fellows
who are leoking for pantomimne work, sir?” asked
Wharton.

“Ql, the places will fill up easily enough!” said My,
Whiffles. “ All but Charley Chawker’s place. ‘Theve

BUY IT!




T'in left T Diddled! Dished! Dome!
to Badger. Bat why——"

“If there are some vaocancies just now, sir, we—we
know some chaps who would like to bo given a trial,
if yon'd be so kind !

Mr. Whitlles smiled.

“Certainly?! Send ‘em along! What sort of kids®”

“Well, they're really schoolboys, sir—public school-
]:H:'FEF-_FI .

“Oh! Not much good for the panto,” said Mr. Whiffles,
“They don’t earn princely salaries in panto, and there's
no room for swank.”

Wharton coloured a little. He did uot seo why public
schoole and swank.should be so closely associated in Mr,
Whiflles” mind. '

“The—the fact is, sir, we belong to a public school
curselves,” he said.

“Ah! Your pardon!" said Mr. Whifles.

“ Aud—and we're lookidg for the jobs™

Mr., Whiflles stood quite still for a moment, hiz cye-
glass fixed on the juniors in great astonishment. For
the mowment he even forgot the injguitous conduct of
Charley. He noled the well-cut Etons, the natty boots,
the handsome coata of these applicants for a job in the
rarnto. It was no wonder that ]I]m was EllTPTiEEIi.

* Are you joking?” he said at last.

“Not at all, sir. If you would give us a chance in
the panto, we'd do our wvery bhest, and certminly you
wouldn't have to find fault with us for swank.”

“But—but what's your little game?”

“We want work for the Christmas vacation, sir.”

“Ah! Hard up! War-time! I savvy!” saud Mr.
Whiffles. “ Well, this 13 really my stage-manager’s

spartment, but I would put in a word g:-r Fou with
Mr. Badger. Had any experience?®”

I can leave the rest

“Lots of experience in amateur theatricals, We got
up a panto at Greyfriara once, too.”

“Hum! Hum! Can you dance?”

“Yes."

“1 don't exactly mean ball-veom dancing. Still, -if

Ll

you can do that, it's only a step. Sing?

“ Well, ves. Nugent sings in the choir, o

“Hum! Panto chorus isn’t much like choir singing.
However—"

“ And Linley--one of our fricnds—ean sing Handel by
the wvord,” said Bob Cherry. “IIz comes from
Lianecasnire.”

wyWell, T sha'n’t waut him to siug Handel in * Puss-
in-Boots," " grinmed Mr. Whiffles, “"However, we shali
see. I'll speak to Mr. Badger at onec——" "

“There's some more of us, sir,” said Wharten. " Nine
in all. Wonld there bo a chance for the lot®”

“Oh1” gaid Mr. Whiffles. “I dou’t zeo why not. A
few rehearsals would knock you inte shape, and there's
nothing in it—only wearing a costume, and going ou
and off the stage, You're not asking me for leading
parts—what ¥’ N

“No, sir,” said Harry, smiling. _

Mr. Whiffles pansed again, and looked at the capiain
of the Remove, e appeared struck by a sudden thought,

“Good gad!” he ejaculated.

He liglhted a big cigar, and blew out a pungent cloud
of smoke. Then he glanced at the full-length picture of
Charley Chawkins, and then at Wharton again. A deep
thonght was evidently working in Mr. Whitfles’ mind,

“What did you say your name was!” he asked.

“Wharton, sir—Iarry Wharton.”

 And you've acted?”

““In private theatricals, a lot.”

“What kind of parts®”

" Hamlet, Mavk Antony—"

Mr. Whiffles groaned. Evidently it
thakespearian actor he was looking for. o

“Tony Lumpkin, and Sir Luecius O'Trigger, too,” =uid
HMarry,

“That's better!”

“ And I was Dick Whittington in our schicol panto.™

“QGood, good! I wonder "—Mr. Whifites rubbed his
plump chin—"I wonder—by pad! I must speak to
Badoer I must sce vou act, Good gadl! 1 wouder—
ha, ha!™

These mystorious ejaculations conveved no umnnh:lﬁr
whatever to the juniors, and they were further surpris
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to see Mr. Whiffles snap his fingers contompinously at
the picture of Charley Chawkins.

Whatever was workinge in Mr. Whiflles' mind, how-
cier, he did not explain.

“You say yon've F'Dt some friends waiting*” he gaid.
“ Feteh them alomg! 1'11 get Mr. Badger to look you
over. Dy gad! If ['ve found my Marguis of Carabas--
ha, ha "

Mr. Whiffles opened the doer and strede away.
threa juniors looked at one another.

“We seem to be getting om,” remarked Bob Cherry.
“Blessed if I understand half he says, biat he seeins
jolly good sort. He's heen left in {he lurch by the chap
who was to play the Marquis of Carabsg—that jolamy
in the picture. I suppose it puts him out a bit. What
ave we going to do*  Iie seems fo have forgotten that
we're here.”

“ Fetch along the other chaps,” said Nugent.
cent off and pet them heore while we keep goard, and
remind Whiffles now and then that we still exist.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Bob ‘Cherry, accordingly, cul off. Macker, the door-
keeper, looked vound as he came down the passage to
the dtage-door.

“ All serene, cocky!™ said Bob Cherry cheerily. “I'm
eoming back wilth a whole gang of leading gentlemen—a
oalaxy of stars. Mind you don’t keep us waiting at the
door. It's more than your job's worth.”

Aund, leaying the doorkeeper staring and rubbing his
nose, Bob Cherry let himsélf out, and hurried down the
street for the rest of the party.

Meauwlzile, Wharton and Nupent waited in the
manager's office; not knowing anything better to do. Mr.
Whifles had stfruck themn as & somewhat erratic gentle-
man, and they would not have been surprised if ﬁu‘ hnd
totally forpotten them. Ten minutes passed, aud then
there was a step iu the passage. DBut it was wot Mr.
Whifles. A young lady, in gorgecus raimeat, partially
concealed by n cloak, tripped into the office. From her
likenees to the picture outside the two judiors recogniscd
Conchita, the Fairy Queen.

Misg Conchita gianced at them, and glanced round the
office,

“Isn't Mr. Whiffles here?” she asked.

“I think he has gone to speak to Mr. Badger, miss,”
said Harry.

Frank Nugent was staring fixedly at Conchita. To the
schoolboy’s eves, the pantomime queen was a vision of
loveliness. ~ In her stage attire, and with her face
“arranged ™ for the footlights, she looked about seven-
}m\;n. And certainly she was a very beautiful yonug
ady.

{H-.tucilita made a peitish gesture.  The star of the
pantomime was cvideantly aceuslomed {o colicessions on
all sides, and the absence of the manager when she wished
to speak to him did not please her. Lven the preat
Montamue Whifiles was not very great in the eyes of the
Fairy Queen.

“Oh, thunder!™ said Conchita.

Wharton stavted a little, Ile thouzht thal * Oh,
thunder!” was a very emphatic expression for such prefty
lipe.

lHe cerfainly did not mean to express his thought in
his face, but probably Miss Conchita’s cyes wete vory
Lkeen, She burst into o hearty laugh,

“What are vou little boys doing heret” she asked.

The two juniors colowred deeply.  Cerlainly, Mies
Conchila was o year ov two older than they weve, but
»he had no right whatever to regard them as litlle Boys.

“ We're waiting for Mr. Whifles,” said Wharlon.

“We—we're losking  for  jobs, mise,”" stammered
Nugent. g

“My word,” =aid the Fairy Queen, laugling again,
“vou don't look mneh bike pauto kids!”

“TWe e, bl {ho same.”” gabd Hnl'l‘:!.', “and we're not
caactly litile bows, pither.”

“ Jolly neavly as old as you are, Miss Conecliita, if vou
come to that,” said Nugent.

Miss Conchita launghed again.

“Ilow old e you, kid:" she ashed, anddressing FIIM]TI-.;';"'

T he

“*“You

- ok - B'p" - = =
Frank Richards
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“ Fiftern.”

4 And how old do you think I am:”

" Seventeen.”

To Frank Nugent's great astonishment, the Fairy
Queen pinched his ear in quite an aflectionate manner,
Lj_:ﬂd tripped out of the room, laughing. Nugent rubbed

Ear,

“Well, my hat!"” he said,

“A very cheery young lady !” remarked Wharton.

“Isn't she stunning?” said N u%'ent,-' with a deep breath.
“What a ripping girl, Harry! Did you notice her
eyelashes?”

“ Not particularly,™

# And her eara?”

“Her ears? Neo,”

“ Like little pink shells,” said Nugent.

“Were tuey?”

“Yes; like beautiful little pink shells!” said Nugent
tnthusihﬂticall% “T—TI say, Harry, we've simply got to
get this job. We needn’t bother much about the screw.
j.gtter.a}3. that don’t matter much to us. We've simply
H ____1'

The arrival of Bob Cherry and the rest of the party
interrupted Nugent.

“ Weli?" said Sruiff.

“ Looks promising,” said Harry.
Hallo !

Ted put his shock head in at the door.

“This way!” he said.

Nine anticipative juniors followed the 1anky Ted,

“We're walting—

ey

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Pantomimz Rehiearsalf

ARRY WHARTON & Co. arrived, after travers-

ing several gloomy passages, upon the stage.

The theatre was empty and dark—dead and

lifeless to the view. Strains of music came

from the orchestra, however, where a fat little conductor,

with a shock of black hair, was brandishing his batomn.

The juniors halted in the wings and looked ou. A

rehearsal was in progress, and the stage awarmed ' with

fairies and cats, grouping and breaking wup ‘and
regrouping with bewildering swiftness.

Mr. Whiffles was in the wings, and he gave the juniors
a short nod, but did not speak. He was watching the
imup'mgs and the re.%mupingﬁ of the pantomime crowd.

short, stubby gentleman, with a very red face, was
in charge of the proceedings, and the juniors guessed
that this was Mr. Badger, the stage-manager. He
rapped out words of direction in a rasping volce, and
seemed to be in a bad temper. Stage-managers during
rehearsals frequently are atficted by bad temper:

He called out something to the conductor, and the
latter gentleman hrandiahe% his baton more cuergetically
than before, and, indeed, his whole body scemed to he
brandishing itself. The orchestra struck up guick danee
music. e movements of the fairies and cats and
conrtiers on the stage were -bewildering. They formed
up with what seemed to the juniors wonderfu celerity
and precision, though the remarks of DMr. Badger
indicated that he was far from satisfied.

“This is the Great Cat Dance,” Mr. Whiffles con-
descended to tell the juniors.

Harry Wharton & Co. watched the Great Cat Danece
wilh great interest. There were about thirty boye and
gitls of various ages in cat costumes, and an equal
nimber of fairies. Miss Coxchita appeared from the
0.P. side, led"in by Puss-in-Boots himself, and joined in
the danee. The Marquis of Carabas was unavoidably
absent, owing to the “bolting” of the unspeakable
Charley.

Frank Nugent's eyes were glued usm; the Fairy Queen.

Conchita looked very pretty and graceful, and she
danced extremely well. The climax of the scene was
reached when the Ogre rushed in—-a huge figure, with
a huge face, a mask designed to resemble the Kaiser; with
ﬁ_igsmtic apiked moustaches that rose above the top of

is head. ¢ Ogre evidently had felonious designs upon
the Fairy Queen, which were promptly baffled by Duss-
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in-Boots, The Ogre was driven victoriously from fthe
stage, with a crash from the orchestrs.

Then the whole proceedings came to a sudden
termination.
Tt was the end of the rehearsal for the day. The

juniors had arrived in time to see the finish.

“Ten to-morrow morning !” shouted Mr. Badger.

A gentleman in a cat mask, adorned with huge, streaky
whiskers, came strolling across the stage to” Mr. Badger.

“Dgn't blame me,” he said, in a sepulchral voice.

“ What's the matter with you, Billy Serooge?” snapped
Mr. Badger. _

“It’s what’s the matter with the author  said Mr.
Serooge wearily, *Is there a funmy line in my part?. I
ask you, Mr. Badger, is there a funuy line? If you want
me to send the audience home crying on Boxing Night,
all right! I don't mind.”

Mr. Badger made a gesture that might have meant
anything. _

“It's a dirge,” said Mr. Scrooge—"a dirge! Bus if

vou want to plant a dirge on the people m frout on

oxing Night, a dirge it is! All serene!”

And Mr. fcroope. drifted away,

Evidently Mr. Scrooge was the comedian, and he was
not satisfied with the allowance of “fat” im his part.

The stage-mdnager—a long-suffering gentleman—did
snot argue with Mr. Scrooge. Probably everybody in the
yanteniime Wwho had a “part” at all was more or less
dissdtisfied with it.  The happy }:russﬂﬂsﬂrﬂ of leading
parts could complain; the Jesser lights, who could be
pasily replaced, bad to endure in silence, That was all
the giﬂ’erence,

Mr, Scrooge having gome, a plump little lady, in
spangles and bangles, rushed from somewhere, and
caught Mr. Badger excitedly by the shoulder. She was
evidently a foreign lady. Her dusky face was wildly
excited.

‘&0 you shall cut my song '’ she exclaimed. “Ts it not
so? Ah-hoh! N'est-ce-pas? Is it zat my song, he shall
be cut?”

“Oan’t be lielped, Madame Felicitn,” said Mr. Badger.
“ ANl things considered—-—"

“ ah-heli! Al zings considered, excepting ze andience,

't it?  And me—I—Madame Felicita? You shall cut
my song Vat zen?”
Madame Felicita broke into a stream of rapid French,
She was still volleying Fremch at a terrific rate as she
retreated, ﬂm-umpauigg by incessant gesticulations. DBut
she disappeared at last. ‘

Mr., Badger passed his hand across his hrow with a
dramatic gesture, He was no doubf as lad that the
rehearsal was over as the rehearsers themselves were.

The crowd had vanished down the stone corridor
Jeading to the dressing-rooms. Mr. Whiffles made a sign
to the juniors, and they weni on the big, empty stage.
The manager conversed jn low tones with the stage-
manager for come minutes, both of them caﬂtin% louces
towards the juniors, and especially at Harry v arton.
Every now and then the juniors heard a few wm'dsl.

“ Figure's ail right, and locks, but 1o experience.”
That came from Mr. Badger. _

“Yes, looks intelligent enough,” he went on, 1n reply
to some remark from Mr, Whiffles. ** But what a risk—
what a thundering risk " _

+1 don’t say jump at it,” said Mr. Whiffles. T say
try it. Give him a trial, We're in a hole. That con-
founded Charley! A week before Boxing Day too =

“ T know we're in a hole. DBut have you ‘phoned

“I've been 'phoning 4ll the morning.”

W Dh !,.-1-

“ And tcl-eg:'aphiug."

“ And——

i }:... G.“

Mr. Badger shragged his shoulders

“ Charley’'s understndy ™"

2411l down with the flu. Y've seen him,” said My,
Whifles, “ Besiiles, he was poor siufi. Charley knew
how he was leaving me stranded. LIl settle his hash,
though! I'll give him law!”

“ That. won't get you out of this pickle.”

“ Exactly. Dut we've got to geb out of if, il the panio

T
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Frank Nugent was stasing fixedly a1 Conchlta.

- A R ETIET SE T T -

isi't to be dished.
u.':.-l.:'”

“He's young."

“ All fhe better, if he can fill the Lill,”

“If!” paid Mr. Badger,

“Well, see.

“Oh, IT'Il put him through it, sir.
it's n stroke of luck”

“My luck's alwavs been good,” said Mr., Wlhiffles,
rubbhing hia fat hands.

Mr. Badger nodded, and serutinized Harry Wharton
again, The juniors waited in silence, very much
perplexed. Nothing was still said to them. Mr. Dadger
rapped out:

£ 1igi'gins*."
The long-legged Ted appeared from nowhere,

“Take this young gentlemman to Mr., Chawking' rcom
and find him a dresser. He's to reliearse Carabas.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Wharton—is yvour name VWharlon="

“You, gir,” said Harry.

“ Follow Higging.”

Harry Wharton followed XHigging down a  stone
passage. Then Mr. Dadger tnrucd his attention to the
other juniors. He put guestions to them, and put them
pensrally through their paces, shrngged his shoulders,
made gestures, murmurcd to Mr. Whillles, and finally
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To he schooiboy's eyes, the pantomime queen was a vision of
loveliness, and in her stage attlre and with her face * arranged ' for the footlights, she looked about seventeen.
And certalnly she was a very beau:iful young lady, {5ee Chapter 10.)

i e n -

told them to tnrn np for the rehearsal at ten o'clock the
following murnins_

Lvidently the Co. were very small fry in the cyes of
Mr., Badger, but Harry Wharton had n selected for
something special, When Mr, Dadger had finished with
them, the juniors waited about im the wings for
Whartou to return, both the manager and the stage-
manager bestowing not the slightest further attention
upon them.

“Looks as if wo're ﬂing to be given a chance, any-
way,” murmured Equig. “ But what's Wharton up to,
I wonder:?"

“Goodness knows ! said Nugent,

“We'd better wait for him,” said Bob Cherry. * Looks
to me as if he's been picked for something good. Our
humble selves will have to be satisfied in the chorus., 1
hope Harrv's poing to have luck.”

And the juniors waited, with best wishes for Wharton.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Wharton's Chance!
Hﬁﬂﬂ‘f WIARTON followed Ted Higgine down

the corridor, his mind somewhat in a whirl,

He bLardly understood what was wanted of

Lhim, but e was feeling hopeful and ¢lated.
“This ‘ere is Mr. Chawking' dressing-room,” said Ted,

I*r-u.n*i: R;I'l:h.lt'.ﬂ;



0 THE BEST 3" LIBRARY U THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 37 LIBRARY. "g

as he showed the junior in. “Charlev., what’s bolled,
yqut know! Yow're to put on his clobker. I elp vou,
if you like. The dresscr's goyn.”

“Phank you " said Harry., “ But what am I to put on
this elobber for:"

Ted closed one eye.

“You're in Iuek,” he said.
gou o trial in Charley’s place.”

“Margnis of Carabas*” asked
Lreath.

“Yon bet.”

“ My hat!”

“Bruek up! Mr, Dadger don’t like bein® kep' waitin’.”

Ted lent o willing hand, and Wharlien was soon clad
in the handsome garb of the Marguis of Covabas. It
was a little loogze for hiwm, but Ted appeared to he a
perfect genius with safety-pinz, The eostume suited the
well-set-up figure and handsome face of the Greyfriars
junior. In the courtly drees, with a velvet cloak and a
plumed hat and swerd, Harry looked every inch a young
prince, a8 Tod admiringly informed him,

“Now, kim on, sir!” said Ted.

Wharton smiled as he noted the “sir. Me had
required, clong with the Marguis of Carabes’ costume,
immensely greafer importance 1n the eyes of the eall-boy.
If he should fail to secure the pari, and should be
relegated to the chorus, doubtless Ted would revert to
his former familiar and patromising manner. But, for
the present moment, Ted was deeply respectful.

Mr. WhitHes and Mr. Badger looked keenly at
Wharton as he reappeared. Harry was feeling a little
nervous as he came back on the empty stage, but the
approving nod of Mr. Whifles reassured him. The

reyfriars jumlors looked at him in surprise and
admiration.

* Hipping, old chap ! ¢jaculated Bol Cherry.

Mr. Badger gave Bob a freezin lance, and Baolb
backed into the wings blushing, %vi ently it was uo
place for Bob to make remarks.

“He looks the part—what?” Myr. Whifles murmnred
to the Litffﬂ-ﬂlﬂﬂﬂgﬂf.

My. Badger nodded.

“1 suppose you can dance, Wharton " he asked.

“ Yesz, air,”

“ And make graceful bows—what#?

“1 hope so, sir. I'll try.”

“ And apeak?”

*T—I think I can speak, sir.”

“Give me these lines, then.”

Wharton took a ragped sheet of “serip™ the manager
handed to him. IIe glanced over the lives; they were in
rhyme, and evidently fo be spoken by the Marquis of
Carabas in the pantomime. Wharton read them through
twice—be had a good memory, and that was enough for
him—and he declaimed the verses without looking at the
aper again. It was o much like the theatricals at
Greyfriars that he was not tronblell in the least by

nerves.”

“They're going to give

Harry, with a deep

A noebleman am I, though poor, alas!

Mine are the fair broad lands of Carabas.

Now closed upon me is my eastle-gate,

Within, a guilty Ogre holds his state,

A giant grim, of bhorrid Hunuish race,

Whose spiked monstaches almost hide his face,

The lines wore feeble enough, but Whavton delivered
them very well. Dob Cherry verv neavly shouted ** Hear,
hear!” but he remembered Mi. Badger's steely cve, and
checked himeself M time.

T Now cross the stage, and kneel to e as if I were the
Fairy Queen,” said Mr. Badger.

Whartou almest grinned at the idea of the tubby little
gentleman as a fairy queen, but he carried out the
dircctions  guite grau&%ully, Mr. Dadger and Mr.
Whitlles consnlted again. Then Ted was sent to reguest
Miss Conchita to come. The orchestra wers showing
ﬂi%ﬂu of restiveness, cvidently anxious to wot off after the
rehearsal. But there was no release for the lustrus
mental gentlemen vet,

Ted came back in a few minntes.

“Well,” ropped out My, Whifiles, “ where iy Counehitat”
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* Please Madame Couchita zavs she will come. when
elte’s finished her smoke,” said Hirgins.

My. Whifles muttered something, and Mr., Badger
muttered something, *and the juniovs staved. Irank
Nugent's jaw dropped. e could not imagine that sweet
and dainty Fairy Queen with a cigavette between her
pretiy lips.

1t was a full five minutes before Conchita arrived, and
she was looking a little cross.

“1 was just going,” she gaid. “ What is it¥”

* Serry—sorry I” gaid Mr. Badger guite deferentially.
“We sha'n’t trouble you inore than a few minutes. We
arg trying this }’ﬂuﬂg)gﬁﬂtiﬁmﬂﬂ in Charley’s place-—"

“My word!"” said Conchila.

“Will you try him in the cat waltz.”

Misg Conchita yawned.

“1 suppose so. What's the nse of a schoolbor for
Charley's part?  Anything for a quiet life. "Come- kere,
little boy.”

Wharton finghed
C'onchita,

“Don’t be nervous, kid!™ said that voung lady.

*I—I'm not nervous!” stammered Wharton,

“Ton't tread on my feet, mind ¥

13 I wunrt 1?1

“Mind you don't, that’s -all!™

Mr, Badger was speaking to the conductor. Tho
straing of the cat wallx proceeded from the orchestra.
Wharton, in spite of his assurance that he was not
nervous, felt a little uneasy as he began to dance with
Ceonchita. Conchita was plainly bored by the whole
proceeding, and she lounged through the dance, but
Wharton did his best. Ile was really a gracefnl dancer,
and he did very well, When the music ceased, Miss
Conchkita left his arm abruptly, and lighted a cigarette,
the juniors watehing her in wonder.

“The kid can dance,” raid Conchita, blowing out little
rings of smoke. * Better give him a trial. Charley
danced like a hovse.”

Conchita sauntered away thvongh the wings, pausing a
moment te pineh Frank Nugent's car as she passed.
Engent wag left with a orimaen face,

Mr. Whiffles clapped Wharten en the shoulder,

" He’ll do, Badger?” he said.

“ Bo far, so good,” said Mr. Badger. “T'H give him his
part, and he can eome and zee me before the rehearsal
to-morrow morning. Ilalf-past nine, Wharton; ten
o'clock, you others."

Mr. Badger walked away. There was a yustle in the
ovchestra, as the musjcal gentlemen made their delayed
departure. Mr. Whiifles nodded kindly to the jumors
and went back to his office. Marry Wharton & Co. were
left to their own devices.

Wharton removed the costume of the Marquig of
Carabas in the dvessing-voom, and replaced hisx own
clothes, and rejoined his chums. The juntors left the
theatre.

“Well, we've taken on, anyway,” said Bob Cherrr.
“* Congratulations, Harry, old chap! You're going to Do
the giddy marguis.”

“[t's not vettled yet,” said Harry. _

“ Bet you it’s going to be! Conehita is a covker, isn't
sligs™

“She's a stuniing girl 1" said Nugent,

“Simply stunning I agreed Bob. "I say, I'm hungry!
We'd better get a feed, and then buzz off for our lugguge.
We shall have to find some gnartersin Lantham. T say,
I wonder if Bunter’s minding our Inggage all this time:”

“Ha, ha, ha!” . ) .

In great spivits, the Greyfriars juniors procecded in
searveh of a * feed.”

searlet, and approached Miss

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Sticks to His 0'd Pals!

] IJtRH.Y WHARTON & CO. found a vestanrant in
Lantham, where they enjoved a late, It very
substantial, lunch. The happy reswt of their
visit {0 the Theatre Royal filled them with

catisfaclion. Puntomime acting was not exactly wau-

worl, it iz {rite; but it come to the same thing. All the
salavies they veeeived, however much the amount eamo

BUY ITI



to, should he devofed to the pood cause—and they were
already planning * whacking * hampers for the prisoners
in Germany.

If Wharton secnved the part of the Marquis of Carabas,
certainly there would be a decent salary attached to it;
and the fellows in the chorus would get something.
Altopether, it was sure to make up a handsome little sum,
It gave them a keen satisfaction to feel that they were
deing their * bit."

“It will be a simply ripping vacation!” said Mark
Linley.

“And now you won't be ashamed of us, Marky”
grinned: Bob Cherry. “ Up to now, you've been the only
chap worth his salt in all the esteemed company—the
enly chap who could earn his cats. Now we’re up to your
giddy level.”

Mark laughed.

“Jolly pleasant work, too—for a change, anywayr,”
gaid Harry Wharton. “ Whiffles is an old sport. We
onght to pass a vote of thanks to Skinner. If Bkinner
Iadn't been such a funny ass, we shouldn't have mades
Whiffles” acquaintance.”

“I'll take back those punches on the nose, next term,”
chuckled Jc-h:un? Buli,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Now about our Iuggage,” said Harry Wharton, when
lurch was over. “No godd all of. us going back to
Courtfield—waste of money. One chap had better go for
the bapsz., The rest of us chn look for diggings. We
shall have to dig in Lantham, of conrse.”

“I'll go, if you like,” snid Peter Todd.

“We'll meet the Lantham train at the station, and
have the diggings ready for you,” said Harry.

M Good eog I

The ﬁlﬁurt:.r walked to the station with Todd, and saw
him off for Courtfield, and then proceeded to search for
“digs.” It was a wew experience to the Greyfriars
jnniors, and they found it exciting, and guite agreeable.

Peter Todd arrived at Courtfield, and the first person
that met his eyes on the platform was William George
Bunter. Billy Bunter was a slacker in many ways; but
he was evidently a sticker. He rolled. up as Peter stepped
from the train, biinking at him with cFeep reproach,

“You've kept me here five hours,"” he said.

“T didn’t keep you here,” said Peter. “ What the
deuce have you stayed in this blessed station for:”

“I've been looking after vour luggage. ”

¥ Bow-wow |

“I1 eay, Peter, old chap-

¥ HatgI”

Todd extracted the baggage from the office, and had it
booked for Lantham. Then he strolled on the platform,
waiting for the next train. Billy Bunter kept at his
heels, o good deal like a fat poodle.

The train eame in, and Peter stepped info it. Bunter
rolled into the carriage after him.

“Look here,” said Todd, perplexed,
train, Buuter.”

“ Yoz, it is."

“Have you taken your ticket!”

“No, I haven’t.”

“Then you'll get into troulle at Lantham."”

“Not if T've got an old pal with me to see me
through,” said Bunter cheerfnlly.

“You fat duffer!” roared I'eter.
home ="

“T'm sticking to my old pals, old chap. After minding
TOUT lts.F_Fage the best part of a day, yon might he a bit
prateful.”

Peter grunted. Billy Busnter had made up his mind fo
stick to his eld pals. There was no doubt about that.
Tho train buzzed away through the December dusk to
Lantham.”

“Blessed 1f T Imow what to do with you, Fatty,” said
the puzzled Peter. *'The fellows will scalp me if I bring
vou with me.”

“Rats! I suppese I can come to Lantham if I like!?
snovted Bunter. * Are youn fellows putling up therer”

“Oh, bow-wow [V

“1'11 put up where you do, eter, old chayp.
pay the bill. ™

“Can I growled Peter Todd.

“(f course, I shall settle ont of my postal-order——

@, cheese it!”

“Tf you're going to be a rude beast, Peter Todd——"

“Well, T am!" said Peter grimly.
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“All serene! ¥ don’t mind it from an eld pal,” said
Bunter affectionately.

Peter gave a snort.

“You fellows have got a job in Lantham?" asked
Bunter inguisitively.

“Yeg, fathoad!”

“Well, my hat! Of course, I'm not going to do ahy
work, But I'm sticking to you, Wharlon’s going to
spend the wind-up of tlie_vacation with Tom Merry at
<, Jim's, Well, I'm going with him then. ”

“So you don’'t want to lose sight of him—what:"

“ Oh, really, Toddy——"

“TLook here,” said Peter, affer some thuu%ht. “IWe've
got a job—plenty of hard work, and probably uot much
money. You can come along if you like, and honse-keep
for us in our diggings—ecock, and all that.”

Bunter brightened up.

“Good egr! I'd do more than that for an old pal
like you, eter.”

“Not so much of your old pal!” growled Todd.

“I zay, have you got any toffee about your”

“ No, tubby!"

“I'm jolly hungry.”

“Serve you right!” ]

Bunter grunted, and relapsed into dignified silence,
11z closed his eyes, and dozed till the train stopped in
TLantham. There Peter Todd shook him, and weke him,
and paid his fare, and marched him out of the station,

Harry Wharton & Co. were waiting # the siation
entrance. There was a general howl at the sight of
William George.

* Bunter i”

“The Bunterfulness is terrific !” ‘

Billy Bunter grinned agreeably at the juniers. :

“You didn't think I was going to desert yom, did
vou?" he asked affectionately.

“Well, we didn't think so,” snid Squifi—"we only
hoped s0.”

“Oh, really, Field—"

“The fat bounder would come,” said Peler.
agreed to be maid-of-all-work in our digs.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Instead of going home to the festive halls of Bunter

e Bunter " grinned Squifl. “How he must love ns!”

“Found the digeings?"

“Yes; come on! _ :

Peter Todd claimed his baggage, and it was piled on &
four-wheeler, but the juniors walked. There wasn’t room
for them in the ** zrowler,” hut Billy Bunter found room
for himself. He was not fond of walking. .

Bunter blinked out of the cab, with a very disparaging
expression, as the vehicle threaded 1ts way nto a cheap
part of the town. ¢ ;

“f gay, vou fellows, ain't yon putting up at an
hotel?” he ealled out,

“Ha, ha! No jolly fear!” ; o .

“ Look here, I’m jolly well not going to live in a slum!
said Bunter., “ Like your check, if you want to kuow my
opinion [

“Thanks, we don't!” _

The fonr-wheeler stopped ontside a house in a clean
but decidedly cheap street. It was within ten minutes
walk of the baek of the Theatre Iloyal. Wharton aund
his companions had found those diggings and cugaged
them while Peter was pone to Courtheld.

The door was opened by a buzom lady, with a kindly
face. The baggage was taken up to the rooms Wharton
had engnged-—three rooms on an upuer floor. There was
also a small reom with a sink and a gas-cooking stove.
The eurvoundings were not palatinl. The wallpaper was
old and faded, the furniture ChE.'Ft]]} and chipped, and the
carpet and linoleum worn nto heles in places, The
lizghting was by pas, and the light was not brilliant.

Billy Bunter surveyed the place with ineffable disgust.
Wharton settled with the cabman, and the juniors pro-
ceeded to wnpack their belongings. In the three rooms
there were a tolal of six leds, some larger and some
smaller, affording altogether plenty of accommodation
for the party. The juniors had not expected palatial
surroundings, and, so leng as the place was clean, they
were not exacting, And it was clean enough, DBut Billy

1
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Bunter apparently expected more. He sat on a bed and
sniffed; and as the juniors did not appear to notice his
gniffs, they grew more and more emphatic till they
resembled snorts.

e —

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter Is Not Satisfl:d!
NIFT!
Bnort !
Bob Cherry glanced ronnd at last.
“Got a cold, Bunter*™ he asked.

“No!" prowled Bunter.

“What are you snorting like a horse for, then®'

“T'm disgusted !*

“The disgustfulness of the estecmed. Dunter is great,”
remarked Hurree Jamset Rain Singh. * But what is the
mafter with the dispusting and ridiedlous Bumnter?”

“1 say, Whartont”

* Hallo :

“Are you going to spend the Christmas vae in this
place®”

“Kes"

This hole!” reared Bunter,

“any port in a storm, you know,” said Bob Cherry,
“We're going to pay thirty shillings a week for these
rogang and attendance. Attendance means making the
beds. We do our own cooking.”

“Jolly good idea!” said Peter Todd., “ We shall have
lote of time for shﬂaping. No more meals at restaurants;
it won't run to it.

“RBut—but you can’t live here!”
“Iiook from that window!
yards and washiny

* Did iﬂu expect to sce the Mediterranean®”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“ Look at the carpet—in holes!” howled Bunter. * Look

gasped  Bunter.
There's a vicw of back-

at the walls! The paper's peeling off ! Ay hat! Wiy,
this is the kind of house where plumbers live !”

“Well, what's the matter with plumbera?” asked
Squiff. " Plumbers earn more money than we do”

“0Oh, den't be an ass, Field! When I'm on a hohiday
I want some comfort,” said Bunter. "1 thought Fnu’d
be staying in the best hotel in the place, of course.’

“You'd rather stay in the best hotel?” agked MNugent,

NOW 0
8AL E.'l

“Yes, of course.”

“Well, trot along and stay there !

* Who's going to pay?”

“Is that a conundrum ™

“Y say, wyou fellows, you must be speofing me!”
growled Bunter. * You can't really mean teo stay in
this hole? Where have you got jobst™

* Theatre Royal, in the panto.”

“In the panto!” shrieked Dunter. *“ But they don’t
pay panto kids more than a few bob a week.”

“That means short commons.”

“0Oh, youn—you—yon !

Bunter could find no words to express his feclings.

The juniors grinned, and went on with their unpack-
ing. They werc ih Lantham to work, and their quarters
did not matter mueh to them so long aa they were cheap.
Bunter was after a holiday., He remembered the time
he had planted himself upon the Co. for a swmmer
holiday at Shoremouth, aud he had fancied it was o be
romething of the kind over again. The discovery of the
grim reality almost overcame him, This was what he
had waited five hours in Courtfield for—ihis! Hoe
glanced round at his dingy surroundings with feclings
almaost too Heep for words.

“You'll be all right, Bunty,” said Peter Todd com-
fortingly. " You haven’t got to work in the panto.
That's enly for us common persons. You're going io
keep howse, and do the cooking. You ean have a smell
of cooking all day leng if you hke. There!™

“What are you poing to live onf” demanded Bunter.
“Of course, if you ﬁla-‘:u. plenty of money in my hands
ta keep house, I might think of it, You understand that
I want gomething pretiy decentt”

“ Kippers for breokfast,” said Squiff.
each.”

“And a cheap kind of stew for Inuch,” said Bob Cherry.
“ Bunter can go round the butcher-shops making bargainas
for odd bitg!

“I jolly well won't !’ roared Bunter.

“Dread and cheese for supper,” eaid Wharton, * Net
too much bread, as it's dear; and only a litile cheese, s
i expensive.”

“Qh, my hat! Look here, if you earn any moncy——-""

“One kipper

{Continued on page 23.)
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i Nugent dropped into the chair, rativr than saL,

He sas is a reckiess and utterly misera l: maod, *Now,”

sald Conchita, * el m=, woat is the matter?” “I—I can’t1” s ammerzd Nucent,crimsoning azaln. {w_ ha .2:.}

i LA,

e s =

“All the money we carn s feing to war funds,
fathead !’

* What utter rot!
thens"

"Trivale rosonteos VT elineBRled H;_fi;_l".Imwjr,, "IWe've
rot some tin of our owie-enowrh to live en; with strict
ccenomy.  Of course, the cocnomy will have to be very
gshrict. That's all vight in waer-Ugae”

“(h, you chumwmn

“We shall expect you fo walie 2 whole stew. for len
for a couple of bob at the mosi,” shid Mark,

“You mirht be able to do i, &8 you were brought ap
in o factory ! snorted Dunter,

“Exactly!, And T conld do i, and will, if necessary.”

Wl T enn’t, and wan't .’

“Please yowrself,” said Bob Cherry chderily. ™ But,
remember, e that will net work, neither =hall he eat!™

“TPoddy, you beast! . Yeu ought {o be jolly well
ashamed of yourself, landing me ju this! After the way
you urged me to comg-—-”

“Oh, crumbz! Did T prge you®”’

“Yes, you did; and left e minding your bargaze all
day! Took here, if vou fellows den't make up your minds
o treat mc decently 1 shali gol”

Billy Dunter delivered this remark in the tone of an
ultimatwin. I blinked a2t the juniors majestically
through his big glasses,

‘Ire Macurr Liprary.—Ne, 403,

What are- vau going to live on,

“(Oh, DBunty,” exclaimed Bob Cherry, in greai alarm,
“unsay those cruel words!”

“Hit, ha, ha ! o

“J mean what I say, so you'd better think it out!”

Hob:Clicrry closed oue cye at his eomrades.

“What terms will you stay on, Bunter:* he 'EE]E:EEI

“Well, I'd be wilhing to stay if you move at ance into
a more decent show,” said ‘Bunter cousiderately. “Flin
aceustomed to betier surroundings than this.  There
isn't even a servant kept in this house. Get into tespeet.
able guarters, and allow.me, say, five pounds a day for
kceping houge—-7"

“Wo more than that®"

“Well, six would be befter. And you'll have to engage
a servant for me.”

“ Auvthiny elser” _

“ 11l mention anythiug else T think of later on. buf
that's the minimum.” .

“The giddy, irreducible minipum?” asked Doh.

“Yeuo the very least, I could _.ncu:eEt."m

s J}nd if ‘we don't agree, you're goingt

[ 41 EH,.” ;

“ VWell, there's the door!” said Bob Cherry cheerily.

“Fhe" . ]

“ Poaf, old chap? The door! There it is! Miud the
step! There's uo light on the stairs! Roemember us to

1x8

Lord Bunter de Bunter when you get homel
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“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter blinked furipusly as he realised that the
humorous Bob had been pulling his lep. The unpacking
being finished, Peter TndE and Squiff weant out shopping,
while the rest of the party cleaned and prepared cooking
utensils. DBilly Bunter was generally kesn on cocking,
but he did not seem keen now. Ie was in a state of
disappointment and fury hardly to be described in words.
Thizs was the holiday he was going to get-—this!

The shoppers returned with suceulent kippers in paper.
There was soom a scent of cooking in the tiny kitchen.
Those rooms had been used by generations of employecs
at the Theatre Royal, and a lingering smell of kippers
hung about them. The table was Iaid in the largest
Toom, and the juniors sat dewn to their supper with keen

appetites, Bunter joined them, glowering. There was
one kipper for Bunter, and plenty of bread-and-
margarine. It did not run te butfer. Eut, nz DBob

Cherry pointed out, that wme all right, as most butter
was imported from abroad, and it was unpatriotic to
spend money abread in war-time. Dunter did not seem
to see it.

“I—I suppose this is a joker" he gasped at last.

* Deadly earnest,” said Bob, “ What are you grousing
about? You're getting a kipper for nothing, to say
nothing of this lovely margarine! And there’s treacle
to wind up with—real British treacie!”

“Treacle! Oh, my hat! Haven't you any jam:”

143 Nix Lh)

“I'm not going to stand it!” roared Bunter.

“Don't say you're going to leave us!” implored Bob
Cherry.  * Anything—anything but that!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter enorted furiously. Supper over, the
juniors carefully washed up. Mrs. Jenes had provided
them with the necessaries for doing so—on a limited
scale—ihe “ attendance ”” in those diggings being very
strictly limited. Billy Buunter did not lend a haud. He
clowered.

Washing up being finished, Havry Wharton & Co.
prepared to turn in. Bunter insisted upon having a bed
to huimself, and. as he was blessed with a terrific snore
Lis desire was willingly acceded to, though it made close
quarters for the vest, But they were prepared to rough
it.

Nugent turned in with Bob Cherry; and Hob's eyes
closed almost as soon as his head was on the pillow, He
started out of a doze as Frank spoke to hin.

" Bob, old man!”

“Hallo, bhalle, halle!” murmured Bob sleepily.
“Taking too much reom—what?"”

“Ne, no.”

“ Wharrer marrer then?"

“ Do yvou remember Miss Conchita?”

Bob sturted, broad awake.

“The girl at the panto? Yes.

Y N-n-nothing.”

“She smacked your chivvy, dide't she?”

*“ Wo, she didn't; just pinched my ear,” said Nugent
indignantly., ‘“ Those beautiful little hands couldn’t
emack !

“Those which?'" gasped Bol.

“J—I was just thinking of her,”” said Nugzent,

“ Better think of sleep.”

*“ We shall see her again to-morrow.”

“Y suppose s0. GCood-night!”

Holy closed his eyes amain. A couple of minutes Iater
he was awakened outr of his doze

“Y say, Bob!"

*“ Grooh " murmured Bob. *° Wharrer marrer now?
Want some move of the blanket "

“ Nunno. IMd you notice——"

(13 Eh .:ll‘?'

“ How her eyelashes seemed to sweep her chéek—r-0-:

¢ Oh, blow her ¢yelashes !” mumbled ‘Bob, (o t.:-:
sleep, for gooduess’ sake, and let a fellow get a snooze '.

And Boh closed his eyes once more, and refused to open

them again. :
Tur Macxer Linrany.—No. 403,
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THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Al Rehearsal!

ARRY WHARTON & Co. turned up at the
H Theatre Royal the next morning in great
spirite. To the schoolboys this novel mode of
passing  a  Christmuas vacation was full of
interest and excitement. To have the free entry of the
theatre by the stage-door was elating, The only dis-
sntisfied member of the party—William George Bunter—
remained at the “diggings™ in Slocmn Street, in a
decidedly bad hwmour, One “shop ™ cgg for breakfast
made Billy Bunter furious. His sugpgestion that he
should have new-laid eggs, while the other fellows had
“shop’’ eggs, if they liked them, was somehow nob
adopted. Bunter asked what was the good of one egp to
him, but he was left to find an answer to that conun-
drum for himself. Bunter blinked after the chums of the
Itemove as they departed, with a blink that was almost
ITunnish. This was not the sort of Christmas holiday

he had been looking for—not at all!

There baod been. a fresh fall of snow, and the juniors
tramped through it cheerily., Hacker, the door-keeper,
let them in witheut question this time—indecd, his
manner to Wharton was quite respectful. FPanto kids
were nothings or less than nothing, in Mr. Hacker's
eyes; but a “ leading ” pgentleman was decidedly some-
thing. Wharton was not 3 leading gentleman yet, but
it was n possibility, at least.

Wharton was in time, and the others were early, as
the general rehearsal did not begin till ten. Wharton
was taken at once into the private office, where he found
Mr. Montague Whiffles iz much better spirits than on
hig previous visit. The manager of the Theatre IHoyal
shook him warmly by the head, and hurvied Inm away to
Badger, whe was smoking a big cigar on the cmpty
stage, and talking to Billy Serooge. Mr. Scrooge wus
lugubriously comparing his comic part in the pante
to a funeral service, and almost tearfully declaring that
he wouldn't get a single cackle from the people in front.
Miss Conchita was alse there, sinoking a cigaretie. She
gave Wharton a friendly nod. .

A little dusky gentleman was introduced to Wharton
ns Signor Goloppi, dancing-master and professor of
deportment. The junior was placed in his hands, and
the signor promounced him a good pupil, and arrz}nged
with him for practice for five hours a day, exclusive of
rehearsals, This looked rather like hard work, but the
captain of the Remove was prepared for hard werk. He
wans to visit the signor at his ledgings for instruction
every day till Boxing Day. Mr. Whifles was paying the
sigrmor, probably indemunifying himself from the Marguis
of Carabas” salary; for it was pretly certain that Whar-
ton would not veceive anything like the same figure as
the truant. :

At ten o'clock the pantomime company turned up In
force for the peneral rvehemrysal. Some, of course, were
Iate, which led to lurid remarks from Mr. Badger, and o
short and sudden ““sack’ for one unfortunate indi-
vidunl, Klack, the musical conductor, waved his haton,
his arms, his head and hair, and occasionally his legs.
Mr. Klack conducted in the * grand manner.”

““ Madame Felicita! Madame Felicita!
Felicita I'" sereamed Mr. Klack.

“ Madame Felicita !’ the chorus took up the ery.

“ Madame Felicita ! bawled Ted.

“ Madame Felicita I"' shouted Mr. Dadger.

The whole theatre seemed to eche to ™ Madame
Felicita "' That lady appeared, with a sulky expres-
sion, at last, Evidently it still rankled with Madame
Telicita that her sonp had been * eut.”

The rehearsal was a trial to the juniors.

They were ready-witted enough, and they had some
expericnes of theatricals in an amateur way, which
helped them now. But the work was very new to them,
and there seemed neither time nor inclination for patient
explanation or instruction. Tom Dul,t_ﬁu,‘ L'rqmg deaf,
was the object of many emphatic objurgations from
Mr. Badeger and Signor G{![ﬂ]]l‘li,lhllt his ;i{:ufueqs did
not dawn upoun them, as they did not expect him to
answer, And as Tom heard hardiy a word they addressed

BUY IT!

Madame



to him, their remarks did not discourage him. He kept
his eyes on FPelter Wodd and did as Peter did, and his
faithful chum was always ready to help himn out.  As
their task was =imply to bear the long reyal train of
{ke King of ithe Cats, it was not a heavy one. They had
wothing to say—only to move their lips and appear to
he singing when theve was a general chorus,

In the Great Cat Dance Harvy Wharton was Cenchita'’s
partner, and be acquitted himself very well, " He was o
lictle troubled Dby the fact. that Conchita—evidently
menarch of all -.e{m surveyed-—dpersisted in smoking o
ciparette during the dauce, and the smoke worried his
eyes and his wose, The charming young lady saw his
diffieulty, and it seomed to amuse hey, for she took a
mischievous delight in blowing smoke into his fice on
'El:k".'ﬂ'],'ﬂ,] ﬂﬂﬁﬂﬁii}]l."ﬁ'.

“¥Wan don't swroke, id? asked Covchita, after theo
dance, az she stosd in the wings.

Wharton starcd a little,

“ Ceortainly wot,”” be said—"* vol at my age!”

Miss Conchita nodded approvingly.

“That's a sensible kid 1’7 she said.

Wharton wineed. Certainly it was =enzible net o
suioke at his age; but he did net exactly like leing
called o * sensible kid.”

“I shouldu’t have thought it wos allowed at a ve-
heavsal,” he saud.

ol AT i
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Clonchita Faughed.

“What is the nome of yonr young friend—ibe little
fellow with the blue cyes and piuk face?" she ucked.

“ Do you mean Nugent? He 1zn't such a little fellow I
sl Wharton, nettled. ° He's nearly my age 1™

“Then he is ainmost venerable 1 said Conchita gravely.
“1Te 15 2 nice little boy; and he is looking o shocked
to see me smokivg ! 1L amuscs me. Come kere, Nogent !

Nugent was looking on at a repetition of some act thot
Mr. Badper was not satiefied with, and in which he was
not ineluded. He wus watcling Conchita more ihan

e n to
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tha act, Fewever. He came guickly towards the Faivy
(Juczn as she beckoned to him, .

*What is your name, my dear?" she asked hiny,

“ Frank." e

“ Wy are you shocked to sce me smolie

Nument erimscned.

Y I=I'm not,” he staniurerad.
vou see, we don't smole at Grqul'rim-.»:;
difevent, of course! But- but——""

“3Vellr”

“ Nothing,” said Nugent,

“fio oon,t suid Conehito.
coing to say.” e

e Al vight, if you wou't think it cheeky.”

“1 won't. Please po on !

“ Well, I should think it would be bad for your dunc-
ing,” said Nugent, **We find that a fellow can’t play
footer it he smokes. Antdt —and my father -snys it's had
for anyhody still growing —il spoils the growth.’ _

“ Ha, ha, ha!” Miss Conchita bad n very el
Inugin,  * Your father is very wiso, 1"rank, and he las
aiven you good advice. But it won't stop my agrawth, o
my awe, I sapposes’’ . ,

' Better not smoke till yow're turned twenty-ene, if
you smoke al all,” said Nugent sagely.

s Pywenty-one 1”7 sald Conchita thoughtfully.

“ Yeou:it's ag bad at seventeen as at fifteen.”

To Nugent's astenishment, Conchita _]j]!lt‘]']{*l!] s eaw
again. But the touch of the slim litile fingers pleasud
him, 5

“ Are you buay to-day after thoe vehearsal?” she asked.

“Not a bit,” said Frank, )

“I am going out shopping. Woeuld you like to come
with me, and cirry my parcels?”

Ty think—I mean-=
bhut 1his 15

“Teil me what von were

Nusent's oyes daneed. The look upom his fare
F!h-['ﬂ"iﬂhj how i‘l'l.‘l‘.ﬂ]:l. he would like it. Miza Conchita

smiled quite affectionately. .

“ \Wait for me at the stage door,” she said. .

% Oh, rather!” said Nugent. *“ You're awfully kind,
Miss Conchital” _ .

Conchita nodded, and tripped away. Nugent
Wharton o blissful leck, and Harry regarded
curionsly. ! -

“Jaw’f she simply stunning?”’ said Frank, with a deep
Lreath. b ] 3 \

“8hoe seems a very nice givl,” said Harry. T wish
she wouldn’t emoke when we're dancing, thouyh.
Luekily, «he won't be uble to in the real performance.

“1 don't see why women shouldn’t smoke as well as
men, if they want to,” said Nugent. “If it'a u bad
Lahit, it's as bad for one as the other™ ‘ o

“1 suppese s0; only it's o bother getting 1t in my
oy, "

T It goenns to me that you've potoall the luck. 1

“Yeu, they seem to have settled on ma for Marquis of
(‘arabas,” =aid Harry, "It's a whacking goed thing for
our fund.” . _

“Oh, T owase't thinking of that! I meaun dancing with
Conehity,”

*Yeu, she is a wonderiul daneer.”

“1 wish—=" Nugent paused, and did aol 0y what
he wizhed., “ Jolly good of her to let me go <hopping
with her, Harry.”

Wharton laughed. y _

“1 suppose she is older than she Iooks” he said,
“tage ladies generally arve. I euppose she's reully over
twenty-one, That's why she laughed.”

" Whot utier rot 17

“ K

“Where are yonr eyes?  spid  Nugent  wanwly.
“Heventern at the most, L should suy.  Perhaps only
~ixteen and a half, I—I wish I were older”

“What on earth for®”

“ (th, nothing 17 _

“Ten in the morning ™ eame Mr., Dadger's alvident
voice, “I will thank veu, Madume Felieita, fo e on
fime fo-mworrow morning. I cannot have the ballet
delavedd in rehearsal.”

The morming’s work was over. Faves and cats and
conrtiers vani<hed., Harry Wharten & Co. left m;.;{'theég

AN
liaim

---Hr-'.

Frank Richards.
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after Harry had received warm congratulations from My,
Whiffles, which encouraged him considerably.

“By Jove, I'm ready for lunch!” said Bolr Cherry, as
they came out into the keen winter air, in the slushy
ride strect. “Ha]ln, halle, hallo! What are you wait-
ing for, ¥Franky?"

“T'm coming late-r ' gaid Nugent, colouring.

“Anything on:”

”Y’Eﬁ LA

“Well, what is it?” asked Johuuy Bull, puzzled by
Nugent's colour, “The manager want to speak to
ﬂ-'l.l?”

“h, no!

“It's al] right; come on!" said Wharton,
roinig out ﬁhﬂpﬂ'ﬂ.g with Miss Conchita.”

“My only hatl’

The Co. walked cheerily off, leaving Nugent wailing
by the stage door with a crimson face.

“ Nugent's

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Dzserts His 0ld Paisl

p ALLO, halle, hallo! Where's the oyster?”
Bob Cherry asked that guestien when the
chumns of Greyfriars reached their diggings.

Bunter had been left with instructions to

have a feed ready when the Co. returned. e had been
THE MaGxET LiBRARY.—No. 409.
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provided with sufficient provisions for the whole purty
to fulfil his duties as -cook and l1mw-ek{-eper

But there was no eign of n meal in readiness, and no
sign of Bunter. On the table was a large amount
of dirty crockery, showing that the Owl of the Remove
had been feeding on his owi.

“ Snoozing, pz-rhap.a, said Harry,

But Bunter was not snooziig. The juniors secarched
through the rooms for him. But William George had
vanished. 8o had all the provisions. There was not
an exs or a kipper to be discovered.

“Halle, halle, hallo! What's this?"
suddenly.

“This " was a note pinned on the falle, which they
had not noticed at first. The juniors ﬂutht'mﬂ ronnd 1o
read it. It was in Billy Euutm s wellknown sprawling
hand, and it ran:

exclaimed Bob

“ Rottera!'—

“I'm off. If you think T'm ﬂ'ﬂ“u]g to stand this anny
longer, you're mistsken, I'm not.” You left me just
anout rrml:. for one, and I've e¢atenr it, a3 I rekwired o
snack before my jurney. . I'm still hnngrey., I reeard
you all as rotters. I ment te ask you home to my
Blaiee, but now T won't. I've borrowed the tin Wharton
{eft in his bag te pay wmy fair home; but, of conrse. I
shall return 1t next term, out of my postal-order. I

30, OUT TO-DAY! BUY IT!



decline to be mnder amny mennetary oblipation to a
fellow I deepize. You'can all o and eat coak !
“W. G. BuntER.”

Such was the farewell of William CGeorge Buuter,

s “’\_EH, my hat!” said Squiff. “ That's where our
dinner's gone—ingide Bunter.  And Bunter's gone. How
much tin did you leave in your bag, Wharton="

*“Thirty bob,” siid Wharton ruefully. *T didn’t know
that fat bounder saw me ﬁut' it there, though.”

" Well, g-ett:‘ng rid of Bunter is cheap at thirty bob,”
said Johnny Bull, “I'd have stood him another quid to
go.

“Ha, ha, ha'”

“ And now we've got our shopping to de over again,”
suid Peter Todd. * Come ond™

The departure of the indignant William George did
not cause any tears to bhe shed. The chums of the
Hemove remewed their supplies, coolked their dinner, and
ate it with good appetites,

Then Wharton had to hurry off to keep his appoint-
ment with Signor Goloppi, and te grind. The rest of the
];ssrt-:.' proceeded to practice “on their own,” the few who

ad " lines ¥ mugging them up very carvefully, and all
of them assiduously practising over again tho stago
business that fell to their share.

Harry Wharton looked a little tived when hé came in,
long after the winter evening had fallen.

" Been awotting !’ asked Bob Cherry sympathetically.

“Yee, a bit,"” said Hprry, with a smile. “ But it's all
right. Goloppi made me-grind. But he says that Mr.
Whifles has finally- decided om me for Marguis of
Uarabas. It means gpod husiness for our fund.”

“No talk ahout cash so far, though,” said Squiff.

“They don’t pay for rehearsals.”

*Oh ! zaid Johuny Bull.

“Dur screw begins when the panto begins, on Boxing
Night. I'm afraid you chaps will get. only about ten bob
o week.”

“Great pip!” _ o

“&till, it will rom for weeks; we're going to stick it for
the whole vac: Of course; I shall get something a hit
decent, The signor savse that Charley Chawkine had
twenty pounds o week i

* Phew !*

“OF couree, I sha'n't wet that., But L might get halg.”

“Ten guid a week!” said Bob Cherry, rublung ha
hands, "“Why, that's a giddy fortune! It will buck ;.;g
the fund po end. Yoi'd better chuck np Greyfriars and
~tick to pante for good.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" _

“Haen't Nugent come in yet?' asked Wharton, as he
vipped the hot, cheering cocoa Bob had kindly preparéd
for him when he came in.

“ Not yet. Marky's seén him, though,” zrinned Bob.

Mark Linley laughed.

“I was shopping in the High Street when he passcd me
il a ear,” he said.

“In a car!” ejaculated Wharton.

“Yes, Miss Conchita's car, I suppoze. She wis with
him. Nugeat looked as if he were enjoying himself.”

“King of Hearts!” chuckled Bob Eierry. “ Mice
(Conchita seems to have taken a fancy to Franky, Well,
any girl might. But we mustn’t let Franky play the
gigd:f ox, like old Maunly when he wae mashed on the girl
at the bunshop. He was mumbling something last night
ahout her nose.”

“ Her nosc?"’

“I thiek it was her nose. Neo, I remember now—her
eyclashes. I waes jolly sleepy.”

“Ha, ha, bal”

It was eome tine before Frank Nugeut came in. He
came in looking az if he were walking on air. FEvidewntly
he had had o good time.

“Your kipper's ready,” said Bob.

“Thanks; I've had supper.”

“ Extravarant vouth!” said Bob reprovingly,
we knock restaurant feeds on the head?”

“I've had supper with Miss Conchita, She asked me,”
anid Nugent, colouring. Ol Badger was there.
Blessed if T gee why Conchita wanted old Badger, but he
was there. He was grinving all the time, ond e called
Conechitn a little minx onee, and she didn't seem to mind.
Faney a kid in the panto chorns having supper with the
tage-manager ! It was an honour, of course, but I didn't
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like old Badger being theve, all the same, I don't like

‘his manner towarda Conchita.”

“ Ha, ha, ha " roared the juniors.

“ What are you cackling at now?” )

“Well, I'm thinking of her eyeladhes,” grinucd PBob.
“ Have you noticed how they sweep her cheek?”

) Ha,{m, ha 1" _

“Look heie, you silly asses——" Nugent plared at his
hilarious chums, ““For pooduess' sake stop cackling like
a barnyard full of hens!” ]

“But what have you been doing all the time, hesides
swanking about in 2 motor?” asked Squail. ,

“ Shopping, mostly. You don't know what a vipping
rirl she is,” said Nugeut enthusiastically. *What do
yvou think she has heen buying?”

* Powder-pufis?” asked Bob,

“ Nao, fathead !

* Complexion-improvers?”

* You silly idiot—"

“Eyebrow-pencils "

“Look here -

“ Well, what, thend"

“Presents for the soldicrs,” said Nugent, * Chocolates,
and. cigarettes, aud Chiistmas hampers, and so on. She's
spenat an awful lot of money, and it ‘waa all on presents
for- the- chaps at the Front. Chaps she doesn’t know,
you kuow—just Tommies. She sends them to the, regi-
ment. I helped to make up parcels, and post 'em, and
so on. Tem't that ripping ¥

“She's a mond sort,” agreed Bob.
sort 1

“ And
dreomily.

To that remark his chuws replied only with chuckles.
Nugent hardly spoke for the rest of the evening, hut
ha was thinking the more. He did nof even notice the
absence of Billy Bunter, till. Hob Cherfy showed him
the .scorninl episile left behind by the departed Owl
Nugenf grinned for o moment, as he read it, but-he was
soon -dreamy again. It was evident that Frank Nugent's
thoughts were far away from the dingy diggings in
Slocim Street, dwelling upon a pretty Taen framed in
furs.

“A vipping good

she does look lovely in furs,” =aid Nugent

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Nugent's Litiule Weakpess!

HE next day, when the juniors arrived al the
theatre, there was good news. They found Con-
chite in conversation with My, Badger in the
wiitgs, and the stage-manager appcared a little

irascible.

“What rot!” he was remarking.

Conchita clozed his lips with a pretty hunger.

Then Mr. Badger shrogged his shoulders, and nodded
his head,

“(Oh, all right!” he said resignedly.

Conchita langhed, and moved away, and Myr. Badger
beekoned to Nugent. Frank came up wondermgly.

*“I'm going to try you in 2 new part,” =uid Mr. Badger
ainflly. “Signor Goloppi will ijmstruet you after the
rehearsal.”

“Thank you, siv!”

“You needn't thank me!” smapped Mr. Badger.

The rehearsal spemed to afford Mr. Badger mnore satis-
faction than on previous occasions. The company was
puliing together better now, and there was no doubt
that the new Marguis of Carabas hlled his part very
satisfactorily. My, Whiffles rubled his hands as he
watehed him from the stalls, There were soveral songs
for Wharton to render, as well as a gond deal of patter,
and under Signor CGoloppi’s instructions he had made
rooid progress with both. And there was certainly no
faunlt to be found with his dancing.

Nugent's new part proved to be that of a Cat Conrtier.
It was not a leading part, but it was a big step from
the chorus, and he was very plad of it. He knew that
he owed it to the kindly intervention of Conchita. In
that part he had to act with Conchita in several scenes,

“BUNTER THE MASHER!”

= m o=

Frank R!E'l:h-:;ﬂs:
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-which:was putve-bliss to him: By this time all Frank's
thoughts were centred upon the Fairy Queen. :

His devotion was quite evident to the Fairy Queen her-
gelf, ond she was very kind to Nugent. As a rule, Miss
Conchita appeared loftily oblivious of the existence of the
pontomime crowd. Even BStreaky-Whiskers, otherwise
Mr. Billy Scrooge, hardly ever had a word from her,
aud Muss-in-Boots himself—Mr. Montgomery Tadger—
never received a amile in return for %‘.iﬂ many ‘“glad-
eyces.” As for the commion-or-garden members of the
chorns, they wera miles beneath the notice of the Fairy
Wueen, The juniors did not catch a glanee from her.
But to Nugent she was kindness itself, There was; per-
hapz, something in Frank’s kind, innocent face; his 'clear
and loyal blue eyes, which appealed to her; and his
frank and worshipping admiration, perbaps, had its
effect, cven in the atmosphere of flattery and admiration
in which she lived. Bob' Cherry ‘remarked—in an un-
fortunate moment—that she was quite motherly ‘owards
I'rauky, a remark which drew upon him a perfect glave
from Franky,

Nugent's comrades were inclined to chip him at first.
Hut Sguiff having proposed, a3 an m::':n'r#g'a amusement,
the conjugation of the verb “to mash,” Nugent abruptly
retired from his room, and closed the door after him
vwith nunecessary force.

sgquifi whistled.

“Quite like old Mauly when he was mashed,” he
remarked., “ You remember how he went for Skinner
1;Im1;__t'im‘e? Blessed if I thought Nugent was sach an
-

“It's one of the weakfulnesses of youth,” sanid Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh sapely. “The esteemed Franky wiil
forget all about the Fairy Queen when we are baeckfully
at Greyfriars next term.”

“Well, we'll keep an eyg on him,” said Squiff. * There's
nol going to be any giddy elopements during this vae.”

* Ha, ha, ha !

But after that the junSors forbore to “chip " Nugent
on the subjects They “gave him his head,” as Bob
oxpressad it. ]

Besides, there were more important matters to claim
their attention, They had to work hard at rehearsals,
and at practice in their rooms; and, morecver, there was
the Christmas pudding. Christmas without a Christ-
mas pudding was not o be thought of, and they had
decided to make one themselves.

Billy Bunter would Have been useful heve, if he could
Lave n restrained from bolting all the ingredients.
But Billy Bunter was far away. Bob Cherry coustituted
himself cook,

He borrowed a large pan from Mrs. Joues, and the
ingredients were purchased, and Bob Cherry set all hands
to work on them.  When the pudding was composed, the
juniors regarded it rather dubiously. -But Bob had no
doubts, and he fastened it up cheerfully, and carried
it down to be boiled in Mra, Jones' copper.

“That pudding will be ripping!” said Bob. “We'll
send a bit to all eur friends, to let 'em know we're
getting'a real Christmas. Might send a bit to old Queleh,
ton”

T“ﬁ'au- don’t want to sce him again next term:” asked

L T

“Yes. Why, you asst”

*Then don't I

“Look here! If you think that's not a jolly good
pudding——" began Hob warmly, “Why, I've been
awfully eareful with it. I put in more of the things
than were given in the recipe, to make sure of having a
aood oue. You wait till that pudding comes up, aud then
vou'll see!”

Meanwhile, the juniors were assiduously attending
rehearsals with the rest of the company. Wharton and
Nugent found their work hard & with Signer Goloppi,
but they took if cheerfully, and made zood progress.
Lach day that passed. found them more expert and fitted
for their parts, and both Mr, Badger” and Mzr. Whiffles
exprossed their satisfaction.

Indeed, Mr. Montague Whiffles congratulated himself
upon the motor accident which lhad been the means of
bringing him his new Marquis of Carabas,
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was hidden by a fresh fall of spow.

On Chriztinas Evs, after rehearsal, he called Wharton
into his office.

“I don't mind telling you,” said Mr. Whiffles, * that
I'm jolly glad vou called on me, Wharton. XYon're every
Lit as pood as Charley.™

“Thank you, sir!”

“Excepting, of eourse, the name,” sald Mr. Whiffles
hastily. “Of eourse Charley was konown to the public.
Tou're net.”

11 "E‘(‘SIH

“We kaven't mentioned salary so far.”

“No, sir.”

“I'm going to deal fairly by wou,” said Mr. Whifiles.
“Charley’s vnderstudy isn't well yet, by long chalks,
and you're welvome to the part for the rumn of the

antomime. You've told me you're on vacation. Well,
1'?1 keeping you till the end of your vacation, if you
ike.” '

“That's ripping, sir!”

“And Pm pgoing to pay you,” said Mr, Whiffles

generonsly,  four pounds a week. There!'"

Wharton’s face fell a little. He did not care abont
the money himself; it was the fund he was thinking
of. Charley Chawkins had had twenty pounds a week
im the same part, and Wharton had thought that he
might receive half as much. .Of course, as Myr. Whiflle:
said, Charley’s name was well known to the public, and
Wharton’s was guite unknown.

“ That’s half what Charley had,” said Mr. Whiffles. *“1
den't mind. telling you that I'm dealing with you
handsomely.”

“ Half?" murmunred Wharton.

_ “Yes. - Charley had twenty in the papers, and eizht
m the theatre,"_uplaiﬂed My, Whiffles.

“Oh! I—T gesal

Wharton undérstood then, Charley’s “twenty a weelk-"
had been one of those fanmeiful salaries which artistes
ln'i:e._. Hiz real “ screw,” in cash, had been eight pounds,

: Thank you very much, Mr, Whiffles,” said Harry.

‘You can tell Nugent. that he will get o pound, "The
others will have ten shillings, Satisfied—what?"

“Oh, yes, sir, quite!”

And Whartén' thanked the great man, and withdraw.

“Jolly good,” said’ Bob Cherry, when he heard.
“Lemme sce—four, and one, and seven at ten bob each—
we shall bag eight ten a week among us. Why, it will
be a giddy fortune by the end of the vac—and all for the
war. Long live war-work!”

“I owe my bit to Conehifa,” said Nupgent. *“She’s
awfully ﬁ-ou - And she spoke a word for Dutton, téo,
when Badger found out that e was deaf. I know it was
Conchita that prevented Badger from sacking him."

* Bhe is a good sort,” agreed Bob Clerry., “She seems
to have a lot of influence over Badger.”

“Well, she’s the leading ladg', you know, Hesides, I
should think that auybody would be glad to do anything
that Conchita wanted.”

“Go hon "

“ (i, dou't cackle, you ass ™

The juniors walked home in ehepry spivits. Tt was the
rueerest Christmastide they had cver speut; but they
were enjoying it tremendously.

THIL EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER:
The Christmas Podding!

o ERRY Christwas!” sang out Bob Cherry, ag

he bounded out of bed the next nmrniu%r.

“Grooh! It'secld! M-m-merry Christmas!”

It was certainly cold. The window-poues

were crusted with frost; outside, in the street, the slush

it the spirits of

the Greyfriars pantomimers were hizh. After a wash in

cold water, they {urned out iu the street, where ten

minutes of merry spowballing gave them a ravenous
appetite for the hreakfast kipper.

They were quite pleased with their Christmas Day,
unusual -2z it was.  Bob Cherry was anticipating the
pudding. S0 were the other Fellows—in a somewhat
dubions state of mind.

When dinner eame vound, there was a goose, specially
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covked by Mrs. Jones—the whole Co. having firmly—
litely but fivmly—declined to entrust it o Bob Clierry.

e goose. was pronounced rippiag, and so were several
other items; and-then came the Eudding.

Bob Cherrvy turned it out with a flourish,

Thz juniors looked at it,

“Ts 1t done*"” asked Nugent.

“Done to a turn!” said Bob confidently,

“But—but coughte’t a Christmas pudding be rather—
rather more eolid than treacle?” asked Squiff.

“0Oh, draw it mild—it’s not like treacle!’ said Bob
uneﬂsiliy. “Of course, a Christmas pudding ia more
digestitile if—if it’s a bit soft. I don’t believe in having
‘em like canuon-balls, you know "

“Well, we can eat it with spoous, I suppose,” said
Johnny Bull thoughtfully. :

“Rats! Why can't you eat with a fork?"” said Bob
warmly.

*“Let's zee you do 1t, then.”

“Well, logk "

Bob Cherry started with a fork. to show that it could
be done. He looked a little queer as the pudding streaked
through the prongs of the fork. .

“Of course, this makes it easier to get at the fruit,” he
remarked casually. “ Look what ripping raisins there are
in it,"”

“Groooh ! said Peter Todd suddenly,

“What's the matter, fathead?"”

“Yow ! These raisins ain't stoned " ]

“1—T forgot about stoning the raisins,” said Bob, after

FEL T, B A,
FRAHN NULENT, H. VERNON 8MITH,
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“Put—bnt it doesn't really make any

a4 poause.
difference.” _

“{h, no, not a hit " said Wharton cheerily. “Pilen !

In spite of Dob's example, and his heroic struggles with
the fork, the juniors decided to take spoons to that
pudding. Whavton negetiated o spoonful, and made a
spmewhat wry face. ] »

“You haven’t been putting any vinegar in it*" he
asked.

“YVinegar!

81 o

“ O auy furniture-polish®” asked Todd. ,

“ Furnitura-polish, you ass? Of conrse not!”

“H'm!”

“You're not eating vour pudding, Sgyuifi.” _

“he—the fact iz, 1'm going to send this to Bunter, ;
cpid Sampsea Quincy Itley Field. * Bunter oughtn’t to
he left ont.”

“But there's lots morve.” o .

“still, I'm wot going to be greedy, 'Tain’t quite the
thing, to he stuffing Christmas pudding in war-time.”

“Tlon't you like that pudding, Duttont” asked Bob,

“Eh:

“Don't you think it’s all 'r*ight?” ) _

“ Nothing to fight about,” said Duiton, shaking his
head. “I'm surprised at you, Cherry—on Christmas Iay,
ton, Like your cheek to ask us to eat this muck; bub
there’s nothing to fight abont!™

“ Aren’t yon going to eat it?" shrieked Bob.
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“I should think T could heat it—rather! If I conldn™
make o pudding lLetter thain that, I'd leave it alone,
can tell you!”

“Why, vou silly chump—"

“No, thanks! This. lump is enough for me—too munch,
in fact. I don’'t want another lump.”

“Look here, Ihitton——"" -

“No thawvks! I've had enough goose and beef. Besides,
there isn’t any mutton, so far ss I can see”

“Ha, ha, hat” . :

“What are you going to do with that puwddmg,
Wharton#' asked Bob Cherry, giving Tom Dutton up as
i hopeless case. 4 : "

“I—I wasg thinking of sending it to—to Skinner.

Bob snovted.

“You've not cating yours, Johnny.” ;

“Y'm going to send this to Bolsover major, Bob."

“What rot! Yon don’t like Bolsover.”

“No; that's why !”

“ Ha, ha, ha " L

Bob Cherry glared round at the grivming company.
The Christmas pudding could mnot be called a howling
snuCeess.

“Well, if you fellows turn up your noses at good grub,
in war-time, too, ¥ can only say it’s unpatriotic I grunted

MARK LINLEY,

B0B CHEFRAY,
Sub-Editor.

Fighting Editor.
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the maker of the Christmas pudding. “I'm i’:gll well
going to have some. I like that pudding. I think that
mdding’s ripping!”

: “ o El:it e ]r:'.I'.:‘lj;dg Mark Linley encouragingly. “ We'll

watch you!l s
Bolh }gruutcd. and piled in, The first forkful dis-

appeared guickly-—the second more slowly—the third
more =lowly atill. A =trange expression was colling over
Bob Cherry’s face, The juniors watched him with great
interest. 'TB-}h loaded his fork again with the stringy
mess, amd raised it—and put it down again !

“Phe—the fact is, I’ve had enough,” he remarked.
“ Nuff's as good as a feast, you know!

“The nufi-fuliess is terrific, my esteemed Bob'™

“I went rather heavy on the beef, you know,” ex-
plained Bob. * No good stuffing, even at Christmas-time.
Besides, Christmas pndding is really picer when it's cold.
I'm very fond of cold Christmas pudding.”

“Ha, hia, ha!”

“ And I don't sce anything to cackle at!” voaved Bab.

But his comyvades evidently did, for they persisted in
cackling. Bob Cherry put the pudding away very care-
fully—perhaps hoping that in growing cold it” would
improve a little in flavour and comsistency.

The ecarly cvening the juniors spent in Lantham
Churcl, and they came home early to supper and bed.
On the following mormmng was io take place the final
dresy reliearsal of “ Puss-in-Boots ”; and on the evening
the Theatre Royal was to open with that preat pantg

I-ln
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mime, and they would make their bow to the public of
the good town of Lantham. They were anticipating the
morrow with considerable exeitement.

Beh Cherry placed the cold Chriztmas pudding on the
supper-table, with a somewhat grim lock at his chums,
He hielped himself generously, and began operations with
a fork.

“You don’'t want any of this pndding, I suppose?” he
enid sarcastically.

“ Rather indigoestible Just before woing fo bed, you
know,” said Wharton diplomatitally

“We want to be fit to-morrow,” vemarked Nugent,

“Well, I'm jolly well going to tuck in, anyway "

“Go it, old scout!”

Bob Cherry waa determined to go it. But he did not get
if‘“rliv:'hm: than the second forkful. 1hen he laid down his
ork.

“Come to think of it, Christinas pudding is in-
digestible just before going to bed,” lte remarked. “No
poofl being a glutton, like Bunter.”

“Mot a bit of good,” prinned Nugent.

“ Besides, it's rather rotten to be scoffiug Christmas
pudding when the fellows in the trenches haven't any,”
suid Bob, “I didn’t think of that before. On the whole,
we won't eat the Christmas pudding at all.”

“ Hear, hear!”

“I'll pack it up to-morrow, and send it to the cliaps at
the Front.”

“ My hat!™

*If yon send it to the Frout,
the Germans, them!” ssid Squi
our fellows done?’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

" Jﬂlgegmd idea ™ said Peter Todd heartily. *“ Send ik
to the Germans, and ewell their casunlty liat!”

i 'En:-u—;r,':mu-qrﬂu ailly ass " stuttered Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha "

BDob Cherry picked up the dish, and carried away the
famoua Christmas pudding. What becamo of it the
juniors did not know; but Hob returned without it, and
it was not scen again. And Bob declared categorically
that he would never, under any circumstances, cook o
(hristmas fudding again for such a sct of grinning asses
—for which statement the company immediately passed
a hearty vote of thanks.

e B il

THE N'NETEENTH CHAPTER,
Boxing Nightl

OXING DAY!
B 1t had come at-last—the preat day!
With much suppressed excitement, the heroes

of Greyfriars attonded the full-dress rehearanl at
the Theatre Koyal. Mr. Badger was in a temper, a little
more s8¢ than usual. Mr., Whiffles was excited, add éjacu-
lated “ Good gad!" incessantly. Mr. Hiack brandished
his baton and himself mors energetically than ever in
the orchestra,

But the dress rehearsal went excellently,

All was in order.

After the rehearsal Miss Conchila stood chatting for a
few moments in the wings with Mr. Badger. The stage-
manager appeared to be very ruffied, and he glanced
towards Frank Nugent several times as he.spoke to the
Fairy Queen. Conchita langhed, and pinched his ear aa
she had pinched Nugent's. Frank saw the action, and
he turned quite pale,

“Come on, Franky!” said Wharton.
off !"

“Eh—whatt"

“Come on, kid "

“1L'il tollow you."

Wharton -looked at him in surprige. Nugent's eyes
were fastemed upon Conchita, "The girl had placed one
of her dainty little cigaréttes between Mr. Badger’s lips,
and was making him light it from her own. Mr. Badger
was wriggling and grinning uncomfortably, probably
feeling ridieulous, but evidently quite under the sway of
the Fairy Queen.

“"You old e!” said the Fairy Queen, when the
cigarettie waa lighted,

r. Dadger grunted.
‘I'HE Macygs Liprary.—No, 409.

o jolly well send it to
warmly. * What have

“Time we were

Conchita Inughed, and ran away, and Mr, Badger went
ot smoking the cigarvette, Nugeat gripped Wharton's
arm almost convulsively,

“Lel's po " he muttered.

“ Right-ho !

Wharton and Nugent hurried after the others, who were
waiting in the street outside the stage-door. They started
for Slocum Street, and Wharton dropped behind 4 little
with Nugent, He was a little anxions about his chum,

“For goodness’ sake, huck _u;p, Franky ! he said, in
a low wvoice. “ You're looking like a giddy ghost!”

YI1-T-T—" Nugent choked. “Harry, old man. T
—I'm an idict, I know——"

“I know [

“ Dut-—hut Look here Harry! Just tell me? It's

impozsilile, isn’t it

“ What ise”

*That—that Conchita could see anything in that tubby
old bounder? Of—of course, she-—she has to Le civil to
him, as he's her manager.”

“0Of course,” agreed Wharton.

“But she can’t like him, can sho™

“Well, he isn't a bad sort, and he scems to lot her
have hér way in everything,” said Ilarry,

“I suppose he's in love with her 1 £a idy Nugent fievcely.

“I've thought so, certainly, Why shouldn’t he be,
Frank? Don’t be an ass, old chap '™

"1 suppose I'm an ass,” said Nugent miserably. “ But
~but, of course, you wonldn't nnderstand. Don’t laugh
at me, Wharton, vr—or I shall quarrel with you!”

“I'm not going to laugh at you, Frank.” said MWarry,
rverplexed and worried. “ But, really, you know, how
‘can you be a thumping ass like that—yon, a kid of
fifteens"”

“YWell, she's only seventeen.”

“My dear old chap, she's alder than she looks,” urged
Wharton. * Besides-———- Blessed if I know what to say!
You're such an ass! You ought not o be thinking about
her at all! Yon know that as well as I do!™

“Why not:” growled Nugent. “Why shouldn't I?
Ten't spe a ripping zirl? what does ‘it matter to me
if whe smokes? Most stage people do.”

“Of course. that doesn’t matter. But--but——*
Wharton hardly knew what 1o say. “But—-- BDash it
all, Frank, you're not geing to ta!{ me that you've fallen
in love with the TFairy Queen®”

“Yes, I have!” muttered Nupent. “Don't langh,
Or—— " He broke off. * I suppose it seems idiotic to

"L S

“Yea; it jolly well does.”

“I'm not 3uch a kid, and she's only a bit older; nothing
to speak of. I—I'm mot a fool. I dou't expect her to
take any notice of me; only—only to sce her chummy
with that ugly old man, old enouzh to be her father——
She—ghe pinehed his ear, Harry.”

“Well, she's pinched vours, ton.”

“0Oh, you dont’t understapd! f-—1 wouldn't care; only
if--if she didn't care for anybody else. J--1 only want
just to ses her, you know, every day. and--and talk to
her sometimes—just a word or two now and then; only
—aonly when I see her being nice to anybody else it
makes me——:"

He choked again

It was jealousy that was formenting the poor lad—all
the more, bitter becanse he knew how unreasgnable and
ridiculous it waa. He had known Conchiln only a week;
he had no elaim upen her of any kind. Indeed, he was
a nobody, and she was the leading lady in the paotomime
company. It waas absurd, but it was none the less real
for all that.

Nugeut rc]i!_}_}ﬁ.ed inbo wilence, and walked oTl, his hauds
driven deep into his pockets, his eyes on the groand.

Heo scarcely apoke a word during the afternoon.

When the juniors, full of excit¢ment, started for tho
theatre for the performance Nugent went with them,
quiet and depressed. All the pleasure of the pantomime
was gone out, for him. :

Thoe dressing-room sccommodation at the Lantham
theatrs was not extensive. There was a crowd and a
crush, Wharton, as the Marquis of Carabas, had the
assistance of & dresser, but the other fellows had to look
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after themselves. They were quite in the way of it now,
however, and they were soon attired for their parts.

When Wharton's dressing was finished he looked for
Nugent. He was anxious about him, The theatre was
filling.. Mr. Whiffles was in happy avticipation of a full
house for Boxing Night. :

Nugent had to appear in the first scene, which repre-
seited the Fairy Court, as a special emissary from the
Eing of the Cats. Wharton found him in a shadowy
corper of the dressing-room, =sitting, with a moody brow,
ﬁn& not having made a movement towards preparing for

is part.

e shock the gloomy junior by the shoulder.

“Frank,” he exclaimed, “get changed, for poodness’
sake! They'l} be calling for you in ten minutes! The
curtain goes up then.”

“Eh? Oh, all right!"

“T°11 he11p you,” said Harry anxiously. “ Frauk, don't
he an ass! If you let dewn the first scene there’ll be
a feariunl row .

Nugent rese moodily, and allowed Wharton to help him
into his costume as a Cat Courticr. With a eat-mask
and a furry coat, and a long, furry tail whisking behind
him, he was dressed for the part.

“ Buck up, old chap !” %aid Harry, “Got your lines:"

“My lines? muttered Nugent.

“Yes; you have to answer the Fairy Queen.”

“I—I'd forgolten. What do I say:” muttered Nugent
confusedly.

Wharton looked at him in dismay.
eall-boy eould be heard in the passages.

“*Beginners, please!” ] 3

“Where's your seripf”’ muttered Wharton hurriedly.
“Look it up—quick! You haven't much to say. When
Conchita asks you whence you come, you know, you
say—— Look!

The voice of the

“¢ From Tomeatland T came at break of day,
Where King Grimalkin holds his regal sway.
My royal lord and King is on his way.””

“Yes, yes; I'll remember.” )

Wharton led him out of the dressing-room. Ted
]Iigggna bowled along the passage, .

“'FEre you are! Why ain’t you in the wings, young
ua? ‘Ook it "

Nugent hesitated.

“ Buck up, Frank!”

“I—1 can’t go on !

“You must!” eaid Harry.
Here comes Badger!”

The stage-manager came down om the unfortunate
Frank like a lion in his wrath, .

“Is that you? What are you doing here? Get into
your place! Do you kuow the curtain’s just on the rise?
Do you want the sack? Get a move on, you young
fool 1" :

And Myr. Badger fairly dragged Nugent along by his
shoulder. Wharton followed him to the wings anxiously.
There, Nugent shook. himself fiercely free from Mr.
Badger’s grasp.

“ Let me alone!” he muttered savagely.

The stage-manager gasped.  Cerfainly he had never
been spoken to in that tone before, in the Theaire Reyal
or any other theatre.

“ What—what ! he stuttered. “Here, out you go!
We'll cut the lines! HMiggins, kick thiz young fool out
of the theatre !’ .

“ Pon’t ! said a soft volce, as Conchita glided up.

#anchita, I tell you—" raved Mr. Badger.

“Leave him to me, Fred, The poor kid is merveus,
that's all,” said Conchita guictly. “P{:}u and  bully
gomeone else, Freddy, there's a go hoy . 1

Mr. Badger seemed on the point of o Vesuvian
explosion, bLut he centrolled himself, and turned away
muttering, and said something very emphatic te the
unlucky Ted, who was the nearest object upon which
his wrath could be ponred.

“Pull yourself together!

“pyll yourself together, Frank!” said Conchita
Jrindly. ] ,

Nuzent looked ab her with gleaming eyes. She had
called My, Badger “ Fred.” The girl looked puzeled for
& moient,

“Is it nervest” she whiapered.
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“No!" said Nugent sullenly,

“What is the matter, my dear boy?” ;

“Nothing ! The kindness in lher woice melted
Nugent's sulleuncss at onee “I—I'm sorry LI'll do my
best I

“I'm sure you
Conchita softly. *“Come, show me your lines.
gee if you remember them.”

“How good you are!” muttered Frank. ,

Conchita smiled, and pinched his ear, which wounld
have been o full mnmla{]inn for hig many troubles if
he had not. remembered that she had bestowed the same
honour upon Mr. Badger’s fat car. . _ '

However, Comchita went over his opening lines with
him, and it was impossible te resist the infinence of her
kindness. Conchita’s manner was, indeed, ~molherly
towards him at that momeni, thongh Nugent did not
realise it. What comforted him was the thought that
Conchita, after all, liked him better than she' hked the
obnoxious and unspeakable Badger.

“Are you going on, Conchita®” It was Mr. Badger's
voice again. “ How long wre you going to fool with that
silly young idiot:"

“I'm going on!” said Couchita brightly. *Now, you
are w:}rcEperIen::t, Frank; and mind, I rely vpon you for
the success of my scene.” _ .

Conchita glided on the stage without waiting for
Frank’s reply. The poor lad's heart was in ‘his eyer.
My, BDadger glanced at him curiougly for a moment, and
then burst into a gruff but not ill-natured laugh, and
turned away. : 1

The stage vepresented the Fairy Court, with dazel
swarms of fairics ronged round the golden throne
the Queen, TUpon that dazzling scene the curtain rose,
to sweet strains of mmusic from the orchestra, and wild
gestienlations from Mr, Klack,

won't spoil my scene,” whispered
Let me

L e TR

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
The Pantomime!l

HE house was full.
I Boxes and stalls,
crawded.

From the wings, Nugent caught a glimpse of
the house--a sea of white faces and watching eyes. A
dance was beginning in the Fairy Court. Wharton kept
by the side of his chum. He was pretty certain that
Mugent was not listeming for his cwe; his eyes were
fustened on the Fairy Queen—who, indeed, looked a
vision of loveliness at that moment.

The.dance ended, and a voice piped:

pit and gallery, were

“Lo! The messenger from King Grimalkin !
It was NMugent’s ecue, but bhe did not move. Wharton

preszed his arm.

“o it, Franky!”

Nugent started, and hurried forward. Ide came oub
inte public View on the stage far from gracefully, very
nearly tripping over the long tail that whisked behind
Lim, and which he had forgotten. In utter confusion,
he stumbled, and fell on one knee. Mr. Badger, in the
wings, ground his teeth with rage, DBut the Fairy Queen
“pagged ' gracefully, without an instant’s hesitation:

“Whao is the knight that swiftly comes to me,
And to our Reyal Highness bends the knee:”

The lines were “ gapgped.” They were not in the Fairy
Cueen’s part, but mvented on the spur of the mement,
to give the andicuce the impression that Nugent's
involuntary stumble was in his part.

NMugent undersioed. The voice of the Taivy Queen,
and the warning look she gave him, pulled him together.
He rose and delivered his lines, his volee faint ot fivst,
but growing clearer as be regained his Courage:

“From Tomeatland I came at break of day,
Where King Grimalkin bholds his regal sway [

From ihat moment Xnpent was quite hinself. He
forgot the sea of faces in frout, he forgot the obnoxiouns
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Mr. Badger, and remembered only that Conchita had
asked him to help her scene. e did very well, but he
was glad when
Streaky-whiskers—otherwise Billy Scroogme—was lolding
the audierce now, and, in spite of Mr, Scrcoge’s fault-
finding with his part, he was sending the geod folk ef
Lantham info screams of laughter,

“Good old Franky!” whispered Wharton, as Nugent
joined him, panting for breath. * it was all sereve—
right as a trivet!”

‘I conldn’'t have got through without her ! muttered
Nugeut. “Isn't she an angel.”

“Yes, rather ™

“Don’t hang about there,” grumbled Mr, Bodger.
“You won't he wanted again for an hour yet, thank
poodness |

Nugent moved away angrily, but he did not go far;
he wanted to watch the Fairy Quecen. The pantomime
was proceeding in at style, ond Couchita was pro-
diicing her usual effect upon the audience, Wharton
waited with a beating heart for his ewe. His thoughts
were not, like Nugent’s, bent upon the Tairy Queeh.
He was thinking of his part, and his intention of
maling a success of it if he could. He was word-perfect,
e knew that, and Mr. Whiffles had told him that he
lonpked the part down te the proand, and he had reason
to have confidence in himeelf

But Lis heart thumped 25 the time drew near for his
Che.

Amateur acting -at Greyfriars, Lefore an aundience of
his schoolfellows, was very diufficrent from this. And his
[‘rar’b was not _a small one, like Fraunk’s; it was a
principal part—mnext to that of Puss-in-Boots himself.
A theatre crammed with stranpers was his audience now,
and the thought of it gave him a thrill. He tried not
to think of it; ke knew it would be wiser not to do so.
He did not feel “stage-fright "—only a fear that stage-
fright might seize npon . him.

Mr. Montgemery Tadger clapped him kindly on the
shoulder, I%:;ﬂ-—iﬂﬁnﬂﬂfﬂ was a good-natured gentleman
of forty.

“Cheero, young "un!” said Mr. Tadger. “Tecling fit
—what:"”

“Yes!” gasped Wharton.

“You lock first-rate!” said Mr. Tadper.
cue all fights”

“Yer, I think so.”

“Don’t think about the people in front. Think of the
fiftieth or sixtieth time that you'll be playing the part,
when it will be everyday bimney to vou!”

Wharton smiled; it was good advice. He realised that
when he had played the part a doren times it wounld
have become commonplace to him, and uo thought of
stape-fright would enter his mind.

“That's a good tip,” he sald. “Mauy thanks!”

Mr, jI"adEer's cue came af that moment, and the easy
way in which he made his entrance was reassuring to
Wharton. What Mr. Tadger could -do, he conld do.

Mr. Tadger's name was well known, and a murmur of
applause greeted the entry of Puss-in-Boots.

harton watehed with all his eves. He made sure
that Lis plumed ha was right, and his velvet cloak
correctly adjusted. He tock a hasty glance into a little
miryer. His face, made up for fhe stage, was highly
colonred, and looked very handsome. It was all serene,
Hisz cue came at last.
Ay, Tadger's voice was heard .

“But lo! My master comes, vight on the naill
Hail to the Lord of Cavabas! All hail!”

“Got your

Wharfon advanced from the wings.

There was a murmur from the aundience as he appeared.
He heard it, without understanding that it 1mplied
admiration and approval. The junior cut a very
handsome figure as the Marquis of Carabas,

His lines came instinctively {o his lips, with no cfort
of memory:

“A nolbleman am I, though poor, alas!? .
Mine are the fair broad lunds of Carabas!?

And so on and so forth., Fvery moment Wharton felt
Tue Magxer Lisrady.—No. 409.

NO- 4 “THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,” 0. OUT TO-DAY!

e found himself in the wings again..

more ab home in his part. A danee with the Fairy Queen
was included in the act, and this time, fortunately, the
TFairy Queen was not smoking n cigarette, as she had
persistently done in the rehearsals,

Frank Nugent was watehing.

He had pushed aside the cat-mask from his face; he
felt suffocated. What luck it was for Wharton to be
dancing with the Fairy Queen! Nugent did not envy
his- chem his good luck so far as the part went; he
rejoiced in Wharton's success. But to s¢e him dancing
with Conchita——

Nugent set-his teeth hard.

Was he growing jealous of his own chum? He drove
the miserable thoupght from his mind.

But his face was very gloomy when the scone ended,
and Wharton came off the stape. Wharton's face was
bright. There had been n ri'HEﬁﬁ of applause and hand-
lll:ﬁping. and he knew that he had heen snccessful.

r. Montapue Whiffles was in the wings, expansive
in evening .clothes, with a big shirt-frent tund a big
diamond. He clapped Wharton enthusiastically on the
shoulder.

“Saved I" he ejaculated drawatically.

“EL? said Harr

Mr. Whiffles rubbed his hands.

“Thank goodness Charley bunked, after all!” he eaid.
“You're better than Charley—better, 1 tell yon, to say
nothing of your looks! Charley wasn't a bewi! Good
erad ! % made a discovery when I dizcovered you, kid!
Don't pet swelled-headed about it, but you're o find—
one of Montague Whiffles’ finds!”

Wharton grinned. He had an impression that he had
found Mr. Whifflea, not that Mr. Whiffles had found him.
Bat Mr. Whiffles was evidently regarding that
acquisition as a proof of his own mpm%ﬂrial genius.

i Eangratulatu me, Franky!” said Wharton, pinching
Nugent’s arm.

Nugent started.

“I'm jolly glad, Harry.” he said.
rippingly! I'm jolly glad-{”

But he apoke absently. His cyes were on Conchita,
who had come off, and was speaking {o Mr. Badgey., The
Tairy Queen was in preat spirits, pleazed with her own
success, and the success of the pantomime. Mvr, Badger's
crusty face had considerably relaxed, ton. The * people
in front " were giving the pantomime a great regeption,
and its success was now assured,

Wharton followed Nugent's glance. Conchita's manner
towards the stage-manager was decidedly affectionate,
and Mr. Badpger beamed upon her. They moved away
torsther, speaking in low tones,

“I—I"m geing I muttered Nugent.

“ Franky %

Nugent hurried away.

Wharton could not follow him. In the next scene ha
was wanted for a single combat with the Ogre, and he
had to await his cue. Nugent disappeared,

Wharton’s eue came, and he rushed on, sword in hand;
and the combat was loudly cheered by the crowded house.
When he was off the scene again, Wharton looked roung
for his chum, but Nugent was not to be seen. A little
later Ted Higgins was scouring the passages for the Cat
Courtier, but he had to report to Mr. Badger that Nugent
could not be found. Mr. Badger, grinding his teeth,
sent 2 hurried message into the orchestra; and Mr. Billy
Serooge ' gagred ” hercically, and Nugent's brief part
was “ent " without the audicnce knowing anything about
it. Wharton, concerned as he was for his chum, was too
busily eccupied to think about it; he had plenty to do.
Lackily, Nugent was not wanted again, excepting to take
part in the general chorus at the elimax; and in that
swarm ho was not missed.

1t was over at last—the last scene had been played out
—and there were loud calls for Conchita, for T'ngs-in-
Bootz, for Billy Scrooge, and the Marquis of Carahas.
With a beating heart, Wharton appeared before the
eurtain, led by the hand by Conchita, and retired agaim
amid loud applause.

Mr. Montague Whifles was in the seveuth heaven; his
venture was a pronounced suceess, and Mr. Badger pre-
dicted a good Tun for the panto, The whole company

BUY ITI
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shared the satisfaction of the manager, with one inszig-
nificant exeeption. ‘There was no room for satisfaction
in Frank Nugent's heart.

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
A Little Surprise!

£ RANK!™
F {"ouichita’s volee was low and clear.

Kugoent started.

In a remote spof behind the scencs he had been
lony alone—alone with his hitter misery and jealousy.
He crimsoned as he met Conchita’s kind and puzeled
elance.

“Why did you miss your caull, Frank?”

“ Did 17" muttered Nugent. .

* Don’t you know yon did? Mr. Badper was furious.”

“I—1 suppose I did. Hang Badger!”

“What "

“ 1 suppose he'll sack me,” said Nugent bitterly.
the better. I should have to go, unyway,”

“ Are you ill, Frank®"

“ No.”

Conchita looked at him curiously.

“ Come with me,” she said.

Frank hesitated a moment, and then followed the Fairy
Queen to her dressing-room. Conchito wag still In her
fairy garb, and looked a picture of loveliness. Conchita's
dressing-room was very differcnt from that of the lesser
lights; it was a very clegant apartment, with shaded
lights and Juzurions appoimtments. Her dresser stared
at the jumior. as he came in. At a gesture from
Conchita, she retired to the adjoining room. Conchita
gal down, and motioned Frank to a seat.
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Nugent dropped into thé chair, rather than sat. He
was in a reckless and utterly miserable mood.
“ Now,” eaid Conchita, * tell me, what is the maticr?”
“I—TI ean't,” stammered Nugent, crimsoning again.
“Why not?”
“You'd laugh at me."”
“I won't laugh at you, my dear boy.”
“ 1—T don’t know why you're so kind to me!" muttered
Frank miserably. *“I'm nobody, and you——"
Conchita laughed. ‘
“Mall me what is the mailer. Why don't you like
Mr. Badger?"”
“1 hate him!"
“But—hut why?”
* Because—because
“* Well, because?"”
“ Betause I think you like him,” said Frank.
“Why shouldu't I like him?"”
Nugent was silent. Conchita’s eyes scanned the

crimson, handsome face of the junmior curiously, Then
she burst into a sudden, soft laugh.

* {Oh, Frank, you rvidiculous boy !”

“T suppose I'm ridiculous!” muttered Irank. "I—I

suppose you'd think so. You don't think that a chap of
my age could—conld—-"

“Fall in lover" amiled Conchita.

*Yes,” suid Nugent desperztely. “I'm not ashamed
of it, either. You—you don't know what I think of you,
Conchita: you can't guess. And I'm net a little boy, as
you keep on saying; you're not much older than I am.
You're only two years older at the most, and that ain't
so very much. There's not sueh a tremendous difference
between fifteen and seventeen, though you scem to think
there is.”

LI B
Frank

- W W

chards,
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“Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 knew vou'd laugh at me,” said Nugent moodily.
#I—I'd better go. I know you think I'm a fool.”

“I won't laugh, Frank. I—I must say that I think
vou are a little foolish,” zaid Conchita softly. * But you

ave paid me a great compliment., My dear boy, I liked
you from the first moment I saw you, because—because

Frank's eyes sparkled.

* You liked me, Conchita®"

“Yes, my dear, hecause
prepare for a shock.”

“I don't understaad.”

“Because you were g0 good and kind and simple and
unsuspecting, that yon reminded me of my own youth,
and brought back to me many feelings and thoughts that
had been long forgotten,” said Conchita guietly.

Frank sat petrihed.

“ Your—your—your youth!” he murmured dagzedly.

“My vouth,” said Conchita. “ My dear little friend, I
am not old enough to have lcst all my vanity, and I was
pleased and amused when you supposed that I was a girl
of sevenfeen. My dear, on the stage we do not grow
old. But it is twenty years since I was seventeen.”

*“Twenty years! Then vou are—are——"

“ Thirty-seven,” said Conchita.

* Imposszible 1

“But frne.”

¥rank Nugent looked at the sweet, smiling face, where
the ravages of the years were so carefully hidden. Was
it possible? He knew that his chums suppesed that
Conchita was twenty-five, and he had laughed the idea
to scorn. . But thirty-seven! His face flooded with
scarlet. What an utter, utter fool Conchita must think
him! Thirty-zeven! And he was fifteen!

“Now you will see what a silly boy you are,” said
Conchita softly. * Don't repeat what I have told you,
Frank. Ladies do uot like to have their exact age known
—especially in my profession. Professionally, T am sup-
posed to be twenty-five. And "—her charminga face
dimpled in a mischievous smile—"I did not smoke till
after T wan twenty-one.”

Nugent gasped.

* Now you are going to forget all that nonsense, and we
are going to be very good friemds,” saxd Conchita *“And
you will not hate Mr. Badger any more.”

£ I'——I"—Il ﬂ_]-'_:r

*1 want you to like Mr, Badger.”

“Why?" muttered Frank,

“Because I am engaged to him.”

i Dh !.H

That ‘was the climax.

Nugent staggered to his feet. His brain woas in a
whirl. He would have given whole worlds for the floor
to open and swallew him up. Conchita pinched his car
affectionately.

“You are not cross, Frank? she said.

¥ No—oh, no! Ouly—only what a fesl you must think
me! What a fool T am!” said Nugent, “I—I beg your
pardon !

Conchita laugned.

“And you will be very eivil to Mr. Badger—yes? Ab,
here he is!"

There was 2 tap at the door, and Mr. Badger
stepped in.

“CLonchita, old girl, it’s ripping! I've just been to
the box-office, and—— Halle!” Myr. Badger broke off

]::s he canght sight of Nugent. “ What's that kid doing
eres”

“I have been lecturing him,” eaid Conchita calmly,
“He i& going to beg your pardon, Fred, for his failure
this evening, and promise amendment, and you are going
to give him another chance.”

Mr. Badger grunted.

Nugent pulled himself together,

“L ber your pardom, eir,” he eaid. *I—T've been o
fool, and I'm sorry, If yow’ll excuse me, I'll be more
careful.”

“ All right; cut off,” said Mr. Badger good-humouredly,
Where was that atfack of “calf-love ” that had caused
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him so much bitierness and trouble? Gong¢? Quite gone,
without leaving a trace behind. He laughed as he went
down the passage. What a fool Conchita must think
him! But he determined that he would repay her kind.
ness somehow; she would see that he wasn’t.such a fool,
after all, and that he knew how to be grateiul.

THE TWENTY-SECOND CHAPTER,
Conclusion.

i ALLO, halle, halle! Here he 5!
H Harry Wharton & Co. were waiting for
Hu%cut at the stage-door. _
harton  regarded his chum a little
anxiously as he came up. But Nugent's expression
relieved him. .

“Where on carth have you been?” asked Squiff,

*I've been speaking to Conchita.”

“ Pepping the guestion!” chuckled Bob.

“Don't e an asz, Bob!”

“Well, I thonecht—"

“Dh, rats! I don’t think I've ever known such a really
ﬁ'}_ﬂﬂﬂdid, kind-hearted lady as Conchita,” said Frank,
“By the way, I don’t know whether it’s generally known,
&p you needn't jaw about it, but L may as well tell you—
she's engaged to Badger.”

*Engaged to Badger!”

&t MF hat 1

“Yes; he isu't a bad sort, either,” enid Frank, “He's
roing to give me another chance, after the muck I made
of it this evening. T rather like Badger.”

“You—you rather like him!” murmured Wharton.

“Yes. He's a bit short-tempered, but, of course, a
stage-manazer has lots of worries. He's good-hearted.”

“And—and you don't mind—" e¢jaculated Johnny
Bull.

“Don't mind what?”

“The engagement,”

“Why should I mind?"

“¥Franky, old chap,” said Wharten, “ vou're not such
a silly idiot %s you supposed you were. You've dug up
some common-sense from somewhere,”

iE Thﬂlikﬁ !:l.!

“Not at all. Let's o and scout for some supper; we
cught to stand a little extra to-night, after a whacking
auccess all round.”

“Righto!” said Nugent cheerily. “T'm jolly hungry—
almost hungry enough to eat some of Bob's Christmas
pudding.”™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And the Greyfriars pantomimers marched off in the
greatest of apirits.

* Puss-in-Boota " at the Theatre Royal in Lantham had
a good run, And every night the Greyfriars jimiers
slayed 1heir parts till the end of the vacation, After
}%nf:ing Night Frank Nugent gave complete satisfaction,
and Mr. Badger was even pleased to give him a word of
commendation,

The end of the vacation came all foo woon, and places
had to be filled in the pantomime cast at the Theatre
Royal. Mr. Montague Whitlles did not disguise his
regret ab parting with his schoolboy recruits. Bat the
parting had to be, and the iniguitons Charloy’s under-
study was quite prepared to take Wharton's part, and
the minor places were very easily filled. The juniors
took gquite an affectionste leave of the kind Mr, Whiffies
and of the beautiful Conchita.

It had been a merry Christmastide—one of the best.
But bLest of all was the sum they had raised, by their
own ¢xertions, for the wood cause—a sum of nearly forty
pounds, which was duTjr expended in “{fuck,” and sent
on to the prisoners in Germany. Apd Bob Cherry
remarked that if that wasn’t war-work, he would like to
know what was. And many a brave fellow in the German

rigon camps was glad of the result of Harry Wharten

Co."s Pantomime.

THE EXTh

(Do not mise Y Bunter the Masher!?” noxt week's
grand siory of the chums of Greyfriars by Frank

Richardas.)
BUY IT!
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EASILY ACCOMPLISHED AND
ENTERTAINING TRICKS FOR

THE NOTEFPAPER SURPRISE.

Take a piece of fairly stont notepaper
gbout five inches wide and three inches
deep. Show this to your friends, and in-
form them that you will cut it in such a
way that it will be possible for you to
pags your whole body through it. The
paper will still be kept in one piece, and
vou will not join it in any way after
cutting. )

“Impossible 1" they will exclaim.

You then pick up a pair of scissors,
and eut the paper as marked in Sketch
1 {A). Give it a little shake, and it wil
came out a3 in Sketch 1 (BB). The cuts
cant best be made by folding the paper
ml holves, [ivst one way and then the
other,

THE NEWSPAPER RINGS
MYSTERY

This ia a splendid little irick, which
will canse much surprize and amusernent.

Cut three strips, about one and a half
iiches in width, along the entire length
of o double sheet of newspaper which
las been openad out. With a little gum
or paste join the ends, theveby making
threa large paper rings. Tha hrst ring
you paste up i 3 straightforward manner,
bt the second you must twist once
before joining, and the third you must
twist twice. If carried out deftly, this
twisting will not be notieed by the
audience.

Now ask the awdicnce what would happen if the
rings were cut dewn the centre lengthwise,

“Yon will then bave six rings ™ they will naturally reply.

Vou then proceed to cut them.

The first ring comes ont in twe, as the audience expected;
but, ta their astonishment, the second comes out in one large
ving, and the third comes out in two small rings linked
togethor.

thireo

THE BANDAGE THAT PASSES THROUGH YOUR LEG.

An ordinary large-sized pocket-handicrchief is all that s
needed for this trick.

Inform vour audience that you will bind it twicclﬁghﬂ{
round vour leg, and will tie it in a knot. By one guick jerk
you will then free vourself of the bandage, leaving the knotb
mtact.

This is how 1t iz done:

When putting the handkerchief vound yeur leg, make a loop
Lehind, and twist it round this losp.  Fhe two ends of tho
handkerchief will thus be taken only heif-way round the leg,
and then brought to the front again and ted, You will
hetter understand this trick by carefully studying Sketeh G
It needs practising a litle to bo performed effectively, and
care must be taken to keep your audience in frout of you.

TIE SCISS0RS TRICK,

Thread o piece of string, about a yard long, through the
handles of a puaiy of scissors, as shown in Sketch 2.  Take
liold of the loose cnds of the skring, and then asle membors of
vour audicnee o release the seisors withoub foreing you tfo
ot go of the string.  Unless they ave acquainted with the
trick, they will give up in despuir,

Yo then ask enc of them to take the loose emds of the
string from you, wnl procesa to releass the scissors in this
WY,

Take hold of the loop between the eyes of the seizsors,
thread it through the top cye, bring it back over the lower
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nﬁ'ﬂ, and then over the points; pull the seissors away from
the

string, nnd—hey, presto —they are frce,

THE MAGIC MATCHRBOX.

Place the cover of a matchbox on the drawer, as shown in
Sketch 4, and ask your friends what would happen if you
brought vour fist down as hard as possible on the con-
struetion.

“Vou will emash the box!"” ig their likely answer.

You then strike the blow, but, instead of breaking the box,
you will find that it simply flies off the table on to the floor,
niuch to the surprise of your audience, Ask them to try it
and they will fail to smash the box, as you did,

AN INGENIOUS TRICK WITH MATCHES.

Clount ont ten matches, lay aine of them on the table, and
inform your fricnds that you will balance them all on the
remaining match.

Invite some of them to try to do if, and much amuscment
will be cavsed Ly their vaini elforts,

Then shew them how oasily it can be done by arranging the
matches thus:

Lay one match on the dable, put cight others across it on
alternate sides, with the heads mwards, and then, place the
last match on the top.  ¥You will then be able to piek them all
up on the bottom one, as shown in Sketch 5

THE PAPER CROSS PULZLE.

Cut out & nuwber of paper crosses, with all the points of
the zame dimensions shown in Sketeh 3 (A).  Hand them
round to the audience, amd ask them to ent them, with two
straight cuis, so that the peces will form a complelo square.
Eeep one aside for yourself, so that you can show them how
it is done.

After you have had some fun out of their futile efforts, cub

- . = E'_Ir - o= -
Frank Richards.
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the eross you have placed aside, as shown by the white lines
in Sketch 3 (A), and the pieces will form a complete square,
g3 shown in Sketch 3 (B).

THE MYSTERY OF THE BROEEN MATCH.

Have ready a hamstitehed handkerchief, with a mateh con-
coaled beneath the hem. Let your audience witness you
place 2 second mateh in the handkorchiof, carefully wrap it
up, and then present it to several of them to break Tlhny
will feel the match nside the handkorchief, and will think
they ave brenking the one you have placed there, buk you
will be eareful to present fo them the one that is concealed
in the hew.  Grewt will be their surprise, therefore, when
you open the handkerchief, and sho'w them the match spain
quate intacl. e T
A COIN SURPRISE,

Place a ilirecpenny-piece a short distance from a penny,
and ask your friends to carefully survey both coins. ~ After
'th‘t-. havs done so, ask them how many threepenny-picces,
aid flat upon the table, could be completely covers
penny.

To this they will probebly answer “Four or five.” You
can mow point out to them that the diameter of a thoee-
penny-pieco 13 just over balf that of a penny, and, thevefors,
1% is only possible to completely cover one. Their bad guess-
g, of course, i3 simply due to an optical Hlusion.

SHADOWE—AN AMUSING GAME.

The game of "Bhadows™ is a splendid way in which te
pais & pleasant half-hour, Stretch a large whito sheet
tightly across a threcfold clothes-horse. One person sits
in front of this while the others pass in turn across it at the
other side. A light should be arranged so that the shadow
of the persons sing across the sheet falls directly upon it.
The player sitfing in front has to guess the identity of each
person whose shadow falls on the shoet; failing this, he or
sho mnst pay a forfeit. If. however, the guess is a correct
:ﬁe_, tﬁm player named fakes the place of the one in front of

e sheet.

ANOTHER B8URPRISE.

Tell your fviends that you will bring to their notice some-
thing that both sinks and floats in the same liguid.

OF course, they will be curious to know what the object is.

Now, you are sure to have raisins at Christmas, so take
& ;Eup from one of them, and place it in a glass of soda-
water.

The pip will innmadiate1¥ sink to tho bottom, but in 4
short Hme the gas bubbles will gather arcund it and
bring it to the surface. The bubbles will burst, and the pip
egain sinks to the bottom. It will keep rising and sinking
glternutely whilst the soda-water iz in a paseous condition.

THE DISAPPEARING BIXPENCE.

L the first place we must have two sixpences, as nearly
alike as possible in appearance, and one of these you take
an eally opportunity o drop under the table at which Fou
prﬂgma to perform the trick. Have ready also a small plece
of beaswax that has been kneaded between the fingers until
it 18 fairly soft.

Mow spread an ordinsry pocket-handkerchiel out on the
table, place the romaining sixpence in the middle of it, and
then fold over the corners of the handkerchief so as to
hide the coin from view. The beeswax should be sccretly
stuck to the first corner folded over, pnd pressed over the
sixpence so that it adheves to it.

sk your audience to make quite sure that the coin is m
the handkerchiof. This they can do by pressing the lingers
on if and feehn%othe coin beneath the folds, but at the wume
time they will causing the coin to stick move tightly to
the handkevchiof.

Now comes the exciting moment,

“Ladies and gontlemen,” you sav, “I am going to make
the sixpence pass right through the table, and it will ke
found upon the floor. If you will all be very quiet, perhaps
you will hear it full.” They won't, of course, but if you make
g slight noise with your feet, they will imagine thev did.

Make n few mysterious motions with your hands above
the handkerchief, ‘and say, “Presto! (iol” Then pick up
the handkerchief so that the corner containing. the coin iz
nesy the top, and shake it out vigorously to prove that the
coin bkas disappeared, Now secretly gispmﬁ of the eoin
sticking to it. “Look under the table, and you will find
the sixpence there!” you ean tell your audience, and while
they arve thu:z engaged you will have ample opportunity of
getting rid of the other eoin unobserved.
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AW AMUSING COTTON TRICK,

Place & veel of white cotlon in four pocket, leaving one
end—about two mches long—<of the cotton just -visible on
your coat, Some member of the party is sere to notice
this, and, thinking that the piece showing iz merely a piece
of “Auflf,” will attempt to pick it off. What a surprise he
will have on finding that instcad of being one small picce
there ave yards of it

- —

A GOOD “CATCH.”

Anpnounce to your audience that you will place a glass of
water on the table, cover it completely with a hat, and
then drink the water withont removing the hat. This will
zgound -an impossible task, -and they will all be anxious to see
how it 1s done. .

It iz done in this way., TPlaco the glass of water in the

Eﬁntr? of the table, borrow o bewler-hat, and plice it over
tho glass.
. Now go under the table, and moke a preteénee of drink-
ing the water through it.  Ewveryone will, of course, be
aceptical, but on eoming from under fhe table you ask oue
of the audience to remove the hat to sec if the water has
been drunk or not. 'As zcon as this ia done, you can seize
the glass and drink the water, Now .announce fo your sur-
prisced audience that you have done exactly a3 you
sakd vou would do—narmely, drink the weter withéut remov-
ing the hat, as someone else has removed the hat for you.

iy

A TRICK WITH DOMINOES.

Form seven dominoes into a double arch, thus: Two on
either side standing on their narrow odges, two more laid
flat acroas the top of these, two on eithor side of the latter
two, etanding on their narvow edges, and one placed across
the tep. Now you have a double arch.

Placo a domino standing on its wide cdoe just in front
of the conatruction, ]pluf;uz- your forefinger through the lower
arch, and then sharply tilt the domino- which you have placed
in_front so that it strikes against the two dominges in the
middle of your arch, and you will find that the middle
dominoes will fall out, leaving the rest of the construction
in the form of one high arch.

Care must ba taken, of course, to got the two sides of the
top arch directly sbove those at the bottom.

ANOTHER LITTLE “CATCH.”

Produce an ordinary Dlackiead peacil and a sheet of
'ul.irit,iiﬂg paper, and then ask your pudience to examine thew
vlosely,

“Now, ledies and gentlemen,” you remark, *you npotice,
no doubb, that this is. rather a peoulisrJooking penpil. In
point of fact, it ia an electric pencil, Ab present you ses it
writes plain black like any other pencil." Here make a few
marks with the pencil on the paper, and then proceed:
“But if I electrfy it a littls, it will write red, blue, or
vellow—in [act, any colour, just as I please. What colour
will you have? Choose for yourselves,”

“Red,"” we will suppose 18 the Irerﬂl_'.. ] i

MNow breathe upon-the point of the pencil. rub it on your
cont-gleeve, and write the word “"RED " in bold letters, and
pobody can deny that you have fulfilled your promise.

SIMPLE. THOUGHT-READING. :

To wind up vour entertainment, surprise your friends with
a little thought-reading. This is how it is done: :

Invite your andience to write questions on several picces
of paper, and fold them up so that you cannof possibly sec
the writing,. You then collect the papers, and place themn:
into a hat.  Placo the hat on your head, and in a thoughtful
and ssrious way exclaim, **Someons haz asked me——"

This first question must be an invention of your own, but
vou procecd to answer 1f. Noxt you take & slip of paper
from the hat, earcfully note the guestion it eonteins, but
vead out your own invented question, as if verifying vour
previons remarks,  You now have the information, for the
next goezkbion.

“Thus,yon continue ill ol the slips of paper are exhaustod.
including one with your own guestion on, which von must
previously conceal under the band of the hat, and which you
should be earcful to take out last,

Ancther method of thought-reading 15 to hand round slips
of paper. and tell each of your friends o write any message
they wish therson, and you will wrile cxactly the same on a
separate picce, without seeing whatb they have written,

All you have to do iz to write the words, *“ Exactly the
sama ' on your piece of paper, and as you collect the messages
fraom your friends, show this to them.” Although the tricl is
obviously “*a cateh,” they cannot deny that you have Fullilled
YOI Prommise,
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS OF A GREAT NEW SERIAL STORY
OF MYSTERY AND ADVENTURE.

The managers of the BYZANTINE GEM. SYNDICATE
vall -upon- 8IR WILLIAM CRANSTON, manager of the
GREAT S0UTHERN BANK, to demand the return of the
SHEBA RUBIES, wlich they have proviouwsly placed in
the bank’s keeping.

The interview 13 intevrupted by a defective and another
person, who request 8ic William to hand the rubies over
to them, as they heold a roysl warrant to take possession of
the gems to prevent thom being conveyed to Germany.

MR. DELAVILLE, the chict cashicr at the bank, is sent
for the gems, and on returning surprises the manager hy
mforming him ithat the safe is cmpty,

This brings him under suspicion, and TOM HEREWARD,
a junigr clerk at the bank—to whom, with his sister, Dora,
Delaville is acling as guardian—deterniines to sift the matter
out to save his guardian from disgrace.

MARSELLA, a detective, discovers that Tom's sister,
Dora, is wearing & ring containing one of the miasing rubics,
which Mr. Delaville has given her.

Tom discovers that his guardian bought this ring from a
MER. BROCKLEY, and informs Sir William Cranston.

Bir William rings vp Brockley, who admita that he sold
the ring to Delaville for three hundred pounds,

(Now go on Wwith the story.}

—

The Trap.

“Where did you get i1 demanded 8¢ William,

“It was handed to me in the nnli:mr; COUrSE 48 COMIIEson
goods by Swaritz, of Hatton Gavden.’

L And how did 1t get into his hands?
had sold him the stone?" :

“No. He is on the 'phone. Why not rving him up?”

“Got mie the number, Hereward,” said the manager.

Within a space of .twenty scconds 1t had been furnished.
Tom carvied out even the smallest order with the almest
reflex prompiness that makes for success,

Then Bir William sent his inquiry, and there came an
answer-—one so lengthy and so grippiog that as he listened
to it the manager put up oue hand as if to command silence.

There came the dull click of the receivers being replaced.
Tho face of the bank’s managing director had taken on an
expression colder than that of anger, and more merciless.
“¥ou have the record,” be said to Tom. “ Read it aloud.”

“I—I ecannot, sir. The—the speaker got ahead of me,”
yeturned T'om hushkaly.

“0Oh, you are MMr. Delavilles ward, arven't you?i™

“Yes, Siv William '™

“Leave the room, aud attend to your duties elsewhere.”
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As the door closed, Sir William Cranston, turning upon
thoao assembled, said ﬂmwlér

“The dealer of Hatton Garden declares that the stones—
for there were others, it would seem—were lﬁurchuued by
him of a man named John Grey: and he further says that
this John. Grey told him that he had bought the stones of
s mon whom met by chonee in a festaurant, and with
whom he got into chat. He was & lame man, tall, dark, and
well dressed. He was Eﬂlpl'."l.::i&].]j struck by the fact that the
man wae wearing & scarf-pin to which was attached an old
Persion gold coin of small zize."

Every man present knew the force of the words, for Charles
Delaville was tall, and dark, and lame, and well-dressed.
Moreover, his most ﬂherishe':i possession  was a gold darie
that hed circulated when the Roman Empire was in_ its
infaney. With the superstition common to all men he had
made it into a mascot, and always either wore it in his neck-
tie or carried it on his person.

As the words passed the manager's lips the door was opened,
and Peter Sullowby, the bank porter, entered, some irfling
perfunctory labour obvisting any explanstion. Sir William,
glancing up irritably at the intrusion, saw his gaze fastened
on Delaville; a gaze at the moment 8o inscrutable, while
eloguent of something surging storm-like through the man's
soul, that the financier almost vielded to the impulse to
demand aloud:

“What has Mr. Delaville to do with you!™

Charles Delaville was making his w omoewards, when he
came face to face with Peter Sullowby, the bank-perter.

“ Beg pardon, sir,” said Peter, coming hurriedly forward.
“I was wanting to see you privately, like, The fact is, I
ran against one ol those EFI‘I( icate chaps half an hour ago.”
Then, mnku'nf- his vaice, he added: “'It was the German,
Mr, Schoficld. He told mo as he's found out something
about the box of gems, but that it wants delicate handling
—far more delicato handling that it is likely. to get from
the police. His idea was to eee you without anybody else
knowing of . But he's got precious little time, for hew
expecting to be intorned,” N _

“Well, you know my address, Yoa may give it to him,
if you seo him soon,” veturncd Delaville, accentuating the
final word in allusion to his coming change of residence.

Sullowby shook his nesd.

“Pan't think ho hes time to run about, sir,” he remarked.
“The gentloman said he would be at—let me sce—whera
wag it? Oh, ono hundrod and twenty-three, Monmouth
Strect, Lorne Square, to-night at nine; and if you conld geb
there, he would bhe able to put you up to something.”

Charles Delaville’s face grew dubious. 1

“It scems strange hoe shonld have confideo the fact of his

“BUNTER THE MASHER!" ik Rewes
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knowing anvthing o you, instcad of addressing the bank
authorities,” he commented.

Y Hxeuse me, sir, but I don't see ik, The poor gr.-nt'[enmn
is up to his cves in trouble over the war, and he 15 nervous
of the police!™

Delaville laughed shortly.

“I suppose the position of an alient iz not very roseate
just now,” ho remarked * Well, I will think over is, and
possibly I may go. The address 1z 123, Monmouth Street,
I think vou said.”

“¥es, sir; and to-night ab nine”

“Yery well,"” said Delaville. :

And, seving Tom Hereward in the near distanee, he
nodded a good-bye, and strode off.

“You'll be thrown, my fine fellow, before you're much
older 1" muttered Peter, looking after Delaville, *“*“You'll
be thrown, and kicked, and trampled in the mud; and men
will =pit when they hear your name! Schoficld wants to
meet you, does ho? Emﬂ:&g it in like orange-juice, you did !
I've only to see that German, and piteh him & similar yarn
about you, and the business'l beo all but done.”

Delaville was one who had accustomed himself to seize
on any proposition, and accept or reject it after keen, if
momentary, serutingy.

Az heo walked to moet Tom e debated s sugegestion of
gn interview with Bchofield,

“Y don't like it,” his thoughis ran.
decisioni: * 1 shall not go!”

With this he had come to Tom's side. The bov was
Jooking anxious, far more than Delaville himself. The latier
smiled, and, runping cne arm thwough his ward’s, rallied
him upon his facial expression,

“1t i3 8 come-down from a Daimler to a 'bus, but we
must tey to survive the fall,” he snid solemnly. “T am glad
to see yout are not weeping. It is extravagant to weep; it
adds to the laundry bill 1"

The men seemed to have exchanged ages, for Tom turned
upon_the other with the reproving gravity of middle life,

“You appear not to grasp the tact, sic, that you have
Leen almost directly aceused of selling the stomes,” he said.
“I was not in the room when the messago from Swaritz was
told to the dil'mtc-rsj, but I know that it was told, and what
they thought of it.’ _

“WWhy, what o clever boy you are!"™ returned Delaville
banteringly. *Now J haven't the remotest idea what they
thought, and I haven’t the slightest wish to know, Seripusly,
Tom, aren’t you something of an ass? IF T had afrpmprmh:-d
the rubies, do you think I should go peddling them?
And ia it veasoneble to supposo that if I had eome five
million pounds’ worth of gems in my possession, and did
peddie them, I should Luy back one of the smaller stones,
and have it flaunted before all and sundry? Fes; I ain
mn;;; to say it, but you are a very unimproved kind of
ass 1"

“I heard them discuss 2]l thal, sir,” said Tom stuedily.
“ And Marsella said you had done it becauze evervone would
think the course se absurd as to be impossible. He said
vou were o keen judgo of how men tlink, and that this
judﬁant would gnide your actions.”

“iwet me see. You have been my ward for mine years,
Tom, Lan't that so¥"

“Yos, sir"

Then ecame the

“Hava you ever known me commibt any pross, obvious,.

inexcusable blunder 77

#Nover once, sir”

“Thon why suppose me capable of one?”

“I1 don't, sir; but you scem to miss the point, whicly is
that Darsella wrgeas that you would reason as you are
reasouing now, and tha: you would expect oiher people to
reason in the same way. heard him tell S Eamuei?l Abram,
a director, that there was no hurry; the big fish was iq
the net, and couldn’t possibly escape, but ho was quite
determined not to lose the r?mnr:ﬂ of r:atfrlﬁnlz; other fish
by ']’and{u‘g hizs prize too quickly, That i{s simply the teath,
Al

Delaville's face flushed.

U Hxcuse me, siv,” went on Tom, “I mean noe rudeness
in asking whether the late Mys. Delaville was German 7"

“* My wife was not German, either by bicth or blood., Her
mother, when a widow, marricd General von Hartuen, T
studied, like many other young Dritishers, at Heidelberg for
a vear or fwo."

%7 see,” replied Tom thonghtiully,

“Why the guery, Tom®”

“Marsella said that Lalf vone interests were Toeutonie, e
implied that it was jnst possible you had been working with
the Syndicate.” ]

Nelavitle®s eves became inminous with anger.

“Very well,” ho said; *since you have chosen to listen
to the mad vapourings of an out-ol-work police-oflicer
anxious for a job, and to give credence to them, knowing
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that they are designed to make me out a sconndrel, T throw
up my guardianship. You are at liberty to reside where you
choose, so long as it is not beneath my roof. I will say no
further word to vou until you humbly crave my parden,
Befors Heaven, 1 will compel my slanderers to apologise
publicly ! (o to my house, and tako your 1‘-1"!1%5 away !
1f you have not gone by the time I return, I shall have you
put out!”

“T shall have you put out!™

The words uttered by Delaville struck home to the heavt
of Tom Hereward like a dagger-point, As Delaville, after
uttering them, swung away, his Jimp almost imperce itible,
Tom’s Impulse was to run after him and reason, or plead—
to do anything which might force his guardian to believe
thoe honest truth that he, Tom, had absolute faith in him;
but pride pulled him back.

His growing manhood asserted jtsell, Ho would not seek
peace untdl his elder acknowledged himself te be in the
WIOong. .

In a near street Charles Delaville came to a halt, His
blood was ﬂurging hotly through his brain.

“Why,"” he sard to himself, *‘the u-.ppﬂrtunil;r was &b hand
for proving one of the slanders false !’

Ho would go to Monmouth Street and meet Schofield, and
ask him fo bear witnpss that Le, Delaville, had never written
or spoken a word to any member of the Syndicate, save in
the common course of lis duties, ;

His mind fully mada up, Charles Delaville hired a taxi,
and was driven to the house in Monmounth Strect,

It was a very unpretentious building. The street itsclf
was one that had fallen from fashion. Delaville stepped
within a lobby, for he saw ne bell, and the outer door was
wide open. It seemed absurd to knock at the inner door with
hig knuckles or shick, 20 he turned its handle. Very evidently
the place was sonie kind of club, for on the wall were the
words, * Bmoking-room,” asccompanied by a painted band
with outstreiched forefinger.

Better for the man hasd e zeen the finger extended in the
cpposito divection! Better foe him had he turned on his heel,
and sped into the nmight!

Delaville wont on.  What had ho to fear? I his heart
boat more strongly than at other moments it was because
he felt himself on the eve of victory. He was abont to prove
his enemies slanderers,

e

The Power of Evil,

With o manner thet revealed nothing whatever of his
brainstorm, Charles Delaville, following the instructions upon
tho wall, found himself within o spacious apartrnent, Its
furnishing was of the “had been ™ kind. The chairs were
numerous and good, the carpet had once been worthy of a
matision.  There were comlortable-looking cornors.  Hore
and there 2 screen stocd. But all wore an air of shabbiness.

Four men were present—two of them engaged in a game
of chess, one reading a newspaper, and the fourth standing
with his back to the firc.

Delaville seated himsell,  AE the moment there came upon
him a strange sensation, It was one of those stater of mind
that will not yield to  reasoning. He could only
liken it to being in an atmospliere that stifled. But the air
itzelf wasz pure enouch, He folt the mysterious influence
paralysing Iuis will. Tweo impulses were at war witlin Lim- -
to flee the place; to remain, and abandon himself to whatever
might eventuate.

A club waiter came through the doerway and up to the
table where the man wilth the newspaper sat, Some words
in a low tone wers exchanged.  As he poassed back he stopped
oppozite Delaville, and with a foreign accent sshed ;

“Are vou waiting for anyone, air?"

Delavilla nodded.

“Yes,” be answered, 1 have an appointment with a
e, Sehofiold.”

“Very good, siv! Bome refrezslinent™

More for the sake of appearance than From o desive fo
drink, Delavillo ordered some liguid. e did oot touch i
when brought, but waited impatiently, consulting his watch
now and agatn.

At the end of {iftcen minules he muitered a curse upon the
German, gulped down  the vefreshment. deew  onb  his
ciggretbo-cuse preparvatory to poing, and--—

Then somcthing happenoed, He fell as il o pioce of
machinery had got loose in Lis brain and was whirling round
with increasing spoed.

And with this came a madly-joyous, eare-fres wave ihat
surged upon him and, as it were, bore him high over the
rocks of world wearry,

Schoficld ! Good old Bchoficld Lhimsell was here! He was
sripping the mon's hand and swearving ho was the best fellow
on carth. He heard guestions—absurd questions—aliout the
ruldies, and he was answering that Siv HBamue! snd Fiv
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William, Marsella, and the rest of them could do their.worst,
and ho would langh ab them. Schofield and himeelf knew;
they didn't core.

What right had the Gevernment to grab the property of
innffénsive citizens? The Germans were jolly good fellows!

All this and a great deal more he was saying; and then
lie was being helﬁed in quite a friendly manner to the door-
way and down the stairs and out into the street, where a
all, black-coated, bowler-hatted man was putting him inta
a tuxi, and the wheels of the taxi and the machinery 1 his
brain were whirling him up to bed.

And they eontinned whicling while he sleph, and they leld
behind them the ghost of their whirling when he awoke in
tho reproachful, healthful, fresh morning.

The memory records were all blurred. o had an after-
Aavowr of drink and excitement and muach talk, Where had
ho been? How his head ached! Had he become intoxicated?

Dora regarded him from eves whose lids were veddened
when they met at breakfast. .

“Hallot Where's Tom?"" Delaville asked, his voice coming
weakly.

*Ha has gone!”

For two seconds the man thought his ward roferred to the

daily bank {ﬂurl‘tﬁy, and be was about to say, ** Ilow absurdly

carly 7 when  recollection  rushed wpon him, and  he
stanmerod @
“I forgot! Gone! Teh! He must be mad!™

“He =aid yvou had ordered him to leave,”

The men pressed one palm to lis forebead.

‘;Tlmm wore words,” he said. Oh, it will all come
Filit 1

A light sprang into Dora’s face. 0Of ecourse it waould all
coma right. Her guardizn would bring Tom home from the
bank, and thay would be better friends than ever. She would
ro to wmeet them, .

The housekeoper, coming in at thizs moment, regarvded her
emiplayer from beneath two chronieally uplifted brows. She
asked whether Mr, Delaville wonld like anything else for
breakfast, and, to his imagination, imported into the guestion
the declared opinion that he deserved to get nothing at all,

Presently he foreed himself to sit at the table and eaf.

As the meal went on he became moody, resentful over the
mystery of what had happened the previous evening, and
puzzled at something else. It had come to his memory that
Suilowby had told lam something about Schofield. Why, of
course, he had gone to interview the German. Had the inter-
view taken place?  Ile did not know.

Delaville felt that it was a morning on which ha must
violate his new rule of economy. He could not possibly ride
in a "bua, faced by the critical oves of strangers, ITe would
go 1o the office in a taxi

When he had avrived at the bank everyvone and everything
seomed to have changed in some subtle manner. The ferce
old commissionaire at the entrance looked past him az if not
sgeeing him. The office atmosphere itself pained. Delaville
was being acted upon by  that stravnge eolement which
acts as messcnger from bram to brain wherever men's minds
ara stiread,

Az Idelaville began to aveange his papers i the office
reserved to his use there entered o messenger bearing an
official envelope., The cashier took 18 into his hands without
mterest, and opened it leisurely, thinking it only one of lus
customary departmental orders. But in pisce of what he had
expected, there confronted um the words:

“8ir,—1L am instructed by the Directors of the Great
HSouthern Banlk to scquaint you that your services will not bo
required after and incluzsive of the date of this commuencs-
tion. As your late duties will be taken over by vour sue-
CEESOF fnrtiwith, the directors will be glad if voun will vacate
ilte office at the carliest possible moment. ™

The communication was signed * William Cranzton,” and
was accompanied by a chegue for salary due at the end of the
current quarter.

Charles Delaville immediately made his way to an adjoning
office, where sat the great manager of the tottering honse of
finance, )

Sir William was talking on zome official matter with youn
Tom Hereward, At sight of hiz guardian the boy turned his
back, and quitted the room, never meeting his eyes once,
never giving him smile or word; seeming to ignove him as a
something neghigible.

Delaville stood silent, waiting the moment to speak, Clerks
went by, MNot one spoke.  The chief boghn writing.

“ B Willian———"" began Delnville.

The chief took no notice. More ¢levks passed to aud fre,
e or two paler than usual, The chicf, o little swhitened,
perbaps, wrote rapidly. 1

Sair William,” said Delaville huskily, “may T spealk 1™

The manager's answer was to leap across to where a givl
serographer was at work, and give some instrnetions.
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Then, witheut looking at Delaville, he rote, and quiticd
the office.

The girl gathered a sheaf of papors and followed.

Deolaville stood alone, The scconds passed. A senior elevle
ecame in hurriedly, saw the reom's otlier eccupant, and mut-
tered something. Another said on passing hum:

“Eo home " : :

It was a suggestion. In Delaville’s present state of mingd a
suggestion was something to obey. Delaville went out into
the corridor. Messengers and clerks, passing to and fro,
gazed away from himi. Everyone was care-iree and secure _{11.
his employment, He alone had been singled out for dis-
migsal.

What was the word the man in Cranston's office had
muttered?  “Traiter !  Delaville had not understood it
then.  One of the boss had just mouthed b,  Nomsense!
Only fency, of course.

His head was aching. 1Te would go home. When he had
reated he wonld be able to see into the thing; he would be
able to demand effectively an answer to the question: “\Why
am I treated as a leper " . :

IIe went to his own room, tock wp his hat, placed in
handbag some odds and ends belonging to hun, and passed
out inte the open.

The commiszsionaire who had aveided his gaze locked past
him agein; but he, too, sent afier im the word, “ Lraitor I

The blare and rumble of ihe strecis seemed to take up and
repeat the word. Iid it yefer to him?  Why, the word
was being repeated. That rean said it, and that man, and
ihiat nman!

“ Traitor IV

iTe heard it from every mouth that passed, fram the wolor-
drivers, from men calling to cach other. It was woven into
countless phrases, if was interpolated i chance-heard
phrasos, it was simed at him, and now it was hooled and
shouted at him by myriad voices, ]

The man passed on to the houss where he had lived so
happily, Tha servant was speaking abeout him as he came in.
The housekeeper had his name on her t“iﬁu“‘ The milkman
was uttering some snarl of contempt. ¢ world held one
being in loathing and horror—himseclf.

At last, unable to stand it any longer, Delaville decided to
seck aid. He would have the iruth of it all from those who
Lkuew. IHe had littls acgueintanece with law or lawyers; but
there wag a solicitor’s plate on the door of a house he passed
daily.

Ifm thia office ho strede, wild-cyed, erect of f[orm, and
strident of voice, demanding to see the man. Almost vie-
lently Delaville broke into a history of his recent experience.

The lawyer, a young man, locked at his visitor keenly,
arrived at 8 decision, and nodided his head,

“Now, see here, Mr. Delaville, the best thing for you to
do,” he said, “before taking any further step, i3 o see a
doctor. Just now your nerves are out of order. Uo round
and chat with my brother. Fle is in practice almost within a.
stone's throw—No. 17, Bryan Square, He'll put you right in
no time; and then yow'll be better able to judge as to your
future course of action.”

Delaville left, a card in his hand. ;

“ (o straight there!™ said the lawyer, as e saw hix client
ont.

Tmmediately after the ex-cashicr had quitted the office the
solicitor seized hus telephone. ]

¢ Tg {hat you, Dick?™ ho asked. “Right! T've just had a
cqueer sort of crank in.  Says he is Charles Delaville, of the
Cireat Southern Bank, and has been dismissed summarily for
same not very obvious reason. Ile declares that everyone n
ihe street is calling him a traitor, Evidently something has
gone wrong with his brain. Am gending him to you. What
va that? ™ol I had not heard, Great Scott!  Seen at
Vahe's, and overheard talking to Germane about getting gems
ont of the country. The scoundrel! I shouid think you
would kick him out. Sorey I sent him, 8Schofield got away—
haz he? Hope he may be drowned.  So long ! ]

Five mipules after the lawyer h:u‘l replaced the reCeIver,
hiz brother was looking inta Delaville’s eyes. The visitor
might he a very Juddd, but he was something td study—
something quite as interesting as a frog under experment.

“Oh! Ho evervone is eaving it?7 I wnderstand. And yon
geom to hear it from the skics like a voaring vowe, de you?
I see. Oh, T don't know anything abeut that. People inay bo
saving it, or they may be falking about the weather. I'm a
doctor, you see, not a police-officer, 1"l ask you some-
thing. What docs * Vahr's ' mean? Don’t know, and don’t
want to., Take that preserioHon to Mapshall, at number
twelve in this street.”” ,

Tinmedintely Delaville left, the doctor rang up his hrother,

td. “BUNTER THE MASHER!”

- o = E'r T
Frank Richords
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“He has been in,"” he said, * Should say he is a chronic
drinker and drug-taker. One of Vahr's caiches! What a
traitor [*

Vahr |

Ono man had said the word, or the name. Now everyone
said it. Therc wns ne other word speakable by the human
tongue that mattered. It came to Delaville from every

inarticulate gound.
Vahr! Vahr. Vahe! What did it mopn?

And then from some back-stored memory came scatiered
trifles of things heard and balf believed, or ridiculed and dis-
aredited as absurd. T

Vahr! Why, Vahr was the name of some aort of institution
to which sellers of their country's honour were lured !

And these monthing, anarling men implied that he had been
at Vahr's! He! Why, ho was as loyal to Britain as the King

himgelf ! He had tried his hardest to get into a fghting

¥hen cama light. Vahr's muost be another name for the
Monmouth Street club.

What did it all mean? Tho man wheo limped, and wore a
ooin ot hiz neck, and who was said to have gold some of the
rubies—who was he? There was a plot against him—a plot
to rob him of fortune, and good name, and sanity itsclf.
How would it all end?

Changes of Fortane.

When Tom Hereward parted from his guavdianm, his bleod
was ewiftly rising to botling heat, Within thirty minutes Le
had cabbed to the house where he lived, had thirust & suit or
two and somo sundrics into o bag, had taken an abrupt leave
of his sister, and was being driven to where he knew a
welcome awaited him—the home of his humbler [riend, Will

Bullowby. His knock at the house-door brought Will himself,
¢ :]‘ H:;llu 1 gaid the latter genially. “What's up, old
&mlow 1"

WIill,” said Tom,
guardian, and he has told me to clear.
can get o room ¥

Will whistled aoftly.

"Where's your kit?" he asked.

“0On the taxi”

“Then tell thoe driver to haul it in, for this is where
you can get a room.”

“But your father "

“*The gur'nor's out. If he was ab home he wouldn't stand
arguing, but would bring that bag in.” .

A husky laugh came from Tom. He paid the driver, end
himself took the kit-bag in hand.

“And now what's the row, Tom?"” asked Will, when they
were alone,

““Oh, about that beastly robberr.
lu]::jer:t. I'm sick of it!"

“Come and have a look at my gym,” said Will, by way of
diverting the other's thoughts.

He led the way to & back vard. ITere, in an old shed, made
weather-proof by Will's industry, Earﬂ.llel aitd horizontal bars
and punching-bag had beenn made out of odds and ends.
Upon the walls were single-sticlis, gloves, foils, dumb-bells,
and clubs—things picked up for next to nothing in a more or
legs dameged condition, and mode sound and uzeful by Will's
clever hand..

“Can't box till this old wrist gets strong again,’” he
remarked, *but I'll take vou on with the foils.”

They chalked the buttons, and engaged in some really good
fenicing, which left each scathless,

“There’s the guv'nor,” eaid Will, after & while. * Now I'll
go and settle thinge. Come on! You'll gee and hear for
yourself whether you're welcome."”
h]?efer was in the eitting-room when the two entered the

ouse.

“Hallo, Mr. Heroward!” he said, the while his eyes seomed
burrowing into tho boy strangely. **I'm glad to sve you! Is

t your bag in the passage?"

Will epole up:

“Tom has had some alight disagreement with s guardian,”™
he oxplained, “and called to ask if I knew where he could
goet & room, so——"

HOf course, having common-sense, you told him not to go
further and get a colder welcome.” ITe turned to Tom.
“Here's your home, young man,” ho said, “eo long as you
care to make it one.”

“¥ou are very good," roturned Tom simply.

“That docsn’'t need trumpeting,” commented Peter. 8o
you had some words with Mr. Delaville, had vou? Botween
g‘[‘au and me, he deserves what "he'll get one of these days.

hew say that pride comes before a fall, Iie's had a bit of o
gtumble already. Let him look out for another.'

Tor Maoker Lisrany.—No. 409,

“I've kad & beastly row with m
Do vou kndw where

But let us drop the
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Tom rescnted the man's words. Llc and his guardian might
quarrel, but no one should eay & word againet him. 2 :

“We won't tall about that, please,” he remarked. * Thera’s
no better man in all England than my guavdian, E.Ithﬂl.lg]:}
he does flash out like lightning, and I'll prove it before I'm
much older.™

Poter looked at the spealer from beneath lowered brows.

“They fell me,” he eaid, “that yon have been fevrveting out
a lot in this case.” :

“T have been doing iny best,” returned Tom simaply, .

“ And got vour reward by being kicked out of the man’s
house. Tale my advice, Mr. Hereward, don't put yourself to
ALY MOTe tmubl::;, The less you have to say to Mr. Delaville
in the future the better for you. But we won't have a debatc,
Now, Will, show Mz Hereward to his room. It's a .'Imthlﬂ
household, young man, and a bachelor's one at that. An old
lady comea in to do the cooking and look after the cleaning a
bit. You sve, wo don't handle millions here. like some people
who never worlted for. 'em.” : L

Again had come the sparl, Did Peter hate Dielaviile ?
And, if so, why? The guestions flashed wpon Torm as he
followed Will, but he made no comment. N

Tom went to liis bed early that night. Ile little guessed
a3 he placed lus head on the pillow that Delaville, the man
who had been fo him a3 o father, was at that moment
being - enclosed in a net of conspiracy, a net drawn by
merciless hands, .

Although rumoura. were afloat as to the bank being abont
ko close its doors, the officials had been told nothing definite.
Tom went off to his-usual duties on'the morning following.

To Tom's surprise, Siv William looked et him with almost
nadisguised pity, and set him to work where he would not
be in contack with any of the staft,

1t was not until close on midday that Tom gathered any
knowledge of what had franspived, and then it cnme about
by Will SBullowby, white of face, coming swiftly dnd noise-
lesgly into the room. ]

A i‘:(Ia.'{E you heard ?” he asked huskily.

“What 7" o

“You haven't heard anything?”

“What are vou driving af, Will#" _ 1

“ It's about Mr. Deiaville,” said Will; “he's a traitor I™

“A whatt"” —_ _

Tom had risen, his lps had becomo a thin line, his eyes
plazed, - ' .

“ A fyaitor! Ob. Tom, ther say they've trapped lim
plotting with the -German spies here!™

“Who says so?” o . e

“Tt's not I who am saying it,” went on Will, ‘ Sir
William and everyone clse here believes it. My, Delaville
has been sent off ! The bank's closing at one sharp, and
wou't reopent’ ‘

“If lmﬂiﬁ a traitor,” axid Tom, “why is he not arrested?™

“ Bacanse it has sommething to do with the gems, and they
think they will find out more by allowing him to be at
liberty. He was seen at Valr's”

""Vi'l:r I Who or what is Vahe? , -

“JIt's a sort of club. One of theo Fnl:tt- told me about it
just now. It used to be a foreign e ub, and the authorities
bought it up on the quict, and then when _they had it
in their hands they put detectives in it, and when these
foreign chaps got togetber they were watched, and so on.
1t's the sort of place where they trap anyone who would like
to sell knowledgo to the enemy, See?”

“And I suppose the scoundrels who run it expect us to
believe their evidence !” broke ont Tom scornfully. * Bhow
me one of them, and T'Hl let lLim feel the power of my
ists !" .

With that Tom seized lLis haf, and began pulting on an
onidoor coaf. v _ )

“I'm not going to wait Hll the office closes,” he said,
“Tall them anything you like, if I'm asked after.”

With that, he hurried into a near corvidor, and quitfed the
building. o

A traibor ! Why the supposition was monstrons!

And even as the boy hurled away the iden with zeorn
gsomeons i passing said to a compripon:

“0h, it's truo enmﬂ.?{hl I had 1t from a man who knows,
And they say he has had sowething 1o do with the big gem
robbery. Awful scoundrel!” ; !

The words scorched Ton's brain.  As if walking a race, hn
strade through the streets, until, liot atd gicddy, he found
Limself on tha steps of his old home.

Mr. Delaville himself opened the door.

“ Guardian ! i )

Tom's oves were on the other’s, The man lowered his
head, He moved aside, and Tom enteved, 1

“ These lies—these bluck lics! What do ther mean?”
panted the boy. ) _

“Towy, 1 koow almost as Hitle as yourself 1™

BUY ITI
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“Traltor!"
each other.

He heard it from every mouth that passed-——from the m:tor-d ivers, fr.m men cal Ing to
The w.rd seemed to be hooted and shouted at him by myrisd v Ices.

— e —

(See puye 39.)

- L e —— T

“Tell me all, siv!
Lelp me to ses light,”

Then Charles Delaville told his story,

“Have you spoken to Sallowby on the matter, sip?*

“Gnoken to him! 1 vory nearly took him hy the throat,
and he justified himself by saying that ho had merely given
me o message:”’

“Then wo must find Schofield, siv!™

“TPao late, Tom? Beholield, they tell me, got away on the
Duteh boat ab daybreak !

Tom's eyes were fixed on vacancy, but were ahght with
concentrated thought

“T aee it all,” he said tensely. ““ Somcone planmed to lure
you into that place, The authorifiea assume you knew its
character as & meeting-house for spies and traviors, anod
were ignorant that the police now use it as a trap. Your
plotter drugged you, and made you talk, The awthorities
Jdo not know vou were deoggod. They believe just what
thoy are told™

“Where ave you staying, Tom ?"

AL Sullowisy'™s, s

THe Macxer LiIBRARY.—No. 408,

How over little 16 may be, 1t may

Next Monday's Numnber of the “MAGNET" will ]:lgﬂlf. uspal price, id.,

and wlll contain a Splendid, Long, Complete Story, entitied:

" [ spe, You would like to loave at once?"

“ [ think not, sir To tell you the truth, I am rather &}fd
that I am et Sullowby’s. Yoeu will learn why later. iy
britst gy, ST,

“1 ecan do that, Tom."”

Tom rose. and held out hiz hand. ITe looked at his
guardian as if hesitating to say something,

“\What is it, laddie?” asked Delaville.

“We had some theatrical things, siv, last winter.
yoir let me have them "

¥ Jertainly, my boy! You mean the wig and wlhiskers,
and so on? They're in o box in one of the garrets, Take
the lot if vyou want them. Whet are you going in for—
acting? A precavious profession Tom."

The boy laughed off the questior. In one senie he was
indeed about to act, for ho ragolved to take & part in
the twin tragedies that had stirred all England,

Half an howr later as he. strode along the sirects, ﬁ?‘iﬂlﬂ;'
ing & parcel carclessly, his face had aged hf vorrs i its
expression of honest strength and purpose, Ile was abouk
io faco the lengue of liare.

“BUNTER THE MASHER!" =aui Renaras

Could
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Tom as a Detective,

In the solitude of his little room, Tom Hereward sab
himaelf down, and tegan to arrange his facts. The case
of the gem robbery would alone occupy him for the present.
Bome facts seomed boyond disputing; Delaville had bought
ons of tha stolen gems. Contradictory aa it appeared, this
stolen gem had. beer sold originally by a man so cius;a!y
resembling Delaville that Marsclle, the detective, felt BUre
of their identity. He—Tom—bad riow to prove that Fhis
original seller was or was not Delaville, On that every-
thing depended.

Who wae John Grey!? What was he like? Where wae the
reafaurant in which he had met the possessor of the ruby?
One man slons could answer these gquestions—the gem-dealer
of Hatton Garden. He would seck him at once, and without
getting into digguise, ] .

“8o you are Mr. Delaville's ward, are you?” said the gem-
merchant, good-humecuredly. * And you've turned. detective,
it seems, i‘r‘éﬂ. my boy, I need only give you the answer
Y've given Marsella as to what I know about John Grey.
I told him that Grey had recently lost his life on e torpedoed
boat while on his way to Flushing. He wduldn't believe it; so
I didn't trouble to tell him anything more; but 1"l tell you,
because I apgeciate civility, I-‘Ere told me that he had been
living ncar the Commercial Road. He let out that he had

iven up his office, and had his letters addressed to'a shop.

at is all I koow, but it may afford vou a hint as fo your
hunting-ground.” .

During the ensuing week, for one or two hours daily, Tom,
disguised with false beard and moustache, haunted the district,
tniEing‘ here and there, and getting isolated facts, which at
lén‘gth led him to the doorway of a tobacconist’s shop.

# Genuino Eg{%tian cigs—are they ! ;

Tom, locking like a commercial traveller who had finished a
oot day's business, picked a cigaretto from the box extended
gim,' while with his free hand he caressed a Bowing moustache,

“Y dunno. That's what ther call ‘em. Will one be
enough?" aaid the girl behind the counter.

*Quite enough—meore than enough! It was not the cigar-
ette that made me wander in here.”

The girl grinned.

“Lived here [ong 1" ssked Tom.

“Goin' on for two yoars,™

“Strange I shouldn’t have seen you!”

Ripping Tuck Hampers
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“IPain’t etrange at all!” retorted the girl, *'1 don’t serve
i the shop much.™

Teom emiled.

“Weaw T think of 1, he replied, 1 met you once af
number thirty—Jennings’ place, you know—when old Porzon
had the shop " -

“Not me, vou didn't! Ain't never been there, £7r'aps it
was Mre. Scudamore.”

“Seudamore?! Scudamore? Surely I know the name.”

“*Tain’t *er fault if yer don’t. 'a jawin’ all over the
plage nmidrnin’, noon, an’ night. Blessed if she ain't!”

“Used to be frequontly at number thirty ¥ inquired Tom.

“Of-course she did.”

“Wheére does she tive}”

“ How should I know ! But what d'yer want er. for 7"

*“To sca if she's the nunt of a friend of mine who has just
come back from Australia with a pile of money Ho asked me
to make a few inquiries, but I lost-the address.”

"I believe vou're kiddin® me. Dut, if you want the old lady,
vou'll find her at number fonrteen Wigton Street, fust turnin’
to the right.”

With this Tom quitied the shop.

For one or two hours daily during the past week Tom,
disguised with false beard and moustacho, and 50 looking not
merely unlike himself, but older, had hannted the district,
gossiping here and there, and getting isolated facts, which,
cacefully strung together, Bed at length led him to the last
but one of his hunting-grounds.

As he quitted the shop he threw his imitation Egyptian

n{ﬁamttﬂ ko the guiter, and strode away in the direction of
Wigton Strect. At No. 14 ho saw a lady on the fop step,
grasping &8 broom, leaning over the railings, and communi-
cating with another lady, who slso carried g broom, and stood
on the top step of the house adjoining.

** Are you Mrs. Bendamore ! asked Tom, raising his hat.

“Gracious! 'Ow ﬂ'ﬂu did fright me!” sald the lady
addressed. Then, with suspicion, she added: **'What is it—
insurance 7"

“No, I don't want any money. I was recommended to yon
as a lady of discretion, who could supply me with some
information. I ecan make it worth vour while.”

The lady of the adjeining house stood with mouth agape,
and eyes dilated, inspecting Tom's wearing apparel, and un-
nur]iasaahla moustache.

Mra, Soudamore, after the manner of her kind, horself made
such inspection. Then, almest visibly swelling with import-
ance, and with lips compressed, she stepped inside her house,
held the door wide, and in the manner of one conveying secret
msteaction, motioned her visitor to enfer.

bl & into the parlour,” sald Mras. Scndamore, when the
door had been closed.

“You know tho neighbourhood well, T believet” hazarded
Tom, when seated.

“ Egscuse me a moment!” Mis. Scudamore propped the
broom sgainst the wall of the room. * But who set you ou
to como "orol"

Tom thad recourse to his imagination.

10:1% friend. Let me eee, What 13 the name of the land-

r ¥

YOld Jagg, the grocer, owns the ’ouse, an’ mighty little
a doea for at. W j' if you was to come down to the back-
kitching in the middle of the night an' sce the beodles all
comnin’ up from cracks in the skirtin’, I give you'my word
vou coldn't put a pin's point between "em ! But what was

gavin'? Oh, yes! Who sent you "ere?"

“The Roversnd Jamea Mt‘:Du!Iu{p—-@. reat friond of Mr.
Jagg, I beliove. * My dear follow,' ie said to me, *if
anyone ¢an be relied on to help you, it 1s that pattern of
her neighboura—Mra. Seudamore [

The lady drow horself up.

“I ain’t in a position {o give no Tolp,” she returned.
“An' you told me on the doorstep as you didn’t want no
meney,”

“0Of courae, ma'am—of course!
apinion, and = on,
bolisve 7"

" As well "—apd Mra, Scudamore waved ber hand—*as
I know this 'ere room, When T come twenty-eight year
ago the bottom end of Wigton Sirect was a churchyaye.
Mr. Jagg:u’ brother, as was on the Vesiry, offered to lay it
out if tney would allow a rnight-o’-way. Mce an’ my ‘usband
come "ers just as number fifteen was bein' built,”

Tom inwardly groaved,

" Very interesting indecd,” e commented: “and somn
othor day we may have a ohat over the old times. But just
now I wish you to tell mo whether you knew a Mr. Porson,
of number thirty, round the corner

Another long instaiment of this grand serfal naxt

onday, when the "“"MAGNET LIBRARY " roasumaece iis
usual size and price—1d, Order yaurcopy asarly.)

The help I want is your
You know the neighbourhood, I
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Christmas
Greetings
To All!

To overy boy and giv], father and. mother, soldier and
gailor who rcm{a and Eﬁjﬁ%'ﬂ the MaexET Library I extend
roy heartfelt wishes for a Merey Christmas and a highly pros-
perpus Mew ¥Year. ;

The term * Merry Christmas ™ will, I expecr, ring very
harchly .in the ears of all who bave suffercd bercavemenis
during tho present war, but these should endeavour, hard
though it may seem, to look on the bright and noble side
of it all, while all my reader chums who have relatives at the
Front should not allow thas fact to interfere with their fun
and frivolity this coming Christmastide. c .

For my park, I have tried .hard to keep alive the spirit
of Christmas by bringing ont what I honestly consider to be
our best number. I.%u and night the ceascless clicking of
typewriters has resounded throngh the corridors of the Fleet-
way House, and my sadly depleted but unwaveringly loyal
staff has backed me up with might and main in this colossal
undertaking, the result of which lies in this issue. I have
little doubt but that “Harry Wharton & Co.'s’ Pantomime
will make a tremendous hit, and the same remark: applics
to the serial, the supplement, and the song. [t 1s my par-
tioular wish that the latter ghall become & universal favourite,
for Ty chums are having & great honour conférred upon them
i having a special song of their own.

And now I will east off the editorial mantle, and speak as
friend to friend. I really am most delightod and gratified
with the splendid support accorded me smee last Chrisimaes.
The circulation of the MaexeT Library has been gloriously
vising ; wars, troubles, and Zeppelin raids have not hampered
it, and the future is distinctly bright, I am fully aware,
howevor, that withéut the aid of my vast army of friends this
splendid state of affairs cannoi continue. Let me thank you

, thercfore, ifor the good work you have done in the past,
and ‘when “ ’eace on earth” is ponminely assured once again
1 trust the Maaver Library will emerge greater and
grander-than ever.

_I-.H

. -"‘-r-_n—

For Next Monasy :

“BUNTER THE MASHER!"
By Frank Ricnards.

Next Monday’s issue, "which will return to its customary
size and price, contains one of the finest storics of schoal life
famous Frank Richards hes ever penned. Billg Bunter—-not
for the first time in his career at Groyliiars—blogsoms forth
s a lady-killer. But on this oceasion, much to the surprise
and dismay of his Form-fellows, he receives letters [rom,
and arranges socret mectings with, no ]E_Eﬂ- 2 person - than
Marjoric I1azeldene, of Cliff House. This state of affairs
hits Bob Cherry very hard, for he (}mm fails to understand
what Marjoric can admire in the clumsy, ungainly Owl of
the Remove. However, Peter Tadd, the schoolbey lawyer,
gota to work on the mystery, with dize vesults for

"BUNTER THE MASHER!L”

LIEUTENANT LASCELLES' DOUBLE,
Leg-Pulling That Dida't Come Off.

A few weeks ago, my chums will remember, I published
a letter purporbing to come from a Licotenant Lorey
Lascelles, who claimed that the company he helped to control
was composed to a large extent of men l‘s:*nrmﬂ*_thc named
of MAGNET characters. I have mow reccived the following

THe Magxer Liprany.—No. 409

Next Muonday's Wuber of the * MAGNET ™ will be the usual price,

and will contain a Splendid, Long, Complete Story, entitled ;

The Editor is always plessed to hear from hig chums, at home or-abroad,
1 and is only oo willing to give his best adviee to them if they are in
| difficulty or in trouble, . . . Whoin to write to : Editor, Tha" Ma "
| Library, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Strect,

London, E.

I e

letter from this amamng
practical joker:

“Royal Garrison
Artillery.

“ Dear FEditor,—Since I
wrote to you last 1 have
beem  wounded by shell-
fire in three plaeces.  Ser-
geant Vernon - Smith
wnag wounded ab the same time. I have been at the Front
ainee December, 1914, and heave not been hit before, so I
think I am rather lucky. Last July Courtney and I were
both buried alive, but the boys dug us out. It was really
awful. Every sccond scemed an hour, and when we wera
freed from our living grave T was never more thankful in my
life. I won the D.C.M. last March, Has my namesake got
one yek?

“Licutcnant Erie Couvtney was married last week, and I
waa best man,  Your now venture,. the ‘Greyfriars Herald,’
is mighty popular in the trenches, I guess. Thank you for
publishing my last letter, I didn’t expect you to. Wishing
you every success.——vours loyally, LAwneExceE LASCELLES.

 (Second-Lioutenant.}”

The writer of this extraordinavy epistle possosses s very
broad sense of humour, which, if nghtly directed, should
ain for him a position on the haella or in Pentonville
iaol. Perhaps mi amiable friend thought I should chect-
fully swallow hie flighty remarks, and_ laud lhim up to the
sleins for having won the INC.M. ; inftesd of which, T warn
him not to be a bigger fool ‘than he can help, and not to
practise leg-pulling on the editor of & boys’ paper. It
docan’'t pay |

“RALLY ROUNDI!®
Stirring Song of the Season.

I would draw the atiention of all my chums o the mag-
mficent song given away with thig issue, and speciaily writton
for readers of the Macxer Library. If you detach the covers
of this number you will ind that the song is fully displayed,
and it will only be necessury for you to play i1t over, or,
failing your ability &s a musician, to persuade yonr proity
sister to do it for you. Yol will at onee be enrnptured
the delightfully catchy tune, which should spread like
wildfire among the boys and girls of Britain,

CORRESPONDENTS, FLEASE NOTE!

AFTER TO-DAY 1 SHALI, REPLY TO NO MORE
QUESTIONS DEALING WITH THE CHRISTIAN
NAMES AND AGES OF "M?Gl ET* CIIARAUTERS.
ALL SUCH INFORMATION I8 CONTAINED 1IN THE
SPECIAL SUPPLEMENYT PRESENTED WITH THIS
ISSUR. READERS ARE STRONGLY ADVISED TO
DETACH THIS SUPPLEMENT, AND TO XEEP IT
BY THEM FOR REFERENCE. THEY WILL FIND
IT WELL WORTH TIIEIR WIILLE,

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

A. E. Farringdon (Walthamstow).—Your parvwly an *'The
Village Blacksmith ® is 23 old as the hille, Apart from thie,
Longtellow's poem is sacred in parts, and I do not approve
of religious subjects hclni parodied.

“Tilize * (Burnley).—There s no Correspomdenca Fxchange
in connection with tho Macxer Library. Me. Richacds
occastonally decs quote French phrases in his stories,

{(Continucd on next page.)

‘4. “BUNTER THE MASHER!”

L] EE’ Y
Frank Hicharda
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REPLIES IN BRIEF (continued).

“North Londoner® (Hornsey Rise).—The name and
itiona of the Remove football team are as follows:—

ml, Bulstrodo ; Backs, Bull and Brown ; Half-backs, Cherry,
Poter Todd, and Linley; Forwards, Hurree Bingh, Prnfold,
Mharton, Nugent, and Vérnon-8mith. I wish you every
snocess with your story. ¥You will have to weigh the envelope,
of course, to determine the amount of the postage.

“A Pit Lad ¥ {North Shiclds).—I am sorry, but it would
bo impossible for me to revive the * Dreadnought,” as you
sugrest, It didn’t receive sufficient support; so the conly
thing for it waa to olose the paper down. ;

W. Evans (Vauxhall).-—I should say that the cleverest
junior at 8t. Jim’s ia Tom Merry. Levison is clover, after a
'}ﬂ,a.hi{m; but his is a ennning cleverness. Falbot is the taller
of the those you name. ¥our letter should have been
addressed to the “Gem " Labrary, as 1t deals with St Jim's.

W. W. G. (Glastonbury).—The answer to -your guestion is
in the negative, as a politician would say. ]

P. C. H. {P!umsteud}.-—-?nu must excuse my reETmpg to
your letter through this medium, as T am daily finding it
more difficult to answer readers’ lettors by post. 1 mote all
your ecriticisms, which do not sirike mp as being really
valuable. Of course, & boy could spend £5 in a2 dey! He
could spend it in five minutes, if-it came to that. A great
barring-ont story appears in this Wednesday's 1ssue of the
“(iem " Library. Best wishes, and 2 Happy Christmas !

Perey C. V. (Montreal).—Mr. Richards will shortly write
nnother story iujcmdtmin’!;r Bunter’'s ventrilogquism.

“Ten Loyal Chums" .({Manchesterk—I .am very much
uhiliged tor you for your kind letter, -Merry Christmas!

srold B, (Sale).—Thenk you for your loyal Jammisn of
support. in connection with the ' Greyiriars Herald,”

* Apprentice.”"—You should make application
Admiralty. London, 85.17.

R. V. {Pﬁntﬂmoﬂ.—-‘l‘h& information you require was con-
tainod- in the sg:ﬂial four-page supplement given away with
the Christmias Double Number of the “Gem " Library.

Verney Dean  [Southport).—The character you mention
arpived a4 Croyiriars in the ordinary way, and his jocular,
pood-humounred ways speedily endeared him to  Harry
Wharton & Co. ] .

% Automatie ™{Scarborough).—You will find the required
information in our specizl supplement.

Bugler F. R. L. {Gosport).—Many thanks for your cheery
lorter, Hopo you'll enjoy a eattling good Christinas !

58450 Private T, Tinsley, A Scction, 58th Field Ambulance,
RAALLC, 19th Division, British Expeditionary Force,
France, would bo delighted to receive a mouth-érgan if any
Magnetite has one to spare. _

“Barrister.”—I do not think the feature yon sugpest
would appeal to the majority of my readers, Glad to hear
you liked “The Remove Eleven ou Tour.™

“A Loval Reader” (Kingston-on-Thames).—The persons
ard places you mention are Aetitious,

“An (ld Reader ™ (London, 8. T.).—I notiee vou say that
receut “Doublo Number stories have not impressid vou so
favourably as the old ones. What price this isane? have
read it through threo times mysell, and am convinced that
Mr. Richards has excelled himself. Moervy Christmas to you
and to all other “Old Beaders ™' !

“Loyal and Truo™ (Manchester).—A hvge reprint ordee
hos been exceuted in connection with **School and Sport,”
by Frank Richards, and copies are still obtainable, at three-
pence each, from most newsagents.

Charles R. (Wealthamstow).—I bave often thought how
ripping it would be to a film of Hamy VWharton & Co.
on the cinematograph, but there are serious difficulties in
the way. However, something of the sort may come about
one of theso days.

T. O: Hughes (Liverpool).—Thauk you for your letter
and porrait of Bunter. With regard {o your complaint, you
should consult a physician.

Yivian Walter (London, W.).—Many
letter amd loyalty,

. Fraser (Edinburgh).—A very pood idea indead! T will
f;ﬁuu it with Mr. Frank Rii‘-haﬂlﬂ when e 15 next n

W

W. R. Hughes {North Wales).—Many thanks for your
lotter and for enlisting & new reader of the companion
papers.

. Jﬂﬁ?ﬁﬁl L. (West Hampstead).—I will bear your suggestion
in -mind.

_ B, V. X.—Your criticisms are feeble and ill-founded. Ti
is not at all surprising that 8kinner & Co. are poor foot-
ballers. Fellows who smoke on the sly find themselves very
short of wind when it comes to & ninety-nvinute tussle.

Harey [ {Bradford).—The answer is in the negative

A. B. (. [Cardiff).—In my own opinion, the “ Magnet ™
and “Gem " are about on a par.; Somoctimes, however, I feel

to  the

thanks for your

.

a mnaturel inclination towards the * Magnet,” az the
characters are so well-drawn, particularly Bob Charry.

Colin M. (Bouthampton).—I am at all times delighted to
hear from my marricd readers, as they wield & tremendous
amount of influence in connection with the companion papers.
Best rogards to your wife and two children.

H. Milla [Redditoh).—Glad to hear you enjoyed * The
Remove Eleven on Tour.” It is not advisable to introduce
too many football tales, however, as thay appeal only to a
certain seotion” of boys. The swot and the stamp-collector
can't always tolerate them. 2

J. MeA. (Glasgow).—Finish yow etory at leisure, and
gond it in.  Jt will receivo prompt consideration at this
office.

Walter F. Day (Kennington).—Verses not guite up to
standard, Try again! How did you like *3chool and
Sport ' 7

“A. and B.”"—~Thank you very much for your letter, With
regard to the illustrations in the “Magnet,” I find it im-
possible to do as you suggest. Some more ventriloguism
stories will a r shortly.

J. C. H, R. P. J,, and N. F. 8. (New Zealand).—Hava
vou no better way of occupying your spare time than by
writing offensive letters to the editor of a boys' paper?
Your remarks are idiotic, and I have consigned them to the
Hound of the (Wastepaper] Dasketvilles, -

8. R. Kitson {Leytonstone).—More will be heard of the
characters you mention in dus course.

R. H. B. (Birmingham).—Many thanks for the splendid
work you are doing on behalf of the companion papers!

*“Anxious ”* {Brentwood).—Of course, it 13 not too late to
send in contributions to the * Greyfriars Hetald,” ' Start
right away !

Alfred %fs.}'l(:r {Birmingham).—Acting upen your sugges-
tion, I had o story specially written about Wibley-—ie.,
“Tha Conjurer's Capture.” Iopoe you enjoyed 1t Thank
vou for your latest suggestion, which is already under con-
sideration.

Mark Cohen {(Bow).—The replies to your questions are, ns
followsa: (1) Competitions appear both in tho * Gem ™ oudl
the “Groviciars Yerald” (2) Thore 13 2 Jewish junmior at
Grroyfriars; his name is Monty Newland. (3) Most of my
readors prefer & page or two of Chat to long-winded articles
on how to rear aiiltworms, and all that sort of tlhing.

E. L. . W. (Leytonstone).—Hope ihe * Greyiriars
Herald ' exgeeded your 'Iﬁﬁ.hey.l,- expociations.

J. B, H. (Bristol).—Thank you for your kind message. I
hope to carry cut the suggestion 1n the near future.

Kennoth I Cameron (Cape Town).—There arc nymerous
drawbacks to a competition for Colonial readers, especially
in wartime, when mails are considerably delayed. It is a
pity, but ecannol be helped.

“A Loyal * Magnet’ and *Gem ' Reader " {(Glasgow).—
Take vour time over the story, and send it in to moe when
cﬁm}?lﬂtn, Don't forget to put your very best iuto the
work.

W. 8. (Inverness).—Thank you for your letter and loval
%mm{'ée of support in connection with the * Greviriarve

orald.”

Jimmy R. (Reptou).—Glad {o hear frem you again. When
are you going to submit sonie more of your amazing puoetry,
old chap? %mu‘ cfiusions are most ‘entertaining.

Edward Ross and Chums {Dundm}.—ﬂnrr{? I
Ehatagraphs of Havrry Wharton & Co. cvailable

ution.

Robert ¥. (London, E.C).—Sorry 1 cannot help you in
the direction you name. i

Drummer W. P. (Ipawich).—No Correspondence Exchanga
13 pow being run in connection with the companion papers,

Rifleman A. E. Carter, 822, “ A " Company, 11th Battalion,
King's Royal Riflea, British Expeditionary Force, Franco, in
writing to condemn the alanderous epithets of 8. Huntley,
of Monmouth, asks that any readers who have spare copies
of the companion papera should eend them out to him.
Rifleman Carter and his comrades will highly appreciate
such & kindness,

Lows K. Lavinge (Exeter).—I could hardly sec my way
clear to offer a prize of £20 to the reader who sends me in
the best sketch of Harry Wharton & Co.. A 30.000-word
Stturjil if well written, is certainly worth £15, but not so a
sketeh,

have no
for distri-

Printea and Published by the P
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tivtors at The Fleerway House, Farrtingdon Street, Londen; England, ﬂﬂ'—'ﬂ'ﬂl! tor Australasin: Gordon &
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Forward!?

Tramp tcgether !
Bearing all before us!

Tramp together!
Marching on to win-

Ever ready, sirong and steady,
Swell to Heaven the chorus:

“Maznet” readers, tried ani true,
Chums throuvgn thick azd thin!

CHORUS

Rily round the Bannpcr, Boys!
Keep it fluttering lLi'gh !
Rend_thez air with a mercy noise,
Never cay die!
Loyal supporters, heart and sovl,
swing ng a'ong towards the geal!

Tramp together:

Tramp toge:ker!

e r——r——

Fellows who box and shoot and sw'm,

Warriors at thz w.cket;
Champions in the field and gym,

Loving all that's “cricket.”
Ready to co:nsel or cansole,
Swinging along towards the goal!

Tramp together!

Tramp together!

3.
Marching aling in musterel migtt,
This shall be our aim,
Ever to dare to do the right,

Ever to play the game!
Part of a great and glor.ous whole,
Swinging along towards the go:zl!

&c.

&c.
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THE GREATEST BOYS’
BOOK OF THE YEAR
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A Magnificent New
80,000-word Long,
Complete Sohool Tale
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County Council
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Crammar Schoo.
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A  Special Supplemeni given
away with the * Magnet”
Library. Readers are recom-
mended to detach these four
pages, then to fold them up and
keep for fulure reference.

GREYFRIARS SCHOOL

FRIARDALE, KENT, ENGLAND

W

A USEFUL BUDGET OF

INFORMATION CONCERN-

ING THE FAMOUS

SCHOOL, ITS STAFF,

AND ITS SCHOLARS,
ETC. ETC.

COMPILEDBY THE EDITOR
OF THE “MAGNET"”
LIBRARY, IN CON- i
JUNCTION WITH Mr.
FRANK RICHARDS.
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,& Telephone : 125 Friardale.
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- GREYFRIARS

CHOOL °

Telegrams : * Friars, Courtiield.”

3
:: Friardale, Kent, England. %
X

THE STAFF,
Headmaster.—Hevbert
MoAL
Assistant Masters—
Paul Prout, M A,
E. Mordaunt Price, M.A.
A, J. Capper, B.A.
Henrv Quelch, M.\
Ernest Blaine, M.A,
Bernard M. Twizgg, B.A,
Lawrence Lascelles, B.Sc.
Gardener.—Joseph Mimble,
Porter,—William Gosling.
Head Cook.—Mrs, Kebble,
Page-hoyr—Fred Trotter,
School Tuckshop, — Jessie
(Proprietress).

H, Locke,

Mimble

GREYFRIARS SCIHQOL

(Founded by the Ancient Order of
Grey Friars, a.p. 1472)
Pleasantly situated near the ‘coast of
Kent, Greyiriars 1s one of the besi-
known of our great public schools. 1t
has accommodation for 250 scholars,
the fees being £80 per annum (exclu-
sive of speecial tuition). Admission

may also be gained by scholarship,

The school is divided into Forms in
the usual wayv, under the captaincy of
George Wingate, who is assisted by a
staff of compgtent prefects. Fach
Form has 11s ericket and football
elevens, matches taking place during
the season with other public schools of
the country. There are two large
Museums, one for Natural History and
cpe for Art. The school is amply
furnished with racquets courts (hard
and soft ball), fives courts, gymnasium,
sanatorium, and other buildings.

The River Sark, which flows through
Friardale, is greatly used by the Grey-
friars boys for boating and bathing
puﬁnsgs.

o mnanagement of the school affaira

15 vested in 2. Committee of Governors,
who meet at the Carlton Hotel on the
first Wednesday in each month. The
present members of the Board include
Colonel James Wharton, Sir Bevan
Snooke, the Honourable Archie
Chalmers, Peter Purkiss. Esq., J.P.,
the Reverend B. Lamb, D.D., and the
Headmaster,

ety

SCHOOL ROUTINE.
(Subject to Alterations.)

Rising-bell, 7 a.m,

Chapel, 7.45 a.m.

Breakfast, 8.15 a.m.

Morning gﬂhﬂﬂl, 9 a.m. to 12 noon,

Dinner, 1 p.m

Afternoon. School (with the excep-
tion of Wednesdays and Saturdays),
2 pm. to § p.m.

Recreation, 4 n.m. to 5.30 p.m.

Tea (either in studies or Big Hall},
5.30 p.m.

Calling Over, 6.30 n.m.

Preparation, 0.45 p.m. to 8 p.m.

Recredtion  (juniors), 8 p.m. to
9 p.m.

ecreation {seniors), 8 p.m. fo
9.50 p.m.

Passes. out of gates are miven on
application to, and at the discretion of,
any master or prefect.

aijure to observe the times and
regulations stipulated above will be
reported. to the Form-master of the
delinquent, or, in exceptional cases, to
the Headmaster.

OFFICIAL,. ORGANS OF GREYX.
FRIARS SCHOOL.
The “Magnet” Library and the
“Greyfriars Herald.”
_The former paper edited by H. A.
Hinton, while the latter vjnurnn.l is
under the oontrol of Harry Wharton, of
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the Remove Form, and published
weekly by The Amalecamated Press,
Litd., through the kind sanction of the
1leadmaster.

NOTES ON THE LEADING

; CHARACTERS,

BLAND, BERTRAM.—A  Fifth
Form, fellow, and a great friend of
Blundell. Age 16,

BLUNDELL, GEORGE.—Captdin
of the Fifth. A fellow of sound prin-
ciples, and a first-class footballer.
Otten falls foul of Coker. Age 164.
- BOLBOVER, PERCY.—A bully of
the worst type. Believes in winning
his way in the school by sheer bruto
force. An associate of Skinner, and a
rank outsider. Age 15,

BOLSOVER, = HERBERT.—The
vounger brother of the bully of the
Remove, found umder dramatic cir-
cumstances selling newspapers in
L.ondqn. Has scen many vicissitudes iu
his voung life, but.is now comfortably
sottled at Greyfriars. Age 13.

BROWN, TOM.—A worthy sen of
New “Zealand, with sound principles,
&d one who always plays the game.
Age lo. - .
‘BULL, JOHNNY.—The latest junior
to join the ranks of the Famous Five.
Sturdy and straight-spoken, he always
hits straight from the shoulder. Age
15, and a great favourite with thou-
sands of boys and girls. Age 15,

BULSTRODE, GEORGE.—Captain
oi the Remove prior to the election of
Harry Wharton., Like Vernon-3mith,
has undergone a complete reform,
having once been a thorough bully and
scapegrace. A good goalkeeper, and
a sound, level-headed fellow., Age 15.

BUNTER, WILLIAM GEORGE.—
An  insufferable gormandiser, sneak,

spy, prig, toady, and eavesdrdpper,
ith “hardly a good trait in his
character. Motto—*Eat mnot to live,

but live to eat.” His “postal-order
which never turns up” is a by-word
at Greyfriars. Formerly an occupant
of No. 1 Study, he could not be
tolerated by Harry Wharton & Co,,
and is now relegated to Study No. 7
with the Freaks. Can beat Ananias at
his own game. Has a wholesome
hatred of told water, and cadges in-
dustriously from every mnew boy.
Borrows without the remotest inten-
tion of paying back the loan, though

he affects to have sound principles. A
Iﬁentriloquist of no mean order. Age
BUNTER, SAMMY.—The vouthful
counterpart of his brother, the Owl of
the Remove. A gluttonous little
sifeal, who is prepared to sink all his
principles for a good feed. Age 12.

CARNE, JAMES.—Bully, cad, and
rank outsider. A bosom friend of
Gerald Loder, Age 17.

CHERRY, BOB.—Probably hero-
worshipped to a greater extent than
any other ‘“Magnet"” character.
Light-hearted, and sunny as the day,
he is always full of cheer when things
look black, and i1s one of the Famous
Five’s most trusty warriors, He is
greatly renowned for his powers as a
fighting-man, and holds the honour of
Heing the Remove Form’s champion in
this respect. A long-limbed, sturdy
voungster of 15, brave as a lion, and
exceedingly popular,

COKER, HORACE.—An overgrown,
burly, and illitcrate member of the
Fifth Form, whose colossal conceit
venders him a fitting target for “ japes ”’
of every description. Boasts of many
things, but good at none. Plays foot-
ball 1n a way to excite angels to tears,
Always kept well supplied with funds
by a doting aunt. Age 17. *

COKER, REGGIE.—An undersized
and studious member of the Sixth
Forni, and Horace Coker’'s younger
brother, Often maltreated by bullies,
but stoutly championed by the mighty
Horace. Age 14,

COURTNEY, ARTHUR. — Win-
gate’s best friend. One of the stal-
warts of the Sixth, and loyal to the
backbone. Age 173.

DABNEY, ERNEST. — Temple’s
right-hand man, Age 16.

DESMOND, MICKY.—A good-
natured, genial son of the Emerald
Isle. A splendid s$portsman, with a
smile for everybody. Age 15.

DUTTON, TOM.—One of the *“Four
Freaks ”—the mame piven to the in-
mates of Study No. 7. Afflicted with
the exasperating malady of deafness,
but otherwise a good sportsman and a

t;f%icai Remaovite. Ade 15,
IELD, SAMPSON QUINCY
IFFLEY.—The “new c¢hum?” from

Australia, who celebrated his arrival
at Greyiriars by working off a gigantio
(Continued on page 6.)
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The Most Novel Paper
ever put on the miar-
ket. Twenty Big Pages,
Full of Stories, Articles,
Pictures, etc,, etc.

'EDITED BY

THE BOYS OF

GREYFRIARS
SCHOOL

A New Number is on
Sale at all News-
agents Every Monday.
School Tuck Hampers
Given Away to Readers
Every Week,

HARRY WHARTON,

Editor. Sports Editor,.
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jape on Ponsonby & Co., of Highcliffe.
A bright cheery youth, noted for his
staggering ‘“‘wheezes.” Held a tem-
porary position with the Famous Five
while Johnny Bull paid a wvisit to
Australia. Age 15,

FisHd, FISHER TARLETON. —
Hails from the great * Yew-nited
States.” An astute swindler, always
““on the make.,” His schemes for
relieving his schoolfellows of their

superfluous cash are the last word in

cunning, but success seldom crowns
his eftorts. A boastful, blustering
Yankee, and a mere passenger so far
as sports are concerned. Age 15.

FITZGERALD, PATRICK.— A
I'ourth-Former with a  beautiful
Hibernian accent. Age 16.

FRY, WILLIAM.—A staunch sup-
pgrter of Temple of the Fourth. Age
16.

GATTY, GEORGE ALFRED.-—A
staunch yeoman of Dicky. Nugent.
Age 12

GREENE, WILLIAM.—One of the
chief toadies and hangers-on of
Horace Coker. Age 16..

HAZELDENE, PETER.—The weak-
willed, eastly-led hrother of Marjorie
Hazeldene, of Cliff House, Once an
ardent follower of Vernon-Smith, and
an unmitigated sneak. Has fallen
info debt and disgrace on numerous
occasions, only to be rescued, for his
sister’s sake, by the chums of the
Remove., Has taken a turn for the
better recently, Age 15.

HOBSON, JAMES. —Bkipper of the
Shell, and a good-natured rival of
IIarry Wharton. Age 106.

HOP HI.—The younger brother of
Wukz Lung, and cqually Oriental in
temnperament.

HOSKINS, CLAUDE.—The musi-
cian of Greyfriars, and a bosom chum
of Hobson, the captain of the Shell.
Age 16. )

IONIDES, MARCUS.—A Greek
senior with a fiery disposition. One
vihe never forgets a wrong, and whose
revengeful spirit 1s always uppermost.
Age 173

KIPPS, PERCY.—A conjurer of
extracrdinary ability, who has amazed
Greviriars from time to time by his
fcats of skill. ¢Age 15.

LINLEY, MARK.—A loval lad of
Lancashire. Entered Greyfriars on a
scholarship. Persecuted by cads on

account of his poverty, but staunchly
backed up by every decent fellow in
the Remove. A patienty industrious
worker, and Bob Cherry’s best chum.
Sincere # all he says and does, a
perfect sportsman, and one who is, in
every sense of the word, true blue.
Age 15,

LODER, GERALD.—Probably the
biggest blackguard within the four
walls of Greyfriars. An unscrupulous
bully ‘and adventurer, who lives up to
the Eleventh Commandment—*Theu
shalt not be found out.” A hard task-
master to his fags, and a thorough

waster. Age 1T
MAULEVERER, THE HON.
sleep-loving

HERBERT.—A languid,
fellow who has reduced dliacking to a
fine art. Extravagantly supplied with
pocket-money, and almost criminally
careless. Good-natured and generdus
to a degree, and, withal, a decent chap,

Age 10.

MORGAN, DAVID.—A sturdy
Welsh junior, and an indirect champion
of Harry Wharton. Age 15.

MYERS, TEDDY.—One of Dicky
Nugent’s right-hand men. Always
game for a lark., Age 12

NUGENT, FRANK. - Wharton's
most faithful chum, and a prominent
member of the select circle known as
“The Famous Five.” 8limly built,
with an almost girlish face, his fight-
ing abilitles are often underestimated
by opponents, HHe is, nevertheless, a
hard hitter, and, moreover, a keen

sportsman. Age 15. |
NUGENT, DICKY.—The daring
young scapegrace of the Second.

Leader of his Form in all larks, and is
an irrepressible little rascal.  Age 12.
OGILVY, ROBERT.—A Scottish
junior, and an average youth, with no
outstanding distinesions. Age 15.
PAGET, PERCIVAL SPENCER.-—
The aristocratic littlé ‘dandy of the
Third. A loyal supporter of Tubb,
and close chums with Bolsover minor.
Age 124 N |
PENFOLD, DICK.—A local scholar.
chip boy, and, Jdike Mark Linley, has
undergone much persecution, but came
out with flying colours. A great
E}ortig‘mn and a good-hearted fellow.
ge 15.
POTTER. GEOQRGE.—Shares with
Greene the doubtful distinction of
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Eng the chief satellire of Coker, Age

RAKE, DICK.—A
Johnny Bull, and a light-hearted,
happy-go-lucky fellow. Signalised his
arrival at Greyfriars by working a
stupendous jape. Age 15,

RUSSELL, DICK.—A splendid all-
rounder, who won the light-weight
championship at the Public 8chools
%jmri?ﬁ; Tonrnament at Aldershot, 1915,
Lagre 10,

SINGH, HURREE JAMSET RAM.
—Nabob of the Indign State of Bhani-
pur, and Known to his intimate chums
as *“Inky,” Remarkable for his quaing
manner of speaking. Though con-
ﬁtgnti 1in danger of his life, he is well
guarded by the rest of the Famous
Five, to which cixgle hie belongs. Fii-
tcen years of age, and a sportsman fo
the ﬁnger-ti 3,

SKINNEIE? HAROLD.—The ecad of
the Remove. A dog. a blade, and a
goer. Fs a humeorist of the callous type,
and plays many practical jokes, which
invariably recoil on his own head.

srudyv-mate  of

Age 15,7
SNOOP, SIDNEY JAMES.—An
oily, reprchensible sneak, with pro-

bably less backbone than any scholar
at Greyfrmars. A notorious funk, and a
nnserable toady of SBkinner’s. Age 15.
SCOTT, GERALD. — Allied to
Temple of the Fourth. Age 16.
STOTT, WILLIAM.—A hanger-on
of Skinner's, caddish in the extreme,

riit&'ld a fellow without principle. Age
TEMPLE. CECIL REGINALD.—

The authorised captain of the Upper
Fourth, and a great rival of HIE)II“F
Wharton. Though exasperating, his
feuds with the Removites are always
characterised by fair play, and he
has often proved himself to be, not
only a rival, but a friend. Age 16,
TODD, ALONZO.—The reverse in
almost every respect to his cousin
Poter. Meek and mild, and afflicted
with an uncantrollable desire to do
““good turns,” he is the laughing-stock
ol the Form. Full of the wise saws of
his respeeted Uncle Benjamin. A
student of the most hair-raising

I*St:t}umes on impossible subjects. Age
':I‘{}DD, PETER.—An enterprising

go-ahead sort of fellow, whuse motto
13, “Never be backward in coming

forward.” Ilead of No. 7 Study, and
leader of repeated cvampaigns against
Ilarry Wharton and the chums of
Srudy No. 1. Inherits some eof his
father’s aptitude for the law. A good
boxer and a reliable half-back. Age 15.

TUBB, GEORGE.—The recognised
leader of the fag kingdom., An enter-
prising youngster, with a mania for
ti'g?king herrings on pen-holders. Age

Ei-

VALENCE, RUPERT.—One of the
desperadoes of the Sixth Iforin, closely
assoclated with Gerald Loder in his
nocturnal revels. Narrowly escaped
expulsion on one occasion, when Couri-
ney took the blame of his mis-
demeanour on his own shoulders for
the sake of Valener's sister. Age 174

YERNON-SMITH, HERBERT.—
Nicknamed *“ The Bounder.” A fellow
with a past. Originally the mast wild
and reckless junior wirthin the walls of
Greyfriars, he has, in spite of ocen-
sional velapses, compleiely Teforined,
and now stands as one of the Dbest
fellows 1n the Remove. Ilis former
feuds against Harry Wharton arve well
known; but these have been wiped-off
the slate now, and he and Wharton
are the best of friends. As a sporis-
man the Bounder has few equals. His
cricket and football are excellent, and
he has proved his worth in many a
thrilling tussle. His greatest qualitics
are courage and endurance. Age 15.

WALKER, JAMES.—An asscciate
of Loder, but one who can play the
game on occasion. Ilis nature eonfamns
a curious admixture of good and bad,
but when at his best he i5 a very decent
fellow. Age 17..

WHARTON, HARRY.—A fine.
fearless fellow, who by hiz repeated
gallantry has endeared himself for ever
1o all Greyfriars. Originally a hot-
tempered, passionate lad, he reformed
nnder the genial influence of Bob
Cherry, and replaced WBulstrode as
captain of the Remove. He puts down
bullying with a firm hand, 1s 2 mag-

nificent athlete, and a very fair
scholar. Guardian—Colonel James
Wharton, of the 2lst Lancers. In

addition to his duties as head boy of
the Remove, Wharton captains the
cricket and football elevens, and rules
the Remove  Amateur Dramatic
Society. He is fifteen years of age,
with a future holding high promise.
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WIBLEY, ERNEST.—A marvellous
actor and impersonator, and the
shining light of the Remove Amateur
Dramatic Society. Age 15.

WINGATE, GEORGE.—Captain of
Greyfriars, and one of its most popular
seniors. Strong, resolute, and good-
natured, and a Trojan on the playing-
fields. Came largely into the limelight
in thé never-to‘be-forgotten story,
*“Schoolboys Never Shall Be Slaves.”
The very ideal of a public school cap-
tain, Age 174

WINGATE, JACK., — Younger
brother of the Greyfriars skipper. Was
formerly a  passionate, self-willed
youngster, but has now been tamed by
the members of his Form. Age 12.

WUN LUNG.—A pigtailed youth
from the East, with no notions as to
honesty and truthfulness. By his
clever sleight-of-hand tricks, however,
he has thwarted many a dastardly plot
formed by the cads of the Remorve.
Age 15

RULES.

1. Boys shall be respectful to the
masters and prefects appointed in
authority over them,

2. They shall refrain from smoking
and from using doubtful language.

3, The school boundaries are clearly
defined, and no boy must go beyond
them, unless he has the necessary pass
signed by a master or prefect,

4. The Greyfriars cap, bearing the
school  cclours—blue-and-whité—must
be worn by all scholars when outside
the school premises. Straw hats, also
bearing the school colours, are per-
mitted in summer; but those wishing
to wear silk hats—exclusive of Sundays
—musts apply for permission to the
captain of the school.

5. The games of cricket and football
are compulsory, and must be attended
by everybody at least two afternoons
in the week.

6. Complaints concerning the sahool
food must be made direct to the head-

“THE MAGNET”

Every Monday.

One Penny.

master, and not voiced at large by
those who are dissatisfied.

7. The only boys’ papers peirmitied
to be read are the companion papers—
viz,, the *“Magnet” Library, .the
“Gem” Library, the * Penny Popu-
lar,” the “ Boys’ Friend,” “ Chuckles,”
the *“ Boys’ Friend 3d. Library,” and
the *“Greyfriars Herald.” 1

8. Every boy must attend chapel at
least once during Sunday.

9. Places of amusement are not vo
be visited without the previous consent
of a master or prefect.

10. Bicycles are allowed, but applica-
tion for the use of mmotor-cycles and
other vehicles must be made before-
hand to the headmaster.

11. No boy is to léave his dormitory
before 6 a.m., except in the case of
illness or other emergency.

12. Midnight revels are strongly dis-
countenanced and forbidden.

13. No boy may absent himself from
lessons  without the headmaster’s
special permission.

14. Wilful damage to school property
and the carving or writing of names
orn any part of the building whatsaever,
or upon the trees on the playing-fields,
is prohibited.

.15. Boys who are unable to swim are
not allowed to enter the river unless
under the charge of a competent
instructor.

16. Waste material of any sort is not
to be strewn round the school buildings.

17. No boy must entertain strangers
of a doubtful character, . :

18. No boy 1s permitted, under any
pretext whatever, to carry firegrms,
catapults, or other weapons likely to
inflict hurt or damage.

19. Tradesmen’s bills should in all
cases be paid promptly.

20. Each boy should make it an un-
swerving rule to-do nothing likely to
bring discredit or disgrace on the fair
name of the school to which he belongs.

(Signed) HErReeRrT H. LOCEE,
Headmaster.

LIBRARY.




